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Brand new towel color — only by Cannon!

Bright as a bolt out of the blue— and
ready to strike a new note in your
bathroom! Cannon’s “Lightning Pink”
glows with life—gives a lift to pastels,
lends a spark to darks! It's one

of a whole constellation of Cannon
“Brilliants”. .. each one enhanced
with “ Beauti-Fluff” — Cannon’s

own exclusive finish—for luxurious
softness, extra thirstiness.

They’'re color-fast, too, and wear
practically forever! See “Brilliants”
at stores now, among the exciting

new collection of Cannon towels,

priced from 39c to $2.95.

Blend it with blues! Perfect foil for “Lightning Pink”—
another of Cannon's “Brilliants”"—*Rocket Blue”! Team
these two with agua—and have the whole lovely trio in

Cannon’s delightful “DuBarry” pattern!

Try it with “Sun Gold,” too! Here's “Countess” in Combine it with pastels! “Lightning Pink” is so pretty
“Sun Gold”—a big, foamy towel with the luxurious feel of teamed with petal pink and aqua. Look for “Lightning
“Beauti-Fluff,” Cannon’s marvelous thirsty finish. For a Pink” at stores right now, and start making color magic
stunning scheme, pair this shade with “Lightning Pink”! with Cannon “Brilliants”—they're setting stores a-blaze!
TRADE MARK

'vwuL- UbCM, fLfrwjev- AT - nnON

Cannon Mills, Inc., 70 Worth Street, New York City 13 « Towels « Sheets « Stockings « Blankets e Bedspreads



Those flakes and scales on coat shoulder—
especially if they persist—may be symp-
toms of infectious dandruff and the millions
of germs that go with it.

Don't delay or experiment with untested
methods. Get started at once with Listerine
Antiseptic and massage twice-a-day and
keep it up. This is the tested way that has
helped so many . . . may help you.

Listerine Antiseptic treats the infection
as an infection should be treated . .. with
quick germ-killing action.

Kills “ Bottle Bacillus”

Listerine kills millions of germs associated
with infectious dandruff, including the
“Bottle Bacillus” (P. ovale). This is the
stubborn invader that so many dermatolo-
gists call a causative agent of infectious
dandruff.

Don’'texpect results overnight. You must
be persistent: use the treatment twice a
day as long as necessary. You will be de-
lighted to see how quickly flakes and scales
begin to disappear... how itching is allevi-
ated ... how healthy your scalp feels.

Remember, in clinical tests twice-a-day
use of Listerine Antiseptic brought marked
improvement within a month to 76%
of dandruff sufferers.

When You Wash Hair

To guard against infection, get in the habit
of using Listerine Antiseptic every time
you wash your hair. It's a wise precaution
against infectious dandruff as well as a
grand treatment. Lambert Pharmacal Com-
pany, St. Louis, Missouri.

THE TESTED TREATMENT

FOR

INFECTIOUS DANDRUFF

See and Hear THE SAMMY KAYE SHOW "So You Want to Lead a Bond" CBS TELEVISION NETWORK
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Our eyes are filled with stardust; our pulses
pound a mad' tattoo; we have just seen
"Pandora” .

Filmed on the Mediterranean coast of Spain,
"Pandora and the Flying Dutchman” (to give
this picture its full and proper title) is a tor-
rential Technicolor spill of action and color,
exoticism and emotion.

In the setting of bleached white sands and
fierce blue surf pounding majestic cliffs, the
Technicolor cameras have disclosed another
Eden—and another Eve.

We mean, of course, Ava Gardner. Follow-
ing her triumph as Julie in "Showboat”, her
role as "Pandora” should certainly establish
the alluring Gardner girl as the screen's new
love goddess.

Living the pleasure-seeking life of the
wealthy international set on the Spanish
Riviera, she is haunted by a need for love—
a love that can consume her, as her beauty
consumes the men about her.

Into her life enter an intense young writer,
a rashly brave racing driver, and the darkly
handsome matador, Mario Cabre. Finally,
there is romantically mysterious James Mason,
who has moored his strange yacht offshore
for a brief allotted time. Mason has been
driven down the seas of the world on a fearful
and wonderful quest...and then he meets
"Pandora” .

The destiny of these men, the dramatic
events that unfold, are motivated by the des-
perate rivalry for Pandora’s love. There is a
wild beach party that ends in scandal, a racing
car wrapped in flames as it speeds against time
and disaster, the bullfight with its fateful end-
ing and, finally, Pandora’'s moonlight swim to
the mystery yacht to seek the love that she
is destined for.

The motion picture as a wonderful weaver
of dreams has never filled its function so
brilliantly as in "Pandora and the Flying
Dutchman”. It will haunt your dreams for
many a day.

M-G-M presents
JAMES AVA
MASON *_ GARDNER
"PANDORA AND THE
FLYING DUTCHMAN”

with
NIGEL PATRICK . SHEILA SIM
HAROLD WARRENDER
MARIO CABRfi
COLOR BY TECHNICOLOR
Written and Directed by ALBE RT LEWIN
Produced by
ALBERT LEWINandJOSEPH KAUFMAN

(For Dorkay Productions, Inc.)
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Kero fiddled

| burned !

says DEBORAH KERR
co-starring with ROBERT TAYLOR

in MGM's Technicolor Production

QUO VADIS

"You'll see Nero and the burning of Rome in ‘Quo Vadis’. And if you know how steam heat parches your skin, you can imagine how mine

felt after that scene. I was photographed inches awav from live, crackling flames. After hours of retakes, my skin felt dry as paper!

booking in water for this escape And later, ‘my hands were tied’, lit- So,

between scenes | used Jergens It kept them lovely and smooth-as-
scene dried my skin again ... erally, with a harsh rope...

Lotion on my hands, arms and face... silk for romantic close-ups.

CAN YOUR LOTION
OR HAND CREAM PASS
TH IS "FILM TEST" 7

To soften, a lotion or cream should be
absorbed by the upper layers of the
skin. Jergens Lotion contains quickly-
absorbed ingredients doctors recom-
mend— no heavy oils that merely coat
the skin. Proof? Water won't "bead" on
a hand smoothed with Jergens Lotion
as on a hand coated with a lotion or
cream that leaves a heavy, oily film.

At home, too, Jergens Lotion is my Being liquid, Jergens Lotion is quick- You can prove it yourself with the You'll see why Hollywood stars pre-

head-to-toe beauty secret”. .. ly absorbed by thirsty skin... simple test described above... fer Jergens Lotion 7-to-I.



PROGRESS
AGAINST

PNEUMONIA

One of the major achievements of
medical science is the progress that it has
made against pneumonia. A recent study
shows, for example, that for every person
who now succumbs to pneumonia, three or
four were claimed by it as recently as 15
years ago. This gain has been made pos-
sible by improved methods of treatment—
including increasingly effective medicines.

Yet, pneumonia is still an important
disease—especially among infants and eld-
erly people. It takes an annual toll o f about
50,000 lives. Doctors say that this toll
could be reduced if the skills of medical
science were used promptly—at the first
signs of pneumonia. This is because the
new antibiotic drugs work best when given
in the early stages of this disease. So, dur-
ing the winter everyone should be alert to
these warning symptoms of pneumonia:

1. A severe, shaking chill follow-
ed by fever.

2. Coughing accompanied by
sharp pains in the chest.

3. The appearance of rust-colored
sputum.

4. Difficult or labored breathing.

Certain types of pneumonia may occur
without these symptoms. However, if they
do appear, call a doctor promptly, go to

bed, and remain quiet.

COPYRIGHT 1951~ METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY

Metropolitan Life

Insurance '® Company

(A MUTUAL §1 COMPANY)
El

1 Madison Avenue. New York 10. N. Y.

Remember, too, that a neglected cold—
particularly ifaccompanied by fever only a
degree or so above normal—may be a fore-
runner of pneumonia. Even if fever does
not occur, it is always wise to take care of a
cold, especially one that "hangs on." Stay
home and rest if you can, eat lightly, and

drink plenty o f fruitj uices and other liquids.

While medical science can assure recov-
ery from respiratory infections in a vast
majority of cases, prevention is still largely
up toyou. To guard against pneumonia—
as well as colds, influenza, and other re-
spiratory conditions—the following pre-
cautions are advisable:

Try to build up your resistance: get
plenty of sleep, avoid excessive fatigue,
and eat a well-balanced diet.

Dress warmly when going out, es-
pecially during cold, damp weather.

Keep away from people who cough
or sneeze carelessly.

The wisest precaution of all, however, is
to keep in the best possible physical condi-
tion—for those with the most resistance
and vigor have a definite advantage in
avoiding pneumonia and other winter ail-
ments.

Metropolitan’s booklet,152M,“ Respira-
tory Diseases,” contains helpful informa-
tion on many respiratory ailments. Simply
fill in and mail the coupon for a copy.

1 1vvrmor

Please send me a copy J

of your booklet, 152M,
“ Respiratory Diseases."

BATH TIME
for Cover Girl Cathy Collins

Like any normal 4-year-old, our
cover girl, Cathy Collins, must often
be coaxed into her bath. Mother is
very patient—up to a point, that is

Once in the tub, Cathy is like a little chatterbox. She talks endlessly to
her toys, soaps and washes them while she splashes about happily. After a
time, Mother comes in to scrub, to rinse and towel her dry

Sometimes, however, it's just as hard to get a 4-year-old out of the tub.
"Look. Mummy, I'm afish,” she says."Yes,” says Mother, "and a beautiful
one too. But it’s still bedtime for this littlefish!"



Safest Possible Soap for Everything
IbuWash wath Special Care

by hand...or in your washing machine!

Ivory-safe and granulated for efficiency ... the only soap in the world
both Ivory-mild for safety to fabrics and colors, and granulated. The perfect

combination for all “special care” washables—from the diapers, curtains, children’s

clothes you do by machine to the filmy lingerie and nylons you do by hand.

And Gentle Ivory Snow Keeps
Lovely Hand Washables Lovely Far Longer!

Your daintiest lingerie, fluffy woolens, filmiest
nylons all thrive on Ivory Snow’s gentle care. No
safer soap made— and it gives rich, instant suds,
even in cool water. Just follow directions on the box

to keep colors and fabrics lovely longer!

IVORY SNOW

Nothing else like it... the only soap both Ivory-mild and granulated for efficiency!

Idealfor the Nice Things
You Wash by Machine!
So Safe—and So Efficient!

Yes, women who ve used lvory
Snow for lovely hand washables
now find it's perfect for nice
things they do by machine—all
“special care” washables done
separately from regular wash.
Perfect because it's the only soap
both Ivory-mild and granulated

for efficiency.

Wonderfulfor Diapers and Everything that
Touches Baby’s Skin, Too!

The safest possible soap, Ivory Snow is Ivory-mild,
99 44/100% pure! Nothing like it to help keep
diapers and baby things so soft, sweet, and non-
irritating. So safe—and its granulated form is so

efficient when you wash diapers by machine!
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NVIETTDREFTDOES BOTH

All YOUdo IsRINSET
Evertpots antipans glisten!

You don't wash . . . Instead of
washing dishes just let them soak in
warm Dreft suds for 2 minutes. Dreft
floats grease and food particles away.
Your hands barely touch the dishwater.
All you have to do is rinse the dishes,
giving a swish of the cloth where needed,
and presto! They're done!

You don't wipe ... New Self-
Washing Dreft leaves no dishwater film.
It washes dishes and glasses so clean,
they shine—even without wiping.

You don't scour.. . Even pots
and pans practically soak clean. Dreft's
amazing “floataway” action gets under

grease . .. lifts it off. Then grease rinses
away ... without hard scouring.
BEAUTY TIP!

New Dreft is so mild, and your hands
are in water so little, it leaves hands
beautifully white and soft!

LATE BULLETINS
FROM OUR WASHINGTON BUREAU

TEN WOMEN PHONED ten other
women to talk about living
expenses in Washington, D.C.
Those ten women called ten
more, until finally there
were ''ten-by-ten" groups all
over the country. . The "ten-
by-tenners” exchange ideas about buying and
menus. They resist unreasonable prices and are
pledged to cut their own living expenses at
least ten per cent this year. If you want to
participate or learn more about the group, write
Housewives United, 2915 Foxhall Road N.W.,
Washington, D. C.

HARMLESS SLEEPING MEDICINE which does not cause
addiction or permit suicide through overdosage
has been developed by the Schering Corporation
of Bloomfield, New Jersey. It is a liquid in a
green capsule and is made of carbon, oxygen and
hydrogen. Capsules contain none of the danger-
ous ingredients of present sleeping medicines,
but will be sold on prescription only.

LIGHT UP YOUR CHILD with a disk reflector and he
can ride his new Christmas bicycle in twilight
or early evening without the danger of being
overlooked by motorists. New plastic-covered
reflective sheeting can be clipped onto lapel,
pocket, belt or schoolbag. ('Scotchlite"”
Minnesota Mining and Mfg. Co., St. Paul 6, Minn.)

A WALK-IN BATHTUB for anyone
who finds high stepping
difficult has received a
patent. There"s a leakproof
door in the side, and a
float mechanism which pre-
vents opening until the
water is out. (Patent

# 2,570,053)

MYSTERIOUS LITTLE BLACK BOXES are often
concealed in packages shipped by truck, train
or airplane these days. They give a play-by-
play description of what happens to the package,
recording any shocks, telling how severe they
were, what time the bad jolts came and from
what direction. Result, according to manufac-
turer: package handlers are more careful and
fewer packages are broken. (Impact-0-Graph
Corp., 1900 Euclid Ave., Cleveland, Ohio)

SNAP-IN PLEATS are available for your homemade
draperies. Fasteners for the metal pleaters are
built into strips of washable buckram tape, come
off when the curtains need cleaning. (John S,
Vance Co., 2323 Giddings Street, Chicago, 111.)

Continued on page 8



THE
CAINE
MUTINY
By
Herman
Wouk

You'll thrill to every word of this
story of a young Ensign who
found the meaning of love and
the secret of manhood in a single
desperate moment at sea. No. 1
on the nation’s best-seller lists
for months! Pub. edition, $3.95.

w SEWING
MADE EASY
By
Mary Lynch

Now—cut, sew, finish, style and
remodel. clothes like a profes-
sional with this giant volume as
your guide! Crammed with excit-
ing new ideas; contains over 400
pages, 1,000 illustrations. Indis-
pensable! Pub. edition, $3.95.

Thorndike
Barnhart

DESK
DICTIONARY

The amazing new word guide
that incorporates all the advances
in dictionary-making achieved
during the last century. Contains
80,000 entries, 700 illustrations,
900 pages. A must volume for
the permanent home library!

THE
GREATEST
BOOK EVER

WRITTEN
By
Fulton Oursler

A reverent, faithful retelling of
the Old Testament—the story of
Adam, Eve, Moses, David and all
the Biblical immortals in sim-
ple, beautifully-written narrative
form. Pub. edition, $3.95.

WITH ALL
MY HEART
By
Margaret
Campbell Barnes

England’'s King Charles was a
powerful man, a superb intellect,
a magnificent lover—but his bride
had to learn he could not be
faithful. Here's the big, exciting
historical novel you've been wait-
ing for! Pub. edition, $3.00.

A LITERARY GUILD BOOK CLUB OFFER THAT MAY NEVER BE MADE AGAIN

For 25 years the Literary Guild has been saving its mem-
bers up to 50% of the retail prices of each year's best books.
Almost without exception, Guild selections have been at or near
the top of Best-seller lists. Many, many of them have been made
into great movies. In almost every instance they have been the
most widely-read, most frequently discussed books of their day
—the books you read, or were sorry to have missed!

Why We Make This Unusual Offer

Nearly a million readers now belong to the Guild. We want
you to know about its advantages—to discover from experience
how convenient it is to get the books you want when you want
them! We want you to realize how great your savings are-
how you can get a $3.00, $3.50 and occasionally a $4.00 book
for just $2.00 (plus few cents postage and handling charge).
We want you to know about the superb Bonus Books mem-
bers receive FREE. Above all, we want you to be assured of
the quality of the books the Guild offers you—from which you
select the ones you want.

That is why, as an inducement, we offer to send you your
choice of THfUIE of the books shown on this page on approval.
If you are pleased, you pay only $2.00 for all three and join
the Literary Guild on a trial membership basis. If not, you
simply return the books and owe nothing.

LITERARY GUILD OF AMERICA, INC.,

How the Literary Guild Operates

Each month publishers submit their best books to our edi-
tors. From among them one is selected and fully described in
"Wings”, the beautifully-illustrated book-review magazine
members receive monthly. As a member, whether or not you
take a selection is up to you. If you decide you don't want a
selection, you may choose one of the alternates offered, or
simply tell us not to send any book. It is not necessary to accept
a book every month; you can take as few as four a year from
the 50 or more offered and you may cancel membership at any
time after you have accepted four books. And with each fourth
book you accept, you get your valuable FREE Bonus Book . . .
a new popular work of fiction or non-fiction, or a famous "Col-
lector’s Library” volume.

Send No Money—Just Mail Coupon

But you cannot appreciate all the advantages of member-
ship until you try itt Why not do so now while you can have
THREE books (a value up to $12.85) on approval! You may
return them within 7 days and owe nothing, or pay only $2.00
for all three and become a Guild member on a trial basis. Your
sole obligation then will be to accept only three more books at
$2.00 each during the coming year. So why not mail the coupon
N OW —before you forget!

Publishers, Garden City, New York

IWHEh 3 Books Do You Want for only $2

Dept. IMeM, Garden City, N. Y.

IS COQUPON

They called her "liar”, "biga-
mist”, "adulteress” — yet lovely
young Rachel Robards married

Andrew Jackson and led him
straight into the White House!
625,000 copies of this smash-hit
in print! Pub. edition, $3.50.

LIFT UP
YOUR HEART
By
Bishop
Fulton J. Sheen

The beloved author of "Peace of
Soul” and other inspirational
works shows us how to grasp hap-
piness in our hands and make it
forever our own. For all who are
troubled by this confusing mod-
ern world. Pub. edition, $3.00.

COMPLETE

STORIES

OF THE
GREAT OPERAS

By
Milton Cross

Contains every aria, all the ac-
tion, the complete stories of 72
of the world’s best-loved operas.
627 fact-filled pages of reward-
ing reading for the whole family!
Orig. pub.'edition, $3.75.

CREATIVE

HOME
DECORATING

By
the Rockows
Work wonders in your home with
this huge manual as your guide!
Contains 500 illustrations; 41
full-color "show-how" rooms;
charts, etc. Complete step-by-step
methods. A book for real home

lovers! Pub. edition, $4.95

THE GOLD
COOK BOOK

By
Louis P.
De Gouy

"Here's the culinary classic!”
says famous Clementine Paddle-
ford. Features 2,468 recipes;
1,280 pages. The most fabulous
cook book ever written—by the
man known as the world’s chef of
chefs. Pub. edition, $3.95.

WITH MEMBERSHIP IN THE LITERARY GUILD
Literary Guild of America, Inc., Publishers

Please send me at once the THREE books | have checked below as my Mem-
bership Gift Books and first selection, and bill me only $2.00 for all three:

opgooo

The Caine Mutiny

Ssewing Made Easy
Thorndike-Barnhart Dictionary
The Greatest Book Ever Written
With All My Heart

O The Presidents Lady

O Lift Up Your Heart

O Stories of the Great Operas
Q Creative Home Decorating
0 The Gold Cook Book

Enroll me as a member of the Literary Guild and send me '*Wings’

month so I can decide

hether or not | want to receive the Guild selection

described. My only obligation is to accept four selections, or alternates, per

year at only S2.00 each (plus shipping charge),

regardless of the higher

publishers’ prices. For each four books I accept, I will receive a free Bonus
I Book—and | may resign at any time after purchasing four books.

SPECIAL

NO-RISK GUARANTEE:

If not delighted 1 will

return all books in 7 days and this membership will be cancelled!

| Mr.

| Miss

| Street and No.

I City.

1
I under 21

(Please Prlnii
t

...Zone... ...Stole...

Price_in Canada, $2.20; 105 Bond St., Toronto 2
Offer good only in U.S.A. and Canada



M'S<EH/aee LP'GAS *

Then every day starts right— just ask the man who packs

this breakfast away! Or the lucky lady who’s discovered
how easy cooking can be. With LP-GAS she can’tgo wrong. She wants high
heat to start—it's here in a splitsecond. Low heat for the bacon and coffee?
Again the flame responds instantly—no shifting to another burner!
*She knows what heat she has; she sees the flame. It heats the food, not
the kitchen! Cooks faster, cleaner, easier, better... yet her beautiful
automatic gas range costs many dollars less than automatic ranges using
other fuels!

LP-GAS works without fail 24 hours a day wherever you live. It does your
cooking, water heating, refrigerating, home heating, clothes drying, in-
cinerating—and never lets you down. What's more, you can store this
fuel and always have plenty on hand.

You may know it as bottled gas, tank gas, butane, propane, or by a
local brand name... they're all Liquefied Petroleum Gas. For approved
appliances and dependable service, see your LP-GAS dealer.

Beautiful Booklet Free! Write for your copy of "How to Enjoy
Better Living Right Now.” 1p-gas Information Service,
Dept. MC, 11 South LaSalle St., Chicago 3, 111

Healthier living—at yourfinger tips! Enjoy the health and
comfort of automatic home heating. Inexpensive

LP-GAS units (1) Operate anywhere; (2) Quickly

installed; (3) Fuel never fails.

over 7 s m /ton fam ifies afready do

National NeWSIEter e e more

HONEST TOWN: A Chester,

Pennsylvania, bank leaves a

fish bowl containing $20 in

pennies, nickels, dimes and

quarters in the lobby. It's

for the convenience of

customers who need change

for parking meters, telephones, vending machines
etc. Patrons are requested to make their own
change. So far the honor system has worked well

NEW FROSTING PAINT gives you more privacy by
masking skylights and bathroom and cellar
windows. It"s washable and permanent and can
be tinted for color effects. There are also
good new paints which will make your bathtub or
your old sink look up-to-date. (National Paint,
Varnish & Lacquer Assoc., 1500 Rhode Island Ave.
N.W., Washington 5, D.C.)

IT*S HEALTHY TO SLUMP a bit,
says a Texas doctor who
maintains that backaches are
more likely to come from
stiff posture than from
slumps. Walk as if you were
climbing a hill, he says,
and sit with the spine
slightly curved.

CAR THEFTS are greater in cold weather and more
numerous at all seasons than they used to be,
says J. Edgar Hoover of the FBI. Although 90
per cent of all stolen cars are recovered, they
rarely come back in as good shape as you left
them.

YOUR OLD TIN CANS are not wanted for government
scrap, nor are your pots and pans. They"re too
expensive to collect and process. Heavy indus-
trial scrap iron and sizable old machinery from
farms are wanted- and are needed badly to help
expand steel production.

TEN CENTS A RUG is all it will cost for sham-
pooing, says the manufacturer of a new sudser
attachment for the blower side of your vacuum
cleaner. It creates a dry, foamy suds from your
favorite detergent and water. Brushing until
suds no longer show, the attachment absorbs dirt
and grime, and the next vacuuming picks up any
remaining loose powder. (Thompson and Sons,
Inc., 8130 W. 47 St., Lyons, 111.)

MOTHERS OF SMALL BOYS soon
may be able to buy suits
with ready-made knee patches
zipped or snapped on. When
Johnny goes out to play he
wears his patches, which
come off easily and can be
washed separately. (Kathryn
E. Mitchell, 1116% Fort St.,
Boise, Idaho)

SPARE PARTS FOR THE HUMAN BODY now include
arteries. Doctors have learned how to cut out
hardened ones and restore the flow of blood by
replacing them with normal vessels. (University
of 1llinois and Hines Veterans Hospital)

As we go to press this information has been checked and is correct.
It is subject only to changes caused by last-minute developments.



“Lux facials make my skin softer, smoother!!says t/nscAarmingz/ofh/woodstar

"Such easy beauty care,” says Diana
Lynn, "and itworks wonders. I just smooth
Lux Soap's active lather well into my
skin.” Yes. Lux lather is active. It cleanses
thoroughly but so very gently.

"A warm water rinse and a dash of
cold. That quick, my skin feels softer and
smoother.” Nothing like daily Lux care to
bring quick, new beauty. No wonder lovely
screen stars depend on it!

"Lux eare really works. It makes my
skin feel softer and smoother, look love-
lier.” Why don't you try this beautifying
care that Diana Lynn recommends ... see
how easy it is to be Lux-lovely.

9 out of 10 Screen Stars use Lux Toilet
Soap. They know its gentle care makes
skin really lovelier— so soon! So try this
satin-smooth, fragrant soap. Discover that
life's lovely— when you're Lux-lovely!
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JOSEPH L.OW

BY JOSE SCHORR

Kisses for hisses If an angry wife orders her husband out of the
house, does that excuse him for not coming back? No, in such circum-
stances a husband should have recourse to “tricks to tame a shrew and
charm her chattering tongue [Shakespeare],” ruled the Maryland
Court of Appeals.

Overtime wife How many hours should a husband leave his wife
home alone while he works late at the office? None, said the chivalrous
Kentucky Court of Appeals. “There is no reason why a man cannot
be industrious and at the same time considerate of his wife. If he is
too busy to spend time with her at home, he should ask her to come

down to the office with him while he works.”

Only for her husband Is a wife required to be pleasant to her
husband’s relatives? No, awife is not required to be pleasant to anyone
except her husband, declared the Superior Court of Pennsylvania.

Talking wife Is it wrong for a husband to talk less to his wife than
she talks to him? No, a wife naturally talks more, because of her
“superior qualification in that sphere of human activity,” said the
Supreme Court of lowa.

Without a bed Should a wife be blamed for selling her husband’s
bed because he told the neighbors that she was a “cold proposition” ?
No, said the Maryland Court of Appeals. “Married couples should treat

I I 1 such turbulence of temper with patience, because the parties agreed
Tende r’ M el IOW e I n Z B e a n S to take each other for better, for worse, and, painful as the performance
I of this duty may often be, it must be attempted to be sweetened by the

/ \re R eal Iy Ove n = B aked H consciousness of being a duty of the first magnitude.”
Tough meat If a bride’'s broiled liver tastes like leather, is she

entitled to slap her husband’s face for saying so? Yes, because such

Folks Who Hanker For True
Home-Tasting, Old-Fashioned
Beans Insist On Heinz!

remarks make life tougher without making the meat any tenderer,

decided the Superior Court of Pennsylvania.

This she loves to hear When a wife askes her husband if he loves

EINZ CHEFS take no short cuts her, does he have to answer? Yes, because “nothing destroys the happi-

h th b ! . .
when €y prepare your beans ness of a wife more than her husband’s want of affection or lack of
They're baked until mellow through

abiding interest for her welfare,” ruled the Kentucky Court of Appeals.

and through—ready to drink up

Heinz spicy sauces! Your grocer has Sauce for the goose If a husband wears diamonds, should his wife

three kinds: in tomato sauce with have less? Of course not, said the Massachusetts Supreme Court. She

ork; in tomato sauce without pork, . . .
P . . P is entitled to live as well as he does.
vegetarian style; in molasses sauce

OVEN-BAKED with pork, Boston style. You know Guest May a visiting mother-in-law be billed for her board? No,
they're good because they're Heinzle because “it would be a crime against nature and humanity to give to
B E A N S all the courtesies, favors and visits that are exchanged between parents

and children the mercenary quality of dollars and cents,” declared the

Supreme Court of Vermont.

< Famous HEINZ 57-SAUCE is a richly spiced favorite No house If a husband puts his house in his wife’'s name, may she
that lends a matchless tang to steaks, chops, fish and sea sell it when she runs away with his best friend? No, because “after
foods. Made to a prized old-time recipe, it’s a thoroughly bringing such disgrace upon herself and her husband, the court will not
aged medley of 17 flavors blended into one great sauce! permit her to drive the poor man from his wrecked home,” ruled the

District of Columbia Court of Appeals.



the play of light upon the silky softness of your hair ... the gleam, the natural shine,

the silken shimmer that's yours when you shampoo your hair with gentle Drene.

( Sh! The secret: the cleansing agent in Drene—and only in Drene— that silkens your hair. )
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This Certificate May Be Worth

TO YOU!

We furnish you with America's
finest All-Occasion Greeting
Card Assortments on approval.
Show them in spare time. You
make $50 easily by taking orders
for 100 boxes. Make still more
with FREE Stationery samples,
other exciting

personalized

items. No ex

Magnolia
Blossoms

perienCe need All-Occasion

Assortment $1

money. Mail

certificate now! 25-card 51
Super Value
Assortment

CARD CO., INC
610 Way St.,

Elmira, N.

Guaranteed by = Humorous

All-Occasion
Good Housekeeping Assortment $1

DETACH AND MAIL THIS ONLY

ARTISTIC CARD CO., INC.
610 Way St., EImira, New York

I want to redeem this certificate. Also include
samples on approval.

Name.

Address.

O Check here if for organization.

THE Oltl’ll W CATS OE
GIVEEIVTWI1CII ULLAGE

Want a pet kitten? Do you have one
you can’t keep? New York’s Alice Manchester
takes in 800 a year

and finds them new homes

These two youngsters want a kitten and
know they can get one for nothing if

they’ll agree to take good care of it

The boy plays with one
of the cats swarming over
Miss Manchester, who is
head of the Village Hu-
mane League. She always

has about 40 cats on hand



In this window kittens feed, cavort
and indifferently display themselves
to fascinated Greenwich Villagers

The boy picks a kitten eight weeks
old. None are put in homes without
women or with children under five

Brother and sister play with cats in window filled
with cat-sized furniture. One kitten was taken to a

California home, but most go to Village apartments
And Cashmere Bouquet is proved extra mild ... leaves
your skin softer, fresher, younger looking|

Now Cashmere Bouquet Snap— will) llie lingering, irresistible
"fragrance men love"— is proved by test to be rxIm mild
too! les. so an.az.uglv mihl that it* prnlif lather
iti iflr.il for ull type* of akin— dry. oily, or normal! And
daily cleansing Midi fiadimere Itompiet IM]» bring
out the floMer-lre*h Moftnm*. thr ilrliralr »moolhne«A,
the exciting lo\eline*M \oii lung for! | ht

Cashmere Hmiqgnet Soap regularly ... for the
finest complexion care . . . for a fragrant >
in\ itation to romance! ae

The boy leaves with his
favorite. He's been told

to feed her milk, liver, CaSh m e re

beef, salmon and, till

she's grown up, Pablum. V. let B O U q U et
That's what she's used to S oa p

__Adorm your tkin with the

Continuni on fnifte 14 fragrance men lovel



Will you look as exciting

as Gloria Swanson at52?

Can you picture Gloria Swanson in a “sensible” hat?... or dowdy, matronly
dresses, even though she's 52?

“But.” Gloria Swanson cautions, “dashing clothes won't fool anyone about your
age. if your skin gives you away. And all you need to keep your skin looking radi-
ant!v voting is one wonderful skin care . . . JERGENS A11-Pi RPOSE FACE Cream!

Jergens (‘ream is a cleanser enriched with precious \itone. With superfine oils
that remove dirt ami stale cosmetics from |>orc openings. It cleans your skin to a
sparkling radiance. It's a lubricant, too. supplementing the natural oils you lose
with age: helping smooth age-revealing dry lines.

And \itone continues to soften your skin when Jergens Cream is your powder
has**, Powder clings with a dewy softness ... more smoothlv than ever I»efore.

Jergens \lhPur]>ose ('ream is three beauty creams in one. | se it every day and
be one of the faseinating women who looks years younger than she is!

TH E O || 1*11AX CATS Continued from pafie 13

Cats come to Miss Manchester this way,
young, scared silly, hungry and vocal

Waiting for adoption, the Kit-
tens occupy a miniature seven-
room house, scamper on beds,
chairs. rug«. de-ks and a piano

These two turning on the charm are sure to find homes. Food and care for
Miss Manchester's cats cost over SI00 monthly, paid for out of voluntary Hu-
mane League memberships. In eleven years she has given away 8,500 kittens



the most desired of all permanents

PROFESSIONAL PERMANENT

For breath-taking loveliness, visit your beautician. Tell her you want a Helene Curtis Permanent,



oaping dulls hair_

Not a soap,
not an oily cream”
Halo cannot leave
dulling soap film!

Wonderfully
mild and gentle
—does not dry

or irritate!

Leaves hair
soft, manageable-
shining with colorful
natural highlights.
Halo glorifies your~gCgk ~

hair the very first IHi

16

time you use it.

Halo reveals the hidden beauty of your hair!

It!

Gives fragrant
“soft-water” lather
_ needs no
special rinse!

Removes
embarrassing

Ive on wheels

by Bob Gilmore

< If you put your household on
casters or wheels you’ll save your-
self a lot of lifting and pushing,
Your work will roll along.

Anything too heavy to lift with

one hand can be made Tollable—

beds, chairs, sofas, dining and

utility tables, toy chests, hampers,

A toy chest on wheels will turn
pick-up time into a game and your
small child into a tidy angel when

neatness isn't a chore or a bore

A utility cart is a necessity in
preparing and serving meals, holds
freshly ironed linens and delivers

them to closet shelves in one trip

You'll save wear on your floors,
too, because rolling feet are gentler
than those that slide, and they don’t
make dents, scratches, grooves.

You can find an assortment of
casters in hardware stores. For
heavy articles, choose casters with

wide, large-diameter wheels.

Laundry baskets that roll easily
carry heavy loads on wash day, keep
so busy the rest of the week that

they are seldomfolded andput away

Furnitureon casters isajoy. Chairs
shift to television position in a
twinkling and beds, chests and tables

can be moved for dusting, cleaning



DO YOU NEED

for selling

DELUXE BEAUTY

only 50 boxes Ao
of our 300 greeting card line. ST

And this can be done in a
single day. Free samples.
Other leading boxes on approval.
Many surprise items.
It costs you nothing to try.
Mail coupon below today. PO

ASSORTMENT
of fascinating
novelty cards

PUPPY CHUCKLES
ALL-OCCASION
ASSORTMENT
of cute, lovable

© puppy designs

FAVORITE FLOWERS
ALL-OCCASION
ASSORTMENT
of exquisite
floral designs

& Guaranteed by »
Good Housekeeping

Y DVERTIS(PYWY
SUPER
ALL-OCCASION MATCHING
GIFT WRAPPING ENSEMBLE
—30 colorful sheets
plus matching seals and gift notes
mm Mail This Coupon Today m"
CHEERFUL CARD CO.
Dept. E-8, White Plains, New York
Please rush samples and full details of your
money-making plan.
Name
WHITE ROSES DECORATED

EMBOSSED STATIONERY ENSEMBLE

—delicately scented, ribbon-tied

3 —————H



Doctor,

The best man to answer this question

is, of course, your family physician. We suggest
that you ask him the next time

you pay him a visit.



what Is a

"Nutritional Time Bomb” is science’s dramatic
name for an equally dramatic discovery about diet
.. . the discovery that injuries caused by mistakes

in diet may not reveal themselves until years later.

Like actual time bombs, these injuries remain
hidden and unrecognized, exploding into symptoms
when it is too late to do anything about them.
Thus, the dietary wrongs of childhood may be
visited upon the adult.

Such scourges of later life as tooth decay,
goiter, high blood pressure, heart disease, anemia
and hardening of the arteries are not necessarily
caused by present diet faults. They may be the
delayed effects of earlier injury, where a dietary

deficiency has existed too long.

A sound child body—the foundation of a sound

FOR HEALTH, EAT AND

ENJOY A PLENTIFUL

ld like to know..

NUTRITIONAL TIME BOMB ?7

adult body—must be built from the food that goes
into it. The true effect of a mother’'s care during
childhood has only begun to be understood. And,
since eating habits are formed in childhood, the
conscientious parent can do much to insure the

child against later penalties of wrong eating.

The protective foods should be used generously
in the daily diet. Important among these are ba-
nanas—Ilong prescribed by doctors as one of the
first solid foods for infants. Bananas have a well-
rounded supply of vitamins and minerals, and are
distinctly beneficent in their action upon the di-
gestive tract. Because of the many appetizing ways

in which bananas can be served, as well as because

. of their nutritional value, they are now being more

widely used than ever.

VARIETY OF THE '"'RIGHT'" FOODS

UNITED FRUIT COMPANY



No-Rinse chemicals hard on your hands? Join the women who say—

FORWHITE
WHITEWASHES

Yet DUZ gives you almost toilet-soap mildness for your hands!

ONLY DUZz- of all leading washday products —gives you this

combination of rich, real soap and two active detergents! And now

Duz has more magic whitening power than ever—the most you
can get in any soap made!

THAT’S WHY DUZ gives you the cleanest, whitest, brightest washes
you can get with any soap on earth!

THAT’S WHY DUZ is milder, kinder to your hands than any other
leading washday package soap sold anywhere!

UJZ DOES EERYTHMG

WORKS WONDERS IN EVERY TYPE WASHING MACHINE!

KEDHANDS

1DPUZY

NOW! The Whitest Washes Possible With Any Soap!

Soys Mrs. Anne McMann of Totowa
Boro, N, J.: “1 must admit | tried some
of those no-rinse chemicals—until | saw
what they were doing to my hands!
Now I'm back to Duz again, because
it does my wash the way 1 like it done
—clean and fresh and sweet-smelling—
and leaves my hands soft and smooth!”

Says her neighbor, Mrs. Claire Drown:
“My experiments with no-rinse chem-
icals taught me just'one thing: Never
try to do without Duz! Now that I'm
back to Duz, I find it gets my towels
and sheets and pillow-cases even whiter
than it did before—and it’s still as mild
and kird to hands as ever!”



Eleanor Roosevelt in the living room of her

home at Hyde Park. Photographs at extreme left
are of Bernard Baruch and Mrs. James Roosevelt,
at extreme right, Amelia Earhart

= j Marion Davies told the press recently that
Vv William Randolph Hearst was a great ad-
mirer of yours. Did you ever have any inkling
of this?
No, | never had any inkling that Mr. Hearst
was an admirer of mine. | explain the statement
by the fact that Marion Davies has always,
when we have met, been extremely kind and she
was probably trying to make it appear that Mr.
Hearst's feelings were somewhat akin to hers.

4 m My mother-in-law says thatin her day it teas
* notconsidered good etiquette to put intimate
family photographs in the living room. | told
her 1'd abide by your decision in the matter, not
hers, so Vd begrateful to know whatyou think.

I am quite sure that your mother-in-law is cor-
rect, though my mother-in-law always had
photographs of the family in her living room in
New York City and in Hyde Park. | never gave
it a thought as to whether it was etiquette or
not. | like to have photographs of my family
around in all of my rooms, and so | am afraid
| have just gone ahead and put them there and
never really thought that it was a question with
which etiquette concerned itself.

hat characteristics do you feel are most
mportant in the First Lady ofour country?

I should say just the same characteristics that
are important in anybody else—she should he
herself, be kind, interested in the opportunities
which the position affords her to help people
and dispense White House hospitality with

pleasure.

affair with another woman ichen he’s over-
seas: When | ask him if I have the same kind of
rights he says no, I'm the mother o f children and
have to be respectable. It's not that | want an
affair with another man, but I don’t think his
attitude is right. Do you?

QMy husband says he has a right to have an

Of course what your husband is trying to guard
against is the feeling of guilt which comes to
any man who has been physically unfaithful to
the woman whom he really loves and does not
want to lose. The act of being physically un-
faithful seems much less important to the
average man, and he finds it hard to understand
why the woman he loves looks upon it as all-
important. Yet, as you prove by your question
to him, if a woman tries to take the same point

of view a husband is quite horrified and turns

IT you ask me

to the old code of respectability on the woman’s
part for the sake of the children. How about
respectability on the man’s part being of value
to the children?

There is something more, however, that
should be said on this whole question, since
physical faithfulness is perhaps more difficult
for men than for women. | imagine your
husband, who apparently does love you, is try-
ing to make sure that you will not turn away
from him if anything of the kind should hap-
pen while he is overseas. You and he will have
to decide what is the right attitude to take. No-
body else can decide it for you.

Doyou feel thatyour opinions ever changed
your husband’s political decisions?

Never.

11 On atelevision show recently Vice-President

c Barkley said that Dean Acheson was the
most able Secretary of State we had ever had—
with the possible exception of Charles Evans
Hughes. What do you think of this statement?
I think Vice-President Barkley may well be
right. Secretary Acheson, | feel, has been one
of the very best Secretaries of State we have
had. It has taken honest, able thinking and
diplomacy to come through this trying period
of history. To do so under a constant barrage
of criticism requires an amount of character

which few men possess.

4 |kHow do you decide where you are going to

give speeches? My brother’s school tried to
get you and you couldn’t come, but I know of
other schools where you have spoken.

I always try to cover a certain percentage of
schools every year, and | take them as the in-
vitations come in. | try not to go too often to
the same area, and | try not to do only schools.
I try also not to fill my calendar too full, because
one must have some time for other things than
speeches.

hat kind of preparations have you or your
amily madefor an atomic bombing?

Neither my family nor | have made any particu-
lar or private preparations for an atomic bomb-
ing beyond reading all the directions sent out
by the Civilian Defense officials and prepar-

ing to obey them.

My doctor tells me that every woman over
sixty takes some kind of medicine. Is this
true of you?
From time to time | have had to take, for short
periods, a small amount of thyroid, also at in-
tervals some vitamin pills and pills contain-
ing garlic, which is supposed to be good for

your memory.

Address letters to Mrs. Roosevelt, in care of McCalVs
magazine, 230 Park Avenue, New York 17, N.Y.
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You killed our son.

You killed him
as Si as
agun

and shot him
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A COMPLETE NOVEL BY ALICE DOUGLAS KELLY

NO HIDING PUCE

Eve had always taken the easy way. She would take it now—and try to forget

ve Dyer looked smaller than ever in black.

With her mop of lemon-colored curls, wide,

bewildered brown eyes and sensitive kitten

face she seemed far too young to be the mother of
boys seven and nine years old.

Alan looked down at her compassionately as they
walked up the garden path. His dark eyes were weary,
his handsome face worn. “My poor darling,” he said.

Eve didn’t answer. She went into the house and
upstairs. Alan went into the kitchen, where Abby Hale
and Denny were sitting before an almost untouched
meal. The little boy flung himself at Alan, who swung
him off the floor and sat down with him at the table.

“Make one of your eggnogs for Eve, will you,
Abby?” Alan asked. “She’s eaten nothing.”

Abby rose. She was of average height, but she had
thickened with the years and appeared shorter than

she was. Her thick, still-dark hair was brushed severe-

ly back from her face and tightly coiled. She had
wide-set gray eyes, a short nose and a thin, disciplined
mouth. But in spite of her uncompromising carriage
there was nothing harsh about her; amusement if not
laughter generally seemed near her. Today, though,
she was pale and tired with grieving.

“1'll make her a good stiff one,” she told Alan.
“She can’t count the eggs once they're beaten.”

While Abby moved quickly about the kitchen, Alan
and Denny looked silently out the window. It was a
lovely July day. The boys’ swing creaked in the light,
clean wind and one of Dick’s model planes fluttered
in the tree where it had caught only a week before.
Denny leaned back against his father.

“1 miss Dick,” he said in a small voice.

“We all do,” Alan said levelly.

Denny frowned in puzzlement. “1 don’t believe he

wanted to go to heaven; he (Continued on page 117)

ILLUSTRATED BY ROBERT HARRIS
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enry drove slowly. He wanted to prolong the feeling

of anticipation from the first far sight of Ellen until

he would pick her up. He liked the feeling of her
waiting for him at the far end of the street. This was the
nicest part of the whole day, he thought—maybe because it
was the beginning. It gave him the feeling that all sorts of
wonderful things could happen in that separate world that
belonged to Ellen and himself—the office.

From the time Henry turned the corner of Gallatin
Avenue and took the street that led to her house, it was
like crossing a boundary line. Behind him were Alice and
the early morning grayness of their apartment, gray be-
cause Henry always left Chestnut Manor before the morn-
ing sun found its way over the tops of the other buildings.

When he had moved into the new apartment building
nine years ago, he had been bewitched by a vision of coun-
try living. But the same enterprising builder who had built
Chestnut Manor liked the low cost of the outlying land. He
had built Meadow Manor, Hickory Manor and a couple of
others with equally pastoral names. Soon Henry and Alice
had become inhabitants of a miniature city of high walls

and sunless patios—an almost city with a main street of

gasoline stations, drive-in restaurants and a fourth-rate
movie house that changed features three times a week.

But while Henry, a man born and reared in the tradition
of apartment life, yearned secretly for open spaces, Alice,
his wife, with an equally restricted background, sighed
with relief as the tall, concrete buildings mushroomed up
around them. She had missed the comforting background
of city noises and gratefully greeted the familiar heights of
tall buildings and the clean gray valleys of hard pavement.

Soon all that was left of Henry’s dream of country life
was Sylvan Heights, a community of small white houses
surrounded by uniform yards like green packages. Every
day on his way to work he passed its quiet streets and
thought of himself living there. He pictured the inside of
his house flooded with sunshine and mellow with golden
wood of a sort he didn't know the name of. For a long time
Henry felt guilty that Alice did not inhabit this dream house.
But, he told himself, it wasn’t the type of life she liked.

In time, Sylvan Heights became more than a symbol of
good living to Henry. Ellen Thayer came to work in the
bank, and Ellen lived

in Sylvan Heights. Since Henry

passed there every day it was only (Continued on page 66)



There’s cause for alarm when a girl
like Julie takes it into her head

to wake up the man of her choice

EFF Harlow, a tall, thin, jumpy young man in a rumjpled flannel
suit, had chosen to walk through the park not because this was a fine
spring day but because he was in a hurry and the park was a short cut.
He was carrying a small electric alarm clock.
Had he awakened in a better mood he might have felt the spell of the weather.
As it was, he noted merely that according to schedule the grass had turned
green, trees were simpering in new leafage, and boy birds could be heard distinctly
making biological noises at girl birds. In short, the one and only perfect
mousetrap was all set.
But Jeff Harlow was no mouse. A man with his mind on his work, he strode
out of the park with no thought more fanciful than that the clock he was carrying
was a dud. When presently he came to the shop of M. Weitzner—“Watches,
Clocks and Jewelry”—he plunked the clock down on the counter with a total
disregard for the presence of another customer.
“The darned thing hums,” he said.
The shopkeeper peered at him mildly and went on serving the other customer.
She was a slim girl in a purple silk suit. She looked up at Jeff brightly

and inquired, “What do you want it to do—croon?” (Continued on page 72)

BY ELIZABETH TROY7Y

ILLUSTRATED BY FREDIIIC VARADY



I've had my breakfast,” Julie said
blithely, "but I'll go with
you anyway andyou can briefme on

your sleeping schedule”
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DO IOU FAVOR

Irene Dunne, famous screen star,
is also a prominent Catholic lay-
tcoman. In private life she is the
wife of Dr. Francis GCriffin. The
Griffins have an adopted school-
age daughternamed Mary Frances

sex education

]V O says IRENE DUNNE

Let's face it, sex is here to stay. But as for sex education in the public schools, I am
opposed to it. Like charity, this education begins at home. | think that is where it should stay.

| feel very strongly that the initiation of a child into “the facts of life” is an extremely
personal matter. It is, therefore, the personal obligation of his parents. The individual need
for this instruction varies enormously with each child according to his physical, mental and
emotional development. Who but his parents is close enough to him to judge the proper time
and the right amount of information to be divulged? Surely there is grave danger in indis-
criminate group instruction which must rely on a chronological timetable as its only guide.

The public schools do a splendid job within their academic limits, but they are not
equipped to supply the spiritual training which | think should be taught along with sex edu-
cation. That ismy job, and | don’'t want or expect the public schools to do it for me.

In questioning other mothers on this subject (women from diversified groups whom |
have met in charity work) | was astonished at the large percentage of women who had no

opinion whatever on the matter. From my findings, | should (Continued on page 90)

teen-agers vote for sex instruction in school

How do teen-agers themselves feel about sex education in the schools?
Most surveys ask the experts but neglect tofind out the views of those
who are most directly concerned. M cCalni's asked Gilbert Youth Research
tofind out what a cross-section ofyouth from 36 communities scattered
across the United States had to say about theproblem. Here are the results:

How did you first learn the facts of life?*

I read up on the subject

Who first told you the facts of life?*

How old were you ichen you learned the facts of life ?

9 to0 12 s e
13 10 16 i e

Don't KNOW .o

At what age should young people he taught about sex?

.... boys:

8 to 10 ...
11 to 13 e
14 to 16

boys:

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA boys: 79.3% .........GIRLS: 51.7 %
Parents .. s boys: 17.3% ..... ...... girls: 545 %
SHSTET i e boys: 9% e girls: 9.9 %
Brother .. v boys: 5.6% ......... girls: 1.9 %
................. boys 4.7% ... .....giris: 8 %
Teacher . boys: 6.0% ... girls: 55 %
boys: 75.7% girls: 79.1 % PaStor .eiiiiiiiens cvereieieieneiens boys: 3% e e girls: 01%
boys: 18.2% GIRLS: 12.7 % Family physician ... ... boys: 2% e girls: 0 %
boys! 20.4% . girls: 8.2 % DON't KNOW ..o boys: 3.3% ............ girls: 3.6 %
Who should tell young people the facts of life?*
....boy's: 9.2% ......... girls: 5.4 %
R MoOther . i boys: 31.4% ... ..... girls: 75.6 %
boys: 55.4% ......... girls: 68.8 %
R Father .. e boys: 45.6% ........GIRLS: 19.3 %
boys: 31.7% .......... girls: 22.1 %
R Teacher . e boys: 25.0% ........girls: 23.1 %
boys: 9% e girls: 2.3 %
SHSTET i s boys: 6.1% .o girls: 19.9 %
boys: 2.8% ......... girls: 1.4 %
Brother ... v boys: 19.8% ........girls: 2.9 %
Other relative ... boys: 4.2% .o cccugirls: 1.4 %
. o . . 9
11.7% oo girls: 6% Pastor ... boys: 5.3% ccoverieenn girls: 4.4 %
29.9% ooiries e girls: 2.9%
i i ?
bOY'S: 32.7% woovreers oo girls: 30.7% Do you favor sex education in our schools?
BOY'S: 18.8% .ccccoves veeuenn girls: 55.9% BOYS ... Yes: 69.7% ... No: 16.8% Don’'tknow: 13.5%
1.9% cooeres e girls: 3.4% ctrls Yes: 83.3%....... No: 8.5% Don'tknow: 8.2%

16 Or OVer....is e



m our schools?

Ernest Osborne of Teachers Col-
lege, Columbia University, is a
member of the National Council
on Religion in Higher Education
and is past president of the Na-
tional Councilon Family Relations

Is your teacher equipped to give sex education?

BOYS ... Yes: 32.0%......... No: 50.4%
girls ... Yes: 53.4%......... No: 38.9%

S

.......... Don'tknow: 17.6% boys
.......... Don'tknow: 7.7% girls ...

saysProfessor ERNEST OSBORNE

Before anyone opposes or defends sex education | think he should try to define it.
I myself feel that sex education includes any information that helps boys and girls or men and
women live more richly and fully together. Information which distorts human relationships
or leads to unhealthy sexual emphasis | do not regard as education but mweducation.

It seems to me, therefore, that the important question about sex education and the
schools is not whether we should have it but whether we do have it. The answer to this ques-
tion cannot be found in personal theorizing about spiritual values and parental prerogatives,
it can be found only in the facts.

Investigation of sex-education courses in elementary schools indicates they prevent
rather than encourage sex experimentation. Children of six or seven who engage in explora-
tory activity to see what one another is like do so because they don’'t know. When they are
given the correct information the major reason for exploratory activity disappears.

A similar situation exists at the high-school level. In most schools where out-of-wedlock

pregnancies have taken place we have found that the youngsters (Continued on page 91)

Is there much sexual promiscuity among the young people you know ?

...Yes: 67.9%..... No: 27.7%.
..Yes: 14.4%..... No: 74.8%.

.Don'tknow: 4.4%
.Don’tknow: 10.8%

Are you embarrassed when your teacher talks about sex?

Hoiv do you regard boys who've had sex relations and talk about it?*

boys Yes: 13.3%......... No: 39.3% Don'tknow: 47.4% .
Admire ... boys: 21.2%...... girls: 1.7%
girls ... Yes: 18.4%......... No: 69.5%......... Don’'t know: 12.1% -
Dislike girls: 23.5%
With contempt 2.2%
Is your teacher embarrassed when talking about sex? Envy ...boys: 17.6%.....
boys .. Yes: 23.1%....No: 53.7%. Don't know: 23.2% Ignore ...t i, boys: 33.3% ..ccceeve s girls: 48.9%
’ : [ i : 9
GIRLS ... Yes: 24.8% ...No: 67.9%...Dontknow: 7.3% DON't KNOW .oovvieiiiiiiccnicee boys: 11.5% .ccovvrvvrnennne girls: 10.9%
Would you be better equipped for life if sex education were given is a girl regarded who has had sex relations?*
in your school? )
Admired .boys: 25.5% 3%
boys Yes:36.9% No: 14.0% Under certainconditions: 49.1% Disliked boys: 14.2%. girls: 20.8%
girls.Yes: 62.9%. No: 13.8% Under certain conditions: 23.3% boys: 15.9% . girls: 38.0%
Envied .. boys: 2.0% .oviriiannn girls: 9%
. [ i . 0
Have you ever been in a situation where you felt clearly you should wDOyst 28.3% i girts: 36.4%
know more aboutsex? boys: 21.6% .ooervirinirinne girls: 6.0%
DOYS . cvrrrnn Often: 69.1%....... Seldom: 19.8% Never: 11.2%
girls ... Often: 54.5%...... Seldom: 29.7% Never: 15.4% lies in excess of 100% due to multiple answers
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HEN | think of it now | can see how the outside world

might have blamed us for what happened to Maity. But

punishment is peculiar to its own time and place. We
lived in Mississippi then, and on a street so different from the
old part of town that it seemed a kind of beginning . . . All the
houses around us were a glistening white, and pine trees sang in
the wind. The lot on the corner was vacant still—and with Maity
we ran back and forth, unmindful of my mother’s half-hearted
warnings. “Don’t play in the vacant lot, children. You might step
on something sharp.”

My sister and | scarcely heard. With Maity beside us we were
leaders that spring, for though she was black as an ebony sprite,
all the children on our block knew and loved her. Even after the
new house was begun, we draped her with chains made from the
long-stemmed clover, which had not yet been mowed. We twisted
wood shavings into bracelets for her wrists, and tried in every
way we could to make her claim and praise us ... “Look at yawl,
standin’ around,” she would taunt from the middle of a rain-

swollen ditch. “How come you scared?”

“We're not afraid of drownding,” my sister said.

“You act like you is—you and Gage both.”

“I1t’s on account of Mother,” | said. “She might spank us.”

Maity’s full, satiny eyelids dropped with scorn. Her knee-
length skirts were pinned high in back, and beneath them you
could see the hard little buttocks which she jerked in defiance
when she walked. “1 ain’t scared of no spankin’,” she said,
grinning. “1 your nurse.”

We stared at her, both humiliated and enthralled.

“1 tell you it's all right, then it is all right.”

“Will you tell Mama?” Trudy asked.

She nodded. “ 1 say we was fishin’ for the ball. Throw it here
to me, Gage.”

She reached one limber hand ahead, and we closed our eyes
and followed her . . .

Maity was more trouble than she was worth, the neighbors
complained. She had worked for most of them in turn, being

fired by one and hired by another. It did not matter. As long
as the children were so close, a (Continued on page 96)

ILLUSTRATED BY STAN KLIMLEY
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ita stood up decisively on her rather short but well-shaped

legs and smoothed out her skirt in the manner of a hostess in-
forming her guests that it's time to leave. Norma, however,

did not consider herself exactly a guest, since Rita was her own
sister. Still, she did feel much like a guest—an unwanted guest—
as she took Ralph’s arm, gave it a tug and backed toward the door.
Rita followed, going on in the same indulgent, slightly superior
but always firm tone of voice. “ Of course we’'d love you and Ralph
to use the guesthouse until your own home is built and finished.
But—well, you know how it is.” And she shrugged her lovely

shoulders. “One never knows when friends will pop in, does one?



And—well, I do understand your wanting to save money for the
baby and the new house and all, but. ..” They were in the doorway
then, and Norma detected a little smile on her sister’s face. “ Mother
and Dad have an extra room, you know. You could give up the
apartment and move in with them. I'm sure they’'d love to have you.”

“Sure,” Ralph said. “I'm sure they would.” He strode quickly
down the walk to his old sedan, climbed in and started the engine.
He looked up at Norma, still talking to Rita on the huge, white-col-
umned porch. “You never know when someone will pop in,” he
muttered under his breath. “Sure, you never know. But you know

whom you married, don't you? You knew Jerry had money when

you married him. Oh, you knew, all right. But you never know who'll
pop—” He jammed a palm against the horn and waited. When
Norma slid in beside him, he drove off without waving goodbye.

Neither of them spoke for a full minute. Then Ralph snapped
the words angrily toward the windshield. “You were so positive your
sister'd let us rent her guesthouse for a few months. You were so
positive that we even went and—"

“How did I know—"

“We went and told the landlord we were giving up the apartment.
So he leased it to someone else. Beginning next week. And we've put

a three-hundred-dollar deposit on the (Continued on page 111)
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the McCalls Mike

Women are going places on the air—

Each winner will receive the McCall's Mike,
shown in actual size. It was designed for

McCall's by industrial designer Raymond Loewy

building hospitals, improving schools, changing

the future for you ajid your children. At last

they’re winning the recognition they deserve

he first mental-health clinic in South Dakota will open
Tits doors this month, and a woman radio broadcaster
named Bee Baxter deserves most of the credit for it. Until
she began a series of programs campaigning for a mental-
health center there was not even one psychiatrist in private
practice in the entire state.

In New York and New Jersey 10,000 underprivileged chil-
dren in 74 hospitals received desperately needed winter cloth-
ing because of a woman radio executive.

A woman’s program helped focus public attention on the
problems of the old people of Cincinnati and pointed the path
to a solution.

The accomplishments of these, and hundreds of other
women in radio and television, are not extraordinary. Women
have been doing this for a long time. Yet, curiously, the job
they have done has never been given any widespread recogni-
tion. For this reason McCal1's decided to bring home to its
readers the importance of women’s accomplishments in radio
and TV by awarding for the first time the annual McCall's
Mike, illustrated at the left. It is presented to the three broad-
casters and three executives responsible for the best public-
service programs in three categories: programs of general
interest to the community, programs of interest primarily to
women, programs of interest primarily to children. In addi-
tion a top award is made to the woman whose program, in
the opinion of the judges, was the year’s most valuable.

The response to our announcement of the award was almost
unbelievably enthusiastic. Several hundred scripts and record-
ings were submitted, all of an extraordinarily high caliber.
This led Senator Margaret Chase Smith of Maine, one of
the judges, to comment: “The material was inspiring evi-
dence of what women can do, and are doing, for our country
and our people.” Dr. Earl J. McGrath, U. S. Commissioner of

Education, another judge, was (Continued on page 52)



Top Award

The Judges

DOROTHY DEEMER HOUGHTON

President of the General Federation of Women’s Clubs

DR. EARL J. McGRATH

United States Commissioner of Education

HARRIET SABINE

Director at Large, American Women in Radio and Television

Elizabeth E. Marshall of Chicago received the top

aivard in the contest for the greatest public service.

She worked effectively to strengthen local P.T.A sas

forces in education. Her programs, over WBEZ and

WIND, served as classroom training in citizenship

Executives

Service to the community in general: Kit Fox
of Station WL W, Cincinnati, dramatized the
problems of the aged and suggested solutions
in a series of programs, ”The 13th Man”

Broadcasters

Service to the community in general: Bee
Baxter of Station KSOO, Sioux Falls, South
Dakota, awakened community to need for a

mental-health center, which opens this month

Service primarily for women: Sister Mary St.
Clara of Station WKBB, Dubuque, lowa,
promoted a new neighborliness among listen-

ers through dignified homemaking programs

Service primarily for women: Helen Faith
Keane of WABD, New York, and Du Mont
network, brought viewers sound advice onper-

sonal problems with ‘d~or Your Information”

MARGARET CHASE SMITH
United States Senator from Maine

OTIS LEE WIESE
Editor and Publisher of McCall's

Service primarily for children: Edythe J.
Meserand of WOR, New York, organized the
station’s Christmasfund, which brought cloth-

ing and gifts to 10,000 hospitalized children

Service primarily for children: Dorothy Gor-
don of WQXR, New York, gave youngsters a
better grasp of major problems of the day

with "The New York Times Youth Forum”
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T he minister's words were simple
and to the point.. ."Owing to
Miss Townsend’s failure to appear—

the ceremony is postponed”
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_L JLLL his life Ward Tyson had hated to be what he called “ pushed.”
He was close to forty now, though, and the sense of coercion that had
driven him to every kind of independence when he was a boy had
abated through the years. It had been, he saw at this moment, kept
slumbering by the selfless strategy of Ruth, his wife, who had been
killed three years ago in a car accident—the wife who, in about two
hours, he would be replacing.

He found it strange and frightening to have that old closed-in feeling
return like this, abruptly, without any warning and with such dras-
tically increased force.

Driving home from the small toolmaking factory which he had built
into the central industry of the quiet New England town, he passed the
little church where he was to be married for the second time, and the
sensation in his chest he could only describe as a shriveling or shrink-
ing away. It was as if he were trying to retreat within the shell of his
own body from a force that threatened to close in on him.

He tried to laugh at himself, but the effort lacked conviction. The
sun itself seemed to be smiling at and confirming the satisfaction of
the whole little town. Why was there no single negative element to jar
the neat success of his friends’ engineering that had matched him with
Lila, no elusive aspect to temper the smug triumph of their plan?

He checked the direction of his thoughts. They were not just. First
of all, Lila herself had been no part of it, had been quite as much a dupe
of the plot as he. Secondly, she was wonderful and he couldn’t deny it.
The children loved her . . .

The children! At the thought of Bob’s solemn young face when told
that Lila would be his mother, Ward’s throat worked in a slow, agonized
swallow. Bob was waiting for him now, thrilled and ready to lend his
thirteen-year-old assistance in any way that would aid the wondrous
event. And Janie was too excited to talk coherently, except to have be-
gun calling Lila “Mother” already and depending on her, instead of

on Mrs. Johns, the housekeeper, for all the (Continued on page 104)

They might have had a chance if their friends |

hadn’t tried so hard to bring them together.

"You must meet Lila,” they’d insisted.

"You’re perfect for each other”

ILLUSTRATED BY TOM LOVELL



the clothes you love-ancl live In

JANUARY s.FEBRUARY s.MARCH «APRIL sMAY «JUNE «JULY «sAUGUST «SEPTEMBER =OCT

silk prints

by Estelle Lane

Polka dots .. .closely clustered, in one bright color
stressed with black and white. Of pure silk surah,
simply tailored, but luxurious enough for a party.
By Cadillac, in sizes 10 to 20. About $35 at Woodward & Lothrop,
Washington, D. C.; Livingston Bros., San Francisco

Old coins ... against a sparkling white background
of pure silk crepe, fresh and pretty under a
winter coat, charming under a Southern sun.
By Donald Dress, in sizes 10 to 18. About $40 at
Foley’s, Houston; Stewart Dry Goods Co., Louisville

Checks . .. crisp as the silk paper taffeta they're

printed on. The skirt is manipulated with triple folds,

and it flares, not too widely, over its own crinoline underskirt.
By Arnold & Fox, in sizes 10 to 16. About $50 at

Joseph Magnin, San Francisco; Martin’s, Brooklyn



R NOVEMBER «-DECEMBER «JANUARY

Scrolls . . . printed in black
on cocoa to give the

effect of stars. Pure silk crepe
with the new Empire line on the bodice. By International, in sizes 10 to 18.

About $35 at Frost Bros., San Antonio; Lit Bros., Philadelphia

Circles ... in two shades of pink on a background

of black silk shantung. Chiffon handkerchiefs
in the same tones come with the dress.
By Gladdy Colleen, in sizes 10 to 18. About $35
at Gimbels, New York; Mandel Brothers, Chicago

Dashes . . . made up of tiny circles in black on a
silk twill dress of sentimental pink, bound with black braid,
belted with patent leather. By Henry Rosenfeld, in sizes
10 to 18. About $23 at D. H. Holmes Co. Ltd.,

New Orleans; The John Gerber Company, Memphis
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AT Sunday breakfast Kilty Morrow became aware of the

!/ % look of baffled disapproval on her mother’s face. She
-L sighed heavily and said, “What is it, Mother?”

“Your hair, child.” Laura said.

“Here we go again,” Walter Morrow muttered without look-
ing up from the paper.

“Mother, my hair is as clean as can be,” Kilty said.

“Kilty, you're going to be sixteen in three weeks, and look
at you! You don’t have any pride. You're a nice-looking girl,
and for all you care..

“How about Friday night, Mother? How about that?”

“Now don’'t start using that argumentative tone of voice
with me, young lady. Friday night you looked lovely for about
half an hour. It took me two full hours to coerce you into that
condition. In two minutes you got a smudged face and a torn
dress. When | was your age ..."

Walter sighed so deeply that Laura turned and stared at
him. “What’'s wrong with you?”

“For one moment, my dear, it sounded like a phrase I'd
heard before.”

“There’'s no need for sarcasm. She’'s your daughter too.
Most of the time Kilty looks like a—like a coal-heaver.”

“You keep saying that, Mother. What is a coal-heaver?”

“Someone who heaves coal,” Walter said. “Look, kitten,
we're going to the outdoor buffet at the club today. Very
probably your mother’s girlhood chum, one Marie Birch,
will be there, complete with husband and daughter. Sandra
Birch, whom your mother is about to mention as being young-
er than you, will look very chic, no doubt.”

“Oh, her!” Kilty said with unlimited scorn. “Birchie isn't
any fun any more. Boys, boys, boys. Enough to make you sick.
Say, you know what she does at night? She told me. She has
horrible mitten things and she fills them with glop to make
her hands pretty and sleeps with them on. How about that?”

“Kilty Morrow, you are going with us to the club and you
are going to do something about that hair and you are going

to wear your green dress. Is that quite clear?”

“Mother, that's so pointless! I'll be in the pool most of the
time. And for the Sunday buffet you can eat in your suit. All
the other kids will. And Tommy has been helping me work
on my jackknife. | wasn’t getting high enough off the board,
and-”

“The green dress, Kilty.”

“Oh, all right!” Kilty said.

Walter gave her a meaningful stare. Kilty blushed and said,
“1 didn’t mean to speak like that, Mother.”

“All right, dear. Now go on upstairs and brush your hair.
I'll be up in a few minutes and see what we can do with it.”

Kilty slouched out of the breakfast room, her slim shoulders
slumped with depression.

“Really, Walter, | don’tget any more co-operation from you
than 1I'd get from a graven image.”

“Maybe | just don’t think it's a serious problem, honey.”

“How can you say that? | actually had less trouble with
Andy when he was twelve, keeping him neat, than I'm having
with Kilty.”

“Someday Andy will bring a friend back from school with
him and you’ll see Kilty start to glow.”

“1'm glad you think so. | don’t want my daughter to turn out
to be one of those big back-slapping women.”

“When Kilty starts to become highly conscious of herself as
amember of the female species, Laura, I’'m going to feel a little
sad. It will mean that both of our kids have turned into adults.
And after all these years of wishing the process would go a
little faster, I'm now beginning to wonder if we won'’t feel just
a little bit lost.”

Laura stood up. “Well, 1I'd better get up there before she
forgets what she’s supposed to be doing.”

Walter took her hand, squeezed it lightly. “Don’t worry so
much, honey. She’s got good long legs and lovely eyes. Your
eyes, as a matter of fact.”

“Silly old goat,” Laura said. She leaned over andkissedhim.

On the way to the club Kilty sat morosely in the back, star-

ing at her green skirt. The other (Continued on page 62)



by John D. MacDonald

the whole towns still talking
about

Kilty Morrow grew up
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When company comes this efficient kitchen makes
serving a meal an abc operation. With a minimum
of effort flapjacks, hamburgers or a fine dish of curry
appear. The gas range has a convenient divided top
and built-in light. The work moves briskly along from

refrigerator to range with production-line smoothness

The 8-by-12-foot kitchen occupies about one-fourth
of the room, leaving the rest for family use. Storage
cabinets flank the archway to the entrance hall. A

glass door in one window-wall opens onto the terrace

It's as modern as tomorrow. But there's a warm,
friendly glow about it that's like a return to Grand-
mother’s day when the kitchen was really the center
of the home. The room works too—perhaps because
the Frederickses lived in every corner of it on paper
before they began the actual remodeling. Today, they
pinch themselves to believe the change in their car-

riage house is real and no longer just a wishful dream

EQUIPMENT AND FURNISHINGS: Refrigerator, General Electric.
Range, sink, cabinets, Murray Corp. Lazy Suzan table, Roland and Roland, Inc.
Coffee table, Herman Miller. Dining chairs, Winchendon Furniture Co. Ply-

wood chairs, Finsven, Inc. Draperies, Dan Cooper. Accessories, Bazar Francais

GRAY-O'REILLY



In this 20-by-20-foot space there is not only afully equipped
kitchen corner but also a snack bar and dining table,

lounge chairs, coffee table, books and a desk,

R R R The Pierce Frederickses are proud of their carriage-
plus the luxury of huge windows that bring in all outdoors house home on Long Island. It has four bedrooms
and a bath on the second floor, a big all-purpose

room downstairs and another room not yet fixed up



Indian Chicken Pie

Buckingham Beef Pie

Canadian Pork Pies

Scotch Lamb Pies
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ake a minimum of meat, combine with a maximum of imagina-
Ttion and what do you get? M cCal1's glorious (a word we don’t
ever use loosely) meat pies! Served with smiling tomatoes or a
tossed salad, milk, bread and a compote of bright fruit, we can’t
think of a cozier way to end a cold January day.

INDIAN CHICKEN PIE

1 4-Ib fresh or frozen \a Ib string beans (about 1 cup)
stewing chicken 4 tablespoons chicken fat

1 tablespoon salt 4 tablespoons flour

3 peppercorns 3 cups chicken stock

1 bay leaf v2 teaspoon monosodium glutamate

3 stalks celery Salt and pepper

4 medium potatoes 1egg

4 medium onions 17-0z can pimiento

first, COOK your chicken like THIS: Put the whole bird in enough cold
water to almost cover, season with salt, peppercorns, bay leaf and 1 stalk of
celery. Cook gently for several hours or until meat is tender when tested with
a fork. Let chicken stand in its stock to cool. When cool, spoon off the fat and
save, strain stock, save, and strip meat from bones in nice big pieces. Now,
cut potatoes and onions in quarters, cut beans in half lengthwise, cut remaining
celery in slices. Cook potatoes and onions in boiling, salted water about 10
minutes, add beans and celery and cook until vegetables are tender when
pierced with a fork. Drain.

NEXT, MAKE UP THE CORN MEAL CRUST LIKE THIS

1vi cups sifted all-purpose flour % cup shortening
\a cup corn meal 4 tablespoons ice water
\&4 teaspoon salt

Mix flour, corn meal and salt. Work in the shortening with two knives or
a pastry blender, sprinkle in water and stir lightly with a fork until pastry
holds together. Roll pastry on a lightly floured board %" thick and line a
3-quart casserole neatly. Cut any leftover dough in circles, leaves or strips
for top of pie if you like.

TO FINISH OFF THE PIE: Melt chicken fat in a pan, mix in flour until
smooth, add chicken stock gradually, cook and stir until sauce is
smooth and thick as rich cream. Season with monosodium gluta-

mate and more salt and pepper. Beat egg slightly, stir in adribble
of gravy slowly so as not to curdle egg, then stir in remaining

ANTON BRUEHL.



This is the center of Perryopolis, Pennsylvania. George Washington's plan to make it the
nation’s capital fell through, but an old woman'’s gift of $1,500,000 has brought it fame

Question: What to do with

= 1500,000

46

Life was calm in Perryopolis
until a surprise bequest blew the lid off.
Now the citizens are battling it out

whether to spend the money or throw it in the river

BY LAWRENCE LADER

hirty miles south of Pittsburgh, in the small town of

Perryopolis, awoman was buried on August 6,1948. The

flower-draped casket was carried up the winding road to
the cemetery, which looks out over the town. At the very peak
of the hill there is a large granite mausoleum with a resplen-
dent angel over its iron doors. Most of the town’s 1,500 people
knew whose casket was placed inside. Yet, strangely enough,
except for a handful of the oldest citizens, no one in Perry-
opolis remembered Mrs. Mary Fuller Frazier, who had left her
birthplace as a young woman and only returned for three brief
visits in the last sixty-three years.

A week later, however, Mrs. Frazier's name was on the
tongue of every man, woman and child in Perryopolis, bla-
zoned in the headlines of newspapers and carried by the voices
of radio announcers to every part of the country. The woman
almost no one in Perryopolis remembered had not forgotten
Perryopolis. She had willed the town almosther entire fortune.

The people of Perryopolis woke up to find they had become
millionaires overnight. “Cinderella Town,” the newspapers
called it A town that had been able to afford only one street
light had suddenly been touched by a magic wand.

How does it feel to know that out of the thousands of towns
in the country yours has suddenly become the hero of an im-
possible fairy tale?

“I1t was just like the whole town was pinching itself to find
out if it was awake,” said Ernest Farrah, proprietor of a men’s
clothing store. “ There were crowds of people on the streets all
day long. Everyone was talking at once and telling what they’'d



do with the money. Some thought it ought to be divided so
everyone would have a few thousand apiece. Some thought we
ought to put up the best high school in the state, or hang so
many lights on the streets it'd look like Broadway. It was real
crazy the ideas that were going around. By the end of the day
you'd think there’d be wine flowing through the streets.”

Behind a small red house at the south end of town a man
watched the sluggish pool of waste that oozed slowly toward
the river a hundred yards away. “Now maybe they can afford
to run the sewerage line down here,” he said.

A woman in one of the stiff yellow houses built in uniform
ugliness by the mining company twenty years back turned to
her husband and said, “Sure, we can get a washing machine
now. If they split that money up it'll mean at least a thousand
for each of us.”

As the news spread across the country, newspapermen and
photographers hurried into Perryopolis. Then the telephone
calls began. Howard Adams, vice-president of the Perryopolis
National Bank, got calls from people—complete strangers—
from as far away as Maryland, Ohio and Minnesota. They'd
call to congratulate the town or tell him how the money ought
to be spent. But mostly they just wanted to sit on the phone
and feel close to the town which had seen the wheel of chance
spin around and settle on its number.

Mrs. Zella Townsend, who takes in boarders at her trim
white house on Liberty Street, was visiting her daughter in
Seattle, Oregon, when the news broke. “There used to be
plenty of folks thirty miles away from Perryopolis who never
heard of the town,”
away on Sunday morning, sitting next to a stranger at church.

she said. “Here | was, three thousand miles

When she asked me where | was from and | said Perryopolis
she got all excited and started telling me all about my own
town. | swear it was more than | knew myself.”

The first reports on how many millions Mrs. Mary Fuller
Frazier had left the town were staggering. Harking back to

"This money’s almost driving us out
of our ivits,” says Ralph Linderman, township
supervisor. Then, indignantly: "1fyou ask
me, it's just thatfive or six people want
to get their hands on it and spend it
their way, not the way the people want”

Banker Howard Adams admits that
Perryopolis needs belter

sewage disposal, water supply and streets,
but is proud of the town as it is.

He says, " This is a thriving residential
community made up of homes that

arc neat, modem and typically American”

Alice Elwell and her brother Charles
have lived in Perryopolis

for more than 80 years. Both went

to school with the woman who left her
fortune to the town. Mr. Elwell,
former school-board member, says,

"1 just hope some of that money goes
toward better education for our youngs



What to do with » 1,500,000

continued

Shirley Ann Hissom, dentist’s assistant,

Lively, outspoken Mrs. Lela Hough says,
"We've had enough arguing. Let's accept the majority
decision and put that money to work. We need it”

young Daniel Fuller, the first of the family to settle in Perry-

has lived in Perryopolis only six months. "Among my opolis, the Pittsburgh Sun-Telegraph enthused: “The fortune
friends there isn't much talk about the money” that a fifteen-year-old Irish lad sailed across the Atlantic to

Jack and Ann Morgan run town’s busiest tavern, hear all argu-
ments. "Maybe ive should throw the money in the river,” says Jack

seek in pre-Revolutionary America today put a 20-million-
dollar smile on the face of every citizen in the tiny town of
Perryopolis.”

The next day, however, the smile was smaller. On August
18 the Pittsburgh Press gave its estimate of the estate as
$10,000,000. Then the trustees made their accounting and the
estate turned out to be worth a more conservative but still
dazzling $2,025,000. Individual gifts, trustees’ fees and other
deductions finally brought the town’s share to $1,500,000.

This was still a tremendous fortune for Perryopolis. Back
in 1794, when General George Washington owned the land
where it now sits, the town had been destined for a major role
in history. Washington had planned to make it the capital of
the United States, and had even drawn up specifications for
the layout of the streets. But Washington’s estate sold the land
after his death, and history passed the town by. Once more,
in the 1920s, Perryopolis was roused momentarily when Pitts-
burgh coal companies leased the rich deposits under its sur-
face, most of them under farm lands owned by Mrs. Mary
Fuller Frazier. Workers’ cottages sprang up on the edge of
town. Miners flocked in from other parts of the state. But the

accessible deposits were exhausted (Continued on page 92)

Mary Fuller Frazier's

hilltop mausoleum overlooks Perryopolis.
Her will stipulated that the tomb

be watched for two years, and it was,

by guards who lived beside it in a trailer



When Cold Winds Blow...

GOOd HOt SOUp Makes Hearts Glow

et the children come in from
;school or play, cold, wet and hun-
gry, calling "Lunch ready?” Let your
husband button up his overcoat and
head for home. You're ready— come

snow or rain .. . w-ith big piping-hot
bowls of soup to welcome them.
Soup’s so good ... so easily digested
ANNE MARSHALL ... so soundly nourishing. It warms

Director Home Economics

and cheers and invigorates— and
Campbell Soup Company

where will you find a wintertime dish
more ideal than that?

What an appetizing array of fine, rich, full-bodied
soups you have to choose from these days— to set before
your family—to stock up your Kkitchen soup shelf.
You’'ve a host of beef stock soups, of chicken stock
soups, of vegetable stock soups, and a tempting clam
chowder or bean with bacon— to name some others.

Here are three heart-warming menus to try. Each
features soup. Remember: so far as the soups are con-
cerned, you can enjoy a different one nearly every day
for a month, and so vary your meals delightfully.

GREEN PEA SOUP wafts a steaming welcome

And aright nourishing soup itis! Choice green
peas are made into a satin-smooth puree, with
creamery butter, and lightly seasoned. Serve

A clever cook it in this menu and listen for the compliments:

keeps afull soup shelf!
Green Pea Soup

Hearty Potato Salad Cheese Strips

Lemon Meringue Pie

VEGETABLE SOU P-“almost a meal in itself”

Luscious garden vegetables— 14 different ones
— are mingled in a good beef stock. With this
soup you're ready for 'em, however hungry 1
For instance:
Vegetable Soup Crackers
Rice Pudding

As American as "Yankee Doodle” is this old-time
soup, made in the true Colonial tradition: a rich
flavorful broth crowded with tender pieces of
chicken and golden egg noodles. Here's a tempting
menu:

Chicken Noodle Soup
Festive Franks on Toasted Runs

Chocolate Brownies



Thatftaty Look

\hungAmerica hasit.. Aou can

Baby beauties have it...so can5011!

Let a baby be your guide to a lovelier complexion.
For, you see, pure, mild Ivory helps keep little
Londa’s delicate skin soft and glowing. And that
same purity and mildness can do so much for your
complexion, too. In fact, more doctors and skin
specialists advise Ivory for baby’s skin, and yours,
than all other brands of soap put together.

Famous beauties have it...so can you!

Take your beauty recipe from a girl whose face is her for-
tune—Ilovely magazine cover girl, Maggi McNamara. She'll
tell you: “1f you want a clear, smooth skin, there’s no sub-
stitute for purity and mildness inyour complexion soap.” No
wonder successful models depend on pure, mild Ivory!

itfloats

M ore doctors
adviseh on/
than ant/other

soap

have itin 7days!

You can have That Ivory Look...
aweek from today!

If you'd like a lovelier complexion by this time next week,
be sure to do this: Change to regular care and use pure,
mild lvory Soap. Seven days from now, you'll see... andso
willyour friends! Y our complexion will be softer, smoother,
younger-looking. You’'ll have That Ivory Look!



Railse
your boy
to be
a soldier

You may be the key to his success in the service, and to a
happy and useful career later. Here are the most important

Dos and Don’ts for every mother who dreads the draft

BY ASDRE FONTAINE

hether you like it or not, the

W chances are overwhelming that

your boy is going to be a soldier, sailor or airman. Universal Military

Training is an accomplished fact. You can hate it until the cows come

home, but you can’t escape it. Once you accept it, however, you'll find there

are many things you can do to make your son’s inevitable hitch in the
service easier and more productive.

Basically there are two things, one psychological and one voca-
tional, that you can do. First, by your handling of your boy from child-
hood up you can make the psychological adjustment from civilian to
military life much easier. It is a job worth doing anyway, of course, since
many of the adjustments he will have to make to military training are
similar to adjustments he will be making all through life. Second, by learn-
ing how to take advantage of educational opportunities the services offer,
you can get your boy invaluable training—free—for the job he’ll come
back to. Since your son is going to have to serve anyway, you’'ll be helping
him if you emphasize the positive, constructive things he can get out of
his military training instead of allowing him to feel that the service is
the end of everything for him.

First off, keep your son in school. Training and personnel officers
in all three services with whom | have talked emphasize that the more edu-
cation a youth has the better the job he’ll getin the armed forces. Butitmay
not be easy to convince your boy of this. For the past year high-school
teachers have reported that thousands of teen-agers have quit studying.
“What's the use?” they ask. “I'll be in the Army soon.” They see the
service as a dark and limitless jungle from which no one returns. It's
your job to combat this vast despair.

The armed services are helping with “stay in school” campaigns.
Last year, for instance, students in St. Paul, Minnesota, high schools

started a panicky rush from classroom to (Continued on page 84)

TOM YEE



McCALL’S MIKE

Continuedfrom page 34

impressed by the “ingenuity and re-
sourcefulness*' of the entries. A third
judge, Mrs. Dorothy Deemer Hough-
ton. president of the General Federa-
tion of Women's Clubs, complimented
McCall's for “basing the awards on
service rather than on presentation,
voice and such similar talents.”

The fine quality of the programs
submitted for the first annual McCall's
Mike was no surprise to the editors of
McCall's, the judges or The Ameri-
can Women in Radio and Television,
Inc., which cooperated in this compe-'-"
tition. Selection of the winners was
extremely difficult. We hope that the
many good contestants who submitted
scripts this year will enter the contest
again next year.

Here are the 1951 winners:

Outstanding woman in radio and
TV for 1951: Elizabeth E. Marshall,
for her work in making radio an im-
portant medium of education in the
Chicago area, and for organizing radio
facilities throughout Illinois in behalf
of parent-teacher groups. Mrs. Mar-
shall. who is assistant director of
radio and television for the Chicago
Board of Education, and state radio
chairman of the Illinois Congress of
Parents and Teachers, runs a story-
telling program called “Lady Make-
Believe.” designed to give children in
classrooms training in good citizen-
ship. human relations, vocabulary en-
richment and creative expression. The
programs, heard over Stations WBEZ
and WIND, are used by the schools as
the basis for classroom projects in
art, vocabulary building, social studies.

As P.T.A. chairman. Mrs. Marshall,
with her project, “Radio Serves the
State of Illinois,” provides P.T.A.

VERY
cozy
EATIAG

Continued from page 45

BUCKINGHAM BEEF PIE

1 beef heart \&steaspoon pepper

2 onions 3 stalks celery
3 tablespoons 1 large green pepper
shortening 2 tablespoons flour

1 cup water

1 No. 2% can
tomatoes

IVzteaspoons salt

1 teaspoon mono-
sodium glutamate

Va CUp water

Salt and pepper

2 cups mashed
potatoes

After peeling off any outer layers of fat
around heart, split it down the middle and
remove all tubes and tough membranes.
Soak in salt water for half an hour or
longer, then drain and cut into 1" cubes.

Slice onions and cook several minutes in
melted fat.

Now lift out onion slices and brown
heart cubes on all sides. When brown, add
water, tomatoes, salt, monosodium gluta-
mate, pepper and onions. Cover tightly and
cook over a medium heat for 1 hour. Give
it an occasional stir.

While this cooks, cut celery and green
pepper into thin strips, mix flour and water
into a smooth paste and cook up the
mashed potatoes. Add sliced vegetables
and flour mixture to heart mixture and
cook over low heat 15 to 20 minutes longer.
Now taste to see if seasonings are O.K.

Pour meat-vegetable mixture into a
2-quart casserole, pile little mashed-potato
mounds over top and bake in a 425F or
hot oven for 20 minutes or until potato
topping is golden.

Wonderful for 6.
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groups with material for meetings and
broadcasts. She brought commercial
radio techniques to her public-service
projects, and pooled the strength of
educators, P.T.A. members, industry
and service organizations to make ra-
dio and television a vital means of
communication between all persons in-
terested in education in her state.
Executive, service to community
in general: Kit Fox, for her dramatic
documentary series, “The 13th Man,”
over Station WLW, Cincinnati. Ohio.
Miss Fox is director of special broad-
cast services for the Crosley Broadcast-
ing Corporation. The objective of the
program— successfully achieved— was,
first, to analyze the role in society of
people over sixty-five and point to ways
in which they can serve society use-
fully. The second purpose was to indi-
cate how people approaching sixty-five
can adjust themselves to the problem
of growing old. The programs were
so successful that Miss Fox received
innumerable requests for permission to
rebroadcast them in other communi-
ties. The judges were especially im-
pressed by the nine months of inten-
sive research that went into them, and
the efforts of Station WLW to insure
the largest possible audience.
Executive, service of primary im-
portance to women: Sister Mary St.
Clara, B.V.M., for her program. “The
Clarke College Radio Kitchen.” broad-
cast over Stations WKBB and WDBQ-
FM, Dubuque, lowa. As chairman of
the department of home economics at
Clarke College, and director of “The
Clarke College Radio Kitchen,” Sister
Mary St. Clara taught the women of
Dubuque that homemaking is a career
with great dignity, requiring one's best
spiritual, mental and physical efforts.
Using the college's Kitchen of Tomor-
row as her studio, she has helped lowa
housewives plan good, nutritious, low-

VEAL-AMI-HAM PIE

1 Ibveal
11b cooked ham
Pastry for 2-crust pie or margarine
vz Ib fresh mushrooms 1 chicken bouillon
or 16-0z can cube
mushrooms 1 cup boiling water
Salt and pepper legg

Dash of nutmeg
2 tablespoons butter

When you buy your veal ask your butcher
to slice off a nice lean piece of stew meat.
As for the ham you can, of course, use
leftover cooked ham. Otherwise, buy a
pound slice of precooked ham.

With the meat in the house, make up
enough pastry for a two-crust pie. Use your
own favorite recipe, a mix or turn to the
good frozen pastries right in your market.
Once your pastry is rolled out #4" thick,
fit the lower crust into a 9-inch pie plate
and chill well in your refrigerator.*

Next, slice the veal very thin, then pound
as flat as you possibly can. At the same
time slice the ham and the mushrooms in
thin slices. Place half the sliced veal into
the chilled unbaked pie crust and season
with salt, pepper and nutmeg (nice flavor
addition, this!). Cover the veal slices with
a layer of mushrooms, dot with pieces of
butter or margarine, add another layer of
veal and mushrooms, and top the whole
business off with the thin, thin slices of ham.

Right here is the moment to start your
oven at 300F or slow.

Now, madam, dissolve the bouillon cube
in 1 cup of boiling water. Stir up the egg
with a fork, then add the hot bouillon.
a very little at a time, stirring constantly.
Pour this mixture over the ham, top with
the second crust and prick crust with a
fork to allow steam to escape. Bake 2 hours.
Then serve piping hot immediately to 6
people you know appreciate real meat pie!

* 1f you want your pie to look extra special,
cut half your pastry into long strips and
make braids with which to adorn the top
of your pie. See our pretty picture.

budget meals, and has promoted
among these housewives a new socia-
bility and neighborliness.

Executive, service of primary im-
portance to children: Edythe J.
Meserand, for her WOR (New York
City) Annual Children's Christmas
Fund. As assistant director of news
and special features for Stations WOR
and WOR-TV, she organized the sta-
tions’ programs behind a fund-raising
campaign to provide clothes and occu-
pational toys for children hospitalized
in New York, New Jersey and West-
chester County. She personally made
a survey of each of seventy-four
hospitals to determine what each
child needed. Gifts were individually
wrapped, and no two children in a
ward received the same things. Spe-
cial attention was given in psychiatric
wards to provide toys individually
needed. More than 11.000 WOR lis-
teners contributed to the fund, and
10,000 children received presents.
Miss Meserand was one of the organ-
izers and is first national president of
The American Women in Radio and
Television, Inc.

Broadcaster, service to commu-
nity in general: Bee Baxter, for her
solid contributions to the establish-
ment of the first mental-health clinic
in South Dakota. Through her pro-
gram, “Toward Mental Health.” over
Station KSOO, Sioux Falls. South Da-
kota, Miss Baxter hammered home to
her listeners the appalling lack of
mental-health facilities in her state.
At the time, there was not even one
psychiatrist with a private practice in
South Dakota. In addition to promot-
ing the mental-health center over the
air, she served as publicity chairman
for the group working for the center,
enlisted the aid of newspapers and
other radio stations, and lobbied for
funds at the state capital. This month,

CANADIAN 1*0IKK FIE

v/z Ib boneless butt
end of pork loin

1 medium onion

3 or 4 celery tops

2 sprigs parsley

1teaspoon salt

\s teaspoon pepper

19-0z pkg pastry mix
or your own 2-cup
recipe

Ask your butcher to cut pork into little
chunks. Then cook pork, quartered onion,
celery tops, parsley, salt and pepper in
enough water to almost cover until meat is
very tender when tested with a fork. Now
remove from heat, lift out parsley, celery,
and onion. Cool. You should have about a
cupful of stock with meat at this point.

While pork cools, line a 9" piepan with
pastry, then fill unbaked pastry shell with
meat and stock, cover with top crust, press
edges of pastry tightly to seal and bake in
a 425F or hot oven for 15 minutes, reduce
oven heat to 350F or moderate and bake
about 30 minutes longer or until crust is
a tempting gold.

Cut in wedges and serve hot or cold to 4.
If you are a traditionalist and full of
energy, bake individual pork pies in muffin
pans. These little pies make a tremendous
hit with lunch-box carriers or, come sum-
mer, they're wonderful on picnics.

BEEF-AND-KIDNEY PIE

1 small beef kidney
11b lean beef chuck
3 medium onions

3 medium potatoes
6 sprigs parsley

2 teaspoons salt

Vva teaspoon pepper
1 cup pastry
or vi9-o0z pkg
pastry mix
1 tablespoon flour

Soak kidney in salt water about 30 min-
utes, then cut kidney and beef into cubes.
Start your oven at 350F or moderate.

Bake meats with chopped onions, cubed
potatoes, chopped parsley, salt, pepper and
enough cold water to cover for about 2 to
2¥* hours or until meats are tender when
tested with a fork.

largely through her efforts, the Minne-
haha Health Center becomes a reality.

Broadcaster, service of primary
importance to women: Helen Faith
Keane, for her television program,
“For Your Information,” broadcast
over Station WABD, New York, and
the Du Mont network. Miss Keane in-
vited her viewers to write her about
their personal problems, which she
then submitted for analysis and solu-
tion to experts in the fields of health,
children, social problems, family re-
lations, home care, home furnishing,
fashion and beauty. Miss Keane ex-
tracted from individual problems the
broad principles that made them apply
in some part to every woman. Thus
viewers became full-fledged partici-
pants in the program and “For Your
Information” paralleled on a public
level the personal-conference tech-
nique.

Broadcaster, service of primary im-
portance to children: Dorothy Gor-
don, for her work as moderator of
“The New York Times Youth Forum,”
broadcast over Station WQXR and
WQXR-FM. In this program school-
children are brought face to face
weekly with important figures in in-
ternational affairs, national politics,
labor, the arts, the military and other
fields. Here they have an opportunity
to learn about world issues, as well as
problems which may affect them more
immediately. By invitation Miss Gor-
don conducted some of the forums in
cities outside of New York during
1951, at youth conventions and at
such meetings as the White House
Conference in Washington, D. C. She
also widened the horizon of the pro-
gram last year to include opportuni-
ties for American youngsters to talk
things over, by transatlantic hookup,
with the youth of Germany, England

and Scandinavia. the end

Make up pastry and roll V3" thick. Slash
in several places so steam can escape.

When meats are tender, add more water
if mixture looks dry and sprinkle top with
flour. Cover with pastry and bake in a
450F or hot oven for about 15 minutes or
until crust is golden. Enough for 6. Served
with crisp green salad and a favorite des-
sert, we're hard pressed to think of a bet-
ter dinner.

SCOTCH LAMB PIE

V/z b lamb stew meat  Salt and pepper

1 small onion 1cup pastry
1 clove garlic or vz 9-0z pkg
4 tablespoons pastry mix

shortening
2 stalks celery
4 medium carrots
1cup peas

Vz cup uncooked rice

I\zteaspoons curry
powder

4 tablespoons flour

Cut lamb in sizable chunks and dust with
flour, salt and pepper mixture. Cook sliced
onion and chopped garlic in heated fat for
a minute or two, then add lamb and brown
on all sides. Pour in a cup of water, cover
tightly and cook over a low heat about 1
hour or until lamb is tender when tested
with a fork. During the last 25 minutes of
cooking, toss in sliced celery and carrots.
During last 10 minutes add the peas, taste
and add more salt and pepper if necessary.

While the stew simmers away, start your
oven at 425F or hot. Make up the pastry
and line a 9" shallow baking dish. Bake
15 minutes or until crust is a lovely brown.
Cook rice according to directions on the
package and drain. Season with curry pow-
der and keep hot over boiling water until
pie is assembled.

Now back to the stew. Mix flour with %
cup of cold water until smooth, stir into
the lamb-vegetable mixture and cook about
5 minutes longer or until gravy is smooth
and slightly thick. Pour into hot pastry
shell, pile hot rice around the edge and
rush to the table set. for 6.
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LADY MILFORD HAVEN'S beautiful
face gives the world a quick insight
to the striking distinction of her
Inner Self. . . her subtle glamour,

her perfect taste, her quiet poise and
fine intelligence. You see her and

you sense at once the special charm

that gives her so much magnetism.

can

A poisonous feeling, "doubt of self,” has a sad way
of smothering the loveliness of countless women.
Yet you— every woman— can show the world a
special, new self! A power within you can help you.
This springs from the working-together of your Outer
Selfand Inner Self— the way you look, the way youfeel.

This power sets your face sparkling with happy con-
fidence when you know7you are charming to look at.
But— show the world a less attractive you— right
away you begin to feel drab, dissatisfied. That's why
you really need the daily beauty helps that keep you
looking extra charming, feeling quite at ease.

"Outside-Inside” Face Treatment

You'll find a quick way to encourage your face to speak
beautifully about you is this treatment with Pond’s
Cold Cream. It leaves your skin immaculate— and feel-
ing silky-soft. And, being cream cleansing, it's never
drying. Give your face this Pond’s care always at bed-

Lady Milford Haven—American wife of the great-great-grandson of Queen Victoria. A noted
beauty, she says, "Every time | use Pond’s Cold Cream I know mv skin will look lovelier.”

own Inner

cnarm

time (for day face-cleansings, too). This is the way:

Hot Stimulation—give face a good splashing with hot water.

Cream Cleanse—swirl light, fluffy Pond's Cold Cream all
over your face and throat to soften dirt and make-up, sweep
them from pore openings. Tissue off.

Cream Rinse—do another soft Pond's creaming to rinse off
last traces of dirt. Tissue off— lightly.

Cold Stimulation—give face a tonic cold water splash.

This Pond’s face treatment works on both sides of
your skin. From the Outside— a brisk circling of Pond’s
Cold Cream softens, sweeps away skin-dulling dirt.
From the Inside— every step of this Pond’s treatment
stimulates beauty-giving circulation.

The Marchioness of Milford Haven says: "This
Pond’s treatment gives lovely results.”

It is not vanity to encourage the beauty of your
face. Look lovely, and you gain a new7 attractive con-
fidence that speeds happily out from your face to
others—brings them closer to the real Inner You.

meworldand make

yours

You hear it everywhere—
"She’'s Engaged! She’'s Lovely! She uses Pond’s!”
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tim ely servicefrom the meatindustry

* . TtiS

PORK TOP'S1I

More pork than we’ve had in years is on
its way to market.

More good buys in pork than you've
seen in months are waiting for you now.

And pork, as always, gives you and
your family a whole lot more than a lot
of mighty good eating.

—pork leads all foods as a source
of thiamine (vitamin Bi).

—ypork is an abundant source of
the vitamins riboflavin (1%)-
niacin and the important newly
discovered vitamin B12.

—pork is rich in complete,
high-quality protein, the body’s
number-one building and
repair material.

—pork is 96 to 98% digestible—one
of the highest ratings given
anyfood.

You knew pork was good . . . but did you
know it was that good?

This Seal means that all nutritional

statements made in this advertisement
10UNTUON 1 .,
FDOO5 AND I * are accePtoble to the Councii on

NUTRITION J § Foods and Nutrition of the American
Medical Association.



Mrs. Donald F. Burns
East 14th Street
New York, New York

“The more | learn about meat the easier it is to give myfamily the

kind of meals they like,” says Mrs. Burns. Here are the kinds of “idea starters’’

she looksfor to help with her planning, buying and cooking.

Man A W fixub

When you're deciding which cut to
select for a pork loin roast, it’s good to
remember that every loin has two end
cuts but only one center cut. That's
one reason an end cut is usually the
thriftier buy. But when you're serv-
ing several people or planning for left-

RIB END CENTER CUT

RIB HALF LOIN HALF

over meals, a half loin gives greater
value because it gives you more of the
center-chop portion. This X-ray view
of a whole pork loin clears up any
mystery of how much bone there is in
each cut—and may help the carver by
showing where they are.

Ideas with Pork Sausage

Mornmg-old»fashioned Farm Breakfast
Sizzling pork sausage links flank-

ing slices of crusty fried mush,
served with plenty of applesauce

or maple syrup.

Noon—Pigs in Blankets

Roll out biscuit dough and cut
into 3-inch squares. Roll acooked
pork sausage link in each piece.
Pinch edges together and bake at
425° F. for 12 minutes.
Serve with mustard or
horse-radish sauce.

N|ght—02ark Dinner, Links end Limns
An easy busy-day dish. Cook
dried lima beans in salted water
until tender. Season with onion,
tomato and pieces of browned
sausage links. Top with cooked
sausage links and bake in
greased individual casseroles

for 30 minutes at 350° F.

AMERICAN MEAT

LOIN END

Rib-End Pork Roost

Usually 2Y2 to 4 Ibs. Has some-
what more fat than the loin end
but is more easily carved and has
an excellent flavor. Whichever
one you select, have meat-man
saw through the ribs at the back <
bone so slices can be easily re-

Loin-End Pork Roost

Usually 3 to 4 Ibs. lias a large
section of the tenderloin. The
thicker end has a section of the
hip bone so that only about half
the roast (the chop section) can
be sliced at the table.

Boston Butt Pork Roost
This isachunky, meaty cut from
the shoulder. It has only one
thin, flat bone, which can easily
be removed to make a pocket for
stuffing and for easier carving.
Whole butts weigh 4 to 7 Ibs.
Youcan also buy them by the half.

moved at the table.

Idea with a Boston Butt

This cut can easily be di-
vided into two halves as
shown. One half is bone-
less and can be easily sliced
at home to make pork
steaks for braising and
cubes of boneless pork for
chop suey or casserole
dishes.

Idea with a Half Pork Loin

When you buy a
larger cut, ask your
meat-man to cut off a
few chops. Then, in-
stead of cooking the
entire piece all at one
time, you will have
meat for an extra
fresh-cooked meal.

Meal Planning lIdeas with Pork

It's easy to plan exciting meals with pork because there are so
manjrthings that go with it. Here are a few go-with foods to
really perk up your pork platter: tart fruits, served hot or
cold—applesauce, baked apples, cinnamon apples, cranber-
ries, currant jelly, broiled or spiced peaches, apricots, minted
pears, glazed pineapple rings. For the vegetable partner,
choose white or sweet potatoes, squash, sauerkraut, cabbage,
tomatoes.

More than 100 ideas with meatyoursfor on x 151

48 pages, over 85 illustrations, 50
kitchen-tested meat recipes that
are sure to become family favor-
ites. Lots ofideas on buying, cook-
ing and serving meat that will
help you serve the kind of attrac-
tive and appetizing meals your
family likes to eat. Just send 157
in coin to American Meat Insti-
tute, Dept. M12, Box 1133, Chi-
cago 77, Illinois.

INSTITUTE

Headquarters, Chicago < Members throughout the U. S.
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H O W T O M A K E M

In 1949 McCall's published a perfect Chocolate Cake. In
1950, aperfect White Cake. Now with considerable pride we
present to you the third of the trio, a perfect Spice Cake:

2Va cups sifted cake flour
1teaspoon baking powder
A teaspoon baking soda 1 cup granulated sugar

1 teaspoon salt 1 teaspoon vanilla extract
FAteaspoon cloves 3 eggs

FAteaspoon cinnamon 1 cup buttermilk or sour milk
Pinch of black pepper*

A cup shortening, butter or margarine
A cup firmly packed brown sugar

Before you take a step, read this recipe through. Then get out all neces-
sary equipment and ingredients. Now measure all ingredients accurately
using standard measuring utensils. We can’'t overemphasize how impor-
tant accurate measuring is.

Start your oven at 350F or moderate.

Next, heavily grease bottoms and sides of three 8" cake pans with
shortening (do not use any salted fat). Then coat pans with flour by sift-
ing a little into each pan and shaking vigorously so there is a film of
flour over bottoms and sides. Dump out any surplus. This device helps
baked cakes to drop from pans easily.

Grease bottoms and sides of pans. Then
sift a little flour into each and shake hard
so pans are well floured. Dump out surplus.
This helps cakes drop from pans easily

5

Add eggs, unbeaten, one at a time to sugar
mixture, beating very, very hard after each
egg has been added. Beating is important here
to put air into your Spice Cake

C C A L L

Measure flour carefully. Siftfirst, then
spoon lightly into standard measuring cup.
Cut off excess to make level cup. Sift with
remaining dry ingredients, then sift again

Add flour and milk alternately (important
for a creamy batter). Start with Yzflour. Stir
only until mixed. Then stir in Yi buttermilk
or sour milk. Repeat, ending withflour

'S

by Vilya Y. Steck and Marjorie Griffiths

Sift flour. Then spoon lightly into a standard measuring cup and cut
off excess to make a level cupful. Do not shake flour down into cup. Sift
flour again, this time with the baking powder, baking soda, salt, cloves,
cinnamon and pepper. Right here, if your brown sugar is lumpy, sift or
roll it. Now, with your nice clean hands, work or cream the shortening,
butter or margarine with a beating motion until it looks like whipped
cream. At this point, begin to work in the brown sugar a little at a time,
next the granulated sugar. Then add vanilla extract. Continue creaming
until mixture is very fluffy and the grains of sugar almost disappear. This
is a bit of a chore, but it's the trick that makes a wonderful texture.

When sugar is all in, add the eggs, unbeaten, one at a time, beating
hard after each addition. From here on, work fast. Don’t fool around!

Now you begin to add the flour mixture. Sift about % into the batter
and stir it in. Do not beat. Then add about ~ of the buttermilk or sour
milk and stir it in. Repeat these operations, ending with flour.

Pour batter into greased pans, dividing it evenly. Bake 30 to 35 minutes
or until cake edges leave sides of pans. Remove from oven, allow to cool
about 5 minutes before turning out on a cake rack to cool thoroughly.

To frost, see page 64 for our perfect Sea Foam Frosting.

*This is an old-fashioned trick that does something very special for Spice Cake.

Cream thoroughly. Work or cream shorten-
ing, butter or margarine until soft and light.
Then work in brown sugar gradually, next
granulated, until mixture is very fluffy

Divide batter in pans. Then bangpans once
sharply on table top to distribute air equally
through cakes and to prevent air tunnels.
Don't be afraid of this trick, it really works

HI WILLIAMS
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Many for chili is the way Jerre entertains, and no matter how much she cooks up, there's never a bean left over. Too bad, too, since Jerre loves cold chili

ISOISV to be a
best COOK

by Helen Bishop

F YOU ask charming 17-year-old Jerre Sass of Georgetown, D.C., when
I she first became interested in cooking, she'll answer, “Ever since
my kid sister Gail and | graduated from making mud pies!” Then one
eyebrow lifts characteristically and she laughs. “ Gail’s always been a
fiend for making fancy pastry, and since | didn’t want to barge in on
her territory, I began on solid, substantial food. Once | started |
simply loved it. There’s really nothing like knowing how to cook to
make a girl feel competent.”

Jerre ought to know, because she’s a real competent girl. Last year
when she was a senior at St. Agnes Episcopal School for Girls in
Alexandria, she scheduled a full scholastic program plus multiple extra-
curricular activities, such as singing in the choir, Senior librarian of
the school library and house chairman of the Boarding Department,

to which she was elected by the girls themselves. More than that, she

HI WILLIAMS STUDIO

There are more recipes for chili around these days than you can shake
a stick at, but when ive tasted Jerre Sass's uncomplicated, beautifully
seasoned chili, we straight off gave her A for Appetite Appeal



found time to work several hours a week in Alexandria Hospital as a r P e rfe Ct I

volunteer nurses’ aide and took additional work in the hopital’s nurses’

school. This year she’s carrying on in the same fashion at the Univer- T U n a. C a. Sse ro Ie !

sity of Oklahoma. All this along with sketching beautifully, writing fine

A REAL TASTE FAVORITE! m 1
short stories and poems, taking voice and piano lessons, stitching up It’s smooth. It's crunchy. It's abso-
many of her own pretty clothes and knitting a tricky cable-stitch. lutely delicious. And isn’t it nice to

find a fast, easy-to-make dish you can

But when Jerre comes home on vacation to her mother’s lovely house, be sure will be popular'

filled with shining mahogany and
1 can (1 va cups) Campbell's Cream of Mushroom Soup

polished silver, she forgets about .
vz cup milk

work and “just has fun.” She loves 1 7-ounce can (1 cup) tuna, drained and coarsely flaked

to go out dancing, “devours con- 1va cups crushed potato chips
certs,” and rides her own horse—a 1 cup cooked green peas, drained.
fine red roan mare. Empty soup into a small casserole; add
perh . £ all h milk and mix thoroughly. Add tuna,
erhaps nicest of all are the eve- 1 cup potato chips and peas to soup;
f stir well. Sprinkle top with remaining
nings after a football game when M cup potato chips. Bake in a moderate
she and her friends, with their k oven (350°F.) for 20 minutes. 4 servings. f

beaux (they’re still beaux in the

South, remember) meet at Jerre’s

home to dance, play bridge and sit

down to bowl after bowl of her

marvelous Chili Con Carne. It takes a sizable kettle to hold all
Even though Jerre still works the chili Jerre usually makes

hard at her music and dancing les-

sons, she admits she hasn’t the slightest intention of entering the pro-

fessional field. Very honestly and sweetly she says, “To tell the truth,

Ma’'am (she has the lovely Southern manner of using “Ma’am” and

“Sir” to older people), I want to marry and have a family.” And with

her arm around her mother’s shoulders she adds, “And bring my chil-

dren up the way Mother brought up Gail and me.”

JERRE SASS-S CHILI COX CARAE

2 tablespoons bacon fat & teaspoon pepper

3 cup chopped onion 2 or 3 tablespoons chili
1or 2 cloves garlic 1 No. 2 can kidney beans
1 Ib ground beef, round or chuck 1 No. 2V2can tomatoes

1 tablespoon flour 16V2 0z can tomato puree

Vi teaspoon salt

Heat bacon fat in a large, deep skillet. Chop up onions and garlic fine
(Jerre chops them together on a sheet of waxed paper. “This diffuses
the flavor and nobody bites into a chunk of garlic.”) Cook this mix-
ture in the hot fat until it turns slightly yellow, then add the meat,
sprinkle with a combination of flour, salt, pepper and chili powder and

cook over a medium heat until all the meat is browned. (This is the M ate i f thA

place to change from skillet to large kettle if you're going in for
quantity cookery as Jerre so frequently does.)

Now drain kidney beans and add them, tomatoes and tomato puree Cam p6e//S Cre9/r> CfAfUSAtoom SOap

to the meat. Cover, turn the heat down low and let your chili simmer
away gently for about an hour.

Makes a fine meal for 4 to 6 on chilly winter nights, served with . _the perfect mush room Cream Sauce!

salad and Roquefort dressing, crusty bread and lemon sherbet.

"Tuna Casserole” isonly one of many dishes
which Campbell’s Cream of Mushroom
Soup "lifts” into the very special class.

For mushrooms go magically with fish,
fowl, meats and vegetables. And Campbell’'s
luxurious Cream of Mushroom Soup, mixed
with milk and heated, becomes a dreamy
mushroom cream sauce, adding (for very
little) an inviting mushroom taste to dishes.

Why fuss over making "white sauce”?

A"* IV Campbell’s Cream of Mushroom Soup is
vastly superior as a sauce because it's made
of cultivated mushrooms, real whipping
cream, and is always velvety-smooth!

L£j...CAMPBELL’S CREAM OF MUSHROOM
SOUP IS A DREAM SAUCE!

Mail coupon to Anne M,

FREE Campbell Soup Co

. Dept.M 25, Camden

Mostfun of all is after afootball game when Jerre and herfriends get recipe

together at the Sass home to dance a little. play a little bridge and eat book
. Mushroom

bowl after bowl of lovely Chili Con Carne

50 PAGES
99 dishes aTy.

fuel COLOR :zone
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by Eleanor Hanghton Noderer

orange
desserts

TTOULL SIMPLYADORE

OlIttWCE I'PSIDE>DOWN\ CAKE

2 large oranges
Grated rind of
\2 lemon

1 cup sugar
v2 cup water
1 pkg white-cake mix

Cut thin slices of peel from one orange
and sliver into .fine pieces. Grate rind
from second orange and from the lemon.
Now cut oranges into membrane-free sec-
tions and arrange in a 13"x9"x2" baking
pan. Sprinkle grated orange and lemon
rind over orange sections.

Start your oven at 375F or moderate.

Cook orange slivers in V2 cup sugar
and water until syrupy (about 8 minutes)
over a medium heat and pour over orange
sections. Sprinkle with remaining sugar.

While syrup cooks, mix up cake ac-
cording to directions on package, pour
over oranges and bake 25 to 30 minutes
or until cake starts to pull away from
sides of cake pan. While still warm, cut
into squares and serve with whipped
cream to 8.

ORAXGE-COCOXUT PUDDIXG

Rind of 1 orange

\2cup orange juice 3 tablespoons corn-
(1 large orange) starch

2 tablespoons lemon 2 tablespoons butter
juice or margarine

IV2 cups hot water \2 cup shredded

3 eggs coconut

IV2 cups sugar

va teaspoon salt

Grate rind from orange, then strain or-
ange juice, mix with orange rind, lemon
juice and hot water in saucepan or top
of double boiler. Next mix egg yolks, 1
cup sugar, salt and cornstarch until
smooth and pour into liquid. Cook over
boiling water, stirring constantly, until
thick as mayonnaise—about 20 minutes.
Now add butter or margarine and, when
cool, stir in coconut.

Beat the egg whites until foamy and
add remaining sugar gradually, beating
hard until mixture is satiny smooth and
holds its shape.

Spoon pudding into custard cups or
medium baking dish, top with smooth
meringue and sprinkle with a little more
coconut. Put under broiler unit for a
minute or so to brown the topping deli-
cately. Enough for 4.

GEORGE LAZARNICK

ORAXGE SURPRISE

6 oranges 1 tablespoon con-
\2cup walnuts fectioners' sugar
\2 cup macaroons 2 tablespoons orange
1 cup heavy cream juice

Grated orange rind

Slice tops off oranges, deep enough to
scoop out easily the fruit remaining in
bottom part of orange. Save top slices.

Now pull out all the fruit with your
fingers, remove any seeds or white mem-
brane and cut fruit into small chunks.
Chop walnuts fine, crush macaroons with
a rolling pin and whip cream until it
stands in peaks. Mix gently or fold con-
fectioners’ sugar, pieces of orange, nuts,
macaroons, orange juice (drained from
orange pieces) and a little orange rind
into the whipped cream.

Pile this creamy filling into orange
shells, perch top slice of orange over
filling and chill in your refrigerator for
about an hour. If you have a few candied
cherries hanging around, chop them fine
and stir into this good dessert.

ORANGE TAPIOCA

3 cups orange juice
(about 6 oranges)
or 1 6-0z can
frozen concen-
trated juice

\3cup quick-cooking
tapioca

v2 cup sugar

Va teaspoon salt

Grated rind of
\2 lemon

1 egg, separated

Cook orange juice (if frozen juice is
used dilute with 3 cans of water) in a
saucepan or top of double boiler until it
almost boils. Then take it off the range.
Mix tapioca, sugar, salt and lemon rind
together, stir into the hot orange juice
gradually and cook over boiling water,
stirring constantly, for about 10 to 12
minutes or until mixture is thick as
mayonnaise. Now beat up the egg yolk
slightly, stir in a little of the hot pudding,
then stir into pudding. (This prevents
egg from curdling.) Remove from heat
and let stand for 20 minutes.

Now beat egg white until it stands in
points, beat in 1 tablespoon sugar gradu-
ally and fold or mix gently into the pud-
ding. Chill and serve with whipped
cream to 6. Tastes wonderful!



Crisco-The One and Only-
discoxered this sure way
to Perfect Pie Crust

Serve this soon —they'll want it often!
CRISCO’S BUTTERSCOTCH
CHIFFON PIE

(Makes one 9" pie)

For sure success, just follow Crisco’s sure-fire
pastry method below. You'll have flaky,
tender, digestible pie crust every time!

CRISCO PASTRY

1Va cups sifted flour
V i teaspoon salt

Vi cup Crisco
3 tablespoons water

All Measurements Level. Mix flour with salt
in bowl. Remove .14 cup flour. Cut Crisco into
remaining flour until pieces are the size of
small peas. Mix water with the M cup flour
to form a paste, and add to Crisco-flour mix-
ture. Mix and shape into a ball. On a floured
pastry canvas lightly roll circle of dough 12"
in diameter and thick. Line pie plate; fold
edge under, flute with fingers. Prick closely.
Bake in hot oven (425°F.) 12-15 minutes, or
until lightly browned.

BUTTERSCOTCH FILLING: Soften 1 tbsp. gelatin
in 2 tbsps. cold water. In top of double boiler
mix together: 2 egg yolks (save whites), 1
cups milk, M tsp. salt, 1 tbsp. molasses and %
cup brown sugar. Cook over hot water until
mixture thickens slightly (about 15 mins.),
stirring constantly. Remove. Add softened gel-
atin, 2 tbsps. butter and 1 tsp. vanilla. Chill
until mixture begins to thicken.

Beat the 2 egg whites till stiff, beat in 3 thsps.
sugar, fold into butterscotch mixture. Pile
into b”ked shell. Chill until set. For topping
combine 2 tsps. melted butter with 2 tbsps.
brown sugar and 2 thsps. chopped nuts. Deco-
rate pie with puffs of whipped cream sprinkled
with nut topping.

BIGGER, BETTER CRISCO COOK BOOK has 112 pages
exciting new recipes, lots of full-color pictures.
Send 25e in coin and a Crisco label, any size,
for New Recipes for Good Eating. Mail to
Crisco, Dept. M, Box 837, Cincinnati 1, Ohio.
Offer good in Continental U. S. and Hawaii.

/ts flaky! It5 tender!
1t5 made with Crisco!

Oh my, what a pie—what a come-back-for-more
combination! The butterscotch filling is chiffon-
light—the crust is the flaky, tender kind folks
rave about! Naturally! That's the kind of crust
you always get when you bake the Crisco way.

And how easy thatis! For Crisco is now creamier
than other vegetable shortenings— blends thor-
oughly with the least handling. And with pure,
all-vegetable Crisco and the sure-fire Crisco pastry

Cakes and

method given above, even a beginner can make
tender, flaky pie crust every single time. Yes, and
digestible pie crust, too.

So enjoy the thrill of making perfect pie crust
that's all your own. Just be sure to use Crisco. For
shortening is the most important ingredient in pie
crust, and Crisco is the finest shortening money
can buy. No wonder more women cook with
Crisco than with any other brand of shortening!

USeC n s e o

it's DIGESTIBLE !
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VERY
JUNIOR MISS
O W e Continued from page 40
kids wouldn't be dressed up. Sandra

and the older ones would, but they
seemed to like it. People should be
allowed, she decided, to dress the way
they felt. Now there wouldn't even be

time for a swim before they had to eat.

Walter parked by the door to let
them out before taking the car out
into the lot. They waited for him in-
side the entrance. Laura looked at
her and said. “You look very nice,

dear. When you walk, please try to
hold your head up and take shorter

steps.*’
‘Think of the saving when Tommy came in with his mother.

He wore dungarees and a white shirt
you buy Ohly 1 Ib. of meat and carried his swimming trunks

wrapped in a towel. Tommy’'s mother
instead of | 72 Ibs. to make paused to chat with Laura. Tommy

stared at Kilty. Then he rolled his
meat loaf for 6 servings! eyes up as his knees sagged.

“Water, water!” he said hoarsely.

Yes, with Quaker Oats you Kilty doubled her fist and banged

him on the arm muscle. “You shut
can make meat loafgo upt”

"Hey. watch it!” Tommy said in-
dignantly. “That hurt!”
“Don’'t scuffle, children.” Tommy's

farther and taste juicier!”

says ffca/vcf. 24CcCen mother said casually. Kilty glanced
at her mother and was alarmed by the

Director of Home Economics look of steel in her eyes.

The Quaker Oats Company They went out through the club and

found a table by the pool. The buffet
was already set up and members were
filling their plates.

“The sooner we eat. the sooner |
can swim.” Kilty said.

“Just be patient for a little while,
dear.” Laura said.

Walter looked beyond Laura. His
mouth opened and his eyes bulged a
little. “What.” he said, “is that?”

Kilty and Laura turned and saw a
group of a dozen girls wearing iden-

Quaker and Mother's Oats are the same

tical coral-colored bathing suits just
starting through the buffet line.

"Gosh, maybe it's a water show!”
Kilty said.

"X0-0-0." Walter said judiciously,
“females who swim professionally and
look like that are the exception rather
than the rule.”

“Now 1 remember!” Laura said.
“In the bulletin. They're having a
style show today.”

“Had | known that.” Walter said,
“you couldn't have dragged me here
in chains. But after seeing the mer-
chandise. | find that | am not even
reluctant.”

“A style show! Who wants to see a
style show?” Kilty said.

“A great many people want to.
Your father, for one,” Laura said.
She glanced toward the doorway.
"There's Marie now, with Sandra.
Doesn't Sandra look sweet? Of course,
the poor child's eyes are terribly close
together.”

"Sleeping with her hands in bags
of glop.” Kilty muttered.

Walter, with bemused expression,
watched the twelve girls carry their
plates to the big table that had been
set up for them. He noticed that they
were escorted by a young man who
wore exceedingly bright clothes and
by a chunky woman with short jet
hair. The girls were uniformly slim,
trim and lovely.

“Hmmm." Walter said warmly.

“1 think we should eat now,” Laura
said.

he meal was rather silent. A few
people wandered over to the table

to chat. A piano was lugged out onto

the patio and an electrician set up a
microphone near it

Kilty said. “Please, can | go put my
suit on now?”

“But you can't swim for an hour,
dear.”

“1'll work on my tan. Mother.”

How
to
V  Nourishing Quaker Oats stretches m ake
1 Ib. of meat from 4 servings to 6.
Holds in meat juices so you have
moist, juicy, more delicious meat R R .
loaf. Juiey Here's a one-dish meal for cold winter evenings.
>/ Quaker Oats provides as much
protein, ounce for ounce, as do One that thin pocketbooks take to comfortably we*
many cuts of meat.
>/ Convenient—ready to use! No
messy crumbs to bother with.
by Birtbe Lindor
JUICY MEAT LOAF
. MARTIN BRUEHL
(6 Servings)
11b. ground beef A cup chopped onion
A cup uncooked Quaker or Mother VA teaspoons salt
Oats (quick or old fashioned) A teaspoon pepper
1 beaten egg % cup tomato juice
1 Combine all ingredients thoroughly; pack firmly
into a loaf pan.
2. Bake in moderate oven (350°F.) 1 hour. Let stand
5 minutes before slicing and serving.
Other Meat-Stretching Recipes
HAMBURGERS: Use above recipe, meat balls simmer in it 20 to 25
omitting beaten egg. Shape com- minutes.
E'”ed '_”ghrﬁf'epntsf'n“_’ 6h hafm' MOCK DRUMSTICKS: Use Meat
u;gers, chill. Pan-fry in hot fat Loafrecipe above, omitting beaten
and serve. egg. Shape combined ingredients
MEAT BALLS: Use MeatLoafrecipe into 6 drumsticks. Insert a wooden 1 2
above, omitting beaten egg. Shape skewer into each drumstick; chill.
combined ingredients into 12 meat  Roll in bread crumbs. Brown on Cook salt pork in skillet about 5 Add water and drained lentils to
balls; roll in flour; then brown in all sides in hot fat; cover and cook R .
hot fat. Add tomato sauce and let slowly 10 minutes longer. minutes. Add chopped vegetables and  kettle, season ivith bay leaf, cloves,

cook 10 minutes longer. Stirfrequent-
ly. Now transfer to a large kettle

peppercorns. salt. Drop in the ham
butt, cook slowlyfor 2 hours



“But see where they've put that lit-
tle platform? Right by the edge of the
pool. You'll be able to see the style
show perfectly from here.”

“But. Mother, if I'm by the pool I'll
be even closer, won't 12"

Laura stared at her daughter. She

lifted her shoulders, sighed as she
dropped them. “Well, go ahead. If
you must.”

Kilty trotted off before anybody's
mind changed. She whistled as she
went down the locker-room aisle,
swinging her beach bag. As she
wormed her way into her suit, she saw
the models and the chunky dark
woman come in.

“Anderson, snap it up.” the woman
said, checking a list. “You’'ll be first
in the Kimball number. Walker,
you're not wearing the white. He says
you don’'t do right by it.”

Kilty was mildly curious, but not
particularly intrigued by the girls.
They were years older than she and
several worlds apart. With towel and
bathing cap in hand, she padded down
the cement floor and pushed through
the locker-room door at the far end,
near the pool.

The man who had been at the table
with all the models was standing there.
He wore funny-colored pants. She
guessed they were chartreuse.

When she was five steps beyond him.

he said, “Girl! Yes, | mean you.
Come here!”
Kilty turned and walked back,

scowling. She hadn't liked his tone of
voice. “What do you want?”

He stared at her coldly and thor-
oughly. He had a thin, tanned face
and small, bright blue eyes. He was
older than she had thought.

“Turn around, girl. Slow.”

“1 will not turn around.”

“You a member here, girl?
your name?”

“My father is a member, and my
name is Kilty Morrow.”

What's

“You've got* good shoulders and
good legs, Kilty.” He pointed at the
door of the women’s locker room.

“You see a dark, heavy woman in there
with my girls?”

“Yes. Do you want me to get her
for you?”
“No. Go in and tell her Carl says

you can wear the white.”

“l can wear what?”

“My white outfit. You can wear it
in the show.”

Kilty stared at him.
mean?”

“All right. Slow and easy does it.
They tell me. ‘Carl, when you go out
there, pick one of the members and
hang a dress on her and put her in
your show. It goes over big. The
members like it. And maybe the girl
buys the dress, even. So | look
around. You walk like a plumber’s
helper carrying the tool bag. but
Lizzy can show you how to walk right.
Now are you happy?”

“No. I'm not. And I'm not wearing
your silly dress.”

“Don't you want to be in a style

“What do you

show? Are you saying no because
you're scared?”
“1 just think the whole thing is

silly. But I know a girl who'll do it
for you. See over there? The blond
girl.  She’'ll wear it. Her name is

Sandra Birch.”

Carl located Sandra. He shook his
head sadly. “Not that one. That one
is still carrying baby fat. Lizzy
couldn't wedge her into it. And if she
could, that girl looks like she'd sim-
per. Ever see what a simper does to
a smart frock?”

‘T'm afraid | can’'t help you.” Kilty
said, and started toward the pool.

“Come back here!”

“Look, I'm not going to wear your
dress.”

He shrugged. “So 1 know that.
And | know why. Stage fright.”

(Continued on page 64)

entil soup

11b dried lentils

1 clove garlic

4 peppercorns

2 carrots Va Ib salt pork IVi teaspoon salt

2 stalks celery 212qt water 2 b ham butt

1 big potato 1bay leaf Few sprigs chopped
1 big onion 2 whole cloves parsley

Soak lentils overnight in water. Cut vegetables and salt pork in pieces.

3

Lift out ham butt and press soup
through strainer into another large
kettle. Press as hard asyou can to get
all the pulp out of the vegetables

Strip meat off the ham bones and
cut in small chunks. Add meat to soup
and reheat. Sprinkle with parsley, and
ladle out to 6 husky eaters

Hat/adees/2 bnd otendcessatsviin

11/2 cups biscuit mix
6 tablespoons sugar
y4 teaspoon cinnamon
V3 cup milk
1 No. 2y2 can cling peach slices
1 tablespoon butter or margarine

Combine biscuit mix, 2 tablespoons
sugar and spice. Blend in milk. Divide
dough into 4 parts; roll each into square

inch thick. Fit loosely into individual
baking dishes or pie pan. Fill with
drained peaches and sprinkle with re-
maining sugar. Dot with butter. Fold
corners of dough over peaches as shown.
Bake in very hot oven (450 degrees F.)
10 minutes. Reduce heat to moderate
(350 degrees F.); bake 20 to 25 minutes
more. Serve warm with cream. Serves 4.

1 No. 2i/2 can cling peach slices
34 cup brown sugar (packed)
12 cup all-purpose flour
12 teaspoon cinnamon
% cup butter or margarine

Arrange drained peaches in a shal-
low 8-inch dish or 4 individual baking
dishes. Blend sugar, flour, spice and
butter until crumbly; sprinkle over
peaches.Bake inmoderately hot oven
(375 degrees F.) 25 minutes. Serve
warm or cold, with cream if desired.
Serves 4 to 5.

Sunniest treat for any
meal! Summer-sweet,
tender cling peaches
spooned right from the
can. Slices or halves, a
good buy now!

Clint; Peach Advisory Board

QrtreadhesromGdifamia
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keeps lovely clothes lovelyfa r longer

Pretty sweaters go here, there and every-
where these days. So wear yours oftener
—enjoy them more! Gentle care with new
Ivory Flakes will keep the most delicate
woolens whisper-soft and fitting to per-
fection . . . washing after washing!

And there's a good reason why! For new
Ivory Flakes has ‘'Radiant Action"—an
entirely new kind of beauty protection for
fine washables. Now, when you wash your
nice things gently in pure, mild lvory
Flakes they'll keep their radiant, brand-

new beauty through more wearings and
washings than you ever dreamed they could!

So don't take chances! You know your fine
washables are safe in Ivory Flakes. It's
the soap millions of mothers use for baby's
clothes, when only the mildest soap will
do. It's the only flake form of baby’'s pure,
mild Ivory Soap. So kind to hands in the
dishpan, too. Get a box today!

~ IFits lovely to wear..
its worth Ivory Flakes care

Longer wearjor nylons!

Change to gentle care and use pure,
mild Ivory Flakes. Then you'll |

stocking colorsfresh up to twice as long

(Continued Jronupage 63)

Kilty felt tears of frustration and
anger close behind her eyes. “1 am
not scared.”

“You don't kid me, girl. Any kid
your age built like you are goes for
clothes. If you're not scared, why
don't you be a good girl and help me
out of a jam? Do it for laughs.”

“For laughs?” Kilty said dubiously.
Her mind was racing. She could
imagine the expression on her moth-
er's face. And it would be priceless
ammunition in the war that had been
going on for over a year now. (“But.
Mother! Don't you remember that |
was in the style show?")

“Be a good kid,” Carl said.

“1'll do it!” she said breathlessly.
She would hear no more talk about
Sandra.

“Run in there and tell Lizzy. Don’t
let her give you a bad time.”

izzy stared at her. “What was that.

J dearie? He wants you in the
white? Has he gone nuts?”

“He said | should do it for laughs.”

“Now laughs he wants! Maybe you
should fall into the pool with it
dearie. Let's see how you handle
yourself. Walk around there slow
and turn around and walk back.”

When Kilty turned around slowly,
Lizzy had a hand over her eyes.
“Dearie.” she said, “you are not a
soldier with a gun. And what do you
look for on the floor? Anderson!
Come here and show this one how it
goes.”

Kilty watched Anderson's stylized
stalk and brittle smile. Kilty frowned.
“But people would laugh at me if I
walked like that.”

“Listen, you!” Anderson said.

“Be quiet. Look, dearie, all models
walk like that. 1 don't know why.
They just do. Now you see if you can
do it just like Anderson. Like a game,
you know. Follow the leader.”

flo.

make

Just then the voice of the announcer
came dimly through the walls, with a
background of slow piano music.
“Ladies and gentlemen, we are pre-
senting today a style show in co-
operation with "

Lizzy started barking orders. The
models started milling around. A
white organdy dress with a pale orchid
stole was thrust at Kilty and she was
commanded to put it on. Three girls
went to work on her. One flattened
her hair down, pulled it tight into a
chignon and put a pale orchid net on
it. Another put big dangling earrings
on her. The third found the right
shoes to go with the dress, sheer
nylons.

Lizzy came over then and slapped
her in the small of the back, tugged at
the waist of the skirt, said, “It will
have to do. Brownell, you make her
walk some more, then bring her up
where she can watch how you do it on
the stand.”

Kilty said, “1 don't think | better try
to do it.”

Brownell, a tiny redhead, said.
“Everybody has the flutters the first
time. kid. Just keep your head up
and look them in the eye and show
your teeth.”

Lizzy moved a bit so that Kilty
could see from the doorway. The
crowd, all her friends and her parents*
friends, were just a confusing, shifting
area of color. She could hear the
announcer’'s voice, but the words did
not reach her brain.

“Watch Anderson, now. See, when
she turns on the platform there she
puts her right hand on her hip with
the elbow forward. You do that too.”

“l can't!” Kilty said in a small,
trembling voice. “l never should
have . . "

Lizzy put a firm hand against the
small of Kilty’'s back and pushed
firmly. “Get going!” she hissed.
“You're on.”

M creamy sea

Here is the perfect frosting for McCall's Perfect

Spice Cake, and it's such an easy one to make

MARTIN BRUEHL

1

Mix unbeaten egg whites, sugar and
water together in a saucepan or top
of double boiler. Stir toith a spoon
until well mixed and smooth

64

by Margaret Geblert

2

Beat with an egg beater over briskly
boiling water for seven minutes or
until frosting looks fluffy and holds
a soft, gentle shape



. . And now. in white organdy, a
gay new way to be young in the eve-
ning. Ballet-length skirt and strap-
less top by Denteri. And the model

. Miss Kilty Morrow . ..”

She could hear all the voices.
“Kilty! Why, it's the Morrow girl!
Kilty Morrow!”

Kilty clenched her teeth. They said
to walk slow. Slow it would be. May-
be she'd never get to the platform.
And smile. Use Anderson’s smile.

Despite her pace, she seemed to
reach the corner of the pool too quick-
ly. She turned toward the platform.
The pool looked very inviting. A per-
son could hide down there, under
water. A person lucky enough could
drown.

The platform. She stepped up onto
it. She smiled out over the audience
in a glazed way and turned slowly,
with her right hand on her hip the
way Anderson had done it

Her parents swam into her line of
vision. Her father's eyes were out on
stalks. Her mother’'s mouth was open.
Kilty wanted to laugh, leap into the
pool and run like a deer, all at the
same time.

The applause startled Kilty. With-
out knowing how, she maintained her
slow pace back to Lizzy.

“How was 1?”

“Dearie, you ran like a late com-
muter and spun up there like a top.
You would have blurred a fast shutter.
Otherwise you were swell.”

Carl sauntered over. “Didn’'t hurt
you, did it?” he asked.

“N-n-no, | guess not.”

“So come around in a year and
maybe I can fix some part-time work
for you.” He handed her a card.
“You're a good junior-miss type,
girl.”

Kilty, once again in her swim suit,
tried to walk casually to the table
where her parents waited. She got
the slow stalk of the model and her

customary lope all mixed up. She felt
as if she were composed entirely of
knees and elbows.

She sat down at the table. Laura
moistened her lips. “Kilty, how on
earth did you get into that parade?”

“1 just did it for laughs. Mother,”
Kilty said airily.

“Then why were you that funny
gray color?”

“1 guess | got a little scared. Was
1 all right?”

Her father was looking at her as
though she were a total stranger. He
said. “You looked very lovely. Kilty.
Do you want me to buy that dress?”

“Gosh, no! None of the girls wear
dresses like that!”

They were making her uncomfort-
able. the way they stared at her. She
could feel the people at the other
tables staring at her as though she
were famous or something. It really
wasn't a bad feeling.

Pete Trainor came over to the table.
He was captain of the high-school
football team. He too looked at her
as though seeing her for the first time.
“How about a swim. Kilty?”

“Sure.” she said, and stood up.
They walked together toward the
pool. Kilty taking short steps, carry-
ing her head high.

Laura said, “Walter, | think ... | see
J what you mean. It's like losing
something, isn't it?”

Walter smiled slowly. “Don't wor-
ry, honey. 1 don't think it's going to
happen all at once. 1 think it may

take a little time.”

Laura looked back toward Kilty
just in time to see her trip Pete
Trainor expertly into the pool and
run with loose-legged stride to where
Tommy waited on the high board.
She went off without her bathing cap
and Laura realized, almost with relief,
that Kilty's hair was going to be a
mess. THE END

foam frosting

2 egg whites

Vh cups firmly packed dark-brown sugar

¥3 cup water
1 teaspoon vanilla extract

As with all recipes that are carefully tested, we urge you to use standard measur-
ing utensils and follow directions for making this frosting to the letter. If you own
an electric mixer, by all means use it, but cut down the 7-minute beating time

to 3 or 4 minutes.

3

Lift pan from boiling ivater when
frosting holds its shape, then add
vanilla extract. Continue beating until
it stands in definite peaks

4
Spread a layer of frosting between
cool layers of cake, then frost the
sides generously and finally spread
remaining frosting over cake top

Hanoo-ArencanJoeghetti
See those mealtime smiles— when your main
dish is hearty Franco-American Spaghetti! Then watch the
family all pitch in and eat hearty! And no wonder— for
Franco-American is spaghetti at its best, tender-cooked in a
smooth and savory sauce of luscious tomatoes and well-aged
Cheddar cheese. You'll love that tempting cheese and
tomato flavor! Franco-American Spaghetti is so quick to fix, too.

And it costs only pennies a portion. Make sure you have plenty

of Franco-American Spaghetti on hand— right now.

With CHEESE

JUST HEAT...
AND EAT HEARTY!

65



ONCE THERE
WAS A GIRL

Continuedfrom page 25

natural that he should furnish her with
transportation. And it was only nat-
ural that she should fit in so easily
with his dreams . ..

It always seemed significant to
Henry that at the very moment he left
Gallatin Avenue and took the street
that led to her house, the sun would
break through the low clouds.

Ellen came into his range of vision
now, a golden-haired girl in a trim,
navy blue suit. Around her shoulders
was the short green coat that Henry
liked. She was tiptoeing in open-toed,
high-heeled slippers across the soft
spring lawn in front of the house that
belonged to her and her husband, Tom
Thayer. When she openecb'The car
door and sat beside him, she brought
with her a feeling of life and vitality.

“They're up! Every one of them!”

For a moment Henry didn't under-
stand and blankness held him. It was
always like this in that first moment
of the sudden intimacy of the car. He
was like a man coming up from a deep
long dive into cold water. He even felt
a little weak. Then his head cleared.
His blood began to flow warm and
quick and he felt incredibly young

again.

“Oh, you mean the tulips! Say,
that's swell!” Ellen liked tulips and
had planted these herself. That was

one of the things that Henry liked to
think about— their mutual love of
flowers, though until a few months
ago he had hardly known the names
of any of them.

He touched the dial of the car
radio. He always waited until Ellen
was beside him in the car before he
tuned in to their favorite morning
program. He enjoyed feeling that the
sentimental recordings were a tribute
from him to Ellen— an offering.

There was no need to say anything.
It was all there— in the songs and the
personal messages over the air, the
voice quiet and sweet. Though a mil-
lion radios might carry that voice into
a million listeners’ homes and cars, to
Henry it was his voice, and all the
girls waiting for his words . they
were Ellen waiting for him to speak.
The voice murmured, “My song, Ann,
and your song, ‘If | Didn't Care.” "

If 1 didn't care, thought Henry. He
swallowed hard and put out a hand to
touch her. Yet all he could bring him-
self to do was to rub a finger over the
soft down of her coat on the seat
beside him.

“Henry, on our way home tonight |
wonder if you could stop at Sink’'s
Hardware with me? | want a packing
case for my winter blankets.”

They might have been any young
couple, but definitely residents of
Sylvan Heights, charting their day's
activities. It was nice to know their
homeward trip could be prolonged—
an extra gift of time.

“That's right, spring is here to stay,
isn't it, Ellen? Good old spring!” He
laughed and said, “Time to put away
the woolies, eh?”

He wanted to say, “Did you ever
wear woolies, Ellen? And did you
long for the first day in spring when it
was warm enough to shed the bunchi-
ness around your legs?” Oh, he re-
membered how he'd felt, as though it
was yesterday, the feel of thistledown
lightness. And he remembered how
he'd flung his arms wide with abandon
and raced around in circles and
whooped and hollered. He grinned
with the memory and felt young again.

To Ellen he said only, “Sure thing.
I'll be glad to stop at Sink’'s. | want
to pick up a catalogue. We'll have
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plenty of time before they close.” And
the “we” had an exquisite sound.

But a day can last just so long. It
reaches, finally, an end.

It was getting harder every evening
to drop her off at her house and real-
ize that the evening stretched empty
before him, that the nights were grow-
ing longer and longer without her. He
let her out in front of her house.

“Can | help you with the
Ellen?”

“No, thanks, Henry. | can manage.”
She smiled at him above the brown
bulk. “You've been so grand to me,
Henry. Thanks.” For just a moment
she hesitated beside the car and he
felt something unsaid between them;

box,

risp parsley always!

Dampen parsley, stick in a
jar with a screw cap and
store in refrigerator.

Keeps crisp and green!

but then she turned to go. Yet her
smile and thanks gave him hope, and
when halfway up the walk she turned
and wiggled her free fingers in good-
bye, hope was transformed into near
triumph.

H enry waited until she let herself

in the front door and then drove
toward Gallatin Avenue . toward
Alice. As he crossed Gallatin the
spring sun finished its short day and
early twilight purpled the quiet
streets.

Ashamed that it should be so, still
Henry seemed incapable of thinking
of Alice during the day; it was as
though, for the space of a few hours,
she didn’'t exist. Nothing was real to
him except his work . and Ellen.
Sleeping ambitions stirred and he rec-
ognized the advancements that were
possible in a big institution. Why
not? For it seemed that in his work
he had acquired new stature and late-
ly he had taken to exchanging quips
with the rest of the office help. A nice
feeling, this belonging to an office fra-
ternity.

If Henry lived with a sudden warm-
ing abandon during the day, he died
at night— a dead stranger in a dead
house. Was there something wrong
with him, he wondered. He only knew
he hated the apartment.

Taking the key out of the lock, he
stood for a shaking moment of adjust-
ment inside the door. He could never
get ahead enough to save for some-

thing bright and cheerful. It might
have been different if Alice had
worked but then, he hadn't
wanted her to, not at first. Afterward

— well, the pattern was set so soon.
Alice was content with her familiar
way of living . . .

“Home, Henry?” From the kitchen
Alice’s voice caught at the tag ends of
thought. Already the lights were
turned on and the bright glass globe
over the dinette table made the plastic
tablecloth shimmer with light. It hurt
his eyes after the soft gloom of the
outside twilight.

“Yes, Alice.”

“1'll be there in a jiffy.” The words
were padded with soft overtones of un-

familiar gentleness. He heard but
scarcely wondered. He was thinking
that without even looking into the

kitchen he could see the frying pan
and cooking things on the stove—
within easy reach of the table. He
could see the cream-colored plates
that Alice would serve directly from
the cooking pans. For a long time she
had done this ... It would have been
a relief to serve one's own plate. Defy
the potatoes for once. Snub the vege-
tables.

Alice came into the room, and in
his sudden analytical state he quickly
studied her. She hadn’'t grayed, only
faded. Her hair, once blond and until
a few months ago cut short, was grow-
ing out and she pulled it back into a
rolled-up bun not thick enough to hide
the wire hairpins. She looked as
though she had only recently cried
and Henry had a sudden startling rush
of tenderness toward her. Then he felt
his knees go weak. Had she found out
how he felt about Ellen?

“What's the matter, Alice?” he
asked guardedly.
“Henry— " She fumbled in her

apron pocket. “Henry, this came a
little while ago. 1 tried to get you at
the office but you had already gone.
It's  from Chicago. Your Uncle
Will—” She held out a telegram.

He took it, and as he read it seemed
something bright and wonderful went
out of his life. Uncle Will— there had
never been anyone else in Henry's life

dash of almond extract
in fruit cocktail tastes

too, too divine!

quite like him. Blustering, robust, he
had been the family's only link with
high adventure. Before the turn of the
century he had been a rancher in
Australia, and though he had been
forced to come back to America when
he received almost fatal injuries, he
had an accumulated store of tales to
last him a lifetime. To Henry he was
a living legend. Now he was gone.

“1 know how you must feel.” Alice
put out a hand and softly touched him
on the shoulder.

He moved away.

“Will you go to Chicago,

“l1 don't know, Alice.”

Henry?”

“You should.”

“Yes— but I'm not sure | can—"

“Well, you can think about it while
we eat.”

At the table they didn't talk. Spring
pushed in through the narrow crack
made by the slightly opened window
and stirred the heavy kitchen air.
Henry felt it brush against his cheek
and he shut his mouth against a pro-
test as Alice got up from the table to
close out the cool cleanness of the
night wind.

After dinner he couldn’t settle down
with the evening paper. He couldn't
sit still. He was conscious of Alice's
watching him. “Are you going,
Henry?” she asked again.

“1 don't know if I can get away or

not!” Henry always avoided quar-
rels; now he suddenly shouted at
Alice. He heard himself with amaze-
ment. He kicked a leather hassock
that blocked his path. “If you'd keep

things out of the middle of the floor
there’d be more room in this place!”

He caught the look of hurt on
Alice's face— the puzzled bewilder-
ment. Yet he could do nothing about

it. Deliberately he went to the clothes
closet, pulled on his topcoat, shoved
his hat down on his head and started
for the front door.

“Where are you going,

“To get some fresh air!”

Once outside, Henry automatically
went to his car parked in front of the
apartment. The spring wind grabbed
at his coat. He got into the car and
began to drive. Then he knew where
he was going. He crossed Gallatin
and started up her street. He felt
excitement mount inside him. This
was the first time he had been by her
place at night. It made him feel as
though he were keeping a rendezvous.

The big front window of her house
was glowing with light. Driving past
so slowly. Henry could see into the liv-
ing room. The draperies were not
drawn, for the house stood at the end
of the street and empty lots stretched
beyond. It was like watching the
actors in a play. Tom Thayer sat
down on the sofa. Ellen stood still in
the middle of the room a moment to
untie her apron; then she dropped it
and sat down beside Tom. She seemed
to be saying something. Then the two
on the sofa tussled. Was Ellen trying
to get away? Or was it a youthful
game of love? Henry couldn't see
Ellen's face, for Tom had her in his
arms.

Henry pulled away so fast the
wheels of the car dug up loose gravel
on the street. He had wanted some-
thing, some token from Ellen— not
this! He felt himself shaking. Jeal-
ousy blotted out all other feelings. He
knew he couldn’t stand going back to
the apartment right away. He drove
around. He thought.

What did he have to go on? Sure,
they liked music; at least Ellen had
said she did. And they both liked
flowers and yards. So what? So did
lots of other guys and he guessed
maybe a lot of women did too.

But it was no use. He thought of
her smile like sunlight every time he
looked across at her over the expanse
of oak-topped desks at the office. He
thought of the way she brought life
and vitality to the mornings they
shared the ride downtown. He ex-
amined her sweet sympathy and un-
derstanding for something personal.
And it was there. It had to be . ..

Henry knew it was up to him to
make the decisive first step. Gradual-
ly he'd work around to asking Alice
for a divorce. Not too soon, of course;
he didn't want to hurt her more than
necessary.

There was strength in decision. He
could stand the apartment now and

(Continued on page 70)

Henry?”



DOUBLE-DELICIOUS MARBLE CAKE (Right)
(to serve 20 happy people)
1 package Swans Down Instant 1 pkg. Swans Down Devil's Food
Vi cup plus  cup milk Vi cup plus % cup milk
Prepare batter for each mix separately as directed on the packages.
Put alternate spoonfuls of light and dark batters into a 13 x 9 x 2-
inch pan lined with paper on the bottom. Zigzag a knife through
mixture in pan. Bake in moderate oven (350°F.) 50 minutes, or
until done. Cool. Top with your favorite chocolate frosting.
Nothing but the Swans Down pair of packages could bring you
such cake perfection with such ease and speed!

{Lower left) DARK DELIGHT LAYER CAKE

Bake Swans Down Devil's Food in layers as directed on pack-
age. (Notice how its special Walter Baker chocolate-flavor blend
holds richness and fragrance right through oven heat!) Frothy
brown-sugar frosting and walnuts for this beauty!

N3 burr/-
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& fcnsTtyfo Wonderfull

When a cake's got everything . . . featherlight tender-
ness, handsome height, delicious flavor . . . and it's Products of
still made in minutes, easy as a wink . . . you can bet General Foods

that cake’s made with one of the famous Swans Down
Cake Mixes!

These are the cake mixes experts rate “best of all!”
The mixes America’s homemakers rave about! The

only mixes that make cakes “Swans Down good!” < : * e M f O t
You're missing a treat if you haven't yet tried them!
The only mixes that give you cakes with glorious

Swans Down texture!

SURPRISE LEMON LAYER CAKE {Aboveright)

Prepare yellow-cake batter as directed on the Swans Down In-
stant package. For delicious surprise flavor, mix Vi cup of chopped
Baker's Coconut through batter before baking! Spread with lots
of tangy lemon-butter frosting. You can be sure your cake is
perfect when it's made with Swans Down Instant— the only mix
made with famous Swans Down Cake Flour.

{Left) VALENTINE PINK "N’ PRETTY CAKE

1 package Swans Down Instant % QUP Plus % QP milk
Prepare batter for white cake as directed on the package. Bake in
two 9-inch heart-shaped layer pans for 20 to 25 minutes in
moderate oven (375°F.). Cool. Tint fluffy frosting delicately;
spread between layers and over top and sides. Add valentine
“lace ruffles” of Baker's Coconut. Lovely to look at—heaven to
eat 'cause it's “Swans Down good!”



In the snows of a Connecticut winter the big windows transmit the solar heat, while the stout walls,

which French-born Lucie Sandifer insisted on, make an impenetrable shield against the sharp winter winds

afriendlyfieldstone house

EZRA STOLLER

It's planned for a lifetime, as the massive 18-inch
stone walls testify. And the Sandifers’ budgetfor this

1,320-square-foot house was equally firm and shockproof

JOHN S. SANDIFER, JR., ARCHITECT

The stone shell and tliree-acre plot are permanent investments. As family’s
size and income increase, acoustic tiles will replace plywood ceilings, bed-

room walls will be plastered, cabinets and lighting system will be elaborated

To the right of the double-door entrance is the

Further details of this house in booklet H. M. 52-1, 15jf. Other houses described living-dining room with its fireplace framed in a field-
in Home of the Month Catalogue, 25£. Send stamps to Modern Homemaker, stone wall. Two bedrooms lead off from the left.
McCall's, Dayton 1, Ohio. In Canada write: 635 Queen St. E., Toronto 8, Ontario The kitchen is straight ahead. If expansion plans

m aterialize, this foyer may become a dining gallery



by Mary Davis Gillies

The master bedroom spans the entire width of the house.
Along with all the other rooms, it has direct access to the
terrace. The bedroom’s terrace space is built up and separated
from the rest of the outdoor living area. Here one-year-old
Michael takes his nap in midwinter, warmed by floods of sun-

shine. The draw curtains create a cozy feeling in the evening

Breakfast at this kitchen window is an inspi-

rational start for any day. The Sandifer kitchen

is the “pilot’s” room, commanding all the living This view of the living room looks toward the dining area

area as well as the terrace where Philippe and and kitchen. In winter draperies cover the two doors opening

Michael play. At right, the breakfast bar, also on the terrace. In summer the draperies are rearranged to leave

used as a serving table, is folded against the wall doors conveniently exposed. The house has perimeter duct
heating in a concrete slab foundation. (Note the floor regis-
ters in front of the windows.) Heat goes off automatically in

the middle of the day in winter when the warm sun pours in



MY KITCHEN CONTEST

W INNERS

FIRST PRIZE — $1,000 and duplication of prize-winning plan
in the winner's own home

Amateur Class
Mrs. Mary D. Henry, Los Altos, Calif.

Professional Class

Mr. William B. Sayre, Denver, Colo.

SECOND PRIZE — $400

Mrs. Marilyn J. Feild, Detroit, Mich.

Mrs. William Van Fleet, San Anselmo, Calif.

THIRD PRIZE — $150

Mrs. T. M. Warrington, Cincinnati, Ohio

Mr. Harold L. Moore, Dayton, Ohio

FOUR PRIZES FOR STUDENTS — $100 EACH

Mr. W. C. Beard, Jr., Lawrenceburg, Ind.
Mr. Erling G. Larsen, Laurelton, N. Y.

Mr. Bob McCabe, Eugene, Ore.
Mr. Richard A. Raggi, Chicago, 111

TEN SPECIAL PRIZES — $75 EACH

Kitchen-laundry: Mrs. William M. Perryman, Jr., Atlanta, Ga.

Kitchen with eating area: Mrs. Robert G. Nyberg, Verona, N. J.

Farm kitchen: Mrs. Carl Simpson, Crosbyton, Texas

Kitchen with hobby area: Mrs. Mortimer W. Hastings, Evansville, Ind.
All-electric kitchen: Mrs. Charles J. Spohnholz, South Bend, Ind.

All-gas kitchen: Mrs. Bertha C. Soderlind, Minneapolis, Minn.

Combination gas-and-electric kitchen: Mr. George Post Foote, Atlanta, Ga.
Kitchen with freezer unit: Mrs. Raymond C. Plyley, Altadena, Calif.
Kitchen with living area: Mrs. John S. Parsons, Oak Park, 111

Small kitchen: Mrs. George E. Belote, Jr., Memphis, Tenn.

HONORABLE MENTION AWARDS — $50 EACH

Mrs. Maurice Ashland, Lincoln, Neb.
Mrs. Irwin M. Balber, Chicago, 111

Mrs. Dudley Cassard, Los Angeles, Calif.
Mr. Edwin A. Conant, Eugene, Ore.

Mrs. Barbara M. Crabtree, Ottawa, Can.
Mr. William K. Davis, Ann Arbor, Mich.
Mrs. Dan Donworth, Dallas, Texas

Mrs. J. Carl Driskill, John Day, Ore.

Mrs. William H. Fox, Kalamazoo, Mich.
Mrs. Jane E. Gault, San Fernando, Calif.
Mr. George C. Graeber, Washington. D. C.
Mrs. Sarah Louise Graham, Afton, Minn.
Mrs. John Gyr, Ann Arbor, Mich.

Mrs. J. E. Hopkins, Brunswick, Ohio
Mrs. L. J. Istas, Concord, Calif.

Mr. Edwin G. Johnson, Cambridge, Mass.
Mrs. L. P. Jones, Memphis, Tenn.

Miss Patricia Lee Jones, Ferguson, Mo.
Mr. Thomas B. King, Milford, Conn.

Mr. William F. Letson, Atlanta, Ga.

Mrs. William G. Lloyd, Bay City, Mich.
Mr. Mark P. Lowrey, Marks, Miss.

Mr. Gordon MacMaster, Cheshire, Conn.
Mrs. Abbie W. McKee, Corning, Calif.
Mr. Arthur Meggett, Hamilton, N. Y.
Mrs. Ann Mosier, Moira, N. Y.

Mrs. Harriet M. Myer, East Aurora, N. Y.
Mrs. Julia R. Pettit, Dover, Del.

Mrs. Elizabeth J. Pischke, Phoenix, Ariz.
Miss Sara Greer Price, Lansdowne, Pa.
Mrs. Merle E. Roussellot, Glendale, Calif.
Mrs. Zelda L. Schaps, Brooklyn, N. Y.
Mr. H. N. Schoenmeyer, Cleveland, Ohio
Mrs. W. L. Stafford, Egan, La.

Mrs. Joyce F. Treut, San Antonio, Texas
Miss Ruth H. Tyson, Carthage, N. C.
Mrs. John Webb, Spirit Lake, lowa

Miss Ellen W. Williams, Bronxville, N. Y.
Mrs. Lillian Yukman, Lakewood. Ohio
Mr. Stanley F. Zeek, Chicago, 111
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Mrs. Joe Belden, Austin, Texas
Mrs. George E. Belote, Sr., Memphis. Tenn.
Mr. James F. Bernard, Berkeley, Calif.

Mrs. Lillian E. Bernstein, Los Angeles, Calif.

Mrs. John F. Daw, Perry, lowa

Mrs. Lee Hall Dummer, Scituate, Mass.
Mr. Hugh Ellis, Weston, Ontario, Can.

Mr. L. A. Frohmuth, Los Angeles, Calif.
Mrs. Margaret M. Gates, Long Beach. Calif.
Mrs. Earl R. Glover, Falls Church, Va.
Mrs. Lewis A. Hallberg, Palo Alto, Calif.
Mrs. William J. Hart, Gibsonburg, Ohio

Mrs. Everett Kerr Hoffman, New Orleans, La.

Mrs. Kenneth R. Hopkins, Madison, Wis.
Mr. Clarence E. Hughes, Madison, Wis.
Mrs. Ray Johnson, Scarsdale, N. Y.

Mrs. William E. Kendall, Cleveland. Ohio
Mr. Van W. Knox, Jr., Fort Lauderdale, Fla.
Mrs. Frank A. Kveton, Cicero, 111

Miss Peggy J. Lewis, Detroit. Mich.

Miss Frances J. Machado, Oakland. Calif.
Mrs. Otis L. Murphy, Niles, Mich.

Mrs. Rosetta Noa, Northport, N. Y.

Mrs. Catherine Painter, Evanston, 111

Mrs. Imogene Beamer Penner, Storrs. Conn.

Mr. Omer A. Petti, Detroit, Mich.
Mrs. Earle W. Prout, Jr., Portland, Conn.

Mr. Charles Anderson Riley, Columbia, S. C.

Mrs. Fred W. Rittase, Littlestown, Pa.
Mrs. Scott C. Robeson, Blair, Neb.

Mrs. John R. Schmidt, Jr., Coffeyville, Kan.
Mrs. Audrey M. Scott, San Francisco, Calif.
Mrs. Jean M. Seaton. Haddonfield, N. J.
Mrs. Lewis J. Smith, Kingsville, Texas

Mrs. Howard C. K. Spears. Omaha, Neb.
Mrs. Clyde Starkweather, Corfu, N. Y.

Mrs. Walter P. Stewart, Sinclairville, N. Y.
Miss Marian Stoudemire, Chapel Hill, N. C.
Mrs. Mary Victoria Taylor, Zanesville, Ohio
Mrs. Robert L. Tufts, Cleveland, Ohio

Mr. Harold O. Utter, Liberty, Ind.

Mrs. John H. Vandermark, Cambridge, Mass.

Mr. Samuel Vouga, Clayton, Mo.

Mrs. Doyle Watkins, Sudan, Texas

Miss Patricia H. White, Piedmont. Calif.
Mrs. Guy K. Williams, Bertha, Minn.

Mrs. R. David Williams, Chicago, 111

Mrs. William D. Williams, Syracuse, N. Y.
Mr. W. A. C. Wilson, Penticton, B. C., Can.
Mrs. Edwin M. Young, Roanoke, Va.

The judges {left to right): Miss Virginia Hamill. desigrer; Mrs. Katharine M. Medin
ton, author and decorator; Miss Elizabeth Williams, Edison Electric Institute, Home
Service Committee; Mrs. Edwina Nolan Daily, kitchen planning consultant; Mr. Norval
D. Jennings, American Gas Association; Miss Eloise Davison, American Home Laundry
Manufacturers Association; Mr. Sidney L. Katz, architect
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(Continued from page 66)
turned the car toward home. It would
be for such a short time, after all . . .

Quietly Re let himself in. Alice had
gone to bed but the table lamp was on
and the telegram rested against its
base. He picked it up and read it
again. “Wonderful old Uncle Will!”
He whispered the words aloud.

A quick nostalgia swept over Henry.
Once upon a time he had been a little
boy. He and his mother had often
visited Uncle Will in his brownstone
Chicago home, a house not too tidy, an
old man not too tidy. But he had made
the small boy feel that the world was
filled with wonders.

Henry sighed and felt a deep sad-
ness in the old man’'s going. He
should attend the funeral. He wanted
to. For a moment he thought he
would go. Then he dropped down on
the sofa and held his head in his
hands. He couldn’t go. not now! He
couldn’t leave Ellen. All evening ever
since he had read the telegram, he had
known he couldn’t leave.

H urrying from the gray walls of

Chestnut Manor the next morn-
ing, Henry reviewed the night. Two
things were mirror-clear: his need for
Ellen and the hope that she needed
him— and the regret he felt for poor
Alice. Poor Alice. Stealthily turning
off the alarm clock and easing himself
out of bed that morning so as not to
awaken her. he had looked down for
a moment and thought how queer it
was that two people could share the
intimate confines of a bed and still be
so far apart.

The closer Henry drew to Sylvan
Heights, the greater mounted his now
familiar excitement at seeing Ellen.
He was disappointed that the spring
sun was hidden behind gray clouds,
though, and the air was saturated
with the smell of coming rain.

When Ellen got into the car beside
him. she looked no different, yet Henry
felt a difference. He tuned in to their
morning program.

Softly, against the background of
music, he said. “Had a bit of bad news

last night.”
“Oh?” As wusual, Ellen was all
sweet concern. “I'm so sorry . .."”
“My uncle died in Chicago. He was
an old-timer, one of the best. | was

his favorite nephew.” He felt a gen-
uine regret in just telling of it. At
the same time the words “favorite
nephew” had a nice sound, a young

sound. He repeated them. “Yes. his
favorite nephew. | should go to the
funeral. There'd be time if I took a
plane.”

“Will you?” Ellen's face was

turned away.

Henry hesitated a moment, hoping
she would look around. “Well.” he
said finally, and dropped his free hand
down on the seat and let it rest there
against her coat, “well. 1 don't think
I should leave the office just now. The
bank examiners are coming and that
means extra work.” The excuse
trailed off— poor, flimsy excuse. Did
she know it for what it was? His
heart churned furiously as she looked
up at him and smiled.

“Henry. | didn't tell you, did 1?
The news. | mean.”

He detected an undercurrent of im-
portance in her words, and waited
with a sudden crazy feeling of alarm.

“Tom and | have sold our place and
are moving out to the West Coast.
This is the last time you’ll have to pick
me up.” She laughed a little ruefully
and said. “My poor tulips. | won't be
here to see them bloom. Will you
drive by and look at them for me?”

Henry couldn't speak. He gripped
the steering wheel so tightly that
beads of moisture wet his hands.
What could she possibly mean? He

had shared so much with her— hidden
dreams, secret hopes. Last night's
shock had been bad enough, granting
that she had not been able to help
herself. But this— this big step she
had planned long ago without even
confiding in him. Somehow he felt
that he had been deceived.

“How long have you been planning
this? Didn't you give two weeks’
notice?”

“l told the personnel office but |
didn't want to say anything to the
others. | hate prolonged farewells.”

Her face was soft and lovely. Henry
was crying deep inside.

They were in front of the office
now. Ellen handed him an awkward
white tissue-wrapped package she had
been holding in her lap.

“Here's a bowl of spring flowers
I potted. Henry. They are for you and
Alice. Just a little farewell gift.”
She placed them on the seat between
them. To be remembered by her was
sad and sweet. “1 won't be going
home with you tonight so I'll say
thanks for everything sow ”

“That's— that's OK.”

Ellen got out. following the old pat-
tern—so Henry could go and park the
car. Only the threads of the pattern
had run out.

“Goodbye. Ellen. Good luck.” His
face felt stiff and queer as he said the
words.

He watched her go through the re-
volving doors. Suddenly he knew he
couldn't go to work. For a moment
the idea of complete reversal of habit,
even in the face of what had happened,
bothered him. Then like a reprieve
he thought of the telegram at home.
He would go to Chicago after all.

hen he let himself into the apart-

ment he had a feeling of strange-
ness. It took a moment to figure it out.
It was the sun. warm and bright. It
had broken through the clouds and
streamed in through the windows.
Alice came from the kitchen, startled
to see him.

“What is it. Henry? Aren't you
well?” Her look of concern gave way
to curiosity when she saw the tissue-
wrapped package in his hands.

“What's that. Henry?”

“Oh. just a little gift—"

She took it from his hands and the
swift flush of pleasure on her face
silenced him. “Oh. Henry! How nice
— and you so broken up about Uncle
Will—why. I haven't had a gift in ever
so long— "

Has it been that long, he wondered.
He watched her tear the wrappings
from the package. Seeing the look of
delight on her face. Henry felt a slow
tide of warmth against his numbness.
As she placed the bowl on the window
sill in the breakfast nook, the sun lay
on the flowers, golden warm. A faint
perfume came from them.

“Sit down. Henry. A cup of hot
coffee will make you feel better.”

" guess | would like a cup, Alice.”

Wearily he sat down where the sun
touched the table warmest and bright-
est. The little breakfast nook was
cozy and full of the smell of strong
coffee and the faint, unaccustomed
odor of damp earth.

Alice pushed his cup toward him.
“Henry, you are going to Chicago,
aren't you? | know how fond you
were of Uncle Will.”

He studied the cream swirls on the
top of the coffee in his cup. “Yes,” he
said. “Yes. | think I will go.” His
next words startled him as much as
they did Alice. “How would you like
to come along? We haven't been any
place together for a long time.”

It was as though a stopcock that
had held back words and thoughts
were released. Suddenly there was so

very much to talk about. the end



I t's the prettiest, tastiest dessert in ages
— and the best part of the whole thing is
those tender, juicy peaches. They're un-
mistakably Del Monte—with the full,
tree-ripe flavor that's made them the
world’s favorite brand o fpeaches for years.

N ow as always, you can depend on D el
Monte Peaches for quality and flavor.
That's why there's no more outstanding
value in peaches on your grocer's shelf
—none more satisfactory on your table.
Experience tells you— for surely wonderful

peaches, get Del Monte.

Packed two ways— Halves and Slices.

PEACH CHEESE CAKE

1V4 cups rusk or V2 cup sugar
zweibach crumbs Va tsp. salt

IV 2 cups large curd
cottage cheese

v,, cup powdered sugar y3 Cup evaporated milk 1 lOSPI- grated lemon
* eel

V* tsp. nutmeg 1 tbsp. unflavored 4 ’; | -

5 tbsps. melted butter gelatin tbsps. lemon juice
or margarine 1 No. 21/2 can DEL 1 tsp. vanilla

3 eggs, separated MONTE Sliced Peaches

Blend first 4 ingredients well. Press on bottom and sides
of 8x8x2 cake pan. In double boiler top, beat egg yolks
slightly; stir in cup of the sugar, the salt and milk.
Cook over boiling water, stirring constantly till mixture
thickens. Stir in gelatin, softened in L4 cup syrup from
peaches. Remove from heat; add cottage cheese, lemon peel
and juice, vanilla. Cool. Make meringue of egg whites and
remaining cup sugar. Fold into custard mixture; pour
into crumb shell. Chill till set. Top with slightly drained,
chilled Del Monte Sliced Peaches. 8 or 9 servings.

Del Monte Peaches

-the brand that puts flavor first
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“Keep quiet,” he said. He red-
dened and added hastily, “The clock,
I mean.” He fixed haunted eyes upon
Mr. Weitzner. “It buzzed so hard last
night 1 had to turn it off. So I over-
slept and missed an appointment.”

“This is four times you bring back
a clock, Mr. Harlow,” Mr. Weitzner
said patiently. “You turn them off,
naturally the alarm cannot ring.”

“But it sounds like a flock of bees.”
Jeff lit a cigarette shakily. “1 can't
think or sleep in the same room with
it.”

“1 have no clock quieter than that
one,” Mr. Weitzner said.

“Why don't you sell_him a sun-
dial?” the girl said.

“And why don't you—" Jeff began
hotly, and then paused. He saw the
girl for the first time clearly and the
words died in his mouth. He saw that
she had hair the color of buttercups
and eyes as young and merrily blue as
springtime violets. In her shapely lit-
tle suit she reminded him of a jonquil
in a bud vase.

Alarmed by the horticultural turn
his thoughts had taken, he yanked
them back to the business at hand.

“1I'm sorry,” he said. “But | worked
half the night preparing material for
an interview | have now missed—"

he turned to the shopkeeper— “on ac-
count of this beehive you sold me.”

“1 think it is maybe you work too
hard and worry too much. Mr. Har-
low,” Mr. Weitzner said kindly. “Now
you take Miss Mason here— but | for-
get. you do not know each other. Miss
Julie Mason, meet Mr. Jeffrey Har-
low.”

“Hi, Jeff,” Miss Mason chirped.

“Uh— how do you do.” Jeff said.

“As | say,” continued Mr. Weitz-
ner, “Miss Julie has no nerves at all.
Look at the clock she has just bought.”

All three gazed silently at the large
chromium alarm clock on the coun-
ter. It was ticking to wake the dead.

“It would drive me nuts,” Jeff said.

She regarded it fondly. “It will be
cheerful company in my lonely hours,”
she said. “What | really want is a
cuckoo clock, but of course that's out
because Richard doesn’t like them. |
suppose you don’'t either, do vyou,
Jeff?”

“No,” he said, and asked without
thinking, “Who is Richard?”

“Richard Hunter, my fiance,” Julie
said. “He’'s very strong and has nerves
of steel but he's allergic to birds.
That's why 1 can't have a cuckoo
clock.”

Jeff stiffened. He could be wrong
but it seemed to him that the girl im-
plied that he was neither entirely nor-
mal nor possessed of nerves of steel.
He spoke firmly to Mr. Weitzner.

“1 want something that will wake
me up in the mornings,” he said, “and
won't spend the rest of the time hum-
ming.”

Mr. Weitzner sighed.l

know !” Miss Mason spoke with
I such a bright air of discovery that
both men stared at her. “I will wake
you up!”

Jeff clutched the counter. For a
wild moment he saw a male charac-
ter in striped pajamas being shaken
to consciousness by a beautiful blonde.

“You—you will what?” he qua-
vered.

“Phone you every morning any hour
you say. Until,” she added sympathet-
ically, “you get well enough not to
be bothered by small noises.”

“Look.” Jeff said desperately, “I'm
not sick. I'm thin but I'm the wiry
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type. 1 played basketball in college
and 1| flew airplanes for the Navy.
| on

“Even if you flew saucers,” she said
blithely, “you couldn’'t fly a kite the
way your nerves are now.”

“My nerves are fine,” he yelped.
“1 have a lot on my mind, that's all.”

“Like Henny Penny,” Miss Mason
said. “A lot of people are. From
worrying about the atom or some-
thing.”

He looked at her narrowly. This
girl not only talked too much, she was
also slightly nuts. He turned to the
shopkeeper.

“1 have to go now,” he said. “I'll
drop in this evening.”

“She was a chicken,” Miss Mason
said, “and one morning a pea fell on
her head and she thought the sky was
falling down—"

“Never mind,” Jeff said, edging

away from the counter. “1 have to go
out for breakfast now.”
“Good,” Julie said. “I've had mine

but I usually meet Richard at the lunch
counter across the street for a second
cup of coffee. I'll go with you and you
can brief me on your sleeping sched-
ule.”

“No, thanks. 1—"

“You needn’'t be the least bit afraid
of Richard,” she said.

“I'm not the least afraid of Rich-
ard,” Jeff yelled.

he was trying to get started. It was
called Perspective and it was to be a
sort of handbook for businessmen,
giving them facts, figures, charts, eco-
nomic trends and so on. Julie said
that was quite a coincidence because
she was studying economics herself.

“Home,” she said. “Cooking and
stuff.”

“For Richard, | suppose,” Jeff said.

She nodded. “We've known each
other ages,” she said. “Grew up in

the same town.”

“Just the same,” Jeff said, “you're
taking an awful chance. With the
world the way it is now—"

“Well, as long as there is a world,
we oughtn’t to be afraid to live in it.”

“Listen,” Jeff said, “just because |
acted a little nervous and upset this
morning, you seem to have an idea
I'm some sort of neurotic. I'm not.
I was just sore about missing a very
important appointment with a big
wheel in the investment business.”

“That's too bad,” Julie said. She
loaded a great deal of marmalade on
a very small piece of toast. “But you
can make another one for tomorrow.
You'll have me to wake you up then.”

He stared at her. Then he laughed.
“No one who doesn’'t show up for an
appointment with H. B. Shrewsbury
gets another chance.”

“Pooh, you're just afraid of him,”
Julie said. “Now, you take Richard.

You Will Want Tills Xew

MeCAVX'S COOKBOOK AXD CALENDAR FOR 1952

For the first time in McCalr’S history, our Food Staff has drawn on
its cooking lore and produced an exciting, practical Cookbook and
Calendar. Its 24 pages are filled with menus, recipes and tips to
help you cook like an angel every day in 1952.

Fancy or plain ... stylish or hearty. .. quick and easy. . . luscious
and cool and tasty... you'll find recipes for every occasion, many
of them done in McCall’'S famous photographic how-to-do-it style.

Buy McCall's Cookbook and Calendar at your newsstand —or send
50 cents in coin to Modern Homemaker, McCalr'S Dayton 1, Ohio.

“Sometimes | myself join Miss
Mason for coffee,” Mr. Weitzner said
soothingly. “She has many friends.
Meanwhile, | will see what can be

done about a clock for you.”

“1I'll pick mine up later, Max,” Julie
said. “You coming, Jeff?”

He wasn't, of course. His mouth
opened and shut, fishlike.

She stood framed in the open door-
way. She had been holding a soft,
violet beret in her hand. Now she had
it on her head and nothing, not violets
or forget-me-nots or summer skies,
were ever as blue as her eyes . ..

His next conscious moment came
in a lunchroom when someone in a
white coat, which he felt was appro-
priate, put a cup of coffee down in
front of him.

Breakfast, or for that matter any
other meal, with a girl was contrary
to his rigid policy of not getting in-
volved with women, who, anyone knew,
belonged to a highly predatory spe-
cies. But Julie was engaged. Having
bagged one victim she was not likely
to be gunning for another.

He relaxed. The food comforted
him and the coffee cleared his head.
He laid aside his worries and per-
mitted himself to listen dreamily to
the pleasant sound of her voice.

They exchanged a little personal
data. He told her about the magazine

He sells trucks for a big manufacturer
—whole fleets of them at a time some-
times— and he isn’'t the least bit afraid
to walk right in on—"

“Sure. He probably has the N.A.M.
wrapped right around his finger,” Jeff
said. “A big handsome back-slapper,
| suppose. Charms birds off the trees.”

“Not birds,” Julie said gravely. “He
got bitten by a snake one time when
he was little and birds are some kind
of relation to snakes. Did you know
that?”

“No,” Jeff said. “But | can certain-
ly walk right up to a bird.”

She grinned at him. “You sound
sort of jealous,” she said.

He almost fell off the stool. “Are
you crazy?”

“Like a fox, if at all,” said another

voice, a large, cheerful voice that filled
the whole lunchroom. Turning, Jeff
saw a big, curly-headed young man
with football shoulders and a grin
loaded with the whitest of teeth. He
halted beside Julie and laid a hand
possessively upon her shoulder.

“Hi, honey. Sorry I'm late. Got
held up in a big deal.”

“This is Jeff Harlow. Richard. Jeff
— Richard Hunter,” Julie said.

They shook hands. “You one of
Julie’'s quaint characters?” Richard
said. He leaned against the lunch
counter on his elbows, surveying them

both with amusement. “Never come
in here without finding Julie having
a snack with a blind newsdealer or a
one-legged taxi driver or a quaint old
clockmaker. Collects 'em the way
some people collect match folders,
Julie does.”

“Jeff,” Julie said rather sharply,
“is starting a magazine.”

Richard let his jaw drop, in mock
astonishment. “A magazine! Why.
that's just great. It takes one of our
biggest trucks to deliver one news-
dealer just comic books alone. s
yours a comic book?”

Jeff counted ten. He backed off the
stool. “I'll take the check now,” he
said to the counterman.

“Now. now. you leave that check
to me.” Richard said with sickening
affability. “I1 just put over a deal
loaded with chips for our Mr. Hunter.
Government stuff this time. Julie,
honey, you should have heard your
boy rattling the big brass. 1—"

“Give me the check, please,” Jeff
said.

Richard had intercepted it when
the counterman handed it over. Now
he shoved it into his pocket, grinning.
“Look, fella.” he said, “a guy start-
ing a magazine ought to watch the
pennies.”

“You give me that or I'll—"

“Jeffl”

Jeff stowed away the fist he'd been
making. He threw a bank note on the
counter and went out.

Fury carried him rapidly back
across the park and on to his rooms.
There he showered and put on a fresh-
ly pressed suit. Pale with rage, he
loaded himself and a bulging brief
case into a taxi.

T he barbed wire guarding the sanc-
tum of H. B. Shrewsbury said Mr.
Shrewsbury was in conference. She
said that Mr. Harlow was four hours
late, that Mr. Shrewsbury was very
angry at being kept waiting— "

“But now,” Jeff said sweetly, “1 am
here,” and stepping high, as if over
dead bodies, he cut through the bar-
rier and went down a thick-carpeted
corridor to a door marked “Presi-
dent.” The president was not in con-
ference. He was not doing anything
at all but smoking, in a rapid, jerky
sort of way, a large, fragrant cigar.
Jeff's sudden entrance startled him
so that he dropped it, which natural-
ly got things off to a bad start.

“Get out of here.” he said at once.
He focused bifocals, recognized the
intruder and turned purple. “Why
you—you— 1 waited half the morn-
ing—"”

“1 overslept,” Jeff said calmly. He
flopped the brief case upon the great
mahogany desert that was H. B.
Shrewsbury's desk. The only other
things on it were a huge silver ink-
stand and a crystal bowl of daffodils.
Jeff looked directly into H. B.
Shrewsbury’'s big-business face.

“What | want to know.” he said,
“is, what are you afraid of?”

H.B.'s several chins sagged. “What
was that?”

Jeff repeated the query. He sat
against the big desk. “Do you worry
about the world? Do you wake up
nights in a sweat, wondering whether
going on with business, even with liv-
ing. is worth while? 1 know you do.
I can tell by the way you smoke that
cigar—fast and hard, as if you were
afraid you'd never get a chance to
finish it.”

“Nothing of the sort,” H.B. snapped.
“I'm not supposed to smoke cigars
and my secretary— " He coughed a
little guiltily. “1 have to wait till she
goes out to lunch.”

“l see. But why the ulcer?” Jeff
asked.

(Continued on page 82)



Now you can make aluscious lenon pie—onewiththat  wonderful in every way! It tastes homemade, saves you

wonderful, teasing, pleasing tang—just like fresh-squeezed, time and fuss, gives you a perfect texture every time!

fresh-grated lemors! Pick up a package at your grocer’s today. Directions on
New Jell-O Lemon Pudding and Pie Filling is really  the box for the wonderful lemmon pie in this picture.

Chocolate Sponge Special. Leftover cake
dressed-up deliciously in a rich chocolate sauce!

Butterscotch Cherry Parfait. A party dessert ) o
. . Prepare Jell-0 Chocolate Pudding and Pie Fill-
for just a few pennies! Prepare Jell-O Butter- . directed. i A ikt )
scotch Pudding and Pie Filling as directed. :Sng ash‘:ll'e(;:e gdl_ncreasmg E“ fo ICUES'
Serve in parfait glasses with mixture of whipped erve_c ! e‘ pu |‘ng overcubes o sponge cake.
Garnish with candies. Serves 6.

cream and chopped maraschino cherries. Makes

4 to 6 servings.

Prune Cream Pie. A brand-new pie idea for a
happier New Year! Prepare Jell-O Vanilla Pud-
ding and Pie Filling as directed. Before serving,
top pie with mixture of 1cup drained cut stewed
prunes and 1 tablespoon grated lemon rind.
Spread with whipped cream.
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Chocolate c W
Butterscotch
Vanilla FORT f a. |. ttV |.
New Coconut Cream



Jjt U (W

IdfuM Cjs

WHILE

MILD . =.
SO PUREI

for 7u60rShower

GetBig BatfiS/ze7%/mo/te/

il 3 &itifci

Ou(~- Beaxcftj

IT CLEANS YOUR SKIN !

36 Leading Skin Specialists in 1285
Scientific Tests Proved That Palmolive’s

Beauty Plan Brings Most Women
Lovelier Complexions in 14 Days

Start Palmolive's Beauty Plan today!
Discover for yourself—as women
everywhere have discovered —that
Palmolive's Beauty Plan brings excit-
ing new complexion loveliness.
Here’s all you do: Gently massage
Palmolive's extra-mild, pure lather
onto your skin for just a minute, three
times a day. Then rinse and pat dry.
You'll see Palmolive bring out your
beauty while it cleans your skin.
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Terry towels and face cloths come in such

luscious colors and textures that it's a shame

to hang them dully on a rod. Here are seven

new ivays to give them decorative importance

Let big frog paper clips hold the
small fry’s face towels. Use assorted
colors—flamingo, green and aqua.
Paint the clip and letter the owner’s
name above in matching color

A plant bracket of Victorian cre-
ole design, holds fluffy carmation-
pink towels and will give guests
something to talk about. Keep soap
or a box of powder in the holder

Nautical rope strung with cork
floats will keep your bathroom ship-
shape. Choose flamingo-and-white
awning-stripe towels. Corks keep
tonels apart. A space-saving idea



Yes, it’s a painted mailbox with a
rose decal. The paper rack holds
luscious cherry-red towels, the let-
ter box is perfect for combs, brush-
es and numerous toilet accessories

It’s a wooden horse made by the
handy man of the family. It’s just
the right height for its owner,
makes orderliness a pleasure and
relieves congestion on towel rods

These delicate hands, each clasp-
ing an agqua towel, are brass door
knockers, doubling as competent
bathroom fixtures. A pair is used
here tohold the bath and face tonels

PHOTOGRAPHED BY TOM YEE
DESIGNED BY CANNON TOWELS

A candle sconce is more versatile
than you thought. Here handsome
Williamsburg sconces double grace-
fully as racks and display mimosa-
yellow towels in the grand manner

Let me sed you for FREE TRIAL
everything you need to noke

EXTRA

C. L. EVANS, your
friendly money-
making counselor,
who has shown thou-
sands how to make
extra money quickly
without experience.

SHOW GORGEOUS

21-CARD ASSORTMENTS
with Birthday, Get Well,
Humorous, Anniversary

MONEY

Show America's
Outstanding Values in New
All-Occasion Greeting Cards,
Gift Wrappings, Stationery
and Novel Gifts
Let your own one day "no
risk” test convince you!
Friends, neighbors, rela-
tives, co-workers eagerly
buy extraordinary Greet-
ing Card box assortments,
beautifully decorated
Scented Stationery, un-
usual, low cost Home,
Gift, Personalized Items
from you. No knocking on
strange doors!

Big Profits— Extra Bonus
Surprise Gift Offers-

You can make $50—$75—
$100 and more! Build up
your bank account —or
your organization’s treas-
ury-quick and easy. Have
more money for house-
hold needs, new clc
unpaid bills, family
tions, charities, gifts.

and other greetings.

C'-ja&BMuf  Happy

Guaranteed by
L Good Housekeeping )

adertisd

FREE SAMPLES
Exclusive
Personalized

FREE SAMPLES  Napkins STowels
Exclusive

Name Imprinted
Stationery

48-page handy pocket guide to
success! A gold mine of tips,
hints and advice on how to add
to your income.

FREE
48-page illustrated catalog of
complete easy-to-sell line.

ART PUBLISHERS

and the
best of wishes

Mrs. Fisher Says: .a pleasure
to show and sell your beauti-
ful line...helped me support
our family.”—Mrs. L. Fisher,
Evansville, Ind.

Mrs. Earl Says: "Received my
bonus check for $40.01 .. .no
one can go wrong handling
your merchandise asit sellsit-
self.” — Mrs. O. N. Earl, Los
Angeles, Cal.

Send No Money-
Pay Postman Nothing!

RUSH COUPON for FREE
TRIAL outfit of Feature All-
Occasion Greeting Card as-
sortments on approval, full
details of money-making
Party and Organization
Plans, and everything you
need to make money quickly.
Outfit must make money for
you, or return it at our ex-
pense. ACT NOW!

Mail Coupon Now To: —m—<™
EVANS

NEW ENGLAND ART PUBLISHERS
North Abington 611, Mass.
1Please rush me your money-making outfit for
FREE TRIAL approval and all details of your
| individual and group plans.

noRTH RBINGTon «n, mnss.

Our 26th Year of Friendly Service

| Name

| Addr

1 City-

You Take No Risk
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You Get
All These Features
O A M
inBibsan!

HOME FREEZER COMPARTMENT PLUS
RIG REFRIGERATOR COMPARTMENT
Fresh Foods All Year 'Round!

DEFROST-O MATIC
Fast Automatic Defrosting!

PRES-TOE DOOR
No Hands! Easy in-Easy out!

BUTT'RY
Smooth Sweet Butter!

SWINGR CRISP'RS
Fruit and Vegetables at Fingertips!

ANNOUNCING YOUR NEW 2-DOOR COMBINATION
ELECTRIC REFRIGERATOR

AND HOME FREEZER

Buy with Confidence
because of Gibson’s 75 Years’
Specialized Experience
in Serving Home Makers!

Vi. | Lucky brides of gener-

c® m ations past boasted to
envious friends about

their new Gibsons—

then, as now, years ahead with con-
veniences that count! For Gibson is
experienced in saving your time,
lightening your efforts and stretch-
ing your dollars. Seventy-five years’
fine craftsmanship makes today’s
Gibson a new kitchen-comfort that
will serve you better —longer — at
lower cost. See your Gibson dealer
for the Gibson model that’s built
and priced exactly right for you!

GIBSON REFRIGERATOR COMPANY
GREENVILLE, MICHIGAN

Diamond Jubilee Keepsake!

Look in yellow classified pages of your tele-
irectory for name of your nearest

keepsake for you. GO
and et it. Quickly! Supply limited.

Diamond Jubilee Testimonial:

MORE THAN 6,000,000 Bibsan HOME APPLIANCES PROVED IN USE
THROUGHOUT THE WORLD SINCE 1877

In YOUR Home Celebrate this Gilbson
Diamond Jubilee with a Gibson Electric
Range, Electric Refrigerator, Electric
Home Freezer!

Copyright 1951—Gibson Refrigerator Co.
Product specifications subject
to change without notice.



I have eight children under fourteen and | wash nineteen bushel baskets

of clothes every week. We were chosen to home-test a new washing machine

eight months before it went on the market and . . .

THI1S IS 1101V I KEEP HOUSE

Number twenty-four in a series by Elizabeth Sweeney Herbert

JUST eat. and eat. and eat—and it n'ever
I bothers me. HOW can it? AS the mother
of eight children, all under fourteen, | sim-
ply don’t have time to get fat!”

There’s not just the cooking, and clean-
ing, and general mothering for her “step-
ladder” hrood to keep Irma Watson busy.
She washes nineteen bushel baskets of
clothes every week! How does she do it?
“Patience,” says Irma. “And the blessed gift
of an automatic washer.” One of the world’s
largest manufacturers of laundry appliances
presented it to her about three years ago. It
was not just an act of charity. The Watsons
were selected as a “guinea pig” family to
home-test an automatic washer of brand-new
design before launching on the market.

No family could have appreciated that
washer more. Kids being kids, there’s an

endless succession of dirty clothes to wash
for Tom, who is 13, Judy 11, Rachael 9,
Ruthann 7, Johnny 5, Robin 4, Mike 3 and
baby Sam 2

Formerly, this washing could be dore
only at night, for during the day there wes
work aplenty just to keep an eye on her

progeny. The youngsters safely in bed, Irma
and Sam would go down to the cellar and
put load after load through the wringer
washing machine. It wes a sturdy machine
and a good performer. But you had to work
right along with it, rinsing the clothes in
set tubs and piling them in baskets for hang-
ing out come morning. Or drying those most
needed on the cellar’s clotheslines.

The automatic washer changed all that.
Now it’s put a load in, set the dials, let the
mechine do therest. (Continued on nextpage)

Out in Mishawaka. Indiana, ivhen
Sam Watson ivheels his truck into the
hackyard every night, hisfine family
of eight healthy youngsters and their
mother turn out to greet him. Sam is
acommission agentfor an oil company

This automatic washerwas Number One
off a production line in January 1949.
It has washed clothes for the Watsons

everr daJ bul Sunda)' since

CLOETINGH AXD DEMAN*

Basement linesfill quickly. But, rain or
shine, Irma must wash dailyfor her big
family. Rugged home testsfornewappli-
ancesarealways made by manufacturers

7
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THIS IS HOW | KEEP HOUSE

continued

Our trip to New York City, as guests of
the washer manufacturer, teas the
thrill of a lifetime. Everything was

so big, so marvelous, so unbelievable!

The family had never had a vacation, as
such. Imagine, then, what a thrill itwaswhen
the manufacturer invited the Watsons—all
ten of them—to fly to New York to appear on
a TV show celebrating this washer’s half-
millionth sale. All expenses paid, of course.

Sight-seeing before the TV program wes
full of ane and wonder. The huge skyscrap-
ers; the honking traffic; the jostling crowds;
the subway, elevated, tunnels; the zoo with
real lions, bears and giraffes; the fabulous
bright lights of Broadway at night! Little
Judy wes puzzled by the towering, almost-
all-glass United Nations building. “Who
washes all those windows?” she asked.

But it waes the “Room Service” genie at
their beck and call in the swank hotel suite
that wes almost too much to believe.

Yet that wasn’t all. Irma wes told on TV

Grand Central Station was like a huge cavern with muffled lion roars and booming that a brand-new washer wes to be hers,
voices coming out of nowhere. "Why is everyone in such a hurry?” asked Ruthann. along with a gas dryer and an electric ironer.
There were three wonderful days of this sight-seeing for the breathless Watsons She just gasped! (Continued on page 80)
The plane ride to New York’s LaGuardiafield was Taxis bulged iviththe sight-seeing Watsons, "1 thought the Statue of Liberty ivas much
liketravelingon amagic carpet! (Baby stayedhome.) "Just pile in,” says Dad, "We’ll worry bigger than that,” observes Tom. " Even so,”

Sam, the big sissy, was sure he’d get sick. He didn’'t about who sits where when we’re all inside” says Judy, "she sure is a beautiful lady”



Dinner in the privacy of their suite is an exciting affair,
for tonight is the night—the whole family will be the

Not a corner of their dazzling five-room hotel suite is left unexplored by the guests of honor on a real coast-to-coast television show

youngsters. And such luxuries: running ice water, silky bed sheets, overstuffed
furniture . . . Baths are taken family-style. Mother scrubs and father "towels”

Like little ham actors, the children jockey for position
before the cameras. Mother is self-conscious, knowing that
about 100 of herfriends back in Mishawaka are watching

As a reward for her home testing, Irma is to receive a complete
automatic laundry. She gets a preview of it in McCall’s Test
Rooms where our Eleanor Cook shows her how the ironer works

Home again tofind it’s not all just a dream. They're all there—the electric
ironer, the gas dryer and top-of-the-line automatic washer to replace the
standard model that had brought themfame and good fortune
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"Just think, quick-dried, wash on the wettest
summer and coldest winter days! Nothing
to hang up and then take down again”

It’'s actuallyfun now to help Mummy with
the wash—at least while the new equipment
is still a novelty! Later...

THIS IS HOW | KEEP HOUSE continued

"My new automatic laundry is like a superefficient servant

to help me with the houseivork. It's a real work-saver!”

Ironing used to be a lonely nighttime chore
after the family ivas in bed. Now Judy is
groomingfor the job. Ruthann too

Back home again, the Watsons were de-
lighted to find their cellar freshly painted
and the new equipment installed.

“l am still bewildered by it all,” says
Irma as she surveys her magically trans-
formed basement. “This automatic wesher*
dryer-ironer combination makes it hard for
me to get used to not doing certain things on
certain days. My whole routine has been dis-
rupted, leaving e a lot of free time which
I simply can’t get used to.”

The dryer, for ore thing, has freed her
from dependence upon the weather—a spe-
cial blessing during the overcast winter
months. And even when the weather is fine,
there’s no more heavy wet wash to hang up
and take down again when dry. Best of all,
the ironing for a family of ten has been re-
duced to an easy sit-down job of two after-
noons a week.

“Think of it, Sam and | now actually have
time towatch television or listen to the radio
at night,” says Irma. And Sam adds:

“Maybe you don’t think 1 appreciate it?
Sure, washing clothes is woman’s work. But
nineteen loads a week! 1'd have been a dirty
dog if | didn’t pitch in and help. Now |
fedl like a free man again. Well, almost!”
He shoots a quick look at Irma and laughs.

"No more tiredfeet, no more backaches, no
more collapsing ironing boards—it’s wonder-
ful! Time now to do so many other things”



One of society’s lovely young matrons,

Mrs. Thomas W. Phipps says:

Charming Mary Phipps travels, entertains
extensively with her husband, well-known magazine
and television writer. Known for astute taste,
Mrs. Phipps says, "'I've found Utica-Mohawk
sheets and pillow cases the smartest possible
investment. They give me the luxury

every worman loves, yet they wear

beautifully. That’s my idea of true value.” You,
too, will appreciate the finer quality and longer
wear that make Utica-Mohawk sheets

and pillow cases so delightful and -

so practical to use.

Wedgwood blue walls in Mrs. Phipps’ bedroom ... a red-and-white toile de Jouy
counterpane... and gleaming white Utica-Mohawk sheets.

The Social Register of the Linen Closet...

utica beauticale® sheets regardless of price...you can buy nothing finer
mohawk combed percale, each night proves their luxury...each year their economy

utica muslin

.woven extra strong...to wear extra long

the thrift sheets of the nation

mohawk muslin

hope MUSHIN cieeeeeeeeeeesenns neat, nice...low in price
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(Continued from 72)
“Young men. in UWEsp?ﬁ(

‘What's different  about therrT?”

Jeff said “We've hed wars and rumors

of wars_before. Weve hed inflation

still here. Do you know why?”

HB. tok the cigar ot of his
nmouth Wrat is this you're selli
Sore kind new pollyanna reli-

| “Perspective.”
he salgf “Not just kactame it's 1fhe
nane megazine but because if it
hadn’t tlra% for men who hed it in
ewvery crisis, we couldn’'t have sur-

vived.”

Qut of this oratory H.B. chose ae
word. He naroned his eyes ad
sald “Magazme eh?”

opened the brief case. He took

the dummy of Perspective and it

Iod<ed to him'suddenly very thin and
weak He felt thin and weak ‘hinself.

But at that instant a little breeze
coming in the office window stirred the
surface of the daffodils and scmahoM
inexplicably, his hand steadied
fidently, with the pride ofam\/vfam-
g lie laid the dummv down in front

“It oould ke a big thing” he
sald “A survey of business not only

but everywhere. Facts, figures,
tren(h

Three minutes later he ran doan
H.B. scumedthmug”nu smoke at
the He wes silent so long
thet Jeff's

to sink
“And what,” HB. at last,
“cbywv\antfromme')"

The word shook on Jeff’s li He
couldn’t say it. He looked at ol
of floners and knew he had to say it

“Capital.” he said. He waited then
g(:’jﬁ'eskytostartfalllngmm It
i

H.B. sald Pl think it over. You

ures

gIJeffg Iled from the brief
case. “Its all here )

“Leave it,” HB. said. “I’ll look it
ower. Cone in tomoimow at nine-thirty.
And | nean nine-thirty. Let you
know; can’t promise you anything.

“I\ine—ﬂ”nrty yes, “sir,” Jeff said.
He smiled. ™1 won't o/ersleep this
tlr‘r?; I've got a new clock—! nean

“Tomorrow,” H.B. said. He wiggled
two fingers in dismissal.

eff to his cubbyhole of an of-
J oe%w . He tried towork and

couldn't He dedl"ewaslosmg his
mind. He hadn’t a nickel nore now
then he’d had yesterday, and yet somre-
how he felt s if he’ Justomelrto
a million.

He heard himself saying. “Julie,
thls is Jeff,” and wes anmezed to dis-
cover he hed the telephore in his
hand. He heard her voice and it wes
bluebells ringing. He wld with a
bold directness  he'd before
dared to use with a gir, “I—bwabcut
dinner th rre tonight? Got to talk

to

&J hesitated. “Ing loe to but
Richard—well, he’s not having din-
ner with me becaise he's % a p|ane
to catch for Clrlcago—bjt

in for cocktai
“He'll be gore by seven.” Jeff said.
“ll plckyou up.”

He closed the dffice. On the way
hm‘e he a a floist's. From
there he to Mr. Weitzner's

“How are you. Max. dd man? |
mantapresentfo’Juhe She did e
a favor today.”

Mr. Weitzner smiled. “She does
favors for everyore. What would you
like. Mr. Harlow?”

“A ouckoo clock,” Jeff said. “The
finest cuckoo clock you have.”
Mr. Weitzner looked grave. “l be-

lieve Miss Julie’s young man, M.
82

Richard Hunter, objects to her havi
a cuckoo (:Iock”Obj i

Jeff looked a him “She wants
oe” he said qwetly “She said 0

this momi
The nodded. Shel”es
oe for a long time. But—
“If.” Jeff said, “I can’t buy it from
you | can get oe somewhére else”
ﬁé\/qrr\é\blur‘erﬂnmforannrmt,

“l am not 1IN blen&ssforquI
to buy clocks somewhere else” he
said. “You wart this clock now?”
dl\tw Il take it with me,” Jeff
sai
Mr. Weitzner studied him keenly

“You are feeling better. Mr. Har-
lon Stronger. Less nervous, per-
haps?”

“No rerves at all,” Jeff said. “And

. “Spring,” Nr|_|e\/\ﬂlzr‘er said, “|?hzg
ne season.” wrapped

cuckoo clock. ®

Carrying the clunsy bundle he ar-
rived at Julie’s door y at seven

She wes in a pownder-blue dress and
he of larkspurs. He warited
to take her in his ams.

“Little present for you.” he said.
“Token of gratitude. t, it's heawy.
Where shall | put it?”

She looked at him wide-eyed, do-
viowsly startled and rather U‘g?/
She mece a tonard a e

and said. “But you sent floners. Hun-
dreds. You shouldn't—"
not?” Jeff said “Got started

on a big deal today.”

Richard Hunter camre from the
kitchen into the pretty living room at
exactly thet moment” He wes carry-
ing a tray with glasses and a cocktall
shaker on it He halted, his handsorre
brow darkening.

“You.” he said. “Blg deal, hey?”

rase Jealously & if

only he had a right to it He set the

PETER NYHOLM

First, rinse wall from bottom to top
in that order, so no streaking results
when you tackle the next step—wash-
ing the wall down. Use a cellulose
sponge with lukewBrm water

Then wash wet area with warm
water and paint cleaner, working
from the top down. No rinsing or
drying necessary. Cope with about a
3- or 4-foot section at a time

| cane’ Jeff said calmly, “to take
Julle to dinner.”
Richard stared at him for an instant.
Then he tumed to Julie. “If that's
true, why didn't you tell me?” he

“You just got here. Richard.” Julle
said. “I" had no chance to tell you.”
He smiled unpleasantly. *
youmerent going to tell me" he said.
YO ot S0t of e (Yo

r
B T e B
as my back wes tumed .
“That’s not true, Richard.” she said),
her chin up. “Jeff said he red some-
thing he wanted to talk to e about—
sonrething. | think—" she glanced at
Jeff—“about his_business.”
He nodded “That’s right.” he said.
Something | leamed fromyou.
| V\antedtotellymaknjtltarﬂto—
to thank you
Rlchard Ialgl“ed shortly.  “What's
letting ne in an this

blg of Julie’s?”

‘V\Ey not?” Jeff said amiably.

“She rm:leamjrgemsee how useless it is o

We'y i never

ea(;yy a a/ery?"éuy it |anr%/tgtg e

r Wi ng you've in
case they db happen.”

“Marvelous.” Richard said “And
with that nugget from the little wonmen
o strengthen you, went out ad
put over a bi Is that it?”

“No. | di n’tpjta/erablgdeal
l:utlt?averremenervetotry any-

my norey,” Richard said,
‘youveg:tallﬁenervelttakes This
I find you having breakfast

th_J ie. Tonlgéttym re taking her
'g)e dinner. But of course, won't

4 rm - .
But Richard,” Julie said, “I prom+

i

m‘a‘g(ou promised \t/(\)/e Ililear his little
S ece. now e

I“eardy%l IFrJ1| the mearttine. I’\ygjth-

cided | can leave for Chicago just as

THIS

These two simple steps

make wall washing easy

by Shirley Gleason

Easiest trick of all is to use one of
the new long-handled sponge Moy,
Squeeze-attachment keeps your hands
out of soiled water. Long handle
saves stretching and bending

well tomorrow moming as tonight, so
naturally Julie will ke having dinner
\INnh me. Don't let us keep you any

Jeff looked at Julie. She wes quite
pale and miserable.

“I shesald d better
o T i, Yo
“Soaml”hewl

He had a somewhere.
Hevmlkedlnﬁm park and
it smelled of spring and were

oou es strolli ﬂ'\e paths or sitti
pI r191'he v\ereholdng

mmss%ﬁ olé/trap\/\es %

mi caught a
whisker. He shﬂﬁjgg now to think
glf}llls barging in upon H. B. Shrews-

his apartment
srrelled of stale srmke It wes rlgldly
mesculine. It cwars or SOTE-
thing. He immediatel
aS|de and threw up Wlndcws His

tel rang.

” Julie said. “I lowe it But |
cantmnglt because | don't know
how to put i Lf@'et

arc—"
gore. Jeff, could you—?"
“I’'m there,” he said.

e was very solemn as she let him
gln. but her cheeks were pinker
an before and her eyes were not
solemn at all.
“I'm o bring you aut at such
an hour" said, with a formallty
\(ﬁelte of character, “But
Itzner

forgot to send omd
new clock and |f | don't have a cl
| won't ke able to call you on tire in
ﬂle nmoming so 1=
¢ Is1l:<tage'ﬁ1er smll,

He put it It wes a
mm-(arveéjagrd%se o‘og clock with

a pesked porcelain nurmer-
als. He started the pendulum swing-
ing and it ticked loudly. He set the
hands an the hour of two and the little
door opered and a smll, fairly rea-
sorable facsimile of a bird popped out
and said. “Cuckoo” twice in a shrill
falsetto.

He grinned. “It’s a monstrosity but
it’s cute.” he said.

“It’s adorable.” Julie said.
ply couldn't give it back. Jeff.”

I should

Jeff said. “Why
should you”’s’Hy ot

“Richard. He hated it.”” Julie said.
“lt—it unnerved him terribly.”

Jeff looked at her. “Didn’t you tell
him it wesn't a real bird?”

“He wouldn't listen.” she said. “He
just sort of raved. He said if | kept
the clock he'd go anay and never
coe back”

Jeff camre a step nearer. “But you

it.

keF‘%(es ” She backed anay. “Sit doan
—tell e what today.
Aboutthet]%

‘Nothing ustﬂ‘atl crashed in an
Shrewsbury and. just as you said, the
sky didn't fall. He even promised to
think it over.”

“Oh. Jeff,

“l sim-

;_‘b fell |r11_h!9we" Jeff ”%Id “Mg,
mi iest gi -(b(|i_%er in
toan’ y?—JIe\ABS\ggnearg
Julie in his amrs.” “Can you i
athing like that ngmme

“Why. yes.” Julie said. I planned
it that way. From the minute | say
you this noming you hadn't a chance.”

“You_little scheming, earthy fe-
mele.” Jeff said “And all the tine |
ﬂnjght ,you were only a bunch of
floners.”

were silent then, a long tine.
The clock ticked to weke the Oead,
but Jeff didn’t hear it. Chances were
he wouldn’t be troubled by little things
like thet any nore.

the end



Just the touch Of your baby’s skin tells you how delicate, how sersitive it is. His
skin actually is thinner than yours, you know. Skin studies show it might chafe
more quickly, be “injured” more easily. That’s why you're so careful to see that
whatever touches his thinner skin is soft and gentle as a lullaby.

Hw <fWa'L 2 JW , 'kud fi

Om skiM t Qm SU

You choose his little toys with care to be sure they are softest soft and “safe” for
his tender skin. And when selecting his bathroom tissue you're careful to look for 3
“tender skin” qualities. Old linen softness"that doesn’t chafe. High absorbency
for quick cleansing. Just the right strength to resist tearing.

More and more mothers are finding the ideal combination of “tender skin”
qualities in ScotTissue. You will discover too, that ScotTissue’s greater value makes
it the perfect choice for the whole family. You get 1000 generous-size sheets to a
roll. ScotTissue goes further, lasts longer. - scorrissue * soft as ol Linen,” Reg. U. s. Pat. oft.

—So0
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RAISE YOUR ROY
TO RE A SOLDIER

Continued, from page 51

recrumrgﬁ beat the draft
aals called the l\hvy
recruiting officers amed with charts,
statistics and novie shorts came ©
school and proved to the youths that
dbe better of in thé long haul
finished their education.” Your
ofﬁaals can get the same ne-

tenal and
pr Even |¥01‘TJ‘ey

ga it frcm the nearest recmltlng
office and wse it to corvince your oan

bC?;‘yoursmhascarrled his school-
|ngasfarasp053|blebefore|rdjct|m
his time in service can ke of positive
value in the next phase of his life.
The An'em rican VocatlornldAssocmm
says that sixty per cent
der el don't really knaNV\mt
kind of work they want™ If
is ore of these his hitch in Arr&q
can be a breathing ﬂE)eell during whi
he can look over d, consider
several lines of work and plcktheme
he likes best. Then he can cet train-
ing and experience in it free, so that
when he comes out hell have some-
thing to offer in the job market

M ost parents don't realize what a
Vvest traini the services
are. aﬁ men canofnlslgorllllgw scmolmard
or a on
\%ne in sg?nrtoe 'I'heree?se alnost m
civilian job for which he can't get
training “and experience. Amry
alone 291 different es of
jobs for which it gives training. The
youﬂ"lsemolEB mvt% be anything redsfrom
can leam
a watchmaker to a bulldozer operator
from an auditor to a steelrigger.
The Army has drawn asenes of
career charts vmmb]slwv
of mw% caree?nﬁelcs
Suppose he hes Ieanln%s
cine. After his basic training he @n
nowe into the medical field and. by
trying them pick ore of a selection of
specialties wnich includes all the fa-
miliar things such as X-ray and den-
tistry, as \Agltl as Ihepanne\(/\)rcr}al fields of
neuropsychi occu therapy
electroemeg\al raph operation.
You can help by finding aut what
career fields ﬁ‘er%;rne which might fit
your son's quali ons,  experience
and desires. ou can find this out
ing to your local high schoal,
(ﬁe library or state errployn"ert
e and

t()%

icki the “occupation-
pi -n?Lp by ﬁepaﬂ ‘
Army and Air Force. “(As this Is
written Nawvy dis-

%r% publlcatl Arr)gjy %%Jogé re;\;al.f'j{-
before 1952

Tnee_e give conplete in-
formreti oncnevewt)(fjeofjobme
service offers. They tell what the man
who holds the job has to know and
do, what qualifications he should have,
ned, what the paths
advancenent _are, how much he's
aruglmfogl\élflgrnjobsm’llm e o
q Cets aut

c%ablyihebest to uwe the
handJoo_Islstogi with your
boy's  high-schoal iser, dean or
prlmlpal—arﬁtheboy, of course—
and talk over the wholé deal. Usually
%wcanla out a course of study in
igh ar‘daspemal in the serv-
icé which

right into askllled trade or. profession
R o o s et et oF ot

i
ance is a cinch to furthergz;m
faster than ane who drifts.
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The school systens in sore towns
have dore_better than this and set up
special orientation and traini (o8
grans_for high-schodl students
induction. Benton Harbor. Michigan,
for instance, hes ore which is divi
into three parts In the orientation

students are told exactly what
when they’re inducted, what

fahing progrns e etios senvce
ities
education amomomn in each.

advancerment i
The second pmse—skllled tralrmg

%gthe specialty he'l I ON |n serv-
ice, whether |ts aircraft-sheet-metal-
b|uepr|nt reading or radio. The third
part conprises refresher courses in
subjects such as algebra, chemistry or
physics, which are important in all
service careers and which the youth

r&%erﬂve finished a couple of years

You might see about ng your
SdmArn%htgr db something s?r?”lniar
tip Wes gi ventogrents
Har Hadley, top men in m?/
assification  section.
youlh is inducted, he said, hes gven
WO beasic tests which show his general
capacities and aptitudes. Then he’s
also given a classification interview
which records his training and experi-
ence, likings, hobbies and interests.
This cones quickly after induction,
and maqy recruits tend to overlook it
e LA
nost lrr'portant i 119)
amen. The record of that interview
WI|| fallow him throughout his service

n the Amy and will determine much
at:mtﬂewjrsehlscareertalﬁ

The main thi Hadley added, is
ﬁ’atrecruts

d Ieave mthlng aL

ey call for who
a a rrm can
g;ﬁy/eg;tjeep say sorething about
Snedish.

can speak
oht | to a swell job. But if a
nmen forgot to tell the interviewer he

knew Swedish he'd never get a chance
at the job.

J
“Parents” he said, “can help their
all their i-
eme 65 abllltles ad so
before they are inducted  And tip
mTﬂed‘ftOV\atd”n for Im%lntervlevv
Army’s job-classification sys-
tem hes been vastly inproved since
V\brIdWar Il, but een so it’s bound
noNandmentotake a youth with five
experience as a ham radio
tg to neke a military
polloermnax him Howewer, it has
a Uard—mgagemnm by which this
sort of mi recnﬁed—a

mlatrlst cllnlcal m arrfsy
cial

Theprlrmlyjob of these tearrs is
to prevent rotic breakdowns
—and they there’s much less
chance of ‘such a snesh if a men is
doing the kind of work he likes. Fur-
themore they can go outside channels
toclearLﬁgm Sorggngrtsm

into Wrongspot ©
ﬁmmeofth@e

t's pretty then, that you
can(bagxﬁdealtormleywr

s military service of lasting berefit

tohis civilian career. What can you do
o help him ower the difficlt first ad-
justrment from civilian to military life?
In ordertoarwerﬂ”mmmyw
to know what happens to your

%e he gets into service,
Air Force, says Colonel Carlos

Alden. a psychlatnst is losing sone-
where between ten and twelve per cent
of its recruits in the first six montts
as a result of psychological ill health.
The other services probably have sim-
ilar losses. Sore of these men are 0
reurctic they will probably never
meke satisfactory adjustments to life,
but nost are just “termporaril dis-
turbed persons’ who, given slightly
different circurmstances, would be per-

TRY THIS

A good little hand food chopper

has more than a dozen uses

by Anna Fisher

PKTER NVHOL.M

Let it score less-tender cuts of meat  Let it mince vegetables such as pars-

while working in seasoned flour

ley, onions, peppers, pimientos

Let it cube fruits for salads or des- Let it slice potatoes to French fry,

serts with minimum loss of juice

Use half a potato, cut lengthwise

fectly all right. You can sum it up
best” by saying they're emotionally
is their parents’
fault—and under the added stress of
mlltary life they break doan
breakdcwm folow a definite

%%h and aII ught ollﬁagy
cry ni in r
Commender A

F. Dader.

|atr|sStt% the GeatmLal<es Naval

raining on, near Chicago, says

about a quarter 'of the men who are

separated from service in the first few

weeks are dlscharged for horreclck—
ness. Recruits et

ists call “hysterical” blln(J cr
?gdoafness m%

revert to wetting the bed at nugm
which is pr ly evidence of an un-
e, of hidoo Ve aihrs

i |
develop chronic backaches, knee-aches
and headaches. All the oId injuries
retum. If a boy broke his am in
childhood and hasn't been bothered by
it for ten years, |tsuddenlyhurtsm-
bearably again when he gets into
Ty o these

ngs

cause suddenly
out of everythi
dravmﬂmrsecuntyarﬂsemeofbe—
longing—their hones, families, friends,
schools and honre tows—and pIered
doan in aoorrpletdystrarge erviron-

r‘ocne They're
V\eanngdlf\lferemd r)é\,e

no privacy, een in 1he
The?/ re in an entirely mesculine
without any of the softness and
m of woren They mst b
ngl on the bell.” "not when
they feel like it. Calculated assaults
are mede on their dignity.
Navy the nost shocking 1h|ng m
happers to new recruits is their first
halrcut a 27-secord job that leaves
them “skinheads,” with just ae-
e e
e
e Air Force
tradition. doesTt do this, It treals re-
cruits much like humen bemgs?

It's no wonder re bewildered,
lost, stricken. All havwe left o
keep Ihem nmen are their inner re-
mself self- rellfame self-confi-
dence. I If these are str
they rebund%‘t r security with ar?tvaz]g
ing speed soretines in two or three
feeli ofybel L by S[JkEtlil.l(]e 9

ing onglng ng
platoon, flight or company for hore
and family. If their inner resources
are weak or lacking it takes much

longer, and often never do it
Those are the men who get undesir-
able discharges.

nr~ hese resources, of course, are what

enable a men to make, or not meke,
a satisfactory BdJLSlTT‘Eﬂt to new situ-
ations |nﬁ%wtllan life. otT)o bgrllg them
is about oughest job parents hawe,
for must walk a thin line
getv\tznen‘ey IheVery 0 hell
raw strength from
that loe ad resmct him ad
P.jttlng im on his oan o that helll
the vibrant, sustaining corfi-
demeA of doing things for hlmselfaII
ents, especi
rmthersgr falrllarrlvﬂ"epalratter Jobpecr‘eyy
fail in I|ttle but ir ways.
of recruits, for
from

topmkmthewomclomeshelp
around the house or hold a job. They
are accustored to being called four
tines to get up in the moming.  Their
b&mse%tletqm pl?nyj aIII
might et hurt, allow
ﬂ”emtosklpﬂHrmrmmk\Arm
fed like it and encourage them
to be “sick” when they're facing an



unp|easant situation, like a tough

Wnen into service marny
of Ihey s recruits’ mothers

C}J(/)rrma\ndegrH o oy
John Craven. Nawy
haplaln who wes with the heroic
First Marine Division when it wes sur-
rounded by Chinese Communists at

Changjin Reservoir in Korea and

the
fought its aut last winter, has
seen this oy times at 1he Marine

dermrends i
Irrentsmmseryfaﬁ’er&toftfmr

“For God sakes,” chorused all the
officers | talked to “once your
in service, leave him alone!” He's

ing trouble meking his ad-
justrent, and if he you p|ead|ng
with him by letter or in person t©

core hare it will meke his attenpt
ke an !and men |B|cred|bly
harder, perhaps impossi
Rear Admiral S, W. Salisbury, chief
of I\Hvy chaplains, told story after
men who were br by
snh\f'ellng Ietters from m%adOne men
with an outstanding recor bravery
wes due for a di in a matter of
days V\k‘en such a letter cane. He
crying in a com-
field, \AenttOJall and didn’t get hone

for a year.
“In"Korea,” said Chaplam Craven,
“our outfit's morale sagged after every

meil call.”
t}){‘ meke his
adjustrent if you Wnte m bnght,

dratttylettelsﬁJIIdm/\s If

to report a family tragedy, viei you urttil
it's over, then ve Aim’ full detalls
atl as much ace as possible. Be
uarm and encouraging.

B uilding self-reliance in a boy comes
hard. Kermit Eby, professor of
sociology at the University of Chi
has two rules that help: “
have 1o realize thet children are sur-
prisingly indestructible” and “If you
ic}lg a chance to do things an
r oAn you'll be amezed af how
they can handle.”
Wren his boys were little. Eby nede
a practice of giving them responsibili-
ties normelly corsidered far beymd
their years.” Like letting ore” boy
check “coats at a polltlcal meeti
when he wes nire. kld

%:Lr e nearlyto @pmg out hIS

Once when Eby wes taking his six-
year-old on a tri lost each other
at the station. traveled 750
miles alone, got a cab”at the station
to take him home, cooked his oan
dinner and wertt to

school

bed
Bymemneheﬁnlshedh
oldest boy had pi
farm labored in a hlgm
FBrﬂledal'larvrst worked
in a steel mill. “Once when he wes
fouteen we thought we'd overdore
it” mld.cb‘(;/l—lemmé;l a notor Sml?kta_
er. oe isappeared.
WBs three and two nights,
ard%emere V\g‘?’lsed sick. Bu(tj]ﬁe
cae back as calm as anything. He'd

BEST BUYS IX FOOD
FOB JANUARY

VEGETABLES FRUIT
Broccoli Apples
Brussels sprouts Citrus juices*
Cabbage Cranberries
Carrots Fruit cocktail*
Celery Grapefruit
Green beans* Grapes
Onions Oranges
Parsnips Prunes, dried
Peas* Purple plums*
Potatoes Tangerines
Spinach Winter pears
White turnips

MEAT FISH

Beef Cod

Chicken Flounder
Pork, fresh Halibut

Pork, smoked Oysters
Turkey Shrimp

*canned
RE AR B

mJtoredetoihelake gxajob

sli in a stand, ard
sle%t]r:]% the bgrsv\e blistered his
ears—ot for going, but for not tell-

ing us he wes leaving
rqhattxylsmmeArmymN He

the adjustment to military life
ina breeze

similarly easy adjustment there are
number of things, some major, some
minor, that you should do:
Get him away from hone, Let him
to summTer cans, to visit friends,

fishing or canpi tr|
Wllh hlsntg'rl ng ps

join the Boy Scnjtéeml—lelalru only
n experience in ina
gtell’llcﬂy mele group, uerdg

I: you want your son to make a

Il “learn
actical technl u& such as tenti

re-buﬂdl Wi
he’s in mrl%rm

hel
&t him accustored  to dﬂ&
Take hlmcntnps and let him
alore. Give him a chance to see
nevv %e adjust to new surround-
new friends. And let him
mrdeﬂ”esnuatlorsmhlso/\n
It might even ke a good idea to let
him have his own gun. All boys are
fascinated by gunsat sone stage. If
ymdontknoNMNtoteem him t©
oo o e ol Gk
orthelocal club
can help you out But | mears
|mi|st r‘e folow al ﬁewfety
rules
Give him responsibility. He should
have regular chores aroind the house
—and dberequwedtod)
them Help him get a sunmrer job. a
newspaper route, any kind of work
\Ahererel“esadanoetostepdfm
his onn and collect the noney for his
effots. Then let him do what
wants with his pay.
~ Tell him what he’s to run
into when he's inducted. ™ If he knons
about the 27-second haircut the shock
will ke immeasurably lessened.

B

Teach him to r , not fear, au-
thority. Ifr‘esassesateacherlethm
take t deferd

the
him Everyahtl«mﬁmﬁereare
times when he's faced with a blank
%’wmﬁum egﬁnon and there’s
ng he can aooeptltMay
be it comes from a boss,
circurstances such as death or |Iln$s
Children should leam this too. and a
that do, without

izing it
i L
Parris Island who seerred to all
the quelities that malée a ﬁrst—daﬁss
merine—except ore. Bvery time his
sermantspokemhmhettmedvhte
stuttered and froze, unable to arswer.
Craven talked t him “ can't help
it,” the youth said. “l know it’s silly,
andtI”\Aant to answer him but | just
Craven prabed further and found
the amswer. “The boy had a dorrineer-
ing father,” he said.” “Most boys’ atti-
tuoke tonard authority i |s fashloned l:y
their attitude toward thei
This youth wes trarsferrlng to 1he
sergeant his fear of his father. He wes
never able to ¢et ower it either.”
The chances are that this youth’s
fear of authority would prevert him
fromever working well in'a large con-
cem. where authority is nearl as for—
melized as it is in military li
metter of fact, all the psydwlatrlsts
emphesized that the quelities a boy
neeck to meke a good adjustment to
military life are to sore tre
sare qualities he needs to meke an
adjustment to his_job. his narriage,
his friends and neighbors.

E veryore in the three services, from
NONCONs tﬁqch'Ef pwdugmtsts
agreed on ore thi They said it in
n% Waldo Burrett,
BYER e b, B
single trouble-

e T
i ire -
ﬂr?ng for their counts l\bm?)rwrs
want out

said It nore simply: “
Let the next u&y

This atti is probably the prod-
uct ot parents’ indifference, schools’
ignorance and all the “ne first” as-
pects of our society. The_fact is m

|n a. hC|t|zen haes an
obli on to ‘serve "his communi
gatl fails. At ﬂtye

rresent Ume it's our fvgrljngsters job
to sene in the amred forces—because
they're younger, stronger and nore
able than we. ]
You have to meke them feel this re-
s ibility—and V\hdwvtumy‘mljtl a lot Io‘
i scom. In
Iamn%m schools help. They take
ﬂ*echlldren on tours to historic spots
and tell them about them quietly, with-
aut jingoism, in a wey that gives the
kids a sense of history. A man | know;
V\tmefamlyl”esbeenlnArrencafor
300 years, eqplained it to his son by
telllng him what the
each ion had Seven of
them in the Revolutionary War,
others were in at 1812 the Civil War
and World Wars | and 1. In between
tines, he said, nen in their family
memed America’s Ipits, sailed her
shlﬁer built her railroads and

schools Thetegyour son this

is 1he teach hm anythi
thet st.M preaé?.

ing You sene

ring doortells igdﬂ“e pollo (%ve or
the Conmrunity Chest.  You join the
aPrIiAscraamp\Mm sgt"rgtng?u

tries to

sonething o your toan that think
is wong~ You show the kid thet you
mveastakelnArTencaamapartln
its dream  And if you discharge your
obligations as a citizen, you ey be
sure that he'll dlscl"arge hiS. the ena

men of

a etegr B ek

Yes, Clorox bleaches extra-

gerttly, conserves costly cot-

tons and linens. You &g, it’s

free from caustic and other
h substances... mede by a
ial formula protected

spec
U.S.patent and used exclusively by Clorox!

A depencible STAIN REMOVER

Millions ofwonen use Clorox
for renoving stains fromwhite
and color-fast cottons and lin-
ers, and fromkitchen andbath-
roomsurfaces, too. Let Clorox
help withyour stain prablers.

m eflEt\eEonorizer

A Clorox-clean wesh always
sirells fresh, even when dried
indoors. Andin routine clean-
ing Cloroxworks wonders in
refmoving objectionable odors,
makes kitchen and bathroom

surfaces fresh-smelling.

In addition CLOROX is one of
the world’s great DISINFECTANTS
AClorox-cleanhome is asafer
home for every member of
your family. In laundering,
orin routine cleaning, Clorox
is the most efficient

killer ofitskind ... atype of disil
reconrended ofPublicHealth
Departments. directions on the label.

L n || m
CLOROX-CLEAN means
ADDED HEALTH PROTECTION!
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These
children
are blind

But at a remarkable nursery school
in Los Angeles they live, learn and

play together like other children

BY DOROTHY OLEARY

he children playing in the back yard are

happy children. You can tell it from the
sound of their shouts and laughter on the street.
If you peek over the fence at them—oller skat-
ing, riding bicycles, pushing doll buggies—you
can see it on their faces. But the children will not
see you. Nor can they see the blue California sky
above them, the flowers they pick or the bright
clothes they wear. They are blind.

Yet in spite of their terrible handicap these
children are fortunate. They are doing things
that most blind children never do—that the par-
ents of blind children usually consider impos-
sible. And they are doing it thanks to the faith
and patience of teachers in the Los Angeles Nurs-
ery School for Visually Handicapped Children,
who know that it is not blindness but the way
blindness is handled during the first crucial years
of life that often makes the difference between
active, happy children and sick ones.

“Nearly ninety per cent of everything a child
learns is learned through sight,” says Dr. Lillian

Although they cannot see the sky above
or the ground under them, these children
clamber aboutfearlessly on a Jungle Gym

By feeling the raised wooden animal on Titcomb, president emeritus of the Los Angeles
each dresser drawer this little girl finds school. “A blind child must do all this learning
her own drawer without anyone else$ help by other means.” The average parent or teach-

er, knowing very little about these “other
means,” is likely to be overly sympathetic, coddle
a blind child or unconsciously encourage his
While Mrs. Merle Loft reads them a nur- “blindisms.” For this reason (Turn to page 88J
sery tale the children enjoy flooking at”
the raised illustrations with their hands

Mrs. Loft shows children who have speech
problems what parts of the mouth, face
and neck are involved in forming words

Mastering the art of
lacing a shoe is an im-
portant classroomproject
at the nursery school

JOHN EXGSTEAD



WHAT WAS THE SECRET OF

the red-headed bride ?

THE BRIDE'S SECRET for complexion
loveliness is wonderful Woodbury Soap—
made with a precious beauty-cream ingre-
dient. Even a sensitive skin like Joyce’'s
blooms with Woodbury beauty care.

V\oodbury Feaa Soep

JOYCE KNOWS these rich beauty oils
make Woodbury Soap so much more than
just a cleanser— that they're intended to

help replace the natural oils which are
washed away.

... with the Beauty-Cream Ingredient

for the skin you love to touch

Lovely Joyce Edwards and Russell Otis
Washburn might never have been married
if Russ hadn't given his fraternity pin to
another girl first!

No red-head into action
faster! And, in due course, orange blos-
soms burst forth in the Edwards family

ever went

WONDERFUL Woodbury gives such bib
lows of mild, rich creamy lather— cleanses
so deeply and thoroughly — leaves you
looking so radiant! Nowonder! Woodbury
is the soap made by skin specialists!

home in Stamford. Connecticut.

Joyce's secret? Not just her glorious,
golden-red hair, her glowing personality
— but her simply gorgeous Woodbury
complexion! Silken-smooth, ivonderfully
natural— the radiant loveliness any girl
can have. And few men can resist!

DISCOVER what it means to have this
extra gentleness in a beauty soap! See
how soft and youthful-looking it leaves
your complexion. (Beauty-cream ingredi-
ent in the big beauty-bath size, too!)
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now—only
her doctor can
tell she has

varicose veins

new

ylon

elastic
stockings
from

BAUER & BLACK

The only-
elastic stocking that
won't discolor

Never again be self-conscious about wear-
ing elastic stockings! These new nylons
are so sheer, smooth-fitting and incon-
spicuous they flatter as well as protect
your legs. And, because they will not dis-
color, they come in a light, fashionable
shade. They can be worn with or without
overhose.

Fashioned leg of two-way-stretch elas-
tic (the type that 3 out of 4 doctors
recommend) gives you firm, healthful
support, relieves the pain and discomfort
of surface varicose veins. Open toe gives
foot freedom and comfort. Easy to wash.
Quick drying. Cool.

Bauer & Black Elastic Stockings are
available in sheer and regular nylon as
well as the famous cotton models. All at
popular prices.

BAUER &BLACK

88

o0Auk -fuid f&z.

efadtfcc stexJzUun?

Here's proof chat Bauer & Black
nylon elastic stockings are
truly inconspicuous! Only one
of these legs has an elastic
stocking beneath the over-
stocking. It's the left leg—
could you tell ?

Send for free
booklet

Bauer & Black, Dept. MClI

2500 S. Dearborn St.

Chicago 16, Ill.

Please send me your new free booklet
about varicose veins, “ Comfort, Re-
lief and New Leg Beauty.”

Name.

City Zone State

THESE CHILDREN
ARE BLIND

Continued from page 86

the Nursery School does not accept un-
trained volunteer workers on its staff.
Resident staff members, all paid, are
trained specialists. The consulting staff
members, who give their services with-
out fee, include a prominent ophthal-
mologist, psychologist, orthopedic
surgeon and pediatrician. Unlike other
schools devoted exclusively to the blind,
the Los Angeles school is a resident
school where children may stay seven
days a week if their homes are too dis-
tant for weekend visiting. The school,
founded by the Delta Gamma Alumnae
Association for children under school
age, is nonsectarian and nonprofit, and
parents of residents are asked to pay
for schooling only according to their
financial ability

Although several states have special
schools for the blind and although many
large city school systems have classes
for visually handicapped children over
six and seven, very little has ever been
done for babies and pre-school chil-
dren. Tragically enough it is among
these very young children that “blind-

Special outdoor toys like this one help
pupils develop muscles that might

otherwise be needlessly neglected

isms” —rocking from side to side, walk-
ing in acircle, rubbing eyes and letting
the head droop—become ingrained.
This also is when permanent habits of
dependency are formed and when mus-
cles which should be used are neglected.

Ideally, according to Dr. Titcomb. a
blind baby — and his mother — should
start training when the baby is about
six months old. This is the age when
babies are first admitted to the Cradle
Club—a nonresident department of the
Los Angeles Nursery School, which
handles babies between six months and
three years.

At the Cradle Club a mother learns
not to hold her baby so that his head
lolls over her shoulder. She learns to
turn the baby on his stomach periodi-
cally to encourage him to hold up his
head. And at the age .when a sighted
child should be sitting up she helps
her child to sit up too. guiding his bal-
ance with only the slightest touch of
her fingers. When he starts to creep she
lets him do so freely. Blind babies, ac-
cording to Dr. Titcomb. take bumps
better than sighted children because
they are not visually startled!

Babies who go on from the Cradle
Club to the Nursery School learn to
bathe, dress and undress themselves

and study and play together like any
other group of children. Each has his
own crib, small clothes locker, drawer
and cupboard for overshoes and toys.
By the time they're five all the children
have mastered the difficult art of but-
toning clothes, tying or lacing shoes,
brushing teeth and managing bathroom
duties without assistance.

‘“*A blind child must be kept busy,”
the Nursery School faculty explains.
“There is no way to stop a child from
rubbing his eyes, for example, except
to keep his hands occupied. We can
say ‘We sit still’ if a child starts to
rock, but actually rocking is a form of
amusement to him, and something else
must be substituted. It's preferable to
suggest a game of pat-a-cake or see-
saw. Rhythmic exercise or marching to
music can discourage walking in cir-
cles. Blind children love music.”

Blind babies are more given to tem-
per tantrums than sighted ones, but the
advice of the experts is not to give in
to them. Give them a warm bath, wash
their faces with warm water, but don't
indulge them any more than you would
a sighted child.

Blind children at the Los Angeles
Nursery School are encouraged always
to “see” the others play, “see” the doll,
“see” the flowers—never to “feel” un-

Leaming how toput a button through
a buttonhole is as much fun for this

blind child as an exciting game

less for a specific educational purpose.
Most of them develop wonderful senses
of humor and a great capacity to enjoy
themselves. Outdoors their play equip-
ment is selected especially to build
otherwise unused muscles. Indoors they
model, string beads, build blocks and
follow other manual nursery school
schedules. They go on field trips to
stores, amusemuent parks, farms and
the zoo to familiarize them with activi-
ties enjoyed by seeing children. They
even are given swimming lessons for
recreation and future safety.

Graduates of the Los Angeles Nurs-
ery School never fail to astonish their
teachers when they go on to elementary
school; Not only are they far ahead of
visually handicapped pupils who have
not had similar training, but they keep
up very well with sighted children. Be-
sides the obvious outer manifestations
of blindness, even more importantinner
blindisms—timidity, self-consciousness,
the feeling of unbearable difference or
isolation—have also disappeared.

“I'm blind, but we don't think about
it,” a five-year-old girl said recently to
a visitor. The poise and cheerfulness
with which she made this remark are
the best tribute the Nursery School

could ask from its pupils. the end



A READER TALKS RACK

| m proud of my lies

Should doctors tell the truth? Yes! argued Edith M. Stem, prominent medical

writer, in the August issue of McCall's. Mrs. Stem’s article stirred up a

hornet's nest. Of the many letters challenging her position we felt the
following, by a doctor, would most interest our readers.-—-—--the editors

r twenty-nine years | have

been a practicing physician.

Not once in all those twenty-

nine years have | admitted to any pa-

tient that his condition was hopeless.

If this makes me a liar, then I am
proud to be one.

It has meant juggling answers as a
magician tosses balls, slipping up my
sleeve what I did not want the patient
to notice, keeping his attention con-
centrated on the nice little gold ball,
the one that represents recovery,
good health and a long life.

This is common procedure with
doctors — because experience has
taught us how important it is for the
patient to have ease of mind. Even
nature itself usually blindfolds the
dying man. It is the exception for
death to come to a fully conscious
person. Doctors are not less kind
than nature; only their task is harder,
for they must convince a person in
full possession of his senses that his
condition is not as bad as he thinks.

It is a disservice to the public to
tell this. But since the readers of
McCall's already have seen the pro-
tests by a layman it seems right that
an explanation should come from a
member of the medical profession.

You may feel that a doctor has no
moral right to meet your apprehen-
sions with a reassuring smile and
pleasant-sounding double talk. You
prefer — indeed you insist upon —
knowing the truth. All right. What is
this truth you burn to know?

The engine of your automobile de-
velops a knock. The garage mechanic
tells you precisely what is wrong,
what must be replaced before the en-
gine can function perfectly. But the
human body is not an inanimate ma-
chine into which spare parts can be
inserted while you wait. Perhaps the
bodily condition already has pro-
gressed beyond any known aid.

Is the patient to be told that brutal
fact, to have the crushing weight of
a death sentence added to the burden
of illness? Such an action on the part
of the doctor, to put it bluntly, would
he murder. And, to put it with equal

bluntness, death is not always as close
as it may seem to the doctor. Espe-
cially with cardiacs.

There is nothing quite so unpre-
dictable as a heart case. The heart
may be skipping beats, like that of
the sixty-seven-year-old woman to
whom | once was called. A young
doctor had told her she was seriously
ill. He was right. Part of his treat-
ment was to order her to bed on a
careful diet. When | entered her room
she was counting her pulse.

“Nice, isn't it?” she asked. “My
heart stops beating every so often.
When will it stop forever?”

Would you term my reply a lie? 1
told her that her heart had served her
well for sixty-seven years and now it
sometimes wanted to rest, just as
when walking in the park she might
like to sit down on a bench. “By the
way,” | said, “when were you last
in the park? Go out now and take a
little walk.”

Ten years later | saw that woman
with her “bad heart” at a concert.

On the other hand, a friend of mine
—a strong man but also with an af-
fected Heart—went to his doctor for
aregular checkup. The electrocardio-
gram was satisfactory. According to
the machine, the heart was in no
worse condition than it had been for
some years. Yet the next day the man
was dead.

What is the truth in these two cases,
or in the thousands of others seen
daily by doctors? That the doctor or
the patient does not decide the final
issue but the unseen power, God.

| assert, and this time I am not ly-
ing, that out of twenty cases which a
doctor has reason to label “hopeless”
at least one will recover. Faced by a
seemingly hopeless case, the doctor
must fight. If he does not, he is no
doctor at all.

One of the best weapons the doctor
has does not come out of his little
black bag. It is the lie, an older treat-
ment than the syringe or penicillin.

Fear can be the decisive factor in
any illness. The doctor tries to talk
the patient out of his fears into a more

comfortable state of mind where the
treatment has greater chance. If talk
is not effective a sedative is used, not
so often for pain as to quiet the mind
of the invalid.

The removal of fear can be a far
more exacting procedure than the use
of the scalpel. Even when he insists
he is about to die, the average per-
son wants to hear that he will live.
Any disturbing information is kept
from him—the death of a dear friend,
the falling of the stock market, or a
statement of his own unfavorable con-
dition—because the chain of reactions
set up in his mind can affect his body
fatally.

The opposite of fear is hope. Hope
keeps the door wide open for the
miracle. What matter if the miracle
is five more years of life or five
hours? Life is precious to all of us,
and the doctor is sworn to preserve
life to the last breath.

veral years ago my wife had
to undergo an examination for

and | could do it again. | looked my
wife calmly in the eyes and promised
to tell her the truth.

Doctors, you see, do not lie merely
to patients, they lie to those dearest
to them—because they know it is the
kindest, the most humane thing to do.

AT about members of the

family? They have a right to

know the truth—provided they can

bear up under the knowledge and

keep it from being reflected in their
attitude toward the patient.

Relatives have their own private
reconciliation to make with a dying
man. They may have to know how
long to expect the heavy expenses of
his illness. There may be important
business matters to be settled.

But the doctor must know this
family well, be sure that a sentiment-
al mother-in-law' won’t sob out the
knowledge the doctor has given her
across the dying man’s bed. The pa-
tient comes first.

“Oh, I would have been kinder if

possible cancer. Fortunately the cont had known death was so near” —

dition proved not to be a growth,
after all. But we did not know’ that the
night before she was to enter the
hospital, when she said we never had
lied to one another and she did not
want us to have to play games now.
She Wanted me to promise to tell her
the truth.

There went through my mind the
memory of another case, a disci-
plined, strong character not unlike
my wife, who proved to a colleague
of mine that she must know the truth.
Legal arrangements must be made
for her two small children, she said,
beyond the power of her estranged
husband to disrupt. This other doc-
tor broke a lifelong rule. Her condi-
tion was cancer, he told her, and it
was inoperable.

It Was just pure hell for that
frightened, shaken woman up to the
day she died. “Never again,” said the
doctor, “will | tell a patient that death
is near.”

On the other hand, I remembered
my own mother, whose inoperable
condition |1 had concealed from her
so that she had months of peace and,
at the last, an easy exit.

I had succeeded once by lying
within my own home, | told myself,

that is the complaint most often made
to the doctor. Isn’t that attitude like
the cramming by a lazy student in the
last few hours before an examina-
tion? Apologies and repentance may
soothe the feelings of the ones who
are left behind, but they are of little
use to the dying. Even though he
seems to hear, the comprehension of
the dying man is not geared to take
in all that is said. And when all is
said and done, the problem is not
his; it belongs to the one who con-
tinues to live. It is the living who
must purge his own soul as best he
can and pay his debt in compensation
to others who still live.

There can be one good result from
these articles in McCall's—not what
the writer of the first one apparently
hoped (that her opinions would
change the doctors’ well-founded ap-
proach based on sound psychological
factors) but that you and other
readers of this magazine will realize
the wisdom of living at all times an
orderly life, mentally, spiritually and
in your business arrangements. Death
may come to any of us at any time,
with or without our prior know-
ledge. Its coming should not find us

unprepared. the end
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make a rough guess that if Mr. Gallup
were to take a poll on the subject it
would result in something like this:
Question: Are you for or against sex
education in the public schools?
Answer: for—20%; against—20%;
no opinion—60% !

Further talks with women who are
active in the Parent-Teachers Associ-
ation. teachers of the courses in the
schools, specialists who work through
mental-hygiene groups, religious coun-
selors, served only to reinforce my
original impressions. The unhappy
fact which emerges is that a very large
number of parents today are failing in
their God-given role of helping their
young to take their appointed places
in the world as integrated personali-
ties. as mature men and women of
character, an influence for good in
their communities instead of neurotics
faced with a lifelong battle with them-
selves and a psychoanalyst's couch.
As one of the religious advisers |1
talked with told me. “We are too in-
clined to blame all our troubles on the
age we live in. The trouble is not with
the age we live in but with the selfish-
ness of the parents living in it.”

ctually the sex-education pro-
grams now in effect in our public

town too has a P.T.A. working on this
problem, and all around you, just for
the seeking, are sources of help and
information. At the end of this article
I shall list a few of them.

I am not ashamed to admit that I
myself have had to seek the counsel of
my church, familiarize myself with
books and pamphlets on the subject
and confer with other parents in order
to talk intelligently with my daughter.
It took a lot of time and effort, but it
was worth it because it has proved to
be undoubtedly the most important
link in the chain of understanding
and companionship that binds us. |1
want her to come to me with questions
about life, not to other young friends
as ignorant and inexperienced as her-
self. Nor do I want the public schools
to instruct her in groups of children
from widely varying backgrounds,
with conflicting religious or nonrelig-
ious upbringing. Although the schools
do an excellent job in the arts and
sciences. | know they haven’'t as much
time to study and understand my
daughter as an individual as I have.
It doesn’'t make sense, therefore, for
an impersonal schoolteacher to talk to
her about so personal a matter.

Then too. inevitably, there are good
teachers and bad teachers. | don't
want to run the risk of having my
daughter instructed in such a delicate
and important subject by someone
ill-suited to the job.

Another reason | don't want the
schools to assume my obligation to my

schools have been initiated by a rela-child is that | believe they must, of

tively small group of specialists in
child psychology and a handful of
distressed parents— not necessarily be-
cause they feel it is the best way to
handle the problem but out of sheer
desperation—to force other parents to
face the issue and to provide some
instruction for the children rather
than none at all.

A teacher of the course in one of
our California schools told me. “I
myself believe that this is a parental
responsibility. When so few of the
parents assumed it we were forced to
institute these courses to prevent chil-
dren from acquiring their knowledge
in the school of the gutter.”

Now these apathetic “no opinion”
parents are often the ones who pride
themselves on their modern attitude
toward their children. They are me-
ticulous about regular checkups with
the doctor and the dentist. They
spend their money on television sets,
unending Hopalong Cassidy equip-
ment and even permanent waves to
keep their children up with the junior
Joneses. But when it comes to edu-
cating themselves on a subject which
will have an influence on their chil-
dren’s entire lives, they are living in
the Dark Ages.

Modern children are subject to all
sorts of influences that didn't exist in
Grandma's day. Grandma didn't need
to be ready with answers to questions
suggested by television, radio and mo-
tion pictures. Obviously all of these
programs cannot be made expressly
for children. Nor is it humanly pos-
sible for today’'s parents to be on the
job as censors twenty-four hours a
day. Youngsters didn't have the free-
dom and outside activities that they
have today either. Our children today
need far more careful guidance within
the home if they are to handle them-
selves intelligently outside it.

Parents who claim they do not know
how to cope with the problem are
merely using this as an excuse for
their own laziness. For example, the
P.T.A. in one of my neighboring com-
munities recently sponsored a pro-
gram designed to help parents impart
sex knowledge to their own children.
Preparations for 350 people were
made, but only 50 attended! Your

necessity, go too far and not far
enough. No two children arrive at the
same point of curiosity and interest
in the so-called mysteries of life at
the same age. Even in the same family
this holds true. One mother of three
boys told me that although her chil-
dren were steppingstones in ages she
had to instruct each one separately.
Not one of the boys had the same
problem at the same time. Indiscrim-
inate group teaching in schools must
inevitably stimulate *ome children be-
yond their level of maturity, with un-
fortunate results.

The fourteen-year-old son of a
friend of mine recently discussed witli
his mother films originally prepared
for the Army which were being shown
to boys in his school. The reckless
experiments it had led to for some of
the boys were something to make an
Army sergeant blush. Fortunately my
friend’'s boy had been forewarned at
home about the dangers of sensuality.
He knew all about the horrors of vene-
real disease. He viewed the films with
interest but without attaching to them
any exaggerated importance. But for
some of the other boys, again, the edu-
cation had gone too far.

I n another direction the schools do

not go far enough. (And. of course,
they never can, because they are not
equipped in the direction of which 1
am going to speak.) Itis all very well
for youngsters to learn about the re-
productive systems of the amoeba, the
frog and human beings, but a sex-
education program which stops at the
level of physiology has not gone far
enough. The human level must in-
clude the moral and religious aspects.
We cannot ignore the inborn weak-
ness of human nature. Before, during
and after enlightenment children need
the spiritual bolstering of religion.
Without this we simply open a Pan-
dora’'s box but fail to provide the Flit
gun. This is a job which the schools
cannot undertake. It's my job and
the job of my church.

Recently our West Coast newspa-
pers ran a shocking expose about
dope being sold to high-school stu-
dents, unwed teen-age mothers and the
like. There have been similar stories

emanating from other cities across
the United States. Surely these chil-
dren are the heartbreaking examples
of sex education without moral and
religious training at home.

It may be pointed out that under
the present system (in the schools
where they have a sex-education
course) parents are not obliged to
allow their children to attend these
courses. If the parents feel the child
is ready for such instruction and wish
him to take part in the group pro-
gram. they send in their approval.
Otherwise the child is kept in the
study room while the others take the
course. On the surface this sounds
like a wise and fair provision. But it
has one outstanding weakness. Isn’t
it inevitable that a child whose parents
do not permit him to attend these
classes is going to develop an intense
curiosity about what the other kids are
finding out? Quite naturally he is go-
ing to question his pals after hours
and receive a garbled, highly sensa-
tional account of what went on behind
the mysterious classroom door, with a
few imaginative details thrown in for
good measure. The whole subject
then becomes, as we say in Holly-
wood. a production. If properly han-
dled at home it would be merely a
step-by-step part of growing up.

Other schools in the same and bor-
dering communities have no courses
of this kind at all. Thus the same bad
feature prevails when the children
meet in the homes of friends, in Sun-
day schools, at Scout meetings and in
the playgrounds.

As | see it sex education is a very
important part of the preparation for
living a well-balanced, fruitful life
through realization of our full poten-
tialities. Do you really love your
child? Do you put your child first?
Then you and your child must stand
together. Both psychology and mod-
ern religious thinking stress that love
and understanding between parents
and children are the basis of mental
health and happiness. You are not
being a loving parent if you force the
public schools to do your job. There
is, after all, no substitute for good
parents. the end

SOURCES FOR PARENTS

Public Health Service.

The school doctor or nurse.

The P.T.A. (Many sponsor mental-
hygiene clinics to which you can go
for advice.)

Your local or state university.

Adult night schools (through the
Department of Public Schools in any
large city).

The public library.

Your State Society for Mental Hy-
giene. fFilms, recordings, pamphlets
at small cost.)

Your own religious counselor or
family doctor.

Church forums.

The National Association for Men-
tal Health, 1790 Broadway, New York
19, N. Y. (Pamphlets at small cost.)

ESPECIALLY FOR CATHOLIC PARENTS

“Mother's Little Helper”— 50c— (to
help tell all from the ninth through
the sixteenth year). Marion Mother’s
Club, 5150 N. Western Ave., Chicago,
1L

“Safeguards to Chastity”— 35¢c—
(for boys in early adolescence). St.
Francis Bookshop, 1615 Republic St.,
Cincinnati, Ohio.

“Into Their Company”— 50c— (for
the adolescent girl and young woman).
P. J. Kenedy Co., Barclay St., New
York, N. Y.

“In Defense of Purity”— Dietrich
von Hildebrand, Sheed & Ward, 840
Broadway, New York, N. Y.
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involved have had no sex education.
The incidence of unmarried mothers
has been cut strikingly when home
and school worked together in devel-
oping a sound program of sex educa-
tion.

Here | should like to make one
point clear. Supporting sex education
in the schools does not, as some people
assume, mean opposing sex education
at home. Sex education in the schools
is never intended as a substitute for
sex education at home. It is simply
an extension of it. Edward Lyman,
chairman of the Coordinating Commit-
tee of Catholic Lay Organizations of
New York City, said in a speech on
this subject last year: “Let us agree—
while insisting on the primary right
and duty of parents— that the teacher
and the social worker have a very defi-
nite part to play, not only in sex in-
struction but in the broader field of
what you happily call education for
family living.”

I agree wholeheartedly with Mr.
Lyman. Sex education must be the
mutual effort of parents and teacher.
Sex education is also much more than
imparting biological facts. It is con-
cerned with ethics, attitudes, behavior
and relationships.

take a stand like this, however.

I does not remove the objections and

fears raised by sincere parents to sex

education in the schools. I should

like to try to answer some of these
objections one by one.

(1) “Sex education is the responsi-

bility of parents alone. Schoolteachers
are not qualified to do the job.”

Qualifications to teach sex educa-
tion depend, naturally, on the indi-
vidual. As we all know, there are
good and bad teachers as well as good
and bad parents. It is true, however,
that many teachers today are getting
excellent training in all aspects of
child development and the approved
methods of answering children's ques-
tions about sex. The same, unfortu-
nately, cannot be said for many par-
ents— a fact which even the most ar-
dent opponents of sex education in the
schools will usually admit.

Although most parents are eager for
their children to receive a good sex
education, many of them still shy
away from the job. Many admit
frankly that their own backgrounds
have not equipped them to handle
the subject without embarrassment.
Should the children of these unpre-
pared parents grow up, then, with no
sex education?

Even taking the other side for a
moment and assuming that sex educa-
tion ideally is the sole responsibility
of the parents, how will this next
generation of parents become qualified
for the job? A scientific, wholesome
classroom study of the sexual side of
life is certainly preferable to the con-
fused and distorted information most
children are likely to pick up on the
street.

(2) “Sex education is an individual

matter. My child may not be ready
for it at the same time as other chil-
dren.”

Your child may also not be ready
for certain kinds of reading or physi-
cal education at the same time as other
children. If he is not ready a good
teacher or school £nds this out and
puts him in a group at his own level
of development. The truth is. however,
that even when children are not ready
to absorb sex information they are
seldom shocked by straightforward un-
embarrassed discussion unless they

have been exposed to undesirable sex-
ual attitudes beforehand at home or on
the street. If this is the case, the
quicker teacher and parents find it
out the better.

(3) “A  child should not
courses in sex education from a teach-
er, or with children, of different relig-
ious backgrounds than his.”

An intelligent teacher respects the
points at which religious opinion may
diverge on sexual questions. If such
questions arise he admits there are
differences of opinion and recommends
that the child take the question to his
family and church. Sex education in
the schools, as | have said, is an effort
to cooperate, not to compete, with
family and church.

I should like to point out that con-
troversial sexual questions are far less
frequent than the opponents of sex
education in the schools apparently
realize. The miracle of birth, the
sanctity of marriage, the emotional-
spiritual-physical constellation sur-
rounding the act of love are. after all,
concepts common to all three major
religious faiths in this country.

The fact that a child learns about
sex in company with youngsters from
different religious backgrounds should
not, I think, be cause for apprehen-
sion. Certainly his own church will
already have taught him that he can
respect the other religions of the
world without losing confidence in his
own. If differences of opinion shatter
a child's religious faith, then it seems
to me that the teaching methods of
his church, and not his school, are at
fault.

What can be done? If we are
agreed that the schools can play a
useful role in sex education, then the
next step for both schools and parents
is to get together on the subject. In

takemy work as consultant to the National

Congress of Parents and Teachers |
have found most parents eager to take
advantage of all the information the
schools have to offer on this subject.
It is up to the schools to provide an
opportunity for them to see the pic-
tures that may be used in sex-educa-
tion courses and to examine books or
pamphlets that will be part of the
program. Reciprocally, teachers can
learn a great deal from parents.

The P.T.A. is an excellent place to
exchange information and to discuss
the objectives and limits of sex educa-
tion. A common definition. | think,
should be the first aim of such meet-
ings. Parents who think of sex educa-
tion as a cold biological presentation
of “the facts of life” naturally have a
different attitude from those who un-
derstand that it is part of the whole
subject of family living.

N MY experience the most success-

ful sex-education courses have been
the result of mutual efforts by parents
and teachers. Parents have helped
outline what should be included in the
courses. Sometimes they have asked
for similar study themselves so that
they could do a better job of answer-
ing questions at home. Always they
have recognized the benefits their chil-
dren gained from understanding other
people's families and comparing other
values with their own. the end
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quickly, and Perryopolis again became
a sleepy country town.

Perryopolis has two main streets
— Liberty and Independence— which
cross at the center of town to form
Washington Circle. Smaller streets
radiate from this circle like the spokes

of a wheel. Clustered around the cir-
cle are the town's principal stores—
Palonder's for hardware, Kranick's

for general merchandise, the Triangle
food store and the F. and H. Dairy
Bar. These and a few others are the
main source of employment for the
town's population, but they absorb
little more than the families of their
owners. The only industry today is
two small factories and a sawmill.

Most workers have to travel ten,
fifteen or twenty miles to find employ-
ment at the Anchor Hocking plant in
Connellsville, the Clairton Mills in
Elizabeth or the Republic Steel mines
at Banning. More and more boys and
girls leaving high school find the town
offers a slim future and move away.
For Perryopolis, therefore. Mrs. Fra-
zier's millions were the dream and the
promise that could put the town back
on its feet.

. Perryopolis began to wonder when
the money would pass into its hands
and who would decide how to spend it.
Mrs. Frazier's will stated: “The public,
charitable, literary or educational pur-
poses for which my residuary estate
shall be used shall be selected by my
executors, or the survivors of them, in
their exercise of their sole discretion
after consultation with the Town Offi-
cials of the Town of Perryopolis.”

The executors of the will were
Henry Sherrerd. vice-president of the
Fidelitv-Philadelphia Trust Company,
and Thomas Stokes. Mrs. Frazier's
lawyer. But who were the "Town Offi-
cials” of the “Town of Perryopolis”
whom they would consult?

The will presented a peculiar dilem-
ma. for Perryopolis actually elected
no officials of its own. Its 1.500 popu-
lation. along with five or six other
communities, was simply a part of the
township of Perry, which had a total
population of 5-6.000. The township
had three supervisors elected in rota-
tion every two years for six-year terms.
But were they legally the “Town Offi-
cials” of Perryopolis?

This question exploded over the
town a week later at the regular meet-
ing of the Lions Club. A group of
the town’'s leading citizens, including
banker J. Boyd Knox, schoolteacher
Paul Luce, mechanic William Stoner
and merchant Robert Palonder. had
met beforehand and come to the con-
clusion that the township supervisors
could not be considered officials of
Perryopolis. To comply with the terms
of the will, therefore, they believed
the town would have to separate itself
from the township of Perry and be-
come a borough.

Presenting this plan at the meeting
in the form of a resolution, they ran
into immediate opposition from Ralph
Linderman, one of the three township
supervisors and also secretary of the
Lions. Linderman, a lean and genial
man with snapping blue eyes, claimed
that neither he nor Frank Frescura,
another supervisor, who also lived in
Perryopolis. had been told about the
resolution. In addition he contended
that the Lions Club had no right to
consider a political issue. The resolu-
tion was passed over his vote.

This was only the first
Stoner, Palonder and other

Q s the first week's excitement waned,

round.
business

leaders soon called a meeting of repre-
sentatives of the American Legion,
the Moose, the Volunteer Fire Depart-
ment and other local organizations.
Forming themselves into the Perry-
opolis Community Planning Associa-
tion. they set out to make a blueprint
of how the Frazier money could best
be used to develop the future of Perry-
opolis and to lay the legal ground-
work for turning it into a borough.

Supported by the trustees of Mrs.
Frazier's will, they were allotted
§4.000 to pay for a planning consult-
ant. Clifton Rodgers of nearby Beaver
Falls. During the next few months
Rodgers made a detailed study of
Perryopolis’ economy, public-service
facilities, transportation and school
systems. The result was a forty-eight-
page report on the town's assets and
shortcomings with detailed recommen-
dations of how the Frazier money
should be used.

First on the list was an allotment
of $250,000 for an educational center
which  would provide senior-high-
school facilities not just for Perry-
opolis but for two or three adjoining
boroughs. The present overcrowded
school buildings would then be used
for the junior high school. A second

Two boys seine for crabs in the stream
that will be a lot healthier if Perryop-
olis gets a new sewage-disposal system

major problem of the town was good
sewage disposal and water distribu-
tion. and $250,000 more was allotted
for this purpose. Smaller sums were
to be spent on other necessities and
improvements— street paving, street
lighting, the planting of shade trees
and construction of an approach to
the town from nearby Route 51. As
provided by the will, $750,000 was to
become a maintenance fund.

“But the plan looks further ahead
than these specific improvements,”
said J. Boyd Knox, who was elected
chairman of the Planning Association.
“Here we are with 386.000 people
within a 25-mile radius of Perryopolis.
We need more housing, so that new
workers can enjoy the advantages of
our rural life and still commute to
their jobs in plants half an hour away.
We want to bring some industry here
of our own—not smoke-producing
giants but small secondary plants that
will provide jobs and still keep this a
rural area. We need a hospital and a
community recreation center. The
Frazier money can provide the impetus
that will turn Perryopolis from a static
town into a bustling community and
triple its population in a few years.”

After the Planning Association had
issued its report the next step was to
fulfill the legal requirements of turn-
ing Perryopolis into a borough. Ac-
cording to Pennsylvania law. this ne-
cessitates a petition signed by over

half the landholders of the town, fol-
lowed by final approval of the County

Court. The Planning Association be-
gan to circulate its petition, rousing
public interest through a series of

town meetings and door-to-door can-
vassing of every citizen.

At this point the township super-
visors and their followers came out in
open opposition to the borough.

“You know how they were getting
signatures?” Ralph Linderman said.
“They were telling people that the
town would never get the Frazier mon-
ey if it didn't become a borough. Now
we know this is nonsense. Our town-
ship solicitor has checked every angle
of the will, and there isn't a word in it
that says anything about a borough.”

“What's more.” said William Brew-
er, another township supervisor, who
has charge of work on the roads, “they
were getting signatures from people
who couldn't write their own names.
There was one woman who signed for
two or three people, but when we went
around to see them they said they never
gave permission to sign for them.”

So the township supervisors and
their followers began to fight back.

They circulated their own petition
against the borough plan. They held
their own town meeting. “It's not that

we don't like the things the Planning
Association wants for Perryopolis,”
said Ralph Linderman, “we want bet-
ter sewerage and better water supply
too. But, as elected officers of the
township, we feel we're completely
capable of consulting with the trustees
on the Frazier bequest. We don’t need
a Planning Association to take over
this town and try to turn it into a
borough. If you ask me, it's just five
or six people who want to get their
hands on the money and spend it the
way they want, not the way the people
want.”

It was soon apparent that the dis-
position of the Frazier fortune had
become a part of the struggle for con-
trol of the town.

“The supervisors and their followers
are just scared to death of losing their
jobs,” said William Stoner, a soft-
spoken, balding mechanic at Martin’s
Garage, who is vice-president of the
Planning Association. “Two of the
three supervisors, Linderman and
Frescura. live in Perryopolis. If it
becomes a borough they can't be su-
pervisors of Perry Township any more.
What with road work and other small
jobs to hand out, they've had a tight
hold on votes here since 1932. But
they and their followers will lose all
this gravy when the borough goes
through.”

On the opposition side James
Wilkes, a retired railroad man who
has lived in Perryopolis for sixty-one
years, said, “1 seen what happened in
other towns when they become bor-
oughs. Their taxes started climbing
and never stopped. That's why I'm
against the borough. They'll have us
humping all the time to keep paying.”

“Nonsense.” said J. Boyd Knox.
“The supervisors are just trying to
panic the town with this talk about
higher taxes for new borough officials.
The only paid official we'll probably
have as a borough will be the burgess,
or mayor, and he won't get more than
three hundred dollars a year. The
seven-man council will either serve
without pay or for some token fee.”

“1'll tell you what this whole thing’s
about,” said a burly ex-miner. “It's
a simple case of the Haves against the
Have Nots. Therors no point kidding
about it. The so-called better element
here is trying to run things their own
way. They're trying to turn this into
a white-collar town.”

Amidst the charges and counter-
charges one issue confused all the
others. Part of the Planning Associa-



tion’s recommendation was that Perry-
opolis. if turned into a borough, should
expand its boundaries to include an
area roughly a mile in each direction
from the center of the town. The re-
sult would be to increase the popula-
tion by a good fifty per cent. This, of
course, would mean spreading the
legacy thinner but, in the opinion of
many people, more justly, for the

town has qglearly grown beyond its
original boundaries. Wise or unwise,
this scheme obliged the people to

decide not only what was good for
Perryopolis but just what Perryopolis
was to be.

ears before this strange gift was

left to Perryopolis. Mark Twain
wrote a story, The Man that Corrupted
Hadleyhurg. It told of a stranger who
left a fortune in gold to a supposedly
incorruptible town, provided that the
man who had done him a kindness
years before could identify himself.
Almost every leading citizen of Had-
leyburg soon convinced himself that
he was the rightful heir to the fortune.
In their struggle for it the once peace-
ful and incorruptible town was grad-
ually torn apart by dissension.

The chances are Mrs. Mary Fuller
Frazier never read Twain's story. But
there was a strange similarity between
what money did to Hadleyburg and
what it was now doing to Perryopolis.
The Frazier fortune, which at first
seemed like a miracle from heaven,
was gradually turning friend against
friend, splitting the town into bitter
factions.

Could Mary Fuller Frazier possibly
have known what perverse effect her
fortune might have on Perryopolis?
Some think it was predestined. For
in her own lifetime the money now do-
ing such strange things to Perryopolis
had done equally strange things to her.

The fortune was willed to Mary
Frazier by her uncle. Alfred Fuller,
who had taken the farm lands and
cattle-raising business passed on by
his grandfather and father. Daniel and
James Fuller, and turned it into one
of the largest enterprises of its kind
in the country. When Alfred Fuller

died, Mary inherited $1,350,000 in
personal property and half of his
$7,000,000 estate. The other half

eventually came to her on her cousin
Alice’s death.

Money seems to have instilled in
Mary Frazier a startling variety of
phobias. She was so afraid of germs
and diseases that she refused to shake
hands with even her closest friends.
As a further protection she wore white

gloves, threw away each pair at the.

end of the day and replaced it with a
new pair. Anyone who tried to speak
to her had to keep a distance of at
least five feet.

Part of her campaign against germs
was her refusal to ride in an elevator
with anyone else. Often she waited
half an hour in the lobby until she
could ride alone. She left her hotel
only by the back door. Her meals
were brought to her room by the same

bellboy, whose clothes, fingernails
and appearance had been carefully
checked.

On one of the rare occasions when
Mrs. Frazier ventured into a public
restaurant she insisted that the men
with her cover their hats on top and
bottom with napkins before putting
them on the rack. On her equally rare
appearances at the theater she bought
up a block of a dozen seats around
her, so that the rest of the audience
would be kept at a distance.

She was as much afraid of contami-
nation from mail and money as from
people. She never received nor opened
her own mail. Her secretary per-
formed this function at her office and
read it to her over the phone. Al-

though she carried money in her hand-
bag, she refused to touch it. When
she bought something at her hotel
newsstand the clerk had to take a bill
from her purse, make the change and
then put it back himself.

When Mrs. Frazier decided to build
a home in Philadelphia’'s suburbs she
first set up a large shack made com-
pletely of glass, from which she could
watch construction without fear of
contamination. As an additional pre-
caution she purchased all new equip-
ment. from derricks and cement mix-
ers to shovels. The slate tiles for the
roof were imported from Europe, each
wrapped separately, as a sanitary pre-
caution. The men’s clothing, down to
their shirts and shorts, was newly pur-
chased and continually laundered.

An unforeseen incident upset Mrs.
Frazier's antiseptic plans. One day
she discovered that the daughter of a
workman had contracted scarlet fever.
Over $30,000 had already been spent
on the house, but she abandoned it.

oney was no object in Mary

Frazier's battle against germs.
W hile she was living at Philadelphia's
luxurious Warwick Hotel she decided
to add a third room to her suite. The
workmen put newspapers on the floor
to protect it while breaking through
the wall. When she saw the newspa-
pers she threw up her hands in horror.
Newspapers, which came from wood
pulp or old rags, were not permitted
on her floor. She paid for the job but
never used the third room.

One of Mrs. Frazier's strongest
phobias was directed at any object
which touched the floor. While living
at Philadelphia’'s Barclay Hotel she
had two expensive end tables made to
order. As they brought in the crates
the moving men accidentally put the
top of one crate on the floor. Even
though the table itself was still packed
in the crate, this proximity of its sur-
face to the floor had destroyed its
cleanliness. Despite the pleas of the
moving men to give the table to them,
Mrs. Frazier had it destroyed.

Her fixation about the floor was
thoroughly implanted in the one maid
allowed to enter her room. In empty-
ing the wastebasket the maid could
raise it only six inches from the floor,
carry it at the same level to the door,
dump it and return it in the same
manner. When cleaning a window sill
the maid had to drop the used rag
from the window to the street so it
would not have to pass through Mrs.
Frazier's rooms. In storage her furni-
ture got the same antiseptic treatment.
When she sent her things to a New
York warehouse she rented the whole
floor, although needing only a small
section of it. Then the floor was
bricked up.

Mrs. Frazier's dislike of germs was
only equaled by her dislike of hos-
pitals and funeral parlors. She once
ordered lighting fixtures for one of
her houses from a company in New
York but canceled the order when she
found it was on the same street as a
hospital. Near the hotel where she
lived was a funeral parlor. To avoid
passing it she paid a parking lot in
the rear of the hotel a large monthly
retainer to allow her cab special trav-
erse privileges. She rented one cab on
an exclusive basis with the guarantee
that no one else would use it. One day
she asked a chauffeur who had been
with her for some weeks what he did
in his spare time. Not knowing all her
eccentricities, he told her that he also
drove for funerals. She fired him.

Strangely enough, Mrs. Frazier's
first husband, Dr. Louis Posey, whom
she divorced after fourteen years of
marriage, died of an infection. Her
second husband was Johnson Frazier,

(Continued on page 96)

LET ME SEND YOU

THIS

FOR

Kit Free

TO PROVE THAT

10

DAYS

YOU CAN MAKE $50 S

Let me send you FREE PROFITS — extra
money you can earn quickly with my excit*
ing Money-Making Sample Kit. Convince
yourself—without risk—that this is the fast-
est, easiest, most enjoyable way to add to
your income—without taking a job, without
previous experience. This Free-Trial Kit has
started thousands towards extra incomes of
S$50.00 or more—incomes that roll in year
after year, just by talking to friends and
neighbors! It can do the same for YOU!

HERE'S WHY

IT'S SO EASY

Everybody uses and needs greeting cards for birthdays, anni-

versaries, holidags, N%et-we, and other occasions. And
CHILTON GREETINGS are the most beautiful of all! Just

show them to friends and neighbors and the
start pouring in. S10, $20
can sell the samples A

SEND FOR FREE PROOF
Mail the Coupon Now

! , , $50 or more—in your own’ spare

time. _And best of all—you risk nothing to prove it to your-

self. The sample kit is k/‘ours to examine—FREE! Andl you
D KEEP THE PROFITS!

CHILTON GREETINGS CO.
147 Essex St.. Dept. M-I
Boston I, Mass

1800 W. Roscoe St., Dept. M-I
Chicago 13, Il

money will

MAKING SAMPLE

prove®to my own satisfaction that
with it | will return it at

can earn
your expense and pay nothing.

Here’s the easiest, fgstest, pleasantest way to get money for

the luxuries you

bills andI rising prices. You risk nothing.

've been yearning for—maney to pay nagging
end no monmg

wst mail the coupon for my free-trial MONEY-MAK

IT ... now!

CHILTON GREETINGS CO.

147 Essex St., Boston 11, Mass.

.Zone.. State..

1800 W. Roscoe St., Chicago 13, 111

Return Flight Guaranteed!

Government orders now restrict will wing its way back. Back to
the manufacture of Reynolds Wrap your favorite store. Back to your
and all household foil. Military home. Aluminum production is

needs demand aluminum foil to
protect rations, drugs, delicate in-

struments. The day will come
however, when Reynolds

Roasting meat in foil
to save shrinkage.

Wrap

REYNOLDS WRAP

being rapidly expanded to bring
you, as quickly as possible, all the
Reynolds Wrap you want.

the pure
aluminum

Wrapping leftovers to Lining broiler pans to
conserve food. save scouring.

Please rush your free-trial MONEY-
KIT. If 1 do not

93



by Barbara Olson

If your wardrobe needs a pickup...

An overskirt... of drifting silk organza makes a
magic change in any dress. Dress shown is full-
skirted cotton for home evenings now, outdoors in
summer. By Sportset. Dress about $11; skirt about

$15 at Filene's, Boston; Best & Co.. New York

PHOTOGRAPHS BY TED CRONER
SILVER JEWELRY BY AMERICA HOUSE
OTHER JEWELRY BY MARVELLA
CHAIRS FROM THE PIAZZA
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. try this tonic. With a dashing blouse, a swirling skirt,
even something as simple as a striped stole,
your tired, winter-weary clothes will have a feeling
of springlike freshness. And if you want an entirely
new costume, remember that separates can be

put together with a lot of style for very little money

A striped taffeta blouse ... to wear with a coordinated taffeta skirt that's cut in

a great circle, or to wear with your suits. Matching cummerbund can also be a stole,

the skirt will invite other blouses. By Lotte of Drewyn. Blouse about $11: skirt
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Houston



A sheer cotton blouse with enormously feminine bell-shaped sleeves . . .
looks lovely with its full, matching sheer cotton skirt or with your velveteen
skirt or slacks. By Nelly de Grab. Blouse about $9; skirt about $13 at
L. S. Ayres & Co., Indianapolis; Abraham & Straus, Brooklyn

A jumper of denim printed with a tweedy design
. to go over your collection of blouses and sweat-
ers. By Loomtogs. About $15 at Joseph Magnin.

San Francisco; James McCreery & Co., New York

A pattern-knit wool cardigan ... to tuck like a blouse into a
dyed-to-match linen skirt... both to wear with other things as in-
spiration moves you. By Ciro. Skirt about $16; sweater about $11
at Stix, Baer & Fuller, St. Louis; The Boston Store, Milwaukee
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(Continued, from page 93)
manager of the aristocratic Bellevue-
Stratford Hotel in Philadelphia. His
work naturally had given him thou-
sands of friends, but Mrs. Frazier soon
transplanted her phobias to him. Peo-
ple who had not heard of this change
often rushed up to him with out-
stretched hand, and were startled to
have him hack away abruptly. This
strain may have taken its toll. Mary
and Johnson Frazier were divorced,

and he now lives in retirement in
Kentucky.
Was it possible that the Frazier

money, which had been partner to
such strange doings for fifty years, had
transferred its spell to Perryopolis?
The bitterness between the factions
struggling to have their say about the
spending of the fortune grew more in-
tense as both sides competed for sig-
natures on their petitions. The cam-
paign was carried to homes, stores and
street corners. Angry sidewalk argu-
ments disturbed the usual quiet of the
evenings. “Often it almost came to
blows,” said Jack Morgan, owner of
the town's largest tavern.

Shop owners and merchants were
pressured by both sides and soon
found themselves caught in an un-
pleasant vise. One gas-station owner
who signed the petition for the Plan-
ning Association discovered that many
antiborough people stopped buying
gas from him. This unpleasant type of
boycott was used so frequently by
both sides that merchants began re-
fusing to sign either petition. “No
matter which petition Fd signed,” said
John Kranick, owner of one of the
large general stores, “lI would have
lost an important slice of business.”

Canvassing from door to door, both
sides often claimed the same signa-
tures. Later, when they discovered
that an almost certain prospect had
signed the other petition, there was
mounting bitterness. People who had
known each other for years began to

THE WHIPPING
Continued from page 31

community nurse served very well . ..
only why did we all prefer Maity?
“Hard-headed little minx,” the young
women sighed. “Sometimes 1'd like to
shake her good!”

Mrs. Miller crossed her delicate
ankles. “That's why | had to let her
go,” she murmured. “1 was so afraid
I might forget myself.”

“Still, what can you expect?” my
mother asked. In her white dress and
slippers she seemed unusually fair,
and her blue eyes were briefly trou-
bled. “Maity ought to be in school,”
she said. “She isn't a day over twelve.”

“But you can't teach her anything!”
Mrs. Drew turned the antique ring on

her finger. “You remember when she
worked for me. Catherine. | had just
finished warning her, when she de-

liberately dropped that pan of boiling
water— !”

“It's a wonder she wasn't scalded.”

They all sat silent for a moment.
Then my mother laughed. “After she
leaves us it will be your turn. Mary
Sue.” she said. “She’'s worked for
everybody else.”

“Oh. I don't mind.” Mrs. Waddell
raised her brows with a martyred ex-
pression. “As long as the children are
happy, I guess I can stand it.”

M aity was definitely a trial, but we

loved her— that was the point.
At Eastertime we let her hide the eggs
so deep in the violet bushes and under
the house that some of the prettiest
were never found. When Christmas
came she had her own special stocking
— not stuffed with ashes and a switch,

cut each other on the street. “Why,
my dad used to be one of the most
popular men in town,” said Ralph
Linderman, Jr. “Now there's plenty
of people who pass him on the street
as if he wasn't there.”

Personal antagonism even reached
the point of threats against Linder-
man’'s political future. His six-year
term as supervisor comes to an end
this month. There was plenty of talk
that if he ran again the weight of the
Planning Association would be thrown
against him.

But at John Lucas’ bar, a popular
gathering place for miners and other
workers, one Linderman supporter
snapped, “Ralph’ll win no matter how
much pressure is thrown against him.
He's fought for us ordinary guys for
a long time, and we'll stand by him.”

Linderman himself was less opti-
mistic about the future. “1 don’'t know
what's happened to this town,” he
said. “This money is doing such
strange things to all of us that 1
might be better off not running again.”

y the fall of 1949 the Planning
J Association seemed to have gained
a definite edge in the struggle. It had
secured the signatures of over fifty
per cent of the town’s landholders.
Now the petition was submitted to the
county judge at Uniontown for final
approval. But the supervisors, through
their township solicitor, brought suit
to ban the petition on the ground that
some signatures had been secured
through pressure and misrepresenta-
tion. So the final decision of whether
Perryopolis would become a borough
was postponed while the judge made
his investigation.

Meanwhile an even more serious
legal complication hit the town. The
fortune, which had been willed to
Perryopolis but was still in the hands
of the trustees, was suddenly claimed
by six men and women who brought
suit in the Philadelphia Orphans’

as my mother privately threatened, but
bulging full and lumpy as ours, in-
cluding chain firecrackers which she
lit with a flourish and tossed alarm-
ingly close to our feet. “No, Maity,”
we protested, “that's bad.”

“Who say it is?”

“Maity’'s bad

anyway,” Robert

Drew said. “She can't work for us
any more.”

“l wouldn't if your mama was to
beg me!”

His dark eyes grew round and out-
raged. “You better, though. You
haven't got many places left,” he said,
“if you lose this one.”

“She isn't going to, Robert.” 1
moved close beside her. “Maity works
for us, and we're going to keep her!”

Then, in the disdainful way that
held pride and some dream, she gave
me a little shove. “Shoot. Gage! How

come you think you owns me? Don't
nobody have nothin’ to do with where
I works. | just happens to be hired
out to yawl at the present.” she said
loftily. “It just happen to be conveni-
ent to where | live.”

That was only two blocks away, |
remember, and many a time my sister
and | were sent to her house because
Maity had not come to work. “Don’t
beg her, now,” we were warned. “If
she isn’'t sick she can just stay there,”
my mother said, not looking at us. “I
don't want her around any more.”

No matter how often it happened,
or how warm the day, we were chilled
by this thought. Not even the new
house going up across the street could
delay us for more than a second. “I
think it's got an upstairs,” Trudy said,
squinting briefly in the sunlight. “I
bet Maity would fall down if she tried
to climb those stairs.”

Court as the alleged first cousins of
Mary Fuller Frazier. After months of
testimony Judge John Boland gave
his decision. The alleged first cousins,
said Judge Boland, had not proved
their relationship.

But there were still two more hur-
dles for Perryopolis. The alleged
cousins now carried their claim a step
further, to the Orphans’ Court in banc.
Even if they are defeated there they
can still appeal to the State Supreme
Court— a process that could keep the
Frazier fortune from Perryopolis for
at least another six months.

During all this time a strange cere-
monial went on high above Perry-
opolis on the wind-swept hill where
the huge Fuller mausoleum stands.
For two years a trailer was parked
next to it. In twelve-hour shifts the
cemetery caretaker and a retired
schoolteacher occupied the trailer as
special guards over Mrs. Mary Fuller
Frazier's resting place. This was a
stipulation of her will, a stipulation
that only Mrs. Frazier herself could
have wunderstood. Could she have
feared the town to which she left her
fortune? Perhaps she knew what
peculiar effect her money would have.

T is more than three years now since

Perryopolis became a Cinderella
town. But Perryopolis has still not
received its millions. Many people in
the town think they may never get
the money. Many others think Perry-
opolis would have been better off if
Mrs. Frazier had not willed it a for-
tune.

“Sure it sounded wonderful to get
a million and a half dollars.” said
Jack Morgan recently. “But look at
all the bitterness and trouble the gift

has brought us. We've lost a lot.
Maybe we've lost a lot more than
we’'ll ever get in dollars and cents.

Maybe it would be better for all of us
if we just take the money and throw

it in the river.” the end

“Hush,” I said. “Walk faster,
Trudy, before Mother calls us back.”

We rushed ahead, our sandals scuff-
ing loudly until we turned the second
corner, where the sidewalks came to
an end. A beaten dirt path led up to
the yard, and once we had crossed it
we always stopped and peered at the
bushes around us. “Maity,” we called.
“Maity— ?”

Inside the two-room shack the rich,
chaffing voices were abruptly checked.

At night you could hear them for
blocks around, but now in the lazy,
droning heat there was scarcely a

sign of life. Sometimes a board
creaked; through the doorway we
might catch a glimpse of white-ringed
eyes. But nobody answered until we
knocked, and then, after we waited for
what seemed hours, an expressionless

woman would come to the door, or a
man chewing cane or tobacco
“You lookin' for Maity?”

“Yes. please.” we chorused.

“She ain't here.”

Trudy clutched my hand. “Is she

sick?” she asked.
the doctor?”
“1 don't know where she at.
“Whoo?”
“You know where Maity is gone?”
“To town. | reckon.” From the in-
terior of the darkened house, two
measuring eyes looked out at us. “She
said somethin’ 'bout it this mornin’.”
We stood there, blinking rapidly.
“Mother told us to ask you.” | said,
very meek. “On account of, she's sup-
posed to be working for us now.”
“She be there tomorrow, tell her.”
The figure vanished into the deep,
pungent shadows, and we turned away.
In the yard the silence was absolute.
A few tattered clothes hung from a

“Has she gone to

Belle?”



line between two trees, and around
toward the back, on a pomegranate
bush, some nameless garment had been
spread to make a kind of umbrella. It
suddenly moved, and my heart sprang
up and pounded in my throat.
“Maity?” | breathed, creeping for-
ward. “I see you, Maity.”

There was no answer, and Trudy,
who was only five, dropped down on
her hands and knees. “It is,” she
whispered. “I can see something un-
der there.”

“Don’t talk so loud!” 1 inched my
way ahead and parted the clump of
bushes. “Maity,” | cried, sprawling.
“1 knew you were here!”

She seemed to wake with a start.
She lay on her back and her eyelids
drooped, but there was a lump inside
her jaw. “Go ‘'way,” she drawled
sleepily. “How | gonna get any rest,
you come botherin’ me this way?”

“We'll be quiet,” Trudy said.

“No, you won't, neither. You is
both wiggletails.”

“I'm not.” 1 said.
on eight, Maity.”

She looked at me dourly.
tattles, though.”

“No. | don't. I promise.”

“Well, then.” With a sudden impish
grimace she reached behind her for
a stalk of sugar cane. “Here a knife

“1'm seven going

“You

— gwan, cut your finger, now. Don't
matter to me.”

“But you like us, though.” Trudy
bent forward hopefully. “You like us
the best of any, don’'t you. Maity?”

“1 just worked for you the longest,
is all. Too long.” Her pigtails were
tightly braided and her nostrils eager-
ly rounded. “Some of these days |
aim to quit altogether,” she said.

I nicked my thumb with the knife,
but I was ashamed to cry out. “You

mean, vou're going to work for Mis’
W addell?”
“Mis’ Waddell!” she mimicked.

“Gage, you is so dumb. Gimme that
knife— here—" She examined my fin-
ger, which had not bled, cut two
chunks of cane for us and. flipping
the knife over her shoulder, began to
put on her shoes. “Come on, | might
as well take yawl home. You ain't
goin’ no other way.”

mmediately | forgot any threat the

day might hold, either here in her
world or in ours. There was the new
house going up on the corner, and
though we already knew that strangers
had bought it, we were not afraid to
pick up some nails and offer them
humbly to Maity. While the workmen
stared she ambled past, her short
skirts switching from side to side and
her eyes gleaming bright as a black-
bird's . . .

“Well, Maity?” My mother spread
out her cards. On hot summer days
they played bridge in the mornings—
she and the neighbors wearing thin-
nest cotton and nibbling fruit from a
bowl on the table. “1 see you finally
got here,” my mother said with a
wasted attempt at sarcasm.

Looking as if she were about to
burst into laughter, Maity nodded. “I1
wasn’'t hardly able,” she said.

My mother tried to frown. “Mr.
Sibley thinks | should dock you when
you're late.”

“Do he?”

The other three women bent over
the table and gazed steadily down at
the cards. “If it happens again.” my
mother said, “I'm afraid | won't need
you any more. Now. run along, all of
you,” she finished mildly. “Scat!”

Even Ella, our cook, lost ~patience
with Maity, and Joseph, the iceman,
when he thundered down the street,
swept her back with his furious saw-
ing. Yet her boundless spirits re-
vived them too— they laughed at her
capering, heedless ways and nobody
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ever touched her. It was Trudy and
I who were frequently spanked, and
then our exaggerated moaning and
tears brought her quickly to kneel and
console us. “Didn't I know it?” she
would grieve. “Look at that!”

“W-what, Maity?”

She lifted Trudy’'s skirt higher, ex-
posing brief, embroidery-edged draw-

ers and thighs only faintly pink.
“Blister,” said Maity, “size of my
hand.”

“That's enough. Maity,” my mother
called from a nearby window. “You're
being untruthful.”

“No'm | ain't. Miz Sibley!”

“Did you hear me? Run along, now.
Just stay away until I send for you
— if ever.”

We watched her sprightly depart-
ure with howls of protest. Once she
was banished for five whole days, and
until we found her hiding in a china-
berry tree we thought we had lost her
forever . . . “Maity,” we coaxed, “you
can come back to work now. Mother's
not mad any more.”

“Maybe she ain’t, but I is.”

“Please come down. Maity. Please.”
we begged. “We've got a surprise.”

She thrust her dark-shining face
through the clusters of ocher berries.
“Say which?”

“We've got some candy at our
house.” Trudy promised.

“Go 'way— | has candy of my own.”

This was true, as her slow-moving
jaws gave evidence. | cast about des-
perately for bait. “Well.” I said, “the
new people are moving today.”

“Who told you that?” Hanging by
her knees from a smooth, peeled limb,
she turned a somersault and landed
with a thud. “Is they got children
needs a nurse?”

“Maity—why?” We ran after her,
panting in the hot sun. “What makes
you in such a hurry, all at once?”

Ignoring us. she loped ahead,
straight toward the house on the
corner. It had been painted yellow,
instead of white, and the earth around
it was still ploughed rough and lit-
tered with nails and wood shavings.
A loaded van had indeed stopped be-
fore it. The front door was open, and
two pallid little girls leaned forward
against the porch railing. At the first
sight of Maity. their blue eyes sharp-
ened. “Hyddy!” called the youngest.

M aity came to a halt. Her calico

skirt barely covered her knees
and there were holes in her stockings,
but her white teeth flashed, and | was
torn with an anguish of jealousy.
“Maity works for us,” my sister an-
nounced, “but you can play at our
house if you want to.”

“Hush,” 1 said. Standing safely
away from the van. | glanced across
the street. Already three or four chil-
dren had gathered there, drawn not
so much by the men carrying furniture
as by the fact that Maity had re-
turned. “We'd better not stand around
here.” | said. “Mother won't like it.”

“Gage always is been a coward.” As
she spoke. Maity continued to bewitch
the two small strangers, who were not
more than four and seven. They hung
forward, staring, while she leaped
into the air and deftly caught a bee
between her palms. “You want to
hold it. Trudy?”

Shaking her head, my sister drew

back. “Les’ go home, Maity.”
“Yes,” came a voice unexpectedly
loud; and. whirling, we faced the new

owner and his wife. They had come up
behind us without a sound, and 1 felt
some difference even then, though 1
could not have said what it was. Mrs.
Hardin, | remember, had elaborate,
reddish curls and a mouth very thin
and drooping. Her husband wore a
suit with broad white stripes, his hat
(Continued on page 98)
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was tilted at a rakish angle and he
walked with an aggressive kind of
swagger. “You kids run along home.”
he said. “We're moving in. here.”

“Wait a minute.” His wife glanced
toward the porch and back at Maity.
“Are you looking for work?” she asked
in a high, nasal voice.

A coldness went through me. Maity
stood there blinking, as if caught in
some spell, for their eyes were so pale

and insistent. “Well. I has a place
now.” she said at last. “I nurses.”
“For us.” Trudy clutched her hand.

“Don't you. Maity?”

Mr. Hardin suddenly frowned.
“We're not trying to hire you away,”
he said. “My wife just asked you.”

“We're strangers here,” she put in.
“We came from the Delta, where
there was always plenty of help. If
you hear of anybody.” she added, “you
tell them we pay extra well.”

Before Maity could answer, they
had turned and walked away. The
children, though, were edging across
the yard, and now Maity pretended
not to see them. “I tell you what les’
do. Gage. Les’' us build a fire in your
little cookstove. We could fry us some
potatoes, if Ella’'ll give us one. We
can set it right out in the back yard,
and eat off your tea set. Trudy.”

You can see from this last what
a child she was— how ripe to he won,
more for change and excitement than
any money the Hardins could offer.
Besides, as my mother reminded us
when they hired her away, Maity was
proud and fiercely independent. She
could not bear to feel owned, and we
had claimed her for so long that it
was as much our fault as the Hardins’.
“We’'ll go right on being friendly with
them.” my mother insisted. “After
all. they are neighbors.”

“Still, it was an underhand thing
to do.” Mrs. Miller said. “They're
very strange people. | wonder where
they came from?”

“The Delta.,” Trudy remembered.
All the other children were playing
across the street, but my sister and
I were still deeply jealous of Maitv's
new charges. We sat together on the
steps of our porch and watched them
with bitter interest. “They lived in

the Delta.” Trudy repeated faintly.
My mother laughed. “Who told you
that?”
“She did— Mrs. Hardin.” | said,

half turning. In that moment | had a
swift, revealing glimpse of my mother
and her friends, who were plainly
doubtful of the Hardins' account of
their origins.

“Not that claiming to come from the
Delta means a thing.” Mrs. Waddell
said, very low. “There are all kinds
of people, everywhere.”

“But if they're going to make trou-
ble—"

“Gage?” My mother leaned for-
ward. “You and Trudy run along
now. Get your Irish Coasters, if you

don’t want to play with the other chil-
dren.” she said, and as we trailed
away: “It will be all right. we'll
just have to try a little harder . . .”

Tooking back. I can see what an effort

J it must have been. There was
no way of sharing with people like
the Hardins. and none of us under-
stood them. But through the smoky
fall days Mrs. Hardin was included in
the neighborhood gatherings. The
women sent trays when her children
were ill. and even my father, on his
way home from town, stopped to greet
Mr. Hardin in passing. “Lawn’s com-
ing along nicely,” he would say, and
lift his hat to Mrs. Hardin. “Fine soil
out here.”

“Well, maybe so.” she would whine,
“but it's not like the Delta. Now, on
my father’'s place—"

Her husband, coatless and perspir-
ing. threw her a mocking glance.
There was something cruel about his
mouth, and my father's eyes grew
thoughtful. “How's Maity coming
along?” he asked. “Mischievous as
ever?”

“Don’'t get me started!” Mr. Hardin
pulled the head from a wild daisy.
“That little Nig— if it wasn't for my
children. I'd have her arrested.”

In the act of replacing his hat. my
father stood motionless. “How’s that?”

“1'd have her arrested,” Mr. Hardin

repeated loudly.
“Ah. well." My father's smile was
chilling. “She’'s young, you know.

We're all very fond of Maity,” he said,
and Trudy and I. who had run to

meet him. looked at each other.
“1 don't like Mr. Hardin.” Trudy
said that night at supper. “1 don’t

like Mrs. Hardin either.”

“That will be enough,” my mother
said sternly. “If | ever again hear
you say such a thing— !”

you just
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She invited them to her Christmas
eggnog party— she even had gifts for
the two Hardin children, who came
empty-handed and stayed so long that
I was ready to cry when they left.
Only one thing consoled me for that
ruined afternoon— we had a full stock-
ing to take down the street to Maity's.
“Santa Claus left this for you,” my

sister said after a long, breathless
pause. “He put it right under our
tree!”

“Say he did?” Her eyes were black

and lustrous as tar. but she put out a
diffident hand. “How come him to do
that?” She grinned. “1 ain't workin’
for yawl now.”

“1 guess he forgot.” Trudy said. She
sucked in her lower lip and swallowed.

“Did he leave one at Mis’ Hardin's
house too?”
“Sho\” Maity answered, but I did

not believe her. Through the half-
opened door of her house I could see
a low fire. AIll the people around it
were quiet. They seemed to be wait-

ing for us to leave, and as Maity
shifted her weight I felt them closing
us out more than ever before. 1 put

out my hand to touch her. “Come on
over to our house, Maity,” | whis-
pered. “Bring your stocking and let's
just play.”

For a moment she seemed strongly

tempted. Then | heard the uneasy
shuffling of feet behind her, and
Maity drew farther inside. “Naw,”
she said suddenly. “This here is
Christmas, Gage! | has my presents
to open.”

“Will you come tonight?” Trudy
asked. “Daddy’'s gonna shoot a lot of
fireworks.”

She rolled her eyes sideways to the
stocking she held. Thrusting up
through the top there was the pack-
age of Red Devils, and she seemed to
hug it closer. “I has my own fire-
crackers,” she said, flashing her beau-
tiful white teeth. “Santa Claus done
left them for me.”

We hurried home then because it
was cold on the porch and dusk was
gathering fast. Once, after dark,
when my father waved a Roman candle
high in the air, I thought I saw her
at the edge of the crowd, her whole
face lighted by the bursting stars,
which dwindled to nothing so quickly.
I remember calling her name aloud,
and how Thelma Hardin answered for

her. without really turning to look.
“Maity’'s at home,” she said. “She
didn't come to work today, and my

papa's awful mad.”

remember shamelessly hoping that

Maity had left them for good,
but the holidays passed without any
sign from her. Sometimes | would see
her on the Hardins' front porch, a
brown coat without buttons drawn
over her chest and her nostrils round
and stiffened. Mrs. Hardin preferred
to keep her there, the two doughy
children forever in tow. since Thelma,
the oldest, had been sick with a cold
and Mina was too young for school.
Once to attract us Maity stood on her
head, but even if we'd felt easy on
the sky-blue porch, there was always
the danger that Mr. Hardin might
come home and send us rudely scat-
tering as before. “They just don't
know any better,” the women said
softly. “You can't hold it against
them, poor things.”

“All the same, they've kept Maity.”

“Maybe she's afraid of them.”

“Oh. for heaven’'s sake!” My moth-
er gave a startled laugh. “Maity?
She'll quit one of these bright days,
you wait and see. Mary Sue will have
her turn yet.”

Swapping paper dolls in our room
across the hall, my sister and | lis-
tened closely. We heard Mrs. Waddell
laugh and agree, but some nameless
fear had been planted by then. In
spite of Maity's antics, we felt vague-
ly threatened, especially when the
Hardins raised their voices. “Maity?”
Mr. Hardin shouted one bitter-cold
day. “Come back on this porch! If 1
have to tell you one more time— !”

Maybe she felt safe with us watch-
ing. 1 don't know. Maybe she de-
lighted in annoying the Hardins, or it
may have been that she just couldn’t
help it, being young and alive as she
was But the days slipped into
weeks and suddenly it was February,
and the unpaved streets lumped with
icy mud. Thick, sooty smoke bellowed
up from the chimneys, but the cold
ran needles through your flesh; and
even Ella, our cook, was frequently
late, or did not come to work at all.
We ate from trays held close to the
fire. We had just finished breakfast
that Saturday morning when there was
a high, piercing scream, and the thin
globe of warmth broke around us.

“What's that?” My father sprang
up from his chair. “Good Lord—
what's happened?”

(Continued on page 103)



I HOWTO GET BID OF
pickup THAT TIRED FEELIAG

Without moving out of your own home, you can give yourself

all the relaxing, revivifying effects of a winter vacation. It’s easy

by Dolly Reed

Try the sun lamp trickfor a rosy, healthy look

Special sunlight bulbs will fit in
the sockets of your regular lamps.
Use two for over-all sunning, less
danger of burning. Read directions
carefully, then set each bulb about
four feet from the floor and four
to five feet on each side of you.
Begin with a ten-minute exposure,
lengthen time slowly, following
directions. Don’'tforget dark glasses
if you want to read as you tan

Comfortable feet mean a happier face

Put your feet up every time you get a chance. Use Roll arch over acola bottle to stim-
a big hassock or a chair that's the same height ulate circulation and relax muscles.
as the one you're sitting on. Wonderfully restful Almost as good as walking in sand

Rest is the best beauty treatment

Sleep well, look pretty in an elasti- Lie down on your ironing board, its large end on
cized cap that holds your hair in the floor, small end propped on the bed. Relax for
place. No need for pins and curlers fifteen minutes and you’ll feel like a new woman

STEPHEN COLHOUN

Splash hot, then cold water on feet.
Then massage with cream or lotion,
thumbs over, fingers under arch

Turn electric blankets on before
bedtime. A cozy, warm bed will
help you sleep like a relaxed infant
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WHAT CHANCE

has marriage when a woman doctor

sacrifices lovefor duty?

To Maggie, medicine was a calling, and
marriage too costly a deat>our. But what
woman, even a doctor, really believes that
—when the man she loves has left her?
Don't miss this fascinating book-length
novel by Alice Lent Covert, complete in

January Redbook!

BABIES, USED FOR BLACKMAIL!

Here is Redbook’s grim, incredible story of the paternity suit racket...
how unmarried mothers work it... and how science can now clear at
least fifty-five percent of the men who are falsely accused.

"YOU CAN CHANGE THE WORLD!"

Do you, one individual, feel helpless to make this a better life? Then
read Andre Fontaine’s inspiring story of the Christophers —people of
all faiths and circumstances —who, led by Father Keller, are really
doing things to create a better world!

DID MOTHER KNOW BEST?

Mary was sure, very sure, she would marry Johnny —until her parents,
but mostly her mother, insisted “You Can Do Better,” in Redbook’s
dramatic short story of this title by Gertrude Schweitzer.

THOSE BUSY LITTLE BOYS IN BLUE

Is there a small boy in your home? Don’t miss Redbook’s story of the
Cub Scouts —for one out of every three American boys now joins them
sometime during his age of eligibility, from 8 to 11.

TOO YOUNG TO DIE!

Accidents, most of them preventable, kill and cripple more babies,
children and young people under 35 than any disease. Let Hardy Burt
tell you why... and what you can do to eliminate them!

DON'T BE AFRAID OF CREDIT!

Buying goods and services “the easy way” is quite safe... if you heed
Redbook’s tips on how to be a good credit risk.

HOW TO0O

Dry skin often feels tight and sensitive,
looks rough and scaly. But ivith gentle care

you can keep it soft, smooth and comfortable

Wash with soap and water once
aday ...but apply suds only with
your fingertips, using a gentle
rotary motion. Harsh scrubbing
with a washcloth will irritate your

skin and won't get it any cleaner

Rinse thoroughly with lukewarm
water .. .then blot dry. Never use
cold water on dry skin. It will tight-
en your pores and prevent natural
oil from reaching the surface and

doing its part of the lubricating job
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MONEY!

ITS EASY-ITS FUN

Use cleansing cream at least once
a day .. .being careful to choose a
type that is marked for dry skins,
gg Liquefying cream is not for you.

Apply your cream on cotton satu- EXCLUS|VE GREET'NG CARDS

rated with skin lotion. Tissue gently
High Quality Cards that Cost so little

in Carefully Planned Assortments

Here's a delightful, easy way to make lots of money
in spare time, and you'll enjoy every minute of it!
Just show samples to your friends, neighbors, and
other folks, and take orders for nationally-known
Wallace Brown Greeting Cards, Gift Wrappings,

Skin lotion helps prevent large Stayionery, and Gift Items. You don't need ex-
. . perience because the assortments are so beautiful

pores and saggy lines . . . but pat it and such big values, they sell themselves. You've
on with cotton very gently after never seen anything to equal the Barrel-of-Fun
) ) Assortment of laugh-packed greeting cards for
removing cream. The lotion should Birthdays, Get-Well, Anniversaries, and other oc-
tingle pleasantly but not be strong casions— and the exciting, new “ Feature” All-
. . . Occasion Assortment— as well as the sensational

enough to give a burning sensation new Parasols & Pinafores Personal Notes. These

are only 3 of the many popular dollar sellers
with up to 50c profit for you! And so many
others— gorgeous Easter Assortment, Little
Folks, Corsage Assortment—PLUS lovely fast-
selling Everyday Items like brand new Bouquet
Letter-Ettes, Floral Stationery, Napkins, Chil-
dren’s Books, and many other novelties and
specialties that will bring you still more money!

Make $50— $100 and More in Your Spare
Time For Yourself or Your Organization!
Thousands of women all over America say this is the
easiest selling line of all. When you see the actual samples
you'll see why. And our beautifully illustrated FREE
booklet describing the entire money-making Wallace

Brown Line for 1952 will bring you even more profits!

SEND NO MONEY FOR 3 ACTUAL ASSORTMENTS!

Simply fill out and mail Coupon below—now. Get
three assortments entirely on approval to start you
off: Yes, we'll send you Barrel-of-Fun, “Feature”
All-Occasion, and Parasols & Pinafores—and every-
thing else you need to start making money every day

Night cream is indispensable the year ‘round. So hurry—mail the Coupon now!

WALLACE BROWN, INC.
but it can do its work in twenty 225 Fifth Ave., Dept. G-6, New York 10, N. Y.
minutes. Pat on generously with a WALLACE BROWN, INC.
flutter motion, using full length of 225 Fifth Ave., Dept. G-6. New York 10, N. Y.
fingers. This gentle tapping helps Please send me the 3 Box Assortments entirely on approval, and

include the FREE Illustrated Booklet on “Making Money with

melt cream, makes it work faster B
Wallace Brown.

Here you see only a

small part of the Name.
Wallace Brown line of

many popular, low-

priced Assortments of

Greeting Cards for all Address.
occasions— plus gift

wrappings, stationery,

personal notes, and

gift items. City..
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Captain Lewis L. Millett
M edal ofHonor 11

W hile personally leading his Infantry company in an attack on a
strongly held position near Soam-Ni, Korea, Captain Millett noted that
his 1st Platoon was pinned down by heavy enemy fire. Ordering another
platoon to the rescue, he placed
himself at the head of both groups.
Then, in the traditional Infantry
spirit, he led a fixed bayonet assault
up the fire-swept hill. Captain Mil-
lett charged into the enemy posi-
tions, bayoneting two of his foes,
then shouting encouragement to his
troops continued throwing grenades, and clubbing and bayoneting the
enemy. Inspired by his example, the attacking unit routed the enemy,
who fled in wild disorder.

“It's an uphill struggle,” says Captain Millett, “to build a working
peace. Unfortunately, the only argument aggressors respect is strength.
But we are fortunate that we've learned this lesson in time to build up
our strength.

“You can help build our strength—the defense-line of peace—by buy-
ing more and more United States Defense Bonds. Every Bond you buy is
adeclaration to the world—especially to would-be aggressors—that Amer-
ica is not relaxing. We aim to insure peace.

“ 1 think a secure peace is worth working for. If you think so, too, you
can’'t make a better investment for peace than to buy Defense Bonds!

Remember that when you're buying
bonds for national defense, you're also
building a personal reserve of cash sav-
ings. Remember, too, that if you don't
save regularly, you generally don't save
at all. Money you take home usually

is money spent. So sign up today in
the Payroll Savings Plan where you
work, or the Bond-A-Month Plan where
you bank. For your country’s security,
and your own, buy United States
Defense Bonds now!

Peace is for the strong...

B uy U.S.Defense Bonds now!

The X1 8. Government does not pay lor this advertisement. It is donated by this publication
in cooperation with the Advertising Council and the Magazine Publishers of America.

HOWTO
CORRECT

DRY

1HIVIK

It is lack of stimulation and lubrication that

makes your hair dull and dry. But this simple

treatment gives you a healthy scalp, shining locks

Massage, using the balls of your fin-
gers, up from the neck, around hair
line, across top of head. This speeds
circulation, loosens dry, flaky scalp

Part hair, rub cream into scalp
and along hairs. Massage well. This
helps clean scalp as cleansing cream
does your face. Shampoo, then set

Let hair finish drying naturally

. . don’t sit under a dryer. Brush
into shape and pat on creamy lotion
that leaves locks soft and pliable

Brush hard, but don’t scrape scalp,
taking up locks of hair and rolling
bristles into each section. Then
pull hard with a flick of the wrist



(Continued from page 98)

“Oh. | was afraid—!” Before my
mother had quite finished speaking,
it came again—a scream so shattering
that my own heart stopped and Trudy
flung her hands to her ears. “It's com-
ing from the Hardins’, Tom—"

“That's impossible!”

“No. listen.” said my mother in a
slow, numbed way. “Somebody’'s—
being whipped.”

We sat there too stunned to move.
The crescendo of shrieks thinned out
to a wail, and suddenly my father
leaped toward the window and began
to jerk at the catch. “George!” he
shouted to Mr. Waddell next door.
“What on earth is wrong?”

"Seems to be some trouble at the
Hardins'!”

“Wait a minute—I'm going too .. .”

The front door slammed behind
him. Now the screaming had ceased,
but up and down the street we could
hear other windows and doors open-
ing. My mother paced nervously back
and forth and. huddled unnoticed by
the open window, my sister and | saw
a blighting thing, one that | have never
forgot. We saw Maity dart from the
house on the corner, one thin arm
lifted to shield her face, and her shoul-
ders hunched down in the child’s
brown coat, as curved as an old, old
woman’s. “Get back from the win-
dow!” my mother cried, but it was too
late then—it was already too late, and
even Mr. Hardin must have known
it. ..

obody had him arrested or asked
him to move. But from the day he

choice for the Hardins. The neigh-
bors avoided them as if they had been
leprous. Men walked on the opposite
side of the street, and in the early
spring months when the violets
bloomed, my mother and her friends
turned their backs to the house where

Mrs. Hardin and her children sat
waiting. “It was her fault too,” Mrs.
Miller said after they'd gone. “She

was a disagreeable, ignorant woman.”

“Yes,” said my mother, “1 know.”
She was featherstitching lace on a
nainsook slip for Trudy, and she kept
dropping it and sighing. "The trouble
is, we must all take the blame.”

“Oh. Catherine.” Mrs. Drew ar-
gued. “nobody could have been more
patient than you. Maity teas'a trial.
But.” she added bitterly, “that didn't
excuse Mr. Hardin for what he did.
He should have been horsewhipped
himself!”

“I'll never forget the last time 1
saw her—” My mother moved her
chair and looked down on the yard,
where Trudy and | were sitting.
“Gage?” she asked. “What's the mat-
ter now? Can't you and Trudy find
anything better to do?”

I stood up at once, for | knew
what my mother was going to tell and
I did not want to listen . . .

She had sent me. alone, to get
Maity one day. and | had gone with
some hope that | might find her in a
tree or under the pomegranate bushes.
But it was still raw and cold outside.
A mangy dog lay growling near the
steps— there was no other sign of life
—and standing alone on the splintery

porch, | shivered in my thick winter
coat. “Maitv?” | called, knocking.
“Maity!”

The door quietly opened and she
stepped out. “You lookin' for me,
Gage?”

“Yes,” | said, and then 1 lost my

voice for a moment. If she had looked
sullen or angry, it might have been
different. But she stood in the door-
way, as grave as a woman, with her
skirt barely reaching her knees.
“Mother wants to see you, please,
Maity,” | said.

MAKElxtra M oney

with CHILDREN'S
WEAR

Introduce mothers to adorably- slyled
long-wearing dresses —including fa-
mous Dan River Ginghams .
T-shirts, separates, mix-and-match

and

styles, playwear, nightwear for Chil-

dren, school and

re-school a%es.
Huge selectlon A

LOW PRIC

VvV Rushyour name for Big
LI L L Display, sent absolutely
FREE. See how easy it is to make
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dren’s dresses withoutone penny cost

in just spare time. Write today.
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MAKE POTTERY AT HOME
Famous ceramist Shows You How

Now—famous ceramist Kay Hunt personally shows you
how to make beautiful bowls, vases, lamps, etc. at home!

OHIO

New. easy home course Inclides over 70 photos and dia-

grams. Teaches you to shape, model, and glaze amazing
new clay—and fire It to everlasting hardness in a few
minutes, right in your own oven! Anyone can learn. Send
only S1.00—satisfaction guaranteed or money back!

Ettl Studios, Inc., Dept. 106
213 West 58th St, New York 19, N. Y.

America’s Finest
Newest

NURSERY CATALOG m

84 illustrated pages from America's Largest Direct-
To-You Nursery—over 1000 guaranteed selections. _
Send post card now. n

INTER-STATE
1912 E. ST.

GIANT
PETUNIAS

WAVED and RUFFLED MIXED

4" to 5" blooms in gorgeous solid
and variegated colors, deeplv frin-
ged, beautifully veined. Send only
10c for (150 seed) regular CATALOG"®
50c packet and Big Seed, E D E E
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NURSERIES -
HAMBURG, IOWA 9

R. H. SHUMWAY Seedsman, Dept. 658 Rockford, TiTinois
whipped Maity there was no other

SHORTHAND in
Weeks at Home

no symbol-
Easy to learn: easy to write and transcribe. Low cost.
100,000 taught by mail. For business and Civil Service
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ROSE BOOK 3 3 3

New 48-page catalog in FULL COLOR—j
shows hundreds of famous roses and peren-
nials—all guaranteed to live and bloom in
your garden. Planting hints—many money-
saving offers. Write for your free copy today!

JACKSON & PERKINS CO.
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39 Bose Lane, Newark, NEW YORK
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“All right. Tell her. as soon as |
changes my dress.”

In the shadows behind her a loose
board creaked, and | began to back
toward the steps. “Well—thank you.”
| stammered. “You won't forget, will
you. Maity?”

She shook her head. There was
something familiar in her level black
eyes—a measuring look | bad seen
before in the eyes of all the other,
older people who had looked at me
out of the darkness of this house.

“You better run on home now.” she
said. “Your mama be waitin’.”
Hurt and bewildered. I ran. 1 re-

member thinking that Maity wouldn't
come at all. but a few minutes later
she walked through our kitchen, an
apron hanging down beneath her

coat. “Thev sent for me.” she told
Ella.

*\onder in the bedroom.” The oven
door banged. "I'm proud to see you

lookin’ so well. Maity.”

“Yes'm.” came the expressionless
answer. That was the way she spoke
to my mother too—standing in the
bedroom with her arms at her sides,
as still as a black marble statue.
“Yes'm?” she asked, respectfully wait-
ing.

"Maity, | wanted to talk to you.”
my mother began, flushing. “1 wanted
to tell you that those people— across
the street—are moving away.”

"1 heard they was. Miz Sibley.”

“And we are glad of it, Maity.
They were never our kind.”

Maity's mouth opened and closed
without a sound.

“1 thought maybe you'd like to
come back to us.” my mother said in
a voice which belied the faintest hope.
“You know how the children miss
you.”

"\es'm.” Maity answered steadily.

Trudy and | pushed farther against
the wall. My mother's head had slow--
ly drooped—she sat as if accused by
the silence in the room, and her hands
were clasped together. "Or Mrs. Wad-
dell would be glad to have you with
her children.” she said. “Any of the
neighbors would.”

“Yes'm.” Maity drew in her breath
and swallowed. Then, witli her index
fingers bent, she flicked at the corners
of her eyes. "l thank you. Miz Sib-
ley.” she said at last, "but | decided
to do other work from now on. I'm
gettin' bigger now,” she said, looking
straight past us. “l guess I've out-
growed children.”

My mother seemed to understand
that. From the bow-front dresser she
brought out a package and gave it to
Maity. “It's just a few things | bought
for you.” she said, "a long skirt and
some blouses. You're so small for your
age. 1—1 think it might help. Maity,
no matter what work you find to do.”

“Yes'm. And thank you. Miz Sib-
ley.” Holding the package beneath
her arm. she started past us. "Good-
bye, Gage and Trudy.” she said calm-
ly. “Yawl he good little girls, now.”

I turned my face to the wall. “We
were going to let you hide the Easter
eggs.” | said.

“Naw, Gage—not no more.”

“Maybe you'll come to see us,
though.” Trudy managed with stream-
ing eyes. "Me and Gage are getting
big too . . .”

S ne did not answer, and it was hard

to bear. No matter what people
on the outside may think, we had
tried our best in that time and place,
and it was hard to see Maity leave us.
My sister and | cried all the way to
the corner. We stood across from the
hated yellow house, and the wind was
like a whip against our naked legs,
and we could not make Maity hear us.
In her long, woman's apron she
marched away. the end

Don't overlook dry skin signs

after 25
drying skin

begins to sh ow

| t's noticeable the way skin often
begins to look drier after 25.

At about this age, the natural oil
that keeps skin soft and fresh starts
decreasing.

You need a special replacer to offset
this drying out. Use this special
Pond’s lanolin-rich Dry Skin Cream.

See beloiv how this quick un-drier
works to soften and repair common
dry skin troubles all over your face
and throat—and especially in dry
skin trouble spots.

Flaky, Dry Skin Patches on cheeks
rough up skin, spoil make-up.

To Correct— Work in plentv of Pond’s
Dry Skin Cream nightly. Swirl it from
chin line up in front of ears. This lano-
Jin-rich cream is homogenized to soak
in better. You can feel it softening your
dry skin immediately.

Criss-Cross Lines Under Eyes

themselves into dry, papery skin.
To Smooth—Cream-over the tiny dry
lines nightly with lanolin-rich Pond's
Dyry Skin Cream. Start at outer corners
and tap cream very lightly under eves
toward nose. Feel that dry, papery skin
soak up the cream’s moistness.

print

Start using Pond's Dry Skin Cream
today.

Rich in lanolin, it is homogenized
and has a special softening emulsifier.

At night: work this rich cream in
generously. By day: use lightly as
softening foundation. Get your jar of
Pond’s Dry Skin Cream right away!
98*, 55{f, 31ci, 15p (all plus tax).

The Princess Murat says: " Pond's
Dry Skin Cream isajoy to use. It brings
my skin softening help immediately



Menstruation is natural and
necessary but menstrual suffer-
ing is not. Just take a Midol
tablet, Edna, and go your way in
comfort. Midol brings faster re-
lief from menstrual pain — it
relieves cramps, eases head-
ache and chases the “blues.” -

FREE 24-page book, “What Women Want to
Know," explains menstruation. (Plain wrapper). *
Write Dept. 1-12, Box 280, New York 18,N.Y.

W,

fd n M WITH
All Drugstores
have Midol
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A WEDDING
WAS ADRANGED

Continued from page 37

feminine needs of a ten-year-old.
“Goodness, Daddy,” she had said when
first told the news, “that's kind of per-
fect. isn't it—her being all alone and
needing a family like us!”

Yes. the children worst of all.
were pushing too.

They

\\Tara frowned and slid lower be-
W hind the wheel. He felt sick,
deeply sick. A fine time to ask himself
whether or not he wanted to be mar-
ried again! But it wasn't that— he had
asked himself that a thousand times
before, and Lila herself had been the
answer. He liked her small face with
its fine etching of retreating youth, her
sober, straightforward look, her deep
frown of concentration when she read
or thought, and he liked what she
thought. She had been honest in her at-
traction and hope, yet quite unaggres-
sive in her expression of them. He
had been drawn to her because he felt
happy and comfortable in her com-
pany. because it seemed possible to
love again, in a different way, without
infringing on what he had had with
Ruth . . .

If only he had met her for himself,
and in some other place! If only she
had been his choice, someone he had
seen, approached and wanted. If only
They hadn’t kept saying. “You must
meet Lila Townsend—you two would

be perfect for each other!” If only
They hadn't “fixed” the meeting,
and over his polite protests. And if

only subsequent meetings hadn’'t come
about with that undercurrent of ma-
nipulation. of sly prearrangement that
might so easily, for all he really knew,
have been shared by Lila. For all he
really knew . . .

Hadn't there been a sentimental
slyness on Lila's face last night, as
though she had a joke on him that it
would soon be permissible to reveal?

He turned into the driveway at a
crawl. A thought stark and loathsome
came into his mind and could not
be escaped: He had been the local
“catch,” and the possessive little town
had seen to it that he was caught.

He moved reluctantly from the car
to the house, his tall, solid frame seem-
ing almost to refuse the forward move-
ment. At the sight of the children and
Mrs. Johns's beaming face he actually
flinched, and he passed his hand quick-
ly back over his gray-dark temples to
obscure his inability to smile.

“Daddy’s got things on his mind,”

said Mrs. Johns, perceiving an un-
usual quietness in his manner, and
distracted the children’s attention
from him.

He went heavily up the stairs. Ev-
erything seemed to have been ar-
ranged long ago. with an intricacy
that would thwart any possible means
of escape. There was practically noth-
ing to think about except getting
dressed and delivering their three per-
sons to the church on time. He stood
in the middle of his room a moment,
feeling as though dark walls were
closing about him. He wanted to
strike out with his arms, push away
the circumstances of the moment as if
they were pressing physical weights.
Then, with a sudden shaking of his
head, he moved to his closet and be-
gan to undress. Useless thoughts, he
told himself harshly, useless feelings.
For better or for worse, he was a com-
mitted man. He didn't want to go
through with it but he would. He
must . . .

The church was filling up when he
arrived, urged to earliness by the ex-
cited children. Friends, relatives, all

24x60 in.

RUG PATTERN,
SKEIN OF RUG WOOL, 1.00
POSTPAID

INSTRUCTIONS TO MAKE

117-Newest design for hooking a rug that will add beauty
and originality to your home! Starter Kit contains sturdy 24x60
inch design on imported Burlap, one skein of heavy rug wool
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Skin Sufferer!

For quick relief from itching caused by eczema, pim-
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troubles, use world-famous, cooling, medicated, lig-
uid D. D. D. PRESCRIPTION. Greaseless, stainless.
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the familiar faces wore the same ex-
pression of approving participation.
He found himself hating their smug
smiles, and it seemed to him that they
were not only arriving and taking
their places but advancing on him,
surrounding him. backing him fast to
the wall. He began to feel that lie
could not bear the sight of Lila’'s face
when she too got there. It would be
like the final slam of a great, heavy
door upon his free will.

He shepherded the children into the
lighted, flower-bedecked interior, then
went as unobtrusively as possible to
the vestry. Pete Jenkins, his best man
and lifelong friend, was inclined to
his usual derision in the face of sacred
moments, and it was a relief to Ward

to look into eyes both cynical and
amused.

“Wrell. they've got you hooked at
last. Ward.” Pete grinned.

Why couldn’t he laugh? He felt
Pete’s word choice like a small blow
to the diaphragm. “Yes, yes,” he mut-
tered.

“You look like the sacrificial lamb
in that getup—it's a shame—still, you
couldn’t expect us married men to let
you get away with it forever, you
know!”

“Oh. shut up. Pete.” Ward lifted
his coattails and sat down heavily on
the maroon plush sofa. His lips and
throat were going dry. and his palms
seemed to have inherited all the lost
moisture.

Pete raised brown eyebrows, cocked
his fair, angular head and sat down
beside him. “You know'. Ward, don’t
you. that it's the best thing that ever
happened to anyone—this . . .” He
waved his hand airily to indicate the
proceedings about them.

Ward only just controlled the desire
to drop his head into his hands. From
Pete it came hardest of all.

“There were never two better-suited
people.” Pete went on. his tone low-
ered to naked sentiment.

Ward forced his eyes up. put his
hand briefly on Pete's shoulder. Then
he jumped to his feet and began to
pace about the room. He couldn’t go
through with it. he couldn’t!

Pete watched him a moment, then
shrugged and looked at his watch.
“When they play that—” he listened
frowninglv to the organ music drifting
solemnly in—"it's about time for the
works.” He went to the door and
peeked out. “It's filling up fast.”

A dew of perspiration sprang out on
Ward’'s forehead; he wiped it
away with a violent swipe of liis hand-
kerchief and resumed his pacing.
“There's something special about
this wedding.” Pete mused, as if still
searching for ease between them. “I
guess that's because we all feel we
had a part in it. en? Our own achieve-

ment . . .” He chuckled.

Wrard was glad Pete was not look-
ing his way.

“Well. Lila should be here.” Pete

went on. He looked at his watch
again. “One minute to go.”

Neither of them spoke now. and the
soft love ballad played into a hush
that could be felt even where they
were. After a moment or two it
seemed to gather a quiet intensity like
expectation. Pete opened the door just
a little wider.

Presently he drew back and looked
at his watch. “She’s late.” He smiled.
“Trust Lila not to do the obvious.”

What did Pete mean? It had never
occurred to Ward that Lila could be
considered in any way unpredictable.

“Don’t worry—she'll be here.” Pete
grinned at Ward with paternal reas-
surance. A very faint prickle started
under Ward's collar, a very faint ex-
citement somewhere between his stom-
ach and his chest.



Pete laughed a little to himself.
“They're all craning their necks like
anxious chickens,” he reported after
another peek through the door.

Ward, with a puzzled, incredulous
wrinkling of brow, came and stood
beside him. When five more minutes
had passed, a murmuring became au-
dible from the pews.

“Good heavens,” he muttered. He
ran a finger around his collar to re-
lieve the prickle. The excitement was
no longer faint.

Pete gave him a steadying glance.
“Something's happened.” he whis-
pered. “It was all set for Fred and
Ann Smythe to pick her up, wasn't
it?” Ward nodded mutely and Pete
said, “I'll go call the house.” He
slipped quietly out the door.

As soon as he was alone. Ward al-
lowed himself to name the excitement.
He was still free! Perhaps—why. of
course, of course! Lila had had the
very same feelings he had. Lila had
done what he longed to do. Lila had
pulled out! A tremendous weight
seemed to lift from him. a heavy
blanket removed from about his brain.
Free. Free!

Pete was gone for what seemed a
very long time. When he returned it
was obvious that he was controlling
his emotions with great effort. “No
answer at the house,” he said. “But
Fred and Ann just arrived and said
the house was empty when they
stopped for Lila. No sign of her any-
where, so of course they thought she
had gone on ahead . . .” His voice
trailed off and he looked helplessly at
Ward. “Where can we look for her?”

Ward checked the desire to say,
“Nowhere. Nowhere. Pete! It's no
use looking for her. old man, because
she doesn't want to be found.” He
said, for appeasement, “Ask the old
woman across the street if she saw
Lila start out, if she took the car . ..”

“Miss Wilburton?”

“Yes.”

Pete withdrew. Another full five
minutes must have passed.

There was a frank commotion out-
side now. The organ went on and
on in dirgelike accompaniment that
seemed to Ward as lacking in expec-
tation as himself. A sudden tender-
ness swept over him. Poor darling,
she had gone through a lot of anguish
to do this—shown a lot of courage,
too . . .

In a hesitant trail of mournful peals,
the organ stopped. Pete came back.
“No soap,” he announced. “The old
gal hasn't seen Lila and the garage
doors are closed.” He gripped Ward'’s
arm and gazed at him in concerned
alliance. “Reverend Hall's going to
call it off.” he said. “We'd better get
right over to her house—"

Just then silence fell and a voice
boomed out. Pete and Ward listened
without showing themselves.

“Owing to Miss Lila Townsend’s
failure to appear at this time—the
ceremony is postponed.”

Unfettered curiosity burst out in full
clamor, and Pete grabbed Ward’'s arm
and steered him to the side door. “Go
on to the car,” he said. “I'll explain
and join you . ..”

Ward nodded and left quickly.

ita's house had an air of sudden

3 desertion. The front door was not
locked and all her clothes, except her
familiar brown fur jacket, were still
laid out across the bed for the wed-
ding.

Ward’'s heart gave a great, painful
tug. It was like witnessing the process
of her frenzied thoughts, like look-
ing into her distressed eyes. Darling,
he thought. Darling! Her presence
seemed to stir about him, her absolute
sweetness, her dear mannerisms, her
laughter, the wordless things they had

come to share. Lila. Lila!l Why, she
was everything, everything to him . . .

He pressed his fingers hard against
his temples. How could he have
thought his life could be anything
without her! What on earth had pos-
sessed him! He loved her, he adored
her! She was the very heart of his
existence!

“Buck up, Ward. Look—her purse
is here. She couldn't have gone far
without it. That, and the car’s being
in the garage . . .” In spite of his
uneasy suspicions, Pete's face lighted
up. “Do you suppose she might just
have fainted somewhere? How about
the attic or the cellar?”

Ward looked at him through a haze
of despair, then bounced back into
sudden, determined life. “Anything’s
possible. Come on, let's go!” He'd
find her. he thought; he wouldn't stop

till he did. And then he'd never,
never let her go. He'd shower her
with love. He'd live for her!

“You go up,” said Pete. “I'll go
down.”

There was no trace of her.

“The tool shed,” Ward suggested.

But a thorough search of the house
and grounds turned up no clue.

Neighbors and passers-by stared as
the two men dressed in cutaways came
out on the steps and gazed about help-
lessly. “1 see nothing to do but go
back to the church,” Ward said, “and
if nothing has happened, get the kids
home, change my clothes and take it
from there "

“What in the name of reason could
she have done?” Pete muttered as
Ward drove with reckless speed back
the way they had come.

“Don't you see,” Ward wanted to
shout, “she’s hiding, hiding! That's
what happens when busybodies try to
run other people’s lives!”

“See!” he wanted to yell to the be-
wildered, surprised faces still milling
about outside the church. “Your cute
little plan didn’'t account for human
perversity, did it! A lot of good all
that sticky sentiment now!”

No one there knew anything more.
Homes had been called and searched.
Everyone had questioned everyone he
thought might know something. The
minister made the suggestion of call-
ing the police. “Gee, Dad,” Bob said,
“this is awful.” Janie’s eyes were red.
“Perhaps she's dead. Daddy . .

But the hospital too had been called
by Ann Smythe, and two other hos-
pitals in nearby towns.

They all wondered at the rather
strange expression of the bridegroom,
who seemed more in a hurry than
worried. He left Pete behind to pur-
sue any further development and. aft-
er getting into slacks and jacket, re-
turned to Lila’s house.

H e not know exactly why he had
the impulse to return. He walked
about the empty rooms, thinking.
Who would be likely to hide her?
Ann was her best friend, her matron
of honor—had she been putting on an
act to allay suspicion? Ann. like ev-
eryone else, would be home by now.
He got into the car and drove to the
north end of town. Some children
were playing in the yard, and Fred
was pushing one of them on the
swing. It did not seem possible that
their innocent behavior concealed a
secret. As he jumped out of the car
and went toward Fred, Ann came to
the front door. She was still dressed
for the wedding, her flowered hat
slightly askew. Could he put his sus-
picions to her bluntly? He decided

not to. “Thought you might have
some ideas,” he s”id.

Ann frowned. “Gosh, | haven't,
Ward, that's the trouble. She was so

pepped up this morning. She wanted
(Continued on page 110)
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*Patterns

make for the South...or summer

McCalls

Sparkling white as the crest of a breaker . ..

a sun dress of cotton pique with a deep
crosshatch texture. The four-panel skirt
flares to a lovely shape. The bolero has a

new tab neckline . . . one tab slips through a
buttonhole and both are anchored with buttons
on the jacket. Think of this one made up in

silk or lightweight wool for now in the North

Tropic-sea blue ... combined with
multicolor satin-stripe broadcloth. The skirt,
gathered around from the front panel,

has a quaint panniered look. The neckline,
cut low and square, is tied across the
shoulders with a crisp bow. For winter

party wear, translate this into taffeta

with a band of lace or velvet at the neckline

8789



Sunset-pink and midnight-black ...

in a three-piece outfit with a halter top

to show off a pretty back. The neckline has

a tiny Peter Pan collar that's repeated

on the bolero, which can be made with short or
bracelet-length sleeves. We show it in cotton,
but you might choose printed and solid crepe
for winter and spring in colder climes

Cloud-white and sky-blue ... in stripes
on a sun dress with a low-cut square neck,
bordered by a beautifully mitered collar.

Waist-length jacket of matching blue cotton
has short sleeves cut in one with the

back and fronts. If you live where the
weather reports say “continued cold,”

try this in faille with a velveteen jacket

Back views on last page.

More McCall's patterns on page 108

Buy McCall's patterns at your local store, or order them by mail, prepaid,
from McCall Corporation, Dayton 1. Ohio. Prices and sizes on last page



108

With the wonderfill jacket... fitting the body smoothly
in front, swinging out from the shoulders in back.
The trick is a fitted waist-length lining, free of the back flare,

that keeps the jacket front in order. Skirt is very narrow

Copying the masterly French use of buttons ... set in
an hourglass line to make your waist look minuscule. The buttons
are repeated in close formation on the sleeves. The flared skirt

is cut in four panels, sways gracefully with or without a crinoline

FABRICS BY JUILLIARD
HATS BY CHANDA
PHOTOGRAPHS BY LEOMBRUXO-BODI

Back views on last page. More McCall's patterns on page 112

Buy McCall's patterns at your local store, or order them bv mail, prepaid, from McCall
Corporation, Dayton 1, Ohio. Prices and sizes of patterns are listed on the last page

ePatterns
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make yourself
a Paris suit
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—\\Iith Kaex

Not a shadow of a revealing outline because only Kotex of all leading

napkins gives you ends that are flat and pressed.

Not a doubt—for confidence and peace-of-mind go hand in hand with

the extra absorbency and safety of Kotex .. .proved superior by actual use!
Best of all, this pad is made to stay soft while wearing ... to retain its fit

and comfort for hours and hours. No wonder Kotex is America’s first choice

in napkins . . . always, very personally yours.

More women choose Kotex*

than qU other sanitary napkins

*T. M REG. U. S. PAT. OFF.



SELLS STORY
AFTER 5 WEEKS
OF TRAINING

"After the fifth story-writinn
assignment, one of my feature
stories ‘was published in the
Fort Worth Press. Then Soda
Fountain_Magazine accepted a
feature. By the twelfth assign-

a short story in
— Clouet Carter.
d91i0Secenth St.. A'H'. Wash-
ington, D. V.

How Do You Know
You Can’'t Write?

E you ever tried? R
ave you ever attempted even the least bit of

aiffing, under competent guidance?

O have you been sitting back waiting for the day
to come when you will awaken all of a sudden to the
discovery, "I a writer?” R

If the latter course is the one of your choosing, you
probably never will write. Lawyers must be law clerks.
Doctors” must be internes. Engineers must be drafts-

men.

That is why the Newspaper Institute of America
bases its writing instruction on journalism—continu-
ous writing—the training that has produced so many
successful authors.

Learn to write by writing

Newspaper Institute’'s New York Copy Desk Method
starts and keeps you writing in your own home. You re-
ceive actual assignments. Just asif you were at work_ on
a great metropofitan daily, Your writing Is_ individually
corrected and constructively criticized. Under such sym-
pathetic guidance, you will find that ' Instead of vainly
(ryln? to Co[px some one etse's erlln% tricks! ou_are
rapidly creating your own distinctive, Self-flavored style
—undergoing an experience_that develops your talent. in-
sight. background and confidence as nothing else could
Many potential writers become awestruck by fabulous
stories’ about millionaire authors and. therefore, give
little thought to the S25. S5<1 and Si00 or more that
e earned for material that takes little time
fo write—stories, articles on business, fashions, sewing
and needlework,’ homemaking, sports, decorating, hob-
bies. travel local, and club activities, etc.—things that
can 'easily be turned out in leisure moments.

A chance to test yourself—FREE!

Oour unique erllng Aptitude Test tells whether you
possess the fundamental qualities necessary to successful
writing—acute observation, dramatic instinct, creative
imagination, etc. You'll enioy taking this test. The cou-
pon “wiil bring it free, without obligation. Newspaper 1n-
stitute of America. One Park Ave.. New York Ifi. N. Y.
(Founded 1925)

VETERANS: Course Approved for Veterans' Training.

FPFF NEWSPAPER INSTITUTE OF AMERICA
I 111*™ One Park Avenue. New York 16. N. Y.

Send me. without cost or obligation, your Free Writing
Aptitude Test and_ further information ~about writing for
profit as promised in McCall's, January.

Address.

tate
Xo salesman w
62-A-S02

Copyright 1951 Newspaper Institute of America

KNITTING WOOLS
and RUG VYARNS
Send for FREE Samples

Prompt Mail Service
COLONIAL YARN HOUSE, 1231-E Cherry St., Phila. 7, Po.

city Zon
(ATl correspondence confidel
on you,)

txinia sues
Beautiful Pot Plants 25*

Gorgeous, easy to grow house Postpaid
plants, 3" to 4" flowers, last With big,
for months. Exquisite mixed Seed and
colors. Send only 25¢c for 2; Nursery
50cfor4: S for8. Order now. Book

R. H. SHUMWAY SEEDSMAN
DEPT. 657 ROCKFORD, ILLINOIS

Amazing NewPi™ '-

RESYQU

Send No Money-Pay No Money!
Your choice of Gorgeous' New Dress or
Suit—in your favorite style, size, color,
glven to you for sending orders for only
Dresses for ournel? bors, friends or

your family. That'sall! Notone centto
pay. Everything supplied without cost.
Experience Unnecessary

SAMPLES FREE |

Famous Harford Frocks will send you

big, new StyleLine showingscores of

latest fashions, with actual fabrics,

in dresses—including seperates, mix

& match, convertibles, casuals—cot-

tons, nylons, rayons, others—at sen-
sationslly low money-savingprices.
Alsosuits,sportswear,lingerie, ho-

siery, children’swear. Show styles,
fabrics to neighbors, friends, fam
ily—sendinonly threeorders and

your own dress included WITH-

OUT PAYING ONE CENT.

EARN CASH.TOO ...
upto$7inaDayinSpareTime!

Yegs. Ygucaneambl cashincome-gnlust SpareTime
esides getting a tompleté wardrobe for yourself—
Easy! Mall coupon for complete Style Line TODAY |

irford Frocks, Dept.G-218, Cincinnati25, Ohio

HARFORD FROCKS, Dipt.G-21S. Cincinnati 25, Chio- !
N Please rush me the new HARFORD FROCKS Style !
Line and full details of your offer.
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‘something borrowed.” so she took my
white kid gloves. Only stayed a few
minutes, said she still had things to
do. She looked happy— acted quite
silly for her— you know how calm she
is.”

Ward's brows squeezed together.
“What were these things she had to
do?” His heart hammered uncom-
fortably.

“Well, let's see. | don't think she
said. She'd been to the beauty parlor,
of course, yesterday. She said her
things were packed and ready.”

He nodded. The suitcases had been
there, labeled and ready in the hall.

“She mentioned doing something
with the things in her refrigerator, and
brought me a veal steak that she
thought I could use—"

“Would she be likely to have gone
somewhere with the other stuff?
Whom did she say she'd give it to?”

“Oh. Hilda, the cleaning woman,
I'm sure.”

“May | use the phone?” Just an-
other chance, he thought. But the
cleaning woman told him she had
taken the things the evening before.
She knew nothing more.

“You know,” Ann said, “she did
mention getting some pearls from
someone— ‘something old,” you know.
Now, who was it?”

“Pearls. Yes. she told me that too.
Someone had some beautiful ones .. .”

“But I'm almost certain she got
them the other day. Still, she may
have intended to and not done it . ..”

Ward gripped her shoulder, as if
his urgency could force back her
memory. “Who?” he asked. “Who
was it?”

Ann shook her head and Fred, com-
ing over to them, overheard. “Could
it have been that old lady she's so fond
of down the road?” he asked.

“Mrs. Peden! Yes, Mrs. Peden—
that's who it was! | remember now.
We were just—"

But Ward cut her short. “I'll get
over there. Ann. See you later— and
thanks!”

“Let us know . .

Ward waved and backed crazily out
of the driveway.

M rs.Peden’s house was three houses

down from Lila's. He rang the
bell. There was no answer. Then he
pounded. Mrs. Peden. he remembered,
not only was quite badly crippled
with arthritis, but was extremely hard
of hearing. Perhaps it was the maid's
day off. though wusually there was
someone with her.

He went to the side and pounded,
and then to the back. He tried the
back door, and to his surprise it was
not locked. He went into the dim.
camphor-smelling interior, feeling like
a thief.

“Mrs.
Peden!”

He found her dozing in a little room
off the living room, stretched out on a
wicker chaise in the glassed warmth
from a fading sun. She looked up in
shocked surprise, then pleasure.

“Mr. Tyson! You're a happy man.
I bet!” Her face creased with sly
triumph. “1 always was one who said
you two were ideal. | said. Ideal. Per-
fect match " Her voice was husky
and only just audible.

“Mrs. Peden.” Ward shouted, “have
you seen Lila? Have you seen Lilal”

Peden!” he called. “Mrs.

Mrs. Peden smiled and nodded.
“Lila, yes . .."” she said.
“Did she come here?” He waved

his arms, pointed to his neck. “Pearls.
pearls. Did she come here for your
pearls?”

Mrs. Peden nodded questioningly.
“Yes? The pearls?”

“Did she come here for them?" he
shouted.

“Yes . ..” Mrs. Peden said slowly,
“she came. Wanted something old,
you know.” She smiled fondly.
“Thanked me. the dear thing, kissed
me goodbye.”

“Today? Today?"

“Yes.” Mrs. Peden nodded, her

soft tone unchanging. “Today. All
excited, of course.” She struggled up
and cocked her head. “Why. Mr.
Tyson— what's this all about?” she
asked.

“Lila has disappeared.
ding. Lila’s gone!"

Horror came into the elderly face.
“ls that so? No wedding, eh? Now
what do you suppose . .. ?”

Ward gave his head a brief pound-
ing with his fists, then returned to the
effort. “That's just it. Mrs. Peden.
Can you help me? Tell me what time
she came and what she did and said?"

Mrs. Peden frowned up at the clock

No wed-

on the mantel. “About three, 1'd say,
three o'clock, thereabouts . . .” She
nodded. “Goodness, what did the peo-
ple do? Did the minister .. . ?”

That was just about an hour before
the wedding. “Did you see her go?"
he shouted, cutting her short.

Mrs. Peden considered. “She must
have gone upstairs first. |1 had already

given her the combination of my little
safe in the dressing room.”

Lila, thought Ward, could have
kissed Mrs. Peden to pretend she'd
been going. She could be hiding up-
stairs in that dressing room, holding
out until the search died down, know-
ing that not even Mrs. Peden herself
would suspect. That was it!

Without pausing for explanation or
permission, he turned and dashed for
the hall. As he took the stairs two
at a time, he thought he heard a
faint, thumping sound. Probably Mrs.
Peden calling him back with her
stick . . .

Estimating that the large dark room
at the head of the stairs was the mas-
ter bedroom, and most likely to have
the dressing room, he entered it quick-
ly and looked around. The heavy door
to the left of the bed was probably the
one.

Just as he reached for the handle,
he paused. Whatever he did. if he had
guessed right and she was in there, he
must not embarrass her. “Lila?” He
rapped tentatively on the panel.

At that instant he heard the thump-
ing again, directly in front of him,
and a sound like exhausted weeping.

He reached for the handle— locked!
“Lila— it's me, Ward! It's okay, hon-
ey. I'll get you out.” He knew before
he put the weight of his shoulder

against it that the door wouldn't
yield easily. It meant getting a lock-
smith. He called to her again, but her
words were too muffled to understand.

Suddenly his eye caught the gleam
of an object on the rag rug beneath
him. He stooped. As easy as that... ?

Yes! He shoved the key into the
lock and it turned. He pulled back
the door and Lila, pressed to it, fell
forward into his arms.

“Darling, darling . He held her
close, stroked and comforted her as if
her slender body were a child’s. When
she looked up at him, her face was
white and her eyes dark-circled.
“Thank heavens— thank heavens |
found you!” he murmured.

“1'm all right. Ward. I'll be OK in
a minute— but it was such a stupid
thing to do.”

“No. no. my darling. No. no. it
wasn't!” He raised her chin with his
finger. “Honey— 1 understand. | un-
derstand. The strange and awful
thing is that 1| felt exactly the same
way myself. But it had nothing to do
with you. AIll that matters now is
whether or not | have a chance with
you. darling. Darling, do I. do 1?”

She frowned a little. “1 don’'t under-
stand. | don't know what you're talk-
ing about.”

“I'm just trying to tell you what
your running away did to me. It made

me realize just how much 1 adore
you . ..

“Running away? Ward—1 didn't
run away!” Her eyes were horrified.
“Didn’'t Mrs. Peden explain—1 just
came up to get the pearls— |1 got shut
in—some kind of trick lock . ..” She
pulled away, her shoulders rigid.
“You didn't want to marry me,
Ward?”

“It wasn't that. Lila— I wish I could
explain " In a flash the whole

nightmare was back with him. She
hadn't been hiding. She'd have been
there, except for this accident, accord-

ing to plan! “I thought for sure you'd
felt it. the way we were engineered,
pushed along into the thing. 1 was

positive, when you didn’t turn up. that
you'd felt just the way | did—"

“Pushed. Ward?”

He saw her eyes, just how unex-
pected the thought was to her. but it
was not until he felt the slow, stiff
withdrawal of her person from his
that he came sharply awake in terror.

“But it's meaningless, my darling.
Silly. All wrong!” He gripped her

shoulders. “I1 love you. I love you! 1
wouldn’'t care if they drew up a blue-
print now! | wouldn't care how or

what got us together, so long as it left
us that way!”

She looked at him strangely a mo-
ment. then a peculiar brightness
crossed her face, as if something just
over his shoulder was faintly humor-
ous. “What got us together . . .” she
repeated. “I think I'm beginning to
see. Ward. Funny, | never thought of
it that way before. Come to think of
it. though, they did rather— well—
maneuver you. didn't they?” She
looked at him in amused regretfulness.
“1 didn't mean to trap you, Ward.”

ddenly they were in each other’'s
Sarms again, rocking with laughter,
with understanding, with happiness.

“Poor darling, poor trapped dar-
ling.” Lila said.

“Ah. but what a lovely trap!” Ward
answered reverently.

What good friends he had. he
thought. How lucky he was to have
them. If it hadn't been for their kind-
ness and judgment, he might never
have had Lila. The perfect match,
they had called them; well

“You know, darling.” he said, his

lips against her hair, “1've found out
that people can be wonderfully, won-
derfully right!” the END
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new house, and that won't be finished
for at least six months. | called Mr.
MacDonald this morning. Six months
at the inside, he said. The inside”
He paused, breathing heavily. “So
now what? Exactly what?”

“Well . . ." She spoke in a small
voice. “We might be able to find
another apartment and—"

“In this town? Under a hundred
bucks a month?” He snorted. “And
the whole idea was to save money for
the baby and the new house. Cut down
on rent to save money. Sure!”

“Well . . .” She paused, and he
knew what she was thinking. He
glanced at her face. It seemed a little
tired, though as pretty as ever, with
the gray eyes and the too-straight
nose, the hair that flopped along her
forehead and the mouth that was
bowed in such a way that it was
impossible for her to look angry, no
matter how hard she tried. “We
could.” she said. “We could—"

“You mean we have to.”

“So. all right, Ralph.” She moved
forward, talked at his angry profile.
“We have to live with Mother and Dad
for six months. But they're not ogres,
you know. They're actual human be-
ings. And other people live with their
families.”

“And other people resent it. And
I'm not other people.” He couldn't
seem to explain to her that her family
was not his family.

“Dad asked us to stay there the
minute we put down the deposit on
the house. It was his idea.”

“Sure, and everything that goes on
during the next six months will be his
idea too. In Rita's guesthouse at
least we'd have had our own place,
even if it were only three rooms. But
at your family's—"~

“We’'ll have our own room and the
run of the house.”

He laughed and swung into the curb
beside their frame apartment building.
“1 never thought 1 liked this place.
But now—" He opened the door, felt
Norma’'s hand on his arm and turned
to her fiercely. “All right! So we're
going to live with your family because
now we have to. But I don't like it,
and I'm only doing it because we've
got to save money for the house and

baby. I'm sorry, but your father and
mother get on my nerves. Both of
them, and they always will.”

“1f you'd just try to understand

their ways.”

“Then I might get that way myself.”
He knew it was a cruel thing to say,
but at the moment he didn't care. He
jumped from the car, slammed the
door and climbed the stairs to their
apartment, counting the steps, realiz-
ing there’'d only be a week more of
privacy— and, in a sense, only a week
more of Norma and a week more of
marriage.

T he Ralph Salters moved into the

home of Dr. and Mrs. Joseph Lester
on a Saturday afternoon in early Oc-
tober. They put their few pieces of
furniture in storage (despite Norma’'s
insistence that they could save money
by leaving it in her family's cellar),
because Ralph refused to put himself
under any more obligation than was
absolutely necessary. He recognized
the fact that living with the Lesters
was. from a financial point of view, a
great advantage. Paying them twenty
dollars a week for room and board, he
could easily save a hundred a month,
or six hundred dollars over a period of
six months— which would go a long
way for a young man making sixty-five
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Company.

“Six hundred dollars,” he said to
himself. “Six hundred, six hundred.”
And he kept repeating it all that after-
noon as he unpacked his clothes and
tried to get some feeling of home into
the Lesters’ small guest room. He was
only half-settled when his mother-in-
law appeared in the doorway. She
was a plump, gentle woman with
still-dark hair and a perpetual smile
that had always irritated Ralph be-

cause it was honest and therefore
above criticism.
“We're all having coffee.” Mrs.

Lester beamed. “Joe’s back from the
hospital, and I've made your favorite
hermits.”

Ralph smiled thinly, told her he
couldn’t wait and turned his back on
the still disordered room.

A 11 that week he tried, tried to imi-
tate Mrs. Lester’'s perpetual smile
and to laugh at Dr. Lester’s witticisms.
He tried to pretend that he and Norma
were only visiting for a week; but at
the end of that week the pretense
shattered. It happened on the follow-
ing Saturday afternoon when, at ex-
actly the same hour as on the previous
one, Mrs. Lester popped her head into
his room and said exactly the same
thing she had said the week before:
“We're all having coffee. Joe’'s back
from the hospital and I've made your
favorite hermits.”

“Fine.” Ralph waited for her to go.
brushed his hair and went down the
long winding stairs to the living room.
He realized his hands were trembling
a little and every nerve in his body
seemed to be drawn into a tight knot.
He could no longer pretend they were
here just for a week’s visit, and he
was faced with the abrupt knowledge
that the second week would be no
better than the first because it would
be no different. The pattern was set
and he was caught in it. In the hall-
way, however, he forgot these worries
for a moment as it dawned on him that
this was Saturday afternoon and the
Yale game would be well into the sec-
ond half. He turned, bolted for the
bedroom radio, but was only halfway
up the stairs when Norma appeared
below him.

“Aren’t you coming. Ralph?
all waiting, and— "

“Sure . ..” He turned and trudged
wearily back down the stairs and into
the living room.

The hermits were very good. But
now suddenly Ralph hated hermits,
and was forced to realize that there'd
be hermits every afternoon at five, and
he'd be expected to eat a dozen or so
if he wanted to keep from hurting
Mrs. Lester's feelings. He also real-
ized, munching his fourth cookie, that
for six long months he would have to
sit across the table from Dr. Lester,
call him “Joe,” wincing every time,
and listen to his detailed descriptions
of whatever operation he'd performed
that same morning.

“The delicate part.” Dr. Lester was
saying as he stirred his coffee, “is to
avoid the nerve. The scalpel must be
held in a rather peculiar position be-
tween the thumb and forefinger— "
Whereupon Dr. Lester picked up a
table knife and carefully performed a
delicate operation on a soft hermit,
extracting a raisin with the same rel-
ish he would a gallstone.

Ralph said. “Yes, it's very interest-
ing— Joe.” He glanced at Norma, who
watched him with a frown wrinkling
her forehead. “Well—if you'll excuse
me.” And he went quickly up the
stairs to the bedroom, turned on the
radio and was engrossed in the last
quarter of the Yale game when Norma
entered behind him.

(Continued on page 113)
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“Ralph.”

“Please.” he said, waving a hand.
“Seven to six and three minutes to
play.”

She switched off the radio, stood
defiantly and a trifle wearily before
him. “You'll simply have to make
some concessions. Ralph.”

“l see.”

“If you care anything about me,
why—"

He looked at her slowly. “Whose
side are you on, anyway?”

“Must there be sides. Ralph?”

“Yes,” he said. “I'm afraid there
must.” Then he walked out of the
house, drove his sedan to the nearest
bar and caught the last minute of the
game on television over two glasses of
beer. When he returned, dinner was
on the table. He apologized for being
late, mumbled something about having
gone back to the office and kept his
teeth tightly clenched when Dr. Lester
remarked slyly that his wife must have
put beer in the soup because he could
certainly smell it in the air. “And,”
he said, “who won?”

“Yale. Twelve to seven. The last
minute was—" He finished dinner
quickly and went immediately to the
bedroom. He could hear Norma laugh-
ing with her mother as they did the
dishes. When she finally came up it
was after nine. They sat in the
straight-backed bedroom chairs until
ten. saying little, scanning magazines
and changing the stations on the radio.
“Six hundred bucks,” Ralph said fi-
nally. “Some fellows save it and some
work for it.”

“Ralph—"

“I'm working for it.” He undressed,
slipped into bed and fell asleep while
Norma sat unmoving in her chair,
staring absently out their single win-
dow.

alph Salter never became used

to living with his wife's family.
Every new day he was jarred by Mrs.
Lester's bright smile, by the two fried
eggs that stared at him through round
yellow eyes, by Joe's loud guffaws
over the most stupid of the funny pa-
pers. followed by such witticisms as
“Ham what am!” whenever ham was
served. Occasionally there was orange
marmalade. Then the good doctor
changed his routine. “What—" he
would say gleefully to Ralph— “what
did the chicken say when its mother
laid an orange?”

“1 don't know.” Closing his eyes,
he would poke a fork into the leering
yolks.

“‘Look at the orange mama-laid.’”

Ralph always left while his father-
in-law was still laughing. He had a
second cup of coffee in the drugstore,
trying to stop trembling before going
to the office. He worked hard, and
nearly every day during lunch hour
drove out to the small development
where his home was being constructed.
It was a small enough affair— four
rooms downstairs with two bedrooms
on the second floor. But by the end
of October the basement was still not
finished, and by the end of November
work slowed even further because of
the frozen ground.

“She’ll get going soon,” Mr. Mac-
Donald always assured him. “They
just blossom out. houses do. One day
a house ain't nothing but a hole in the
ground: next day. wham, it's as nice
a little bungalow as you ever laid your
eyes on.” Mr. MacDonald was pudgy
and good-natured. He always laid a
fat hand on Ralph’'s shoulder while
talking. He always said the same
words, so that by mid-January Ralph
had the disturbing thought that they
had never really been said at all but
that Mr. MacDonald had merely been
rehearsing for a scene yet to be played.

He stayed late at the office, came
home as close to dinnertime as pos-
sible in order to avoid Mrs. Lester's
hermits. At dinner there were more
jokes, along with an increasing con-
centration on Norma’s “condition.” as
Mrs. Lester liked to call it. Her hus-
band. being a doctor, liked to describe
all the stages of pregnancy while they
ate. using various vegetables to illus-
trate the changing size of the embryo,
often causing Ralph to feel slightly
nauseated so that he could not eat,
and inevitably making him wish that
Norma was not in this particular
“condition” at all.

Night, however, was always the
most unbearable. No matter how hard
he tried. Ralph could not sit an entire
evening in the Lesters’ living room.
So after the first few days he began
taking Norma to the movies two or
three times a week, and down to the
Gold Ribbon Tavern on the other
nights. Neither Dr. nor Mrs. Lester
approved of drinking, so Norma al-
ways insisted they eat cloves before
returning, and they always lied about
where they'd been.

“But | don't see why,” Norma often
said. “The living room’s big and com-
fortable and—"

“Don’t you see why? Don't you?”
But she did not answer and he did not
explain. For the fact was that as win-
ter went on he grew further and fur-
ther away from her. so that eventually
she did not seem like his wife at all.
Except for those moments at the
movies and the Gold Ribbon, he hard-
ly ever saw her alone. And even in
those moments he found himself re-
senting her more and more, blaming
her for their present situation and re-
lationship. “But,” he always said,
taking a long swallow of beer, “for
six hundred bucks . . .”

“You don't like my family. You
hate them, don’t you?”

“No, | like them. | just don't like
living with them.”

“You hate them, you hate them!”
The baby was only a month away now,
and Norma had become subject to fits
of passion and self-pity. “And you
hate me too. just because they're my
parents.”

“No,” he said. “No, Norma, no. |
love you.” And he took her arm and
supported her home, wishing he be-
lieved in the truth of his own words.

he baby came in early February.

It was a boy and after some hag-
gling was named “Martin” for Ralph’s
father, because he could not bear the
thought of calling his son “Joe” or,
inevitably, “little Joe.” The birth
was an occasion of great consternation
for Mrs. Lester and of loud jovial
humor for her husband. Ralph felt
that he'd had little to do with the baby
personally; and. on the one occasion
that he did manage to see Norma
alone in the hospital room, he dis-
covered that though he'd resented the
continual intrusion of her family,
once alone with her he actually had
nothing to say. He sat on the edge of
Norma’s bed. told her she looked fine,
said the baby looked fine also. “A
little like your father, but he may
grow out of it.”

“Ralph . ..” She was pale and her
eyes were serious. “It won't be long,
Ralph. It's six months in March
and—"

“And so far they haven't even put
on the shingles.”

“Ralph . . "

“Don’t worry.” he told her. “Please
don't worry.” He kissed her and drove
out to the house that had no shingles.
Mr. MacDonald was there. He said
that houses grew suddenly from noth-
ing. He slapped Ralph’'s back and
said, “Wham!”

(Continued on page 115)
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Rita was in the living room when
Ralph Salter returned to the house of
his father-in-law. She looked up and
said, with the familiar touch of ma-
licious good will in her voice, “1 was
telling Mother that the Washington's
Birthday Dance at the country club is
still over two weeks off, so Norma will
be well enough to go.”

“1 suppose so.” He sat down, picked
up a hermit, studied a raisin and put
it down again.

“You'll be Jerry’'s and my guests, of
course,” she added, meaning that
Ralph did not belong to the country
club. He lived with his wife's family,
had got special hospital rates through
the influence of Dr. Lester, and had
bought a small unfinished house that
threatened to remain that way forever.

Rita stood up. “I'm so happy for
you,” she said, smiling. “The new
baby and all.” Then, in the doorway,
“You see, in our guesthouse you'd
never have had all the room you do
here.”

“How right you are,” Ralph said.
“Somehow it just never occurred to
me.” He shut the door after her, then
paced the living room, finally went
down to the Gold Ribbon and stayed
all evening.

Ralph Salter went to the Gold Rib-
bon the next night too. He went every
night, in fact, following his eight-
o'clock visit to the hospital, during
which he was usually accompanied by
Dr. and Mrs. Lester. And he knew,
looking into his frequent glasses of
beer during that week of being reason-
ably alone, that life without Norma
was in some ways more pleasant than
it had been with her. He could keep
away from the Lesters without feeling
that he was hurting Norma, and could
stay there until closing time without
Norma's insisting that they ought to
get home. In fact, when Norma re-
turned from the hospital he felt slight-
ly trapped, because of course he could
not leave her alone at night with the
new baby.

o the week before the Washing-

ton's Birthday Dance was the most
unbearable of the entire six months
that now threatened to lengthen into
a year. Ralph and Norma sat in their
small bedroom and listened to the
radio. They said meaningless things
to each other and heard the guffawing
laugh of Dr. Lester echoing up from
the rooms below.

“Six months.” Ralph said bitterly.
“Just six little months.”

“I'm sorry. Ralph. But if the house
isn’'t finished— "

“And now with the baby we can't
even go to the movies. Can't even go
out for a beer.”

“When we lived in the apartment
you were perfectly happy to sit home
and—"

“And enjoy my own home.” He
stood up and paced restlessly in the
hated room. He paused by the baby’s
crib, stared in at the sleeping child
and said, “Hello. Martin.” But the
child did not seem like his, just as
Norma no longer seemed like his wife.
They were more like encumbrances
that had turned a happy married life
into monotony and drudgery. He
hated himself for feeling as he did,
and he tried very hard not to resent
Norma and her scheme for saving
money. But it was no good. Six
months had been eternity. By the time
the new house was finished another
few months would have passed, and
by then it would be too late. He would
move into the new house after he'd
already lost his wife and child. By
then he'd be ready to pack his bag and
leave— he'd be ready to leave the very
name of Lester and all that was as-
sociated with it far behind.

Norma was watching him, the frown
that was becoming permanent stamped
there between her gray eyes. “You're
not—you're not my husband any long-
er, are you, Ralph? You're not even
Martin’'s father.”

He ignored her. He said. “The
country-club dance is next Wednes-
day.”

“You don't even want—"

“Your mother promised to take care
of the baby so we can go.”

“Ralph . . .

“And me— I'm going to make the
most of it.”

E xactly five days later. Ralph Sal-

ter did his utmost to make the
most of their night away from Dr. Les-
ter's. He drank more than was good
for him and he danced more than he
had in five years. Norma looked quite
beautiful in a white strapless dress.
She also seemed fresh and very young,
as though she'd been away for a long
time and had just returned.

“You're my baby.” he told her. kiss-
ing her fiercely in a dark corner.
“And we're not ever going back to
your father's. We're going to stay
right here and—" He kissed her
again, became conscious of Rita's
black eyes watching him and moved
away, clutching his wife's arm.

It was twelve by then. Norma was
tired; she had not recovered her full
strength as yet. and occasionally went
into the powder room to rest. Ralph
spent those moments at the bar. He
stood beside Rita's husband Jerry, a
lanky, good-humored man who was
not nearly so impressed with his in-
herited money as Rita was. They
toasted each other and Jerry said.
“Sorry about that guesthouse. Ralph.
But you know how Rita is. and— well.
I argued with her. but there wasn't
much | could do about it.”

“Sure. | know.”

“Even so. if 1 were you I'd get out
of the Lesters’ house as soon as |
could. Nice people, but— well, they
manage to run your life without your
even realizing it.”

“They don't run my life.”

“1 said.” Jerry smiled, “without
your even realizing it.” Then he
moved off to dance with Rita, and
Ralph had another drink. He kept
one eye on the powder room, the other
on his watch. It was twelve-thirty and
the dance ended at one. He had
Norma for one half hour more. When
she came out of the powder room he
moved toward her. put his arms
around her. mumbled, “Cinderella.
Cinderella— when the clock strikes
one you disappear. Not even a glass
slipper.”

She clung to him and said. “This is
the way we ought to be together.
Always like this.”

He laughed, realizing abruptly how
very tight he was. and then suddenly
it was one o'clock and they were walk-
ing to the car. driving home through
the snow-filled streets. At the curb
before Dr. Lester’'s house Ralph put
on the brake, slipped an arm over
Norma's shoulders and kissed her
again, feeling as though they were
about to part. He was going off to
war, off to the executioner. He
glanced over her shoulder, saw a light
in Dr. Lester’'s window, and suddenly
he knew with absolute certainty that
he could never go inside that house
again. Not now and not ever again.
“Let's just drive off.” He knew he
was tight, but he said it all the same.
“Let's get the baby and just drive
away and never come back.”

“Silly!” She laughed and opened
the door, stepped out to the sidewalk.
His eyes followed her as she moved
away from him. up the walk toward
the house and the lighted window—

(Continued on page 117)
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and the silhouette of Dr. Lester's face
below the raised curtain. He watched
her open the front door and glance
back toward the car. Behind her was
the living room where she'd crawled
as a mere baby, played as a child,
grown up to a woman. It was her
home but it was not his. It was her
family but it was not his. “So long,
Norma.” He shifted into first. “Thanks
for the dnro and thanks for the Kiss,
and thanks ior the first three years.”
Then he let out the clutch and drove
off through the frozen streets.

T ne following morning the entire

Lester family was in an uproar of
indignation. Ralph had disappeared,
and by eleven no word had been re-
ceived of his whereabouts. A family
conference was held in which various
opinions were expressed. Mrs. Lester
wept and said she'd done everything
she could for Ralph— fixed his eggs
just the way he liked them, made his
favorite hermits every afternoon at
five. Dr. “Joe” remarked that Ralph

drank too much. “Always down at
the Gold Ribbon. No feeling for home
like any ordinary husband.” Rita

smiled her little smile and said that
some people never appreciated the
favors others did for them. And
Norma only sat numbly, remembering
the wonderful night before— Cinder-
ella. Cinderella— trying very hard not
to cry.

Only Jerry had a good word to say,
and only Jerry was capable of any
direct action. He phoned the Jessup
Manufacturing Company but found
it closed for Washington's Birthday.
He informed the police of Ralph’s
disappearance and then, in a flash of
intuition, telephoned the storage house
where Ralph had insisted he and
Norma leave their belongings. He
returned to the family and said, “Well,
one thing we do know. A truck packed
up all the furniture and silver and
stuff this morning.”

NO HIDING PLACE

Continued, from page 23

liked it here with me.” There was
silence for a moment; Alan swallowed
hard. “Daddy,” Denny said then, “do
you s'pose he was scared when it
happened? He did get scared, you
know.”

Alan caught his breath and looked
helplessly at Abby. She turned. “I
guess he was scared a little. Denny,”
she said in her usual pleasant, dry
manner. “You used to get scared
when you'd fall down, remember?”
Denny nodded. “Well, then some-
body'd come along and pick you up
and the fear would go away. That's
how it was with Dick. He fell down
but this time God picked him up.”

Denny drew a deep breath of re-
lief and Abby turned back to her
tray. “Lynn come back with you?”
she asked Alan.

“No, she collapsed,” Alan said with-
out expression. He did not want to
talk about his mother-in-law now.
“The Browns practically carried her
home.”

“1 presume likely.” Abby gave the
words the faintly humorous twist she
always gave to her colloquialisms.
“Well, here's the eggnog.”

“Thanks.” Alan said. He got up
and took the tray from Abby. looking
with troubled eyes at Denny. “Look
here, old-timer,” he said cheerfully,
“how’'d you like to go to camp with
Ken Driver next week?”

Denny brightened. “What's camp
like?” he asked.

“Oh, you ride ponies and go on
hikes and picnics . . .”

“Selling it.” Rita sneered at her
sister. “Your wedding presents too,
I'll bet. Ralph doesn't have any mon-
ey, does he, and in joint property it's
always the first one there who gets it.”

Dr. Lester fumed and Mrs. Lester
cried. Jerry said that if Ralph were
after money he'd certainly try to get
back the three-hundred-dollar deposit
on his house. Accordingly he tele-
phoned Mr. MacDonald.

“Crazy,” Mr. MacDonald said. “I
tell him houses go up, wham! And he
says, ‘All right, 1'll make you a propo-
sition. My money back or else.’”

There was more, but Jerry did not
wait to hear it all. He went back to
the living room, said, “Yes, he was at
the contractor’'s early this morning.”
He heard Rita say, “l told you so.
You'll never get that house now.” He
watched Norma rush upstairs, gave his
wife a withering look and climbed the
stairs, walked down the hall and
knocked on Norma's door.

Exactly two and one half hours later
Norma Salter stepped out of a taxi on
a rutted, unpaved street that had not
yet been named. She paid the driver
and heard him say, “You want me to
wait?”

“No. thank you.” She stood motion-
less, holding the baby in her arms,
holding it close in the February air
while the taxi rattled off down the
unfinished street. Unfinished, she
thought. Everything is wunfinished.
Everything. Then she moved slowly
up the wunshoveled walk, stepping
carefully in the footprints left by the
workmen. She turned the doorknob
and pushed, stepped carefully into
the unplastered hallway. From up-
stairs came the sound of hammering
and a man’'s voice singing. As she
moved toward the living room to her
left, a workman in white overalls
passed; he nodded pleasantly and
continued on up the stairs.

Norma moved on to the living-room
doorway, where she stood motionless,
her eyes moving slowly about the

He broke off as Eve called from
upstairs: “Abby, 1'd like some tea,
please.”

“Coming,” Abby answered. “You
take up the eggnog first,” she said to
Alan, “and try to get her to take some
of it before I bring the tea.”

Alan went up the old-fashioned,
boxed-in back staircase. In their bed-
room Eve was waiting for him, staring
out the big picture window at the sea
that stretched beyond the dunes. She
turned to him and her face was paper-
white against the black hat she still
wore; her eyes were dark and wide
and her soft mouth had thinned into
a tight line. Alan put down the egg-
nog.

“1 asked for tea,” Eve said.

“She's bringing that too.” Alan
went over to her and put an arm
around her. She drew away quietly.

“What is it?” Alan asked. “Oh, 1
know you're worn out, poor sweet,
but .. .”

“Where's Abby?” Eve broke in
fretfully. “1 want her to help me
pack.”

“Pack?” Alan stared at her.

Eve took off her hat and threw it
on the bed. “My head’'s splitting,”

she said, still in that odd, peevish
tone. Alan indicated the eggnog but
she shook her head. “I1'd be sick,”
she said. “Listen, Alan, | have some-

thing to tell you. 1—"

She stopped as Abby came in carry-
ing a tray; Denny tagged at her heels.
He ran to his mother and she bent to
kiss him. Then he turned to his fa-
ther. “Can | honest go to camp,
Daddy?” he asked.

“Camp!” The word came out quiet-
ly but it was sharp as a slap. “No,

room. There was wet plaster on one
of the walls but a fire raged in the
fireplace. The radiators were not yet
connected but an electric heater was
plugged into a wall socket. The floor
was covered with fine white powder
but in the midst of it all was her fur-
niture. The card table stood in a cor-
ner and on it were her china and
silver.

Also, sitting in a worn leather chair
by the window was her husband. He
was in stocking feet and shirtsleeves;
he was smoking a pipe and idly pe-
rusing the morning paper.

“Well . . . Ralph grinned and
stood up. The hammering and sing-
ing grew louder from above, and he
shouted over the racket. “Welcome
home, honey! Maybe it'll be a little
confusing for a while, but you know
how houses are. One day a shambles,
the next—wham!”

“Oh . . .” she said. Then, “Oh,
darling!”

“And you know-that six hundred
bucks we were supposed to save by
living with your family? Well, we
spent every cent of it going to the
movies and drinking beer in the Gold
Ribbon.” For a moment he scowled,
but his face brightened again as he
moved toward her. “Stay home and
save money, | always say. Or just—
stay home.” He kissed her lightly
then, feeling that she was fresh and
very young as she'd been the night
before. Then he laid the baby care-
fully on the sofa, tickled its chin and
said softly, “Hi, Martin, I'm your
daddy.” He turned back to Norma
and was busily making quite a point
of welcoming his wife to their new life
and their new home when the work-
man passed the doorway, paused and
whistled shrilly.

Norma started, but Ralph only held
her closer. “Better get used to him,
honey, because he may be around here
for a long time.” Then, starting the
kiss again, he added, “But the main
thing is— so will we.” the end

Denny, darling,” Eve said. “You're
not going to any camp. You're going
away with me.”

The child looked bewildered. “But
Daddy told me . . .” he began.

“We'll talk about it later,” Alan
said gently. “You go play with Ken-
neth now.”

“He can’'t play with Kenneth Driver
unless an older person's with them,”
Eve said tensely. “You know how I
feel.”

“I'm old enough,” Abby remarked.
“Come on, lovey.”

She gave Eve one troubled glance,
then led the little boy away. When
she had gone Alan said: “Now, what
is all this, darling?”

“It's hard to tell you,” Eve said
slowly, “though 1| don’'t know why it
should be . I've reason enough to
hate you. | wish to heaven 1 could.”

“Eve!” Alan was now completely
bewildered. “My poor darling.” His
voice grew tender. “You need rest so
badly . . .

“l never want to rest in this house
again,” Eve said.

“You mean you'd like to get away
for a while?” Alan looked relieved.
“That might be a good idea; we could
leave next week.”

“We?” Eve laughed then, and at
the sound Alan shivered. Eve con-
tinued without letting him speak.
“Can you possibly imagine that I'll
ever live again with the man who
killed my son?”

There was silence for the space of
a dozen heartbeats. Alan turned
white. “Eve,” he said finally, “you
don't know what you're saying. You
know I'd never have let Dick go if I'd

(Continued on page 119)
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(Continued from page 117)
thought there was the slightest dan-
ger.”

“1 know | begged you almost on my
knees not to let him go on that boat.
You killed him as surely as if you'd
taken a gun and shot him.”

T here was stark pain in Alan’s eyes

but it was mixed with pity. “My
dear!” he said gently. “No one could
anticipate that sudden squall: there
wasn't any great danger anyway. All
the others were saved; it was just
frightful, tragic bad luck that Dick
should have been lost.”

“He wouldn't have drowned if you'd
kept him on land,” Eve insisted cold-
ly. “1 tell you, you killed him: every
time | look at you. | see you sending
my baby to his death.”

Alan hesitated; he was shaking a
little. His nerves had not been at
their best since the war and his chil-
dren were very close to him. Eve
looked at him impersonally. “cCall
Abby. please.” she said. “I want to
get started.”

“You can’'t make a decision like this
in a hurry,” Alan said desperately.

“1t didn't take long to lose Dick,”
Eve told him.

Alan clenched his hard brown
hands. “Darling,” he said, “you're in
no state to think clearly about any-
thing. When Denny’s in camp we can
talk things over—"

“There's nothing to talk over.” Eve
said wearily, “and you're not sending
Denny away.”

“He can't stay here with three un-
happy adults.” Alan protested. “He’ll
be much better off with other boys,
learning new things—"~

“Like going in boats and canoes. |
suppose?” Eve interrupted.

“Now. look here!” Alan’'s patience
gave way suddenly. “Denny’'s my
child as well as yours and I'm not
going to let you make a sissy out of
liim like poor little Dick. Don’'t you
want the kid to be a man?”

“1 want him to grow up to be one.”
Eve told him.

Alan’'s face was set. “What do you
want to do?” he asked tightly.

“I'm going to Mother’s; | can de-
cide there about the future.”

“You mean she’'ll decide for you,”
Alan said bitterly.

“1f I'd listened to her. Dick would
be here now,” Eve replied.

Alan looked at his wife. “We've
had a great deal.” he said. “Is there
honestly nothing left for you?”

Eve's mouth trembled and she
brushed at her eyes, but her voice
didn't change. “If you mean, don’'t |

still love you.” she said, “the answer

is 1 still do. may | be forgiven! 1

can't root that out. I can't— not yet.”
“But then—"

“W ait!” Eve swallowed, and as she
went on she became more and more
remote. “l can never trust you again.
You killed Dick just so you could
brag about your great big manly son
— the poor baby! No, wait. I tell you!
You'd do the same to Denny. |
brought Denny into the world. | gave
him a—a heartless person for a fa-
ther. It's my duty to take care of him.
If it weren't for him . .

She paused and moistened her lips
and Alan said: “Yes? |If it weren't
for him?”

“1f it weren't for him 1'd probably
stay,” she answered bitterly. “I'd
know it was a betrayal of Dick and
I'd never forgive you, but still I'd stay
because life without you seems dark,
cold . . . But never mind that. The
fact remains that it's my duty to go
for the child's sake and I— 1 have to
go completely— and that's that. |
never want to see you again.”

“1 see.” Alan’'s voice was icy now.
“Well, I'm going to ask a favor of you.

all the same. | don't want to lose you
and I'm not going to lose Denny if I
can help it. I'm going to pay a call.
If I'm right in what I've been think-
ing. perhaps you'll change your mind.
In memory of— oh. anything you like
to remember— will you promise not to
leave until I come back? I'll be here
by dinnertime.”

Eve hesitated, then she nodded in-
differently. “I'll. promise,” she said,
“but 1 shan't change my mind. And
call Abby anyway, please.”

Abby received the news of Eve's
plans with silent but obvious disap-
proval. “Phone Hinckes to bring over
some luggage from Mother's.” Eve
said. “And pack for yourself too.”

The older woman looked suddenly
haggard. The house had been her
home for ten years; at fifty-five it was
hard to pull up one’s roots. But she
did as Eve asked her.

“Now,” she said when she had
phoned Hinckes, “you’re going to lie
down and take a sedative. Don’'t waste
your breath arguing with me.”

As she talked she helped Eve out
of her dress and into a negligee. Eve.
starting to protest, smiled instead and
hugged her. In a few minutes, tucked
up on the chaise longue, a stiff seda-
tive firmly administered, she relaxed,
and very shortly exhaustion bested her
and she slept.

That arranged. Lynn concentrated
on weeping over the coming marriage.
Since her older daughter had died by
drowning years before, she had cod-
dled Eve until the girl was frightened
of both life and death. She had had a
thoroughly abnormal youth and Abby
had worried for fear she might never
marry. It was a great relief when she
accepted Alan Dyer, a young writer
with private means and a charming
house above the dunes.

Lynn, however, cried until the last
moment, relying on Eve's tender heart
to keep her with her sorrowing moth-
er. For once, though. Eve insisted on
having her own way. Lynn was forced
to give in. and Eve's radiance should
have been ample reward.

The wedding was lovely. It was
held in the garden where an impro-
vised altar had been banked with
roses and lilies. Alan waited for his
bride with a look on his face that, as
Abby remarked later, must have made
every woman there envy Eve. The
ceremony over. Lynn behaved in a
reasonably civilized manner, kissed
Alan and admitted she had always
wanted a son.

“Isn’'t Mother being wonderful?”
Eve asked Alan at the wedding break-
fast.

Alan smiled at her.
guess she is,”

“Why, yes. |
he said vaguely. He
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Hinckes arrived with the trunks at
this point and when he had gone Abby
reluctantly opened one. She caught
her breath. Its contents were light
and evidently it had seemed empty to
Hinckes's giant muscles. Abby fer-
vently wished he had chosen another
one. Just looking into the trunk
stirred pain in her heart. What lay-
in there were the tangible remains of
golden hours, happy days . .. Abby
felt her mind racing inexorably back
to the past. Slowly she parted the
tissue paper on top; there lay Eve's
wedding dress and veil. Abby remem-
bered as if it were yesterday . . .

ve had been a June bride, and to

Abby she seemed the loveliest in
the world. Abby helped at the wed-
ding: she had given up nursing the
year before and now “took charge”
in any emergency, social or otherwise,
for her friends. Lynn Parmenter,
Eve's mother, depended on her al-
ways: it was she who urged Abby to
work for the young couple.

“1'll feel happier if you're there to
take care of the poor child.” she said.
“When | think of giving her up to a
man . . .”

Abby’s lips twitched but she merely
said: “I'd like to go. Since Pa died
and | sold the house | feel as if I'd
slipped my moorings. It's nice of Eve
to want me.”

privately thought Lynn must be going
through a bad time of life and hoped
that she would soon get over it and
be less dreary, but nothing really
mattered except Eve and the life they
were going to share. And that was to
begin almost immediately. The last
toast drunk, the bouquet thrown and
caught by Eve's only close friend.
Joan Evans, they drove off into their
own land of enchantment, looking so
happy that even Lynn smiled. Five
minutes later, however, she rushed
frantically up to Abby and pulled her
into the house.

“Abby!” she exclaimed. “I just
thought—that was airplane luggage in
the car. Eve hid it from me. They're
going to fly and I can’t find Williams
anywhere. You'll have to drive me—
I'll phone the airport to see when the
next plane leaves. They mustn't . . .”

“For pity's sake. Lynn!” Abby be-
gan. “You've still got guests—"~

But Lynn rushed on. “You must
get the car— oh. this is dreadful . . .”

Abby hesitated. She knew Lynn,
knew that if she didn't give in Lynn
would find someone else to drive her,
someone who would take a less chari-
table view of her performance. So
Abby acquiesced, but she didn't pre-
tend to like it. As she backed the car
out of the garage with a look of ex-
asperation on her face. Lynn came
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(Continued from page 119)
running out and climbed in beside
her. Simultaneously a siren shrieked
and a police car drew up at the gate.

“What in tunket?” Abby said.
“1 asked for an escort,” Lynn told

her. “I said it was imperative | reach
Eve before the plane took off. Do
start, Abby! I never saw you so
slowr

Biting back a few terse words, Ab-
by pressed the accelerator down to
the floor. At the airport she firmly dis-
missed the police car. “Don’'t want
this all over town,” she said grimly.
But Lynn didn't hear; she was run-
ning across the field. Abby followed
slowly. Alan and Eve were about to
go aboard their plane and both started
as Lynn’'s voice reached them.

“Mother! What on earth?” Eve
said. “How did you know—"
Lynn grasped Alan’'s arm. “You

mustn’'t fly,” she said breathlessly. “I
can't allow Eve to fly.”

Eve's small bright face grew sad
but Alan pushed her gently toward
the plane. “Get on in,” he said.
“Don’t worry, Lynn, it's perfect flying
weather. You're tired; let Abby take
care of you.”

And he swung aboard the plane,
leaving Lynn in tears. “Nothing is
sacred to young people,” she told
Abby. “not even maternal feeling.”

“There's maternal feeling that's
sacred and there's maternal feeling
that's nonsensical,” Abby told her
bluntly. “For mercy's sake come on
home, Lynn, and try just for once to
pull yourself together.”i

W hen the young people returned

from their honeymoon, however,
Lynn was still hurt. They never no-
ticed it; they were too happy. Alan
wrote and Eve typed his copy and
they explored the Cape in the car,
gay and adoring in a whole new,
magic world.

Alan taught Eve to drive and she
enjoyed it, although she remained a
little nervous. “Suppose the car
should get out of control?” she asked
once.

“Then, my darling,” Alan said, “I
will personally shoot Jack Holden,
who is well paid to keep the thing
serviced.”

He couldn’'t persuade her into or
onto the water, though.

“Oh. no, dearest,” she always an-
swered him. “Please don't ask me
that. It makes me sick just to think
of it.”

So they compromised; Alan went
sailing with friends and when he
swam Eve lay on the beach and ad-
mired him and there was no friction.
Then Lynn got tired of sulking and
came over often. She did object to
Eve's driving but Alan was adamant:
Eve went on driving and Lynn de-
cided to be charming. She liked
Alan, as a matter of fact, and was
proud of the small success his first
novel had brought him. For a while
they got on well.

Then Alan’s mother and father ar-
rived for a visit from California. Pro-
fessor Dyer was a geologist and spent
most of his time wandering around
the countryside hunting specimens,
and Alan was turning out reams of
copy; this threw Lynn, Eve and Mrs.
Dyer together for most of every day.

Madge Dyer was a short, plump,
placid woman who got on beautifully
with Abby and loved Eve, but she and
Lynn had nothing in common. How-
ever, they managed to fill in the time
with small talk and everything was
fine until one morning when they were
all in the garden having eleven o'clock
coffee, and Madge said suddenly:
“Eve, honey, when 1 get home [I'll
send you Alan’s silver mug and spoon
and his first rattle.”
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Eve laughed. “So Alan told you!”
she said. “I was going to tell Mother
today. How'll you like being a
granny, Mom?”

Lynn's look changed and Abby
muttered, “Drat!” under her breath.

“Oh, no!” Lynn said almost im-
ploringly. “Surely not so soon! How
could Alan?”

Madge Dyer grinned, and Abby
said: “1 guess he had some encour-
agement. That's fine, Eve. 1I'll be
glad to take care of a baby again.”

“l1 think it's wonderful,” Madge
chimed in. “ldeal to have your babies
while you're young "

“But the suffering!” Lynn protested.
“And afterward so much care and
worry! Abby, you're a nurse—you
know!”

“l've never seen a mother | didn't
envy,” Abby said flatly. “Don’t you
worry, Eve. Doc Henderson and |1
are pretty good at this sort of thing
if 1 do say so.” She gathered up her
sewing and rose, glancing at Eve's
pale, distressed face. “Help me,” she
said. “My hands are full with this
mending. Bring in the coffee cups.”
In the kitchen she touched Eve's
shoulder. “Your mother has her good
qualities, Lord knows,” she said, “but
she's warped. Look out she doesn't
warp you.”

Eve tried to smile but her eyes
were brimming as she turned away,
and Abby frowned. Going to her
own room that night as she passed
Eve's door she heard her say: “But
your mother’'s not sensitive, Alan.
Mother says there are certain types of

peasants— "
“Well, if you want to know what
I think of your mother— ” he broke in.

Abby quickened her pace; she felt
she didn't care to hear what Alan
thought of Lynn.

<Latterns

The next morning there was an
atmosphere of acute strain preceding
the guests’ departure; Eve was red-
eyed and subdued and the Dyers
seemed ill at ease. Their taxi had
hardly started down the drive when
Lynn put her arm around Eve. “Oh,
baby,” she said, “you come in and
lie down this minute. I'll take care
of you from now on.”

“Which will make everything just
dandy!” Alan said bitterly over a
supplementary breakfast in the
kitchen.

Abby nodded. “There ought to be
a way to hog-tie Lynn,” she said.
“There certainly ought to be a way
to do it.”

In the days that followed, Abby's
patience wore thin at sight of what
she mentally described as “Lynn’s
zany carryings-on.” She arrived
every day bright and early and,
once arrived, took over completely.

“You ought to put your foot down,
Alan,” Abby said one day after a
particularly annoying episode.

Alan shrugged. “Lynn’s a mother.”
he said. “I'm not. How do | know
she isn't right? Maybe Eve shouldn't
go out in the car with me. Maybe she
should be kept in purdah till the in-
fant gets here. If I throw my weight
around and anything goes wrong . . ."”

So he accepted the situation but he
grew nervous and tired, and when he
and Eve began to snap at each other
Abby took a hand.

One day she said to Alan, “I made
an appointment for you to see Doc
Henderson at two o'clock. Talk to
him about Eve. Maybe you'll take
advice from him.”

That evening all were around the
fire in the living room laughing at
the size of the sweater Lynn was
knitting.
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“You insult us!” Alan said. “Do
you think we're going to produce a
midget?”

“Alan, what a frightful idea!” But

Lynn smiled. “lI must be getting
along,” she said. “I'll just get my
baby into bed and then 1I'll be off.”

“Eve's not going to bed until after
the Dan Arden program at eleven-
fifteen,” Alan said with less than
his usual geniality.

“Why not the bedroom radio?”
Lynn looked disturbed.

“It's more comfortable here. Oh,
by the way,” Alan added casually, “1
went to see Henderson today.”

Lynn stiffened. “Something wrong?”

“Yes.” Alan ignored her gasp.
“You're wrong.”
“Oh, Alan—" Eve began.

But he ignored her too. “Hender-
son says the way you keep Eve fuss-
ing about her health is ridiculous and
also very bad for her. He says she
needs to lead a normal life—"

“She is leading a normal life!”

“The heck she is! It's completely
unnatural to be in a continual tizzy
about symptoms,” Alan said heatedly.
“l don't mean to seem unfeeling,
Eve L

“l know.” Eve smiled up at him.
“I'll try to take things easier.”

He took her hand. “Do that, dar-
ling. Have fun. Be fun—you used to
be.”

“And I'm not now?”

“Not much,” he told her frankly.

“Well, I will be again, dear,” she
promised. Then she looked at Lynn
and her face clouded. Lynn was fight-
ing back tears as she put on her coat.

She left with only a murmured good
night but Alan responded cheerfully
and casually. “Come again soon,”
he said. “Just let Abby look after Eve.
It'll take a weight off your mind.”

At this point in Abby’'s reflections
Eve stirred in her sleep, and the
older woman returned to the bleak
present. She shook her head; the
hands of the clock were moving much
faster than she liked. Her own hands
continued to move deftly as she
folded Eve's things into the trunk,
but her thoughts turned back again
to the past...

A fter the night when Alan spoke to

. Lynn it was like old times. Eve
and Alan went for drives, entertained
mildly. There were a lot of young
people nearby and the Dyers were
popular. Their special friends were
Joan and Ron Driver, who lived next
door. Joan was the girl who had
caught Eve's wedding bouquet; Ron
was a reporter who had decided that
the pace of city life was too rapid for
his tastes and had settled on the Cape,
buying into the local paper.

joan was slim and plain and tran-
quil. She had always been as much
of a balance for Eve as Lynn would
permit, and both men got on well also.
Ron, stocky and sandy-haired, hid a
good brain and a great heart under
a thin layer of cynicism; he was al-
ways fun to have around. Between
them and Alan, Eve began to lose
some of her timidity and even to laugh
at herself.

She was worried about her mother,

all the same. “She says she won't
come where she’'s unwelcome,” she told
Abby.

“Well, you can always go over

there,” Abby said practically. “Any-
way, she is welcome as long as she
minds her own business, and she
knows it. She'll be back; she needs
you more'n you need her.”

“That's so sad!” Eve protested.

“Facts are facts, sad or not,” Abby
said, “and that's something Lynn’'s
never learned. Now run along, for
mercy's sake. How | ever work with
everybody underfoot



They were more underfoot than
ever during the next week: Christ-
mas was on the way and the Dyers
and the Drivers were preparing for
it together. Even Lynn forgot her re-
sentment and joined wholeheartedly in
the plans. The old kitchen, large as
it was. strained at the seams.

“She's laying off Eve. but good!”
Alan told Abby with relief.

“1f she just doesn't break out
somewhere else!” Abby said. She
was afflicted with a profound skepti-
cism where Lynn was concerned.

However, all went well until Christ-
mas Eve. when Eve wanted to go to
Watch Night service at St. Mary’'s-by-
the-Sea. “I'm not too tired,” she told
Alan, “and | do want to go because
Christmas is a birthday and we're
having a birthday soon.”

Alan kissed her gently. “Wrap up
warmly, sweetheart,” he said. “It's
starting to snow.”

Abby came into the hall as they

were leaving. Eve looked, she thought,
very much like a Christmas angel in
her white woolly coat with the hood,
which only partially hid her bright
gold hair; she also looked more like a
lovely woman and less like a pretty
girl than she ever had before.

Lynn sighed as the door closed
behind them but she stood quietly
enough beside Abby. looking through
the window after them. The snow
was falling in big lazy flakes and the
porch light made jewelry of the icicles
on the trees. The car started slowly
down the drive. There must have
been an ice patch hidden by the
snow, because suddenly the car
skidded and slewed around in almost
a full turn. Eve slid to one side but
not hard. Lynn, however, ran shriek-
ing onto the porch and Eve jumped
and twisted sharply around as if to
reassure her mother. Just as she
turned, she crumpled helplessly.

Abby rushed past Lynn to the car
and in a matter of seconds she had
Eve in her arms.

D uring the unusually bad winter

weather that followed. Abby was
restless. Generally she liked the cold
months, liked being in a solid house
with fires on the hearths while outside
the sea rolled gray and the storms beat
in alongshore. It was splendid as
long as there was happiness in the
house, but the roar of the surf and
the tear of the big winds team up
badly with fear.

And fear was in the house. Eve's
terrors were back, and stronger than
ever. She was literally in a panic
over her baby. She hadn’t hurt her-
self seriously Christmas Eve and the
moment of danger to the child had
been brief, but the doctor couldn't
absolutely swear it wasn't the skid-
ding that caused the trouble. Lynn
had said a hundred times that Eve
shouldn't ride and there the house-
hold was, with Lynn holding the reins
again. Eve nervy and Alan in a state
of ill-suppressed fury.

Naturally life wasn't miserable all
the time; Eve. nervous or not, was
sweet. Alan was more in love with her
than ever, and Lynn could be de-

lightful if no one crossed her. But
things weren’'t right and everyone but
Lynn felt it.

Alan spent hours at his writing,

but more pages went into the trash
basket than to New York and he was
worried. That was when he first
talked to Abby about it. He came into
the kitchen one afternoon and slumped
at the table, looking moodily out at
the bleak roll of the snow-touched
dunes.

“I've always despised these tempera-
mental ninnies,” he remarked present-
ly, “who can’t write unless the wind’'s
in the east or there's a smell of pine
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or sage brush all around them, but,
by gosh, I'm darn near beginning to
be one myself. Lynn means well. 1
guess

“Maybe,” Abby said drily. She
poured out a cup of tea for him and
put a plate of fresh cookies on the

table. “Does all right for herself,”
she added.
He laughed. “I'm a fool,” he said,

“but | wanted Eve to enjoy the baby.
We're young and— well— happy
He flushed a little and stopped.
“She’ll enjoy the baby when it
gets here,” Abby said gently, “hut
if you eat all those cookies you won't
enjoy my pot roast tonight.”
“Heaven forbid that | should miss
your pot roast.” he answered, eating
three more cookies. “Hang it all,” he
said, returning to his problem, “my
agent. Johnny Meyers, is raising the
roof because I'm not producing and
I don't blame him: it's not fair to him.
Same time. 1 don’'t see myself writing
just when Lynn kindly allows us a
peaceful moment. By golly. I always
thought mother-in-law trouble be-
longed in the comic strips, hut now—"
He stopped again as Eve came into
the kitchen and joined him at the
table. She waved toward the window.
“Joan’s on her way,” she said. “She
just called.”

moment later the door opened and
Joan flew in. “I've got news for
you.” she announced. “We've taken a

boarder.”

“Yeah?” Alan pushed a chair out
for her while Abby brought more
cups and joined them. “What's

wrong, the paper in the red?”

“No. we're still half a jump ahead
of the sheriff.” Joan said. “We took
this hoarder as a favor to your Johnny
Meyers: you know of her— Martha
Lowell.”

“The gal that writes all that lousy
rich, fragrant prose?” Alan asked.

“Right,” Joan replied. “She’'s got
nerves and wanted country and
Johnny thought you and she might

collaborate.” She said this last with
some hesitation and Abby looked up
curiously; she had heard Alan ex-
pound on the subject of hooks written
by what he called “an author with
two heads.” He reacted as she ex-
pected.

“Johnny did that to me?” he all
but howled. “I'll murder the such-
and-such! [I'll cancel my contract—
I'll— listen!” He grew a trifle calmer.
“You go tell Miss Poesy-and-Lavender
Lowell that | have a virulently con-
tagious skin trouble, that I give for-
mal readings of my own copy, that
when the moon is full I arch my back
and bay like a wolf—"

“Tell her yourself!” Joan giggled.
“1 only came to warn you.”

“Well. | think it's a marvelous
idea!” Eve said. “It might get you
out of the rut you're in. Do start

right away, darling; it'll be fun.”

“Fun!” Alan made a face but
Abby’'s keen eyes saw that he was
already looking interested. She
frowned. She wasn't much given to

premonitions but she didn't feel it
was right that Alan should he brought
back to life, as it were, by a woman
other than his wife. She was wary of
rash judgment, however, and decided
not to start worrying until she had met
the newcomer.

This occurred a few days later. It
was one of those days when it is im-
possible to keep a Cape house warm
on more than one side no matter what
fuel is used. The kitchen half had
failed that day at the Dyers’ while
Lynn's house was wholly unlivable,
so she had come for refuge, and they
all were sitting as close to the living-
room fire as they could manage with-

(Continued on page 122)
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(Continued from page 121)
out getting singed. Abby had just
brought in a jug of hot buttered rum
when Joan and Ron arrived with
their guest.

“Qur furnace is bust.” Joan said,
“so we fought our way across.”

“Why. you poor things!” Eve went
to meet them. “Sit down and have a
hot drink . .

During the flurry of settling and
introductions. Abby sat quietly at
one side with her knitting. When
Alan came to Abby the guest beamed.
“So this is the faithful retainer!” she
said.

Abby looked blank but patient:
she was used to outlanders. Then she
saw Ron grinning. “What's a faith-
ful retainer?” she asked him.

“The hired help, my pet.” he told
her.

“Oh,” Abby said. “Well, that's
what | am. but | never heard it called
so fancy before.”

“You are quite right.” Lynn un-
expectedly and rather sharply inter-
posed, “to call Abby faithful. Miss
Lowell. She's been a friend to me
ever since our schooldays.”

Abby’'s needles stopped clicking and
sbe looked across at Lynn, recalling
for the first time in many years the
shy, devoted Lynn of those distant
days; the Lynn who turned to hand-
some, strong Abby whenever her own
strength needed bolstering. For a
second the gray eyes were dim. then
the. dark head bent again over Eve's
new sweater.

When the conversation again be-
came general, however. Abby care-
fully surveyed the newcomer and saw
that she was almost beautiful— slim,
dark and glowing. In spite of that.
Abby looked at her without enthusi-
asm ; she was too sweet over these
“dear people.” too gushilv entranced
with the “drama” and the “wonder”
of the Cape. Abby’s own instinct told
her that Martha Lowell was ruthless
and the type to be a troublemaker,
but she said nothing as she listened to
the talk.

Martha had. it appeared, led a
widely varied and adventurous life and
excelled in all forms of sport.

“1 declare I don’'t see how you ever
found time to write.” Abby said
finally.

“1've got all kinds of energy— nerv-
ous energy.” Martha told her. “Any-
thing 1 make up my mind to do. I do.”

“That's praiseworthy.” Abby ad-
mitted. but her heart was heavy with
what she still acknowledged to her-
self might be a completely groundless
foreshadowing of evil to come.

AS it turned out. Martha adapted

herself well to the ways of the
community and won the liking of her
hosts and their friends. She was on
the go constantly.

“l don't see any signs of those
nerves you said you had.” Abby told
her one day when she had come over
to borrow a recipe for Joan.

“1 keep them for women.” Martha
said, laughing. “Women make me
want to scream. I'm a man's woman.”

Abby nodded indifferently. The
vagaries of Martha's temperament did
not interest her; she merely wished
to knowr whether or not the woman
was going to be of any use to Alan’s
work, and thus indirectly help Eve.
And it turned out that she was.

“I'm sick and tired of turning out
tripe,” she told Alan one morning on
the porch of the Dyer house. “I don't
say I'm any genius, but I have some
flair; you have ideas or haven't
you any right now?”

Abby’'s eyes were cold as she saw
the glance at Eve which accompanied
that last question, but Alan noticed
nothing. “Il've got a book outline

122

blocked,” he said. “The main char-
acters are a self-willed, ruthless
woman and a spoiled fool of a man.
The theme is the value of courage;
for my dough courage is the greatest
of all virtues because it's positive.”

“Meaning which?” Martha asked.

“It's positive obviously because it's
alien to all man’'s impulses and in-
stincts; chastity, temperance, self-con-
trol of any kind— they all depend on
negation. Courage means forcing your
heart, your mind and frequently your
muscles into action from which you
justifiably shrink.”

Martha developed the idea in what
was probably a very professional
fashion but Abby paid her no heed:
she was looking at Eve. whose eyes
were incredulously fixed on Alan,
her mouth held firm with an effort.

Abby bit her lip. She knew that
Alan wasn't thinking of Eve at all
but it seemed to her he ought to be.

Suddenly Eve said, "Is courage
really the quality you admire most,
Alan?”

He turned vaguely, then something
in her tone must have reached him.
“Well. I admire it. darling.” he said.
“1 admire honesty too. Still, when I'd
eaten beans for a week before I dis-
covered you had bought yourself
luster cups with the house money, I
didn't feel as revolted as perhaps |
should have.”

All the trouble left Eve's face then
and Abby was relieved— until she
looked at Martha. Martha's big dark
eyes were fastened on Alan in a look
of speculative appraisal; right then
and there Abby mentally braced her-
self for battle. However, it soon
seemed that she was wasting her en-
ergy. From that day on. Eve seemed
happier than she had for some time,
more rested and relaxed, and the lush
and early spring provided a fitting
background for her mood.

That year the children came back
from the woods with their hands full
of arbutus at a time when, in other
springs, the backlands had not been
fully thawed. April was like June;
the Cape was painted with the rich
colors of ramblers, tulips, daffodils
and hyacinths.

Eve, her tranquil mood wearing thin
with time, was getting jumpy and
tired of waiting. Alan kept coming
into the house from his workroom to
ask: “Are you all right, sweetheart?”
And she would answer, both crossly
and lovingly: “Too darned much so,
darling!”

But it was a nice normal atmosphere
and one of which Abby thoroughly
approved. The book was going well
too, and Alan brought pages in to
Eve every day for her to type. Even
Martha was proving to be no prob-

lem. and Abby lectured herself about
jumping to conclusions. But appar-
ently her speculations had at least
been shared. She and Joan were
talking one day about nothing in par-
ticular when Joan asked suddenly.
“Martha made any passes at Alan?”

“No passes.” Abby answered. “Not
that I've seen, anyway, but she uses
a terrible lot of that energy she’s al-
ways talking about just showing off
with her horseback riding and her golf
and all.”

Having said that much, and not
being gossips, Joan and Abby dropped
the subject. But Abby still thought
about it a good deal.

Then one afternoon toward the end
of the month, the Dyers, the Drivers.
Martha Lowell and Abby were sit-
ting on the Dyers' side porch when
Lynn's car drove up and Hinckes un-
loaded a pile of bundles before he
went away again.

“It's such a beautiful day.” Lynn
said as she joined them. “1 thought
we might have supper at the grill. |
brought all the things.”

The motion was carried unanimous-
ly. with Martha voicing her enthusiasm
more loudly than the rest. “What
fun!” she said gaily. “I like this
place more and more— all I could ask
for now would be a sailboat. What a
day for it! Why haven't you a boat,
Alan?”

"Too much trouble.” Alan said,
and no one outside the family would
ha\e noticed he hesitated before he
answered.

“I'm afraid that's my fault.” Eve

said a little heavily. “1 don't like
sailing.”

Martha shrugged. “You can't help
being a bad sailor.” she said. “It's

just a matter of plain luck that I never
get sick.”

“There's always our boat.” Ron
said quickly. “The Jenny P. Or didn't
I tell you they put her in the water
last week? You can go down there
now. have a sail and be back just in
time to avoid any work and still eat.”

Martha made a face at him. “If
you'd ever tasted my cooking, you'd
be glad to have me miss the work.
But do | have to go alone?” She
stood up. handsome and vital in her
tailored slacks and leaf-green T shirt,
looking from one to another.

Joan shook her head. “Too com-
fortable here,” she said, and Ron
echoed her. “1 wouldn't move if you
paid me.”

“Then how about you. Alan?” Mar-
tha asked, more urgency in her eyes
than her voice.

“Got to think of posterity,” he an-
swered, waving a sheath of manuscript
copy at her.

“I'm doing that for the family right
now,” Eve told him. “Go ahead, darl-
ing; you love to sail.”

So presently the two headed for
the Drivers’ dock and the others sat
on talking a little, listening to the
soft nostalgic murmur of the radio.
Abby thought it one of the pleasant-
est hours she could remember and
was almost sorry when it came time to
go down to the grill. But when they
got there the mood was not broken.
The grill was at the end of the
orchard and Hinckes had, by the time
they arrived, set out table and chairs
and started the fire. Abby sliced
onions and seasoned the steaks while
Lynn made the salad.

“We'd better light the hurricane
lamps.” Lynn said presently. “It's
beginning to get dark.”

R on lit the lamps, which glowed like

torches against the shadows, and
Eve said: “Don't you want a high-
ball, Ron?”

“1I'll wait for Alan.” Ron answered.
“1t makes me feel as if I'd crashed
a.lady’s boudoir to sit drinking coarse,
manly whisky by myself.”

“You'd hate crashing a lady's bou-
doir, | suppose!” Joan said.

“1f 1 did crash one I'd rather she
wasn't a lady, if you know what |
mean.” Ron told her.

“Oh, I know what you mean all
right,” Joan answered. “My family
warned me enough, goodness knows,
but I was young and innocent . "

Eve. drowsy and contented, was
only half-listening to their sparring.
Presently she roused herself. “I'm
starving,” she said. “Let's eat and
keep the sailors’ steaks warm.”

The food was delicious, the scented
dusk and the pale stars enchanting.
After supper Ron played the guitar
and Eve and Joan sang. Suddenly
Lynn jumped up with a cry. shatter-
ing the peaceful mood completely.

“What's wrong?” Abby asked.

“It's half past eight.” Lynn said in
the bell-tolling voice sbe sometimes
affected. “Alan and Martha aren't
back yet.”

“Well, you know how boat people
are.” Eve sounded both amused and
puzzled. “They lose all track of time.”

“But when you're not well "
Lynn began.

“They could be becalmed.” Abby
said shortly. “The breeze died an hour
ago and the Jenny’s engines have al-
ways been tricky.”

W hile she was speaking. Hinckes
came down to clear the table and
Lynn bailed him. “Run back to the
house.*" she told him. “and phone the
Coast Guard station; tell them we
think the Jenny P may have been be-
calmed and her engines failed.”

Hinckes pounded off obediently
and Joan said with restraint: “Lynn.
Martha and Alan swim like fishes and
they can handle a boat, even on a
rough night—"

“Possibly you're right,” Lynn said
coldly. *“/ don't like to have Eve
worried.”

That was too much for either man-
ners or self-control, and everyone,
including Eve, started to laugh. Lynn
turned away from them in hurt si-
lence and began gathering up the re-
mains of the meal.

The phone was ringing as they
reached the house and Lynn took the
call. "That was the Coast Guard.
They found the Jenny P riding at
anchor off Lonesome Cove,” she said
when she'd hung up. “Her engines
are in working order.”

“Oh, fine!” Eve said. “They're
probably ashore collecting their pre-
cious local color.”

“You don’'t think Alan might have
phoned?” Lynn asked.

(Continued on page 124)
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(Continued from page 122)

Eve stared at her and Abby. in spite
of herself, stopped on her way to the
kitchen. For the first time she saw
something appraising in the look Eve
gave her mother.

“He may have remembered that
there is no telephone at the grill.”
Eve said in clipped tones quite un-
like her usual.

Lynn flushed. “Sorry, darling.” she
said. “I'm a silly old mother.”

Eve nodded, smiling, and sudden-
ly she gasped. “Abby!” she said
sharply.

Lynn was beside her in a second and
Abby had to pull her awav forcibly.
She settled Eve on the couch and told
her to watch the clock. Lynn stood
by. clutching her throat.

“You look as if you'd swallowred a
bone.” Abby told her not unkindly.
“Eve's having the baby, you know.
You watch her while I call Doc and
bring down our grips.” She had ar-
ranged to go on day duty at the hos-
pital. She came back in a few min-
utes. “Wait till they're five minutes
apart.” she said, “and then we'll get
going.”

Eve nodded, then smiled as there
were steps on the porch and Alan
rushed in. “Well!” he said. “I'm not
very flattered. | thought there'd be a
little weeping and wringing of hands
over my being so late.”

“Don’'t worry.” Abby said. “We've
had the Coast Guard after you.”

He grinned. “Funny, aren't you?”
he remarked.

He and Martha had gone ashore, he
explained, and Martha, walking ahead,
had come across some children around
a bonfire. One of the girls’ dresses
was afire. By the time Alan had
caught up. Martha had beat out the
flames and her hands were badly
burned. It had taken some time to
return the children to their families
and to get a doctor, who had taken
Martha in his car to the hospital.
Alan had seen her off and then had
got a lift back home.

“And was she plucky!” he said.
“She must have been suffering like I
don’'t know what but never a word out
of her. It was wonderful . . . Eve,
what's the matter?” He had had his
arm about Eve but had just turned to
look at her.

“She’'s going to have a baby.” Abby
said curtly. And she listened with
great satisfaction while Alan swore
at himself for being a blind, insensi-
tive fool.

Half an hour later they were in the
hospital and there everything went
rapidly and well: an eight-pound boy
was born at seven-thirty in the morn-
ing and. as Abby later told Joan.
“Alan looked just as he should have—
wo'se than Eve.”

He saw his wife for five minutes,
manfully admired the baby and an-
nounced that he was going to have
larks’ tongues for breakfast and dance
the rumba with Lynn. As he left. Abby
turned back, smiling, to her patient,
her fine face under the nurse's cap
registering pure joy. Then she so-
bered ; Eve was crying.

“Feeling a little weak, dear?” Abby
asked.

Eve shook her head impatiently.
“No.” she said. “No. it's—oh. Abby.
Abby ... 1 didn't really suffer; 1
didn't suffer at all!”

J ried about her remark. It was pa-
thetic. There was Eve, officially timor-
ous. and there was Martha, completely
intrepid and heroine of the bonfire epi-
sode. And Abby could think of no
way in which to make Eve into a
heroine. Something needed doing,
though. Because of loneliness or half-
unconscious resentment, or both, Alan
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.|.ong after Eve was home Abby wor-

was turning more and more toward
Martha and Abby felt helpless.

Despite human mix-ups, however,
the seasons continued to put on a
show. The harbor was calm as a mill
pond, flowers bloomed with almost
tropical luxuriance and the sunrises
and sunsets were aflame with rare
color.

The baby thrived. He was a beauti-
ful baby. Abby thought; his hair to
her was like a halo and he had a
way of smiling up at her. his huge
eyes wise and understanding

And his coming, of course, changed
the routine of the household, the ma-
jor change being that Lynn moved in
“temporarily.” She was, however, no
longer preoccupied with Eve, except
as the mother of “that precious baby.”
Still, being a mother according to
Lynn's ideas seemed to be about all
one woman could do and live.

Eve not only gave Dickie the rou-
tine care, but at Lynn’s insistence read
books on child development, went to
lectures, played records to train the
infant ear and made designs with

blocks and tied balloons to his crib
to teach him form and color. She had
to “reassure” him by being on hand to
speak to him at frequent intervals. In
short. Lynn gave her endless chores,
all excellent in their way but taken to-
gether they left no time for Eve to be
with her husband.

“1 can stick a record on the phono-
graph.” Abby finally said, “and 1| can
mess around with balloons too. I can
also say ‘hello’ to Dick if he needs
reassuring— which I doubt. Why don’t
you go out and enjoy the summer,
Eve?"

But Eve couldn’t bring herself to do
so. She believed in Lynn, she wanted
to be a good mother and she almost
wore herself out keeping up with her
sense of duty. Alan was shoved out
of the picture.

The answer to that was obvious. He
and Martha were together morning,
noon and as much of the night as con-
vention permitted. At first he asked
Eve to join them but she seldom
would. “You a;.id Martha go ahead.”
she would say. “Don’t let me spoil
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your good times. [I'll be back with
you when Dickie's older; be patient,
darling.”

Alan was patient in that he didn't
make scenes, but the marriage was in
danger and Abby knew it. Lynn, how-
ever, was content: the situation left
Eve and the baby and her alone to-
gether. She wasn’t consciously evil
but she made good use of everything
that came her way. even Kenneth, the
little boy the Drivers adopted. Ken
was the most active two-vear-old Abby
had ever seen, bright and affectionate
and sweet— but busy. He proved to
himself that bees stung, fires burned
and cats scratched if provoked: he
was red-haired with a redhead’s quick
temper and he was completely tire-
less. Everyone loved the child except
Lynn, who regarded him both as a
menace and as a horrible example, and
by using him as the latter she soon
persuaded Eve that anything could
happen to a child who was left to him-
self for two minutes.

And in that manner Dick’s first
summer passed. Eve a slave to Lynn’s
jitters and Alan and Martha growing
closer and closer. Martha, in fact,
didn’'t hesitate to show her infatuation
for Alan whenever the impulse took
her. Even Eve's naturally sweet dis-
position curdled somewhat with the
strain, and she was irritable and easi-
ly moved to tears.

oward midsummer the book was

finished. Lynn. Eve and Abby

were sitting around Dickie's pen
the lawn late that afternoon. Dick
had just found his feet without his
grandmother’s help and the women
were slavishly admiring him when
Alan and Martha ran exuberantly
across the lawn to bring the good news
that the manuscript was in the mail.

“1 think this calls for a celebra-
tion.” Eve said, and if there was a
strain in her voice only Abby was
aware of it. “How about some of that
sparkling Moselle?”

Abby half-rose but Alan said: “Not
for us. We're going to paint the town
red. forget about writing . . .”

“1'll_ go dress.” Martha put in.
“What shall I wear to do you proud?”

They all looked at her; tired as she
probably was, she was glowing. Abby
felt a prick of resentment as she saw
how colorless Eve seemed beside her.

“Wear the aqua.” Alan said. “It
makes you look exotic.” She smiled at
him and went off toward the Drivers’.
“I'll have to dress too.” Alan said.

“Have a good time.” Eve said, and
at something in her voice Alan swung
around toward her.

He flushed. “1 knew you wouldn't
come.” he said.

“1 might have liked the privilege of
refusing.” Eve told him.

He laughed shortly. “I've given you
that plenty of times!” he said. “I'm a
little tired of it; most wives don't have
to be begged to keep their husbands
company.” And without giving her a
chance to answer, he strode into the
house.

“Well!” Lvnn exclaimed furiously.
“Of all the—"

“Oh. hush up!” Eve cut her short
and ran up to the house, leaving her
mother gasping.

Relations were strained for a time
and Abby hoped Lynn would stay
mad. but the situation blew over and
life slipped back into its recent un-
satisfactory pattern again. Abby was
in despair until suddenly Eve decided
to go to the Artists’ Ball in Province-
town and grew as excited as the girl
she used to be over her costume. She
went as a sun-goddess (possibly be-
cause of Alan’s remark about Martha's
being exotic) and she looked wonder-
ful in cloth of gold all aglitter with
paste gems.



And. indeed, when she was dres-ed
to leave. Alan stared at her as if he
had never seen her before. He was
fitted out as a pirate, and they made
such a handsome couple that Martha's
first expression on beholding them
was one of acute annoyance. She
wasn't going because she said mas-
querades bored her. but it was Abby’s
private opinion—publicly expressed to
Joan and Ron—that she was sulking
because Eve had decided to go.

Just as they were starting and
Martha was making herself say ap-
propriate things. Lynn came down-
stairs. “Oh. Eve. darling.” she said.
“I'm sorry, truly I am. but the baby's
sick.™

Eve paled and looked desperately
toward Abby.

“Sick?" Abby said, then caught
sight of the thermometer in Lynn's
hand. “Give me that thing, for mercy's
sake." she ordered. “I'm a nur-e.
in case you've forgotten. Wait here.
Eve.”

She repaired with speed to the
nursery, from which irate roars pres-
ently proceeded. In a few minutes she
was down again. “The baby." she said
tightly, “lias a temperature of ninety-
nine. which means exactly nothing in
a baby. He's teething and will. 1 pre-
sume. go on teething until he gets his
teeth: most hahies do. He's also mad
at being waked up and | don't blame
him. Rut if you're not satisfied that
I know what I'm talking about. I'll
call Doc Henderson, even if he will
think I've lost my mind.”

“Your word's g<»od enough for me.”
Alan said. “So the Kid's not sick.
So we go."

Rut Eve looked at Lynn. “His tem-
perature might go up.” she said un-
certainly.

“If you don't go. | can't." Alan
told her. “It's no fun going stag.” He
sounded oddly young and forlorn and
Eve looked distressed.

“I know!” Martha intervened bright-
ly. “Why don't I go in your place?
Just lend me your headdress and the
belt and collar and jewelry and I*1
fix an evening dress—I don't mind a
bit.**

“There, that solves everything!™
Lynn exclaimed on a long breath of
relief. “Now you don’t have to worry.
Just take off that headdress . . **

Her voice trailed off as Eve looked
at her. There was a pause. Slowly
Eve's eyes traveled from her mother’s
bewildered face to Martha's faintly
triumphant one.

“I'm not lending anything to any-
one.” she said quietly. “I’'m going to
the dance as | planned.”

Alan took her in his arms and kissed
her right in front of everyone, and
Abby restrained herself from giving
some dignified equivalent pf three
rousing cheers.

That ended Martha's brief innings.
The next day Eve told Abby that she
had promised to spend part of every
day with Alan, and shortly afterward
Martha discovered that the country
gave her claustrophobia and returned
to town . . .

bby, roused from her reverie by the
twilight breeze blowing in the

window, turned for a moment from the

half-filled trunk and covered Eve with
a light blanket. She looked down at
the pale face, serene at last in sleep,
and wondered if there were any way-
in which she could help Eve now. Did
Eve. like Abby, ever look back to
those happy days that followed Mar-
tha's departure? Those were the best
days, really. Lynn, at Abby's subtle
in>i-tence. finally returned to her own
home and Eve and Alan and the baby
were alone at last. Things went
smoothly for them until 1911 came,
when Alan was among the first to en-

list. From then until he sailed. Lynn
lost all hold over Eve. and Abby began
to entertain the hope that this state of
affairs might be a permanent one. Eve
followed Alan from camp to camp as
long as he was in the country and by
autumn another bahy was on the wav.
Dennis was born a fortnight I»efore
Alan went overseas and Eve came
home. Fortune, it seemed, was playing
right into Lynn's hands. Alan was
away for five years, and Lynn moved
in with Eve and took full command of
the household.

The situation was not one to put
Abby’s heart at ease, and she h>oked
forward as eagerly as Eve to the day
of Alan’s return. It came, finally, and
stood out in Abby's memory &* one of
the most wonderful she had known.

They were all gathered on the porch
when his taxi drove up and Eve wa- in
his arms the second he opened the
door.

The first few days were idyllic;
Lynn came over seldom and when she
did she was at her best. Alan and the
mws got acquainted and Eve never
left her husband - -ide. Rut soon
clouds gathered. On the fifth day Eve
went shopping and Joan came over
with books for Alan, who wa- in the
kitchen.

“Hey. where's that kid of yours?"
Alan asked. “Come to think of it. 1
haven't seen him since | got hack.”

Abby and Joan exchanged glances.
“Ken’s not allowed to play with your
boys. Alan.” Joan said.

“1 hat?**

“Ken get- into mischief.” Joan told
him tunelessly. “Oh. no!” She laughed
a little as -he saw his expression.
“He’s not vicious; he’s just a boy—
and by gosh—"" her voice sharpened—
“neither Dick nor Denny are!”

Alan's face hardened. “You'll have
to explain that.” he said.

“1 will.” Abby intervened. “I guess
it'- mv duty more than Joan's. Well,
Alar. ...”

And then she told him: The in.vs
were being brought up as Eve had
been-—frightened of their own shad-
ows. They couldn't play with Ken be-
cau-e he wasn't constantly supervised,
had germ-carrying pets and would
rather fight than argue. The boys
were in a fair way of becoming com-
plete sissies.

“Not if I know it."" Alan said.

Rut he was handicapped: the boys
had been woman-ridden for five years.
Eve was sati-fied with her safe pattern
for them and Alan hated to quarrel
with her. Also, the boys themselves
resented his taking over. He had a
little success with Denny, who had
some rebel in him. hut Dick was hope-

less. “Oh. no. Daddy, no’ Please
don’t make me!"™ was his sole reply to
any -ugge-tion of activity other than
that to which he was accu-tomed. In
spite of his every effort. Alan some-
times lost patience with him. which
only made matters worse, and Eve be-
gan to accuse him of being brutal un-
til he himself grew frantic with worry.

When the new day-camp started
ju-t outside of town. Alan put his foot
down: Dick would go. Denny could
wait a year if Eve insisted, but Dick
must be enrolled. Alan was adamant.

The first reports were discouraging:
Dick lacked initiative and could not
get on with the other children. Rut
Alan praised the little fellow’s slight-
est effort and presently he Itegan to
improve verv slightly. Retter still, he
finally tawk some measure of interest
in his own progress. The camp was
planning a boating trip and Dick
wanted badlv to go. but he had to pass
a swimming test fir-t. With this in-
centive he did pass it. and came home
glowing with pride.

“Next week I'm going to learn to
paddle in the big canoe.” he told his
father happily.

“CGdvbd man!” Alan was so pleased
that he wa-n't even irritated by the
lamentations of Eve and Lynn.

Actually, when the day of the boat-
ing trip arrived both mother and
grandmother behaved fairly well. With
Alan and Abby they saw the hoy off
cheerfully on hi- great adventure, and
even they were not (ini worried by the
slight wind that ro-e later in the after-
noon. In fact, it could hardly i~
termed a squall, and in less than half
an hour the campers were back, none
the worse for their ducking. Only
Dick was gone: he was never to learn
to paddle in the big canoe . . .

Abby was through remembering.
She rose stiffly and -aw that Eve's
eyes were opened, looking at the clock.
“Almost seven.” she said quietly.

“You can trust Alan.” Abby said
stoutly, but her heart mi-gave her.

Then the phone rang. Abby handed
the extension to Eve and left the room.
“Oh, Mother!” Eve said. “What?
Why, I don't understand ... of course
I'm coming. He said what'?** There
were quick steps on the stairs and she
looked up to see Alan in the doorway.
“Alan’s here now.” she said. “I’ll call
you later.” She hung up. “Mother
says you called and said 1 wouldn't be
over tonight."

Alan nodded. “I did. Maybe it was
wishful thinking but . .

The words trailed off. as if he were
&\ tired to make an effort. He looked
beaten.

Alan sat on the footreal of Eve'a
chair and closed his eyes for a second.
Then he Ikibked at Eve. “1 went to
see young Knowles today,” he said.
“Knowles is the counselor who wa- in
charge of Dick's group at the day*
camp He wa- taken ill before the
boat trip ... he’s still in the hospital.”
Eve had turned while at the mention
of the camp and of Dick, and Alan
was pale himself. 1lis voice was
pitched low a- if he needed to control
it but he went on steadily: “I asked
him if he was sure it- Dick's going —
wa- an accident.”

“If it was an accident? Have you
lost your mind?"

“He said.” Alan went on. “that it
was; that all signs pointed to Dick's
having had a bad cramp or being
knocked unconscious . . ."

“Alan. | can't stand this." Eve said
de-perately. “Why go over it all . .

“1 don’t like it either.” Alan said
gently, “but I've got to tell you. Eve,
the thing you have to know is that
Knowles- says that even if the Ih%
hadn't been hit or had a cramp, he'd
have drowned, in all probability, any-
way.”

Eve sat up. “That dwosn’t make
sense.” she protested. “If hy?**

“The poor little fellow was a cow-
ard.”" Alan -aid bluntly. “Knowles
said if he’d been around when they
made up the list for the trip he'd have
vetoed Dick’s going: you were ugllt
about that hut for the wrong reasons*

“Go on.” Eve -aid in a thread of
voice.

“Even when Dick pa-sed the swim-
ming test.” Alan continued, “lie wg8
still scared of the water, swam with
his head way back and panicked
and sank if he tHk in a mouthful.
Fear was iml»edded in him like like
-hrapnel; it was festering inside him.
He had no equipment with which to
care for himself."”

ami moaned. Alan touched her
gentlv. “Darling.” he said, “this time H
was an accident but it might »: ca-ily
have been our fault ..

Eve looked at him through sir'-unt
ing eyes. “Rut what are you trying to
say- that | was to blame?"

“We were Uith to blame.” Alan
said. “l was weak and gave in. |Ibii
it’s the lutiire we have to think of.

“What future?" Eve asked dully. |

“There's Denny." Alan said, “and
we may have other children; | certain-
ly hoM* we do. This is a complicated
world we live in; with all the love and
monev in the world, there's still only
one really important gift parent- can
make to their children: the gift of
self-reliance, the ability to protect
themselves."

Eve -hook her head slowly, bewil-
dered. She drew her delicate brows
painfully together. “I'm trying to un-
derstand.” she said. “Really I am.
Rut. oh. Alan, it sounds to me like
leaving hahic- on doorsteps. We hare
to protect them: why. that's what
we're here for."

“We can only supply a secure back-
ground from which they can try their
wings." Alan corrected. “What you’re
talking about is not protection: it’s
just short circuit! Don’t you -ee. Eve?
Denny's got to run risks, our other
children will have to: the everyday
world is full of risks. If you handicap
Denny—don't you see? Next time. |
tell you. Eve—next time we might
have to take the blame.”

There was a long silence. Alan's
shoulders slumped. Ife had done all
he knew how to do. Eve ldvbked out
the we-t window, to the sky bleached
pale by the late sun.

Alan watched her with something
of desperation in his fine, worn face.

(Continued on page 127)

EVE covered her face with her luuuii
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Betsy McCall
goes to awedding

And Betsy was the flower girl! When Aunt Sue and
Uncle George came to tell Betsy's mother they were
going to get married. Aunt Sue asked Betsy very first
thing if she would like to be in the wedding. And of
course Betsy said yes! Her mother got her the pretti-
est dress you ever saw . . . white with ruffles and lace
and a pink sash because all the bridesmaids wore
pink. E\eryone said she looked almost as pretty as
Aunt Sue. They had a special picture taken together for Betsy to keep.
Barbara McCall, Betsy’s cousin, went to the wedding too. She wasn't a
flower girl because Aunt Sue isn't her aunt, but she got a box of wedding

cake to take home. AK*T %lo.N\TN HKTttV ukt% a v% i.K.vrixn
This is Betsy McCall This is Barbara McCall
The dress with fluttering daisies The dress with lace and ruffles
that Barbara wore to the wedding that Betsy wore as a flower girl

The little bouquet

that Betsy carried
This is the extra part of the flower-girl dress.

It goes over the white part for Sunday school

The wedding cake had a bride
The dress with the ruffled petti- and groom standing on top
coat that Betsy wore shopping

BETSY McC.ALL'S 4M> K\K K IK \ WcCALL'S DRESSES
BY JOSEPH I.LOYE AT STORES 0\ PACE ISA

« Coptright 19»] Mi (dll Corporation For dr*ifa< lor = paper doll Until) on Marti) cardboard, .end 10* in IUrap. lo MODLK.N 1HOMI.MAKLK, McCall**. Da)l»n 1, Ohio. In Canada, (do IAuren St. E., Toronto 8. On*.



(Continued from page 125)

She showed nothing of what she was
thinking; her shadowed eyes were
infinitely sad, a little pulse beat in her
throat. Actually, the scene outside the
window was invisible to her; a picture
had come unbidden to her tired mind:
the picture of a little girl standing
by a garden gate, tears running down
her face as she watched a group of
Brownies swinging gaily down the
lane.

As she stood there a pretty, anxious
young woman came running down to
her. “Don't cry, Eve, baby,” she said.
“You wouldn't like an old farm picnic,
all dirty animals and dogs that bite.
You stay here with Mummy. We’'ll
have a party, just you and I.”

And as the vision faded, another
with no apparent relevance took its
place. The same child, grown and
married, was gazing terror-stricken at
a sharp incline in the foothills of the
Adirondacks during her honeymoon.
“l can't climb that,” she gasped. “I'll
wait here.” And a strong voice an-
swered: “What, and miss the view?
I should say not! Don't be scared,
darling Surely you don't think
I'm going to risk losing my wife after
all the trouble I had getting her? |
might not like the next one.” And
their hands and their laughter were
joined as she clambered victoriously
over the dizzy, soaring stretch of rock
before her.

No more pictures then, but for the
first time in a week her mind awoke
sluggishly and functioned, emotions
ebbing for the time being, as she
gravely considered her problem.

After a long time she stirred, smiled
faintly and almost impersonally. Then
she reached for the telephone.

“What are you going to do?” Alan
asked.

“1'm calling Mother,” she said. She
didn't notice Alan's look of defeat as
she dialed. When she got the connec-
tion she said: “Mother, I'm not com-
ing to your place tonight; I'll be over
in a day or two and explain. No, 1
can't talk now . .. I'm tired.”

he hung up on possible protests.

Alan gazed at her silently, as if
he dared not hope. “I've been think-
ing,” she said slowly. “Thinking
about my life— oh, way back. And it
came to me that 1 never had any life
until 1 met you. Not just loving you
and the change marriage made. 1
don’'t mean that . . .”

“What do you mean?” Alan asked
as she paused.

“l1 mean what I said: | literally had
no life. 1 was afraid, always so afraid.
And Mother was afraid. We were like
two refugees— refugees from living—
hiding, dreading . . .”

“Poor sweetheart!” Alan said.

She smiled again, her little remote
ghost of a smile. “lI remembered
that.” she said, “and | wondered if it
would have been like that if my father
had lived, if he wouldn't have helped
me to be stronger.” She shook her
head as if to clear it. “And then |
thought,” she continued, “that Mother
couldn’t bring Father back from the
dead but 1 could keep you with
Denny; that if you had brought me to
life, you and only you could keep me

from . . . hurting Denny, if it's true
that | am hurting him.”
“Eve— " Alan began eagerly, but

she stopped him, one slim hand up-
lifted.

“You see,” she said, “it was quite
true, what | told you this afternoon.
I believed that it was my duty to take
Denny away from you whatever it cost
me, however much it hurt you. But if
you are right, if I am doing to Denny
what Mother did to me—oh, she
didn't mean to— "

“l know that. Eve,” Alan said.

“And | never realized it. It's so
strange,” she said wonderingly, “how
all of a sudden you see when you've
been blind so long. Well—what I'm
trying to say is that if I am hiding
Denny from life and only you can
stop me, then it's my duty to stay with
you.”

“Only your duty?”
shook a little.

“No, I want to. I love you; | told
you that. Only | thought it was my
duty— However, | think— and 1 hate
to think it and it makes me angry with
you and with me— but I have to be-
lieve that you may be right, and if
you are | cannot risk hurting Denny.
And without you | will. Because it's
going to be harder than you have any
idea of for me to change; you can't
break a habit of fear all at once.”
Suddenly her quiet voice broke. “Only
you can help me, Alan,” she said.
“Only you ..

At the agony in her voice Alan’s
eyes filled with tears and he took her
in his arms.

She wept pitifully then but Alan
didn't try to stop her; she needed re-
lease. After a while she pushed him
gently away. She sighed, then smiled.
“Call Abby, dear,” she said. “She’'s
been so miserable.”

When Abby came upstairs she took
one look at Eve and said, “Well. 1
see you've come to your senses. And
about time, too.”

Eve's eyes brimmed again but she
looked at the older woman affection-
ately. “All that packing for nothing,”
she said penitently.

“Work never hurt me ...” Abby be-
gan. then her face suddenly crumpled
and she swayed.

Alan sprang up and caught her.
Eve said: “Oh. she's worn out; she's
worked and taken care of us all and
I worried her so Get her some
brandy, Alan.”

But Abby was herself again. “I
don’'t need to take to drink to show
my pleasure,” she said firmly. “Will
you eat here or downstairs?”

“Downstairs,” Eve said, “with you
and Denny and Alan—all of us to-
gether.”

In the kitchen Denny and Ken were
playing store. “We've made kind of
a mess,” Denny said dubiously.

Abby looked at him and her firm
mouth worked. Then she stooped and
kissed him, a rare demonstration of
affection for her. “It's all right,
lovey,” she said. “As long as it's still
our kitchen, that's all that counts.”

THE

Alan’s voice

MOVING SOON?

To make sure of getting your
McCall's promptly, please send
advance notice of your change of
address directly to us.

At least four weeks before change
takes effect let us know:

1. Date you're moving
2. Old address
New address

If you clip the old mailing label
from your McCall’s and send it in
with your change of .address, that
will help.

Write to McCall's Magazine,
McCall Street. Dayton 1. Ohio.

It's possible to have your mailing
address corrected by filing your new
address with the Post Office, which
in turn will notify us. But if a copy
of the magazine is sent before that
notice reaches us. it means expense
for you in forwarding postage.

Cleaner washes as they come from machine or tub . . .
fresher and sweeter as you take them from the line
softer and fluffier under your iron . . .yes, in

every way FELSO washes everything better.

Sheerest nylons, rugged cottons or heavy
woolens . . . FELSO washes everything better.

White, free-pouring FELSO bubbles into

“just-right” suds, no matter how hard or cold
the water; and FELSO's pleasant fragrance
makes it such a nice product to use.

No matter how often you use FELSO, you’l
find your hands stay soft and smooth.
Use FELSO, too, for easy,

‘“no-wipe” dishwashing.
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“RolleJde”. .. harmony in tonal composition

There is a dealer near you.

TWEEDIE FOOTWEAR CORPORATION
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- JEFFERSON CITY « MISSOURI

Pete, age 12, asks:

How do you keep from going batty
when you are sick and have to stay
in bed? | can sit up some now, but
they ivon't let me get up yet. | get
awfully bored just listening to the
radio or reading.

hether you are in bed for two
days or two months, the secret

RUTH NICHOLS

Do you like to draw and make up
stories? Create a comic strip. Is

of not being bored is—start a projesdap carving and clay modeling fun

One boy started a doll house for
his sister’s birthday. He cut away one
side of a big carton and divided the
box with cardboard partitions to
form four rooms. He papered the
walls, put in cellophane windows,
snipped furniture out of little paper
boxes and used paper clips as faucets
for the sinks.

There are lots of things to do that
just take up time, such as playing
cards, working jigsaw puzzles, carv-
ing things out of soap, cutting masks
out of paper bags, making animals
with pipe cleaners—even doing odd
jobs for Mother, like shelling peas.

But if you want something that
will hold your interest all the time
you are in bed (and maybe after you
get up), start something that you can
work at and think about from one
day to the next—like that doll house.

PRICE LIST OF NEW

for you? Then plan a zoo or circus,
complete wtih cages, tents, hot-dog
stands. Cut up old magazines to make
scrapbooks of jokes, animal pictures,
car models, and so on. Make a stock
of greeting cards for holidays and
birthdays. Make a model airplane.
Put all the family’s snapshots into an
album and write titles.

This is a good time, too, to learn
the Morse code, how to tie knots, how
to play chess — hobbies and games
which will give you pleasure for the
rest of your life.

Here is a good book to read: It's
Fun To Make Things, by Martha
Parkhill and Dorothy Spaeth, pub-
lished by A. S. Barnes & Co., 232
Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y.

by Edna Mitchell Preston and

Beatrice Schenk Be Kegniers

McCALL'S PATTERNS

Patterns. If you find that >ou can't secure them

St.. Dayton or to_the nearest
stated below in stamps or money-order. Branch
Mission Street. San Francisco 5. Cal.:
3. Ga. 201 N. Record Street. Dalias
st.. . Toronto 8, Can ; Park Avenue North Circular Road Eng.
Price
u.s.a. Canada No.  Sizes U.S.A. Canada
8783 12-18 $1.00 $1.00 8811 12-18 1.00 1.00
8784 12-20 1.00 1.00 8817 11-17
8787 12-20 65 75 8830 12-20 35
8788 12-20. 40-46 .50 60 8835 11-17 50 60
8789 10-18 65 75 8841  12-20, 40, 42 50
8790 12-20, 40-46 50 60
8791 12-20. 40, 42 50 60 1676 4. 6. 8 Blue 45 50
8792 12-20 85 85 1677 2. 4. 6, 8 Blue 45
8793 12-20. 40, 42 50 60 1678 6mos., 1.2, 3 Blue .35 40
8794 12-20 85 85 1679 4% -5V 6-7
8795 11-17 50 60 7y2-8% 45 50
8796 11-17 35 40 1680 22", 23" 45 50
8797 12-20 50 60 1681 Blue 35 40
8799 12-20 75 85 1682 Letters 1" to 4"
8810 12-18 1.00 1.00 high 45 .50



Count on Camay to take your skin

tedowst

and into the light of New Loveliness!

declares: "Camay's almost too good to be true!
After | changed to regular care and Camay,

my skin became fresher and clearer so quickly —
I was simply astonished!"

Like this Camay bride, you'll discover that your
First Cake of Camay helps to clear and brighten your skin!

Any girl who has romance and wedded bliss
X \ asher goal won't let dullness cloud the natu-
ral beauty of her complexion and come between
her and her heart’s desire!

Don't let your beauty be veiled in shadows!
Take your skin "out of the shadows” and into the
light of new loveliness with Camay.

A lovelier complexion will soon greet your
eye—if you'll change to regular care—use Camay
and Camay alone. Your skin will be clearer, softer,
with your first cake of Camay.

For complexion or bath, there’s no finer beauty
soap than Camay! Camay’s so gentle! And what
rich, creamy lather Camay gives you! Know the
thrill of seeing your skin come "out of the shad-
ows” and into the light of new loveliness with
Camay, the Soap of Beautiful Women.

Wake your sleeping beauty—head to toes!
The daily Camay Beauty Bath brings you lovelier
arms —lovelier legs—Ilovelier shoulders, too. Your
skin will have that "beautifully cared-for" look all
over. And you'll be touched with Camay'’s flattering
fragrance. Use the big Beauty-Bath Size Camay for

more luxury —more economy!

Ca.may the soap of beautiful women



BROADLOOM
woyen Reversible
for double wear, luxury

Choice of 52 Colors,
Patterns— Any Size

Hundreds of sizes up to 16
feet wide seamless and any
length. Choice of:

Solid Colors Embossed Effects
Tweed Blends Early American
Floral, Leaf Oriental Designs
Tone-on-Tone Dainty Ovals

v Magic

Olson

on Beautiful
Broadloom Rugs
like these!

There is
a Lovely New

Olson R.g

in Your Old Rugs,
and Clothing.

IT'S ALL SO EASY! Write for the Free Olson Rug Catalog
and Decorating Guide in actual colors, that tells how your
worn rugs and clothing are picked up at your door and
shipped at our expense to the Olson Factory, where . . .

By the Scientific Olson Process we sterilize, shred, merge
materials of all kinds—reclaim the valuable wools, etc.,
then picker, bleach, card, comb, spin, re-dye, and weave
lovely, new, deeply-tufted, Two-Sided Broadloom Rugs in
One Week at Savings Too Big to be Missed!

We Guarantee to please you or pay for your materials.
Over 3 million customers. Largest Makers of Rugs Dealing
with the Home. We don’t have agents or sell thru stores.

our 77th year OLSON RUG CO, Chicago, New York, San Francisco
Tear Out and Mail this Coupon or a  Postcard for

"FREE Bujfiug CliMogm /Gu8ab

Direct From

FACTORY-To-You!
Read what decorating
editors and customers
say about these deeply-
tufted, Reversible Rugs
with the thrilling Twist-
Weave beauty and "feel”
of luxury-priced wool
rugs at savings up to

OLSON RUG CO., pept. k-9, Chicago 41,
Sligtsfnear}i Free vour
and without ob- NAME.
ligation, money-
saving Olson
Book of Rugs and
Model ROOMS. TOWN..ooiiuiiiiiieiiie e eeeeeaees State..

Address..



