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Remember me? I’'m the guy who said,
‘I Patrick take thee Kay...”” he said
patiently. Alarm bells rang in Kay’s
ears. “But I haven’t a husband —not
now,” she explained in a small voice



WOMEN

AND
Vi

Most men spend as much time

with other women as they do with

their wives. For most men have

women associates who share

their business hours. Itis a wise

wife who knows that the other

woman needn’t be her rival ...
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BY MARYNIA FARNNAM, M. D,

VERY morning, 50 million American men leave their homes
and wives to go to work. Most of them do so gladly, almost
with eagerness. But for a great many women this separation
is filled with anxiety. For these women, the work itself, its

absorbing qualities, the relationships it cannot avoid engendering
are all sources of danger. They are especially threatened by the
women who work more or less closely with their husbands and
often fear them as rivals who might deprive the wife of her hus.
band’s love. Unless they can understand the realities of work and
these work relationships, they may easily precipitate themselves
and their husbands into destructive and unnecessary misery.
To be able to accept her husband’s work life without anxiety
or resentment, a wife must understand what work means to men
as well as what it doesn’t mean, and what his relations to the
people with whom he works really are. More than this, she must
accept her own part in it and its relation to their mutual life.
In the first place, it is axiomatic that men work. Any man who
doesn’t is universally suspect as either unfortunate or worthless.
The Biblical malediction put upon Adam at the time of the ex-
pulsion from Eden, “In the sweat of thy face shalt thou cat thy
bread,” expresses this feeling that men must work. And so they
must. For their bread, and much else vital to them.
Historically, the male work consisted of foraging and provid-
ing shelter for himself, the female and their mutual offspring.

ILLUSTRATED BY GRAY-O’REILLY

This was appropriately a male function because he was unen-
cumbered by the care of the young which has always been the
woman'’s biologically determined role. Today, those same needs
provide the underlying compulsion to it.

But, now, there are many elaborations on that simple theme
—many expectations men have from work beyond that of phys-
ical protection against cold and hunger. There is first the wish
to surpass those with whon the man finds himself in competi-
tion. From the early days of childhood when brothers and sisters
are the original rivals for parental love and approval, this wish
is an effective motivation for achievement. What was true in
childhood in respect to parental acceptance, in adult life is
transferred to society as a whole, and in particular to those by
whom we feel we can be judged.

The equation which expresses this is: “The better I am, the
more I succeed, the more will I be loved.” To be loved and ac-
cepted is the central goal of all human effort.

WORK also makes it possible for the man to satisfy his drive
to control his life and destiny. This, in turn, has its origins
in a reaction to the early experiences of life which are those of
helplessness and dependency upon the good will and affection of
others, particularly the mother. Even the very small child finds
that helplessness has its hazardous aspects. As the individual
develops, he discovers the value of not having to be dependent
upon others. Pleasures and satisfactions [Turn to page 56]









Clll the moon be wo mone

A brief hello, then goodbye. That was

the way he wanted it—that was the way
it might have been save for a light in

her window seen from a lonely hilltop

BY DONNA GEYER

HE man left the road that wound through the

late dusk and climbed to a hidden rock over-

looking the valley. He dropped his bag and

sat with his back against the rock. The sky

.was that luminous blend of turquoise and
purple that follows a majestic sunset; the trees
and hills stood black against it, and one star shone
fresh near the horizon.

The soft breeze of early evening touched his
cheek so gently, he quivered with rebellion. Before
he looked down to the square of yellow light glow-
ing from a window in the valley, he stiffened him-
self against his longing. But he need not have, for
his well of bitterness was so deep it diluted all other
emotions to traces.

A sudden banner of light flattened itself momen-
tarily along the ground on the opposite side of the
farmhouse. A sharp, quick bark and the slam of a
door slapped the silence, and then all was as it had
been . . .

Young Mark Fuller wondered if the door had
opened to let someone in or out. Probably in.
There were no other noises.

Jenny would be moving about the kitchen now

in that quick, high-breasted way of hers, cleaning
away after supper. He didn’t need to go down to
the window to know how quietly her capable. long-
fingered hands cleared the dishes away; how her
soft brown hair swept back from her forehead; how
her magnificent, talking gray eyes with heavy black
lashes, gift of her Scotch mother, would instantly
draw attention from her face; how her color came
and went with the surge of her emotions, leaving
"her skin the gold-pink of the snow that fell one
winter in the valley when the storm had gotten
mixed somehow with the pink and gold sands of an
Arizona dust storm.

No, he didn't need to go down to see this. but
before the light went out. he would go quietly to
look through the window at this lodestone that had
drawn him. Then as quietly he would go away for
good from his valley, for he loved Jenny Abbey.
He would immerse his bitterness in the sweep and
peace of the valley awhile longer, and then he
would go.

What would she think when he didn’t kiss
her? Then before he knew it she was in his
arms. “He’s back, Moon,” she whispered
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Peace. The word surged at his bitterness, making
it boil up hot within him. like the subterranean
gases which torment the hot blue pools of Yellow-
stone.

A sudden soft snuffing and padding on the twigs
startled him. A white collie stood ghostlike on the
path a dozen feet away, the hairs standing stiffly on
the ridge of his back. a low, liquid grow! trembling
at his throat. As Mark stayed motionless, the dog
started forward, and his growl edged itself with an
anxious whimpering. Suddenly he gave a yelp of
recognition and threw himself on Mark.

Mark grabbed the dog's muzzle with one hand
and stroked him to stifle his whimpering. “Quiet,
Tam! Good boy.”

the hillside to them, and a moment later a girl
in a flowered dirndl dress came into sight on the
path just where the collic had stood. She stopped
short, and her hand flew to her throat. “Mark!”

“Hello, Jenny.” Mark stood up, tall and thin,
the lines of fatigue cut deep at the sides of his
mouth, and held out his hands to her, wondering
what she would think when he didn’t kiss her now,
here in this place where he so often had.

“Oh, Mark! You're home.” She ran into his
arms so naturally that he did kiss her—not gently
as he used to, but violently, swept by the tide of
his unrest.

When he released her, her gray eyes scarched
his face as if this kiss puzzled her. She pushed
aside his bag and sat down with her back to the
rock.

“If it hadn’t been for Tam, I wouldn’t have be-
lieved my eyes. I came up here every day while
you werc gone, and I always pretended you’d be
here waiting. 1'd have thought . . .” She laughed
uneasilv, and held up her hand to pull him down
beside her.

“Every day while you were gone . . . " Three
years. Mark thought about that. Sometimes by
spring the snow lay eight fect deep in the valley.
He threw a stick for Tam and then sat down be-
side her. He hadn’t planned that Jenny would sce
him. but it would make no difference—he wouldn’t
let it. Perhaps it was hetter to tell her he wasn't
staying. He wondered how soon she would ask
why he hadn’t written these last months—why he
hadn’t let her know he was coming.

Jenny lifted her face to the night. Curling ten-
drils of brown hair stirred at her temples. *“*The
moon will be up in a few minutes. I like it best
then. I remember over and over the phrase,
‘Abundance of peace till the moon be no more.” 1
think it’s in the Bible.”

Peace! The corners of his mouth twitched.

As Jenny gazed at the eastern ridge where al-

A FAMILTAR whistle and a clear voice came up

rcady the sky had lightened to a steely blue, he
wanted to take her hand, to pull her close so her
shoulder would fit under his arm. She stayed quiet,
her long fingers locked around her knees, and he
put away the desire to touch her. The forces with-
in him surged until he wanted to crash headlong
downhill through the trees and the brush, to release
the scream that tore at his throat for utterance.
Love should bring joy and peace. He could bring
nothing of the sort to Jenny Abbey.

The moon spread its way over the ridge, mam-
moth and orange. and then broke free, silvered, and
rose into the night sky flooding the valley with its
odd white light. As if at this signal. the breeze
strengthened. making a sound in the pines like the
rushing of a mountain strcam.

Jenny looked up. “He’s back, Moon,” she whis-
pered. Then she smiled at Mark., “Maybe we can
come back up later. I didn’t tell Dad where 1 was
going, and I have to see that Duncan gets to bed.
They’ll be so glad to sce you. Mark. Of course
Duncan'’s terribly proud of you.”

Mark hesitated. But he couldn’t very well tell
her now, in a hurry like this. and just after she’d
told the moon he was back. He picked up his bag
and followed her. Tam sprang in delighted circles
around them, dashing away now and then to vent
his delirium on imagined foes.

They were glad to see him.

Duncan shook hands with twelve-year-old
gravity. “About time you got back,” he said grufily,
his gray, black-lashed cyes so like Jenny's gazing
proudly at Mark. “We haven’t had a telephone
lineman who knows his stuff in so long, that by
now every time we lift our recciver off the hook.
old lady Moresby’s phone tinkles!™

Mark grinned. “I'll bet she isn’t kicking.” But
he was thinking, I haven’t come back to stay, Dun-
can. I don’t want my job back.

“Not her. That way she doesn’t miss a trick.”

Mr. Abbey laid a hand on Mark’s shoulder.
“We're glad to see you. boy.” There was a little
more silver at the temples of his fine chiseled face,
that was all.

)

at the kitchen sink, put more pifion wood into
the stove and began measuring coffee. slicing
the crisp-crusted home-baked bread for sandwiches.

Mark sat in one of the gingham-covered rockers
and wished he hadn’t had to come back into this hig
kitchen where the sweep and peace of the valley
became warm and human. Tam sat watching Jenny
slice the beef tongue. while the Kelly-Cat walked
back and forth under Tam’s chin, arching her back
and purring louder than the rocking teakettle.

Every time they lifted their receiver, Mrs.
Moresby’s phone tinkled. It had been a long time
since Mark had thought about stringing lines in
the valley. He remembered the time he was almost
electrocuted when the light wires fell on the phone
lines in a bad flood. But the phone was essential.
Somebody might need a doctor. Mark rang in
when the lines were fixed. Before he disconnected
his test set. Mrs. Moreshy had been on the line
calling her sister.

“Oh, thank goodness.” she'd burbled. “I’ve been
trying all day to call you. I guess the line’s been
down. Don’t you think the pink Nora is using in
her star quilt is just oo pink?”

Mark had smiled wryly as he stowed his equip-
ment back in the truck.

Not like sliding out under [Turn to page 70|

JE.\'NY filled the teakettle from the hand pump
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R o b

Many a cook is a hero. But when have you

met a hero who 18 also a cook? It can be

quite romantic — as it was for Susan —
or quite a lot of fun, as itll be for you

BY MARIAN SIMS

NTIL very recently, Susan had known a mild
pleasure in coming back to Mrs. Harden’s
nousc after the routine of an office day. ler-
haps from long association. the house and
Mrs, Harden were much alike; they were

bn. 0 comiortabic. roomy and unushamedly old-
fashioned. Each day they welcomed Susan with
undiminished warmth, as if she had been away
for months instcad of hours.

But Mrs. Harden's son’s letter had changed all
that. He was coming home, the letter said. for a
thirty-day leave to be followed by a tour of duty
in the United States. Now both the house and
Mrs. Harden had begun to vibrate with happiness.
Happiness was fine, Susan reflected, when the gods
cut you in for a slice of it; but when you were
merely an onlooker. living from dav to day and
working like a robot. happiness in others was a
disturbing thing to watch. Not that you begrudged
it, heaven knew, but it had a nasty way of throwing
into sharp relief your own state of suspended
animation,

And all this talk about food. . . . You would
have thought. from Mrs. Harden’s planning and
foraging and squirrel-like accumulating. that Tim-
othy Harden was nothine but a stomach, bounded
on the south by a pair of legs and on the north by
two arms and a head—the hecad being merely a
zadget to house Timothy Harden's mouth.

Turning into the brick walk between its neat
ivy borders. Susan’s feet moved more and more
slowly. She was hot and tired; the smell of carbon
paper and tvpewriter oil seemed to linger in her
soul as well as her nostrils. Always before this, she
had savored the prospect of the cool dimness of
Mrs. Harden's house. the tonic effect of cold water
in a vast Victorian bathtub and the delicate magic
of Mrs. Harden's hot-weather suppers. In a larger
world than Etonville, Mrs. Harden would have
been a cordon bleu.

stood wide—and Susan went in. Mrs. Harden

was not in the living room; there was no aroma
of imminent food to crase the smells of work. Su-
san glanced at the hall table and saw that it was
barren of letters for her, then went slowly up the
stairs.

“Is that you. Susan®” Mrs. Harden's voice came
from her bedroom. and that in itself was strange.
In Mrs. Harden's lexicon. bedrooms were meant
to be slept in at night and ignored during the day—
except for cleaning and dusting. of course.

“Yes.” Susan paused in anxiety. “Is anything
wrong?”’

A groan of frustration and despair answered the
question first. then words came. “I should say
there is. Come in a minute, will you, dear?”

Susan went quickly into the room. Mrs. Harden

T HE front door stood wide—in summer it always

was lying on the carved black walnut bed, wearing

a fresh cotton nightgown and a scowl that looked
ill-at-ease on her generous forehead.

“Mrs. Harden!” Susan crossed the room and
stood beside her. “Are you sick*"

“Yes. No.” Even Mrs. Harden scemed con-
fused. “At least I almost wish I were, because
then I'd know I'd be up and around tomorrow. I
fell down the back porch step: and sprained my
ankle,” she moaned, “and Doctor Bowen says I
have to stay off it for at least twou weeks!” Her
voice rose, plaintive and bewildered as a child’s,

Tragedy does not need epic dimensions to earn
its name, and Susan knew that this was real and
shattering. It had probably happened because joy
had given wings to Mrs. Harden's feet while her
body had remained solid and too corporeal. She
put her hand over the older woman's,

“What a rotten shame! It would be bad enough
any time. but to have it happen now—"

*“That’s what I told Doctor Bowen. ‘I can't stay
in bed,” I told him. ‘Timothy’s coming tomorrow
night.” But the trouble is.” Mrs, Harden's face
twisted in anguish, “I couldn't walk if T tried.”

“Of course vou couldn’t, and don’t you dare
try. If you do. it’ll be your neck instcad of your
ankle next time.”

But under her genuine concern for Mrs. Har-
den’s plight. Susan’s mind was dartin like a trout.
Who on carth would look after Mrs Harden and
Timothy the paragon? She. Suvan. couldn’t do it,
not during working hours anyway. As for cooking,
Susan’s manual skill to date had been confined to
typing fifty words a minute.

“I've been lying here trying to think.” Mrs.
Harden’s voice answered the darting thoughts. “It
used to be that I could gct Emmy Long in to help
out in a pinch, but Emmy’s at the mill now like
everybody clse. Of course Lottie Hays and Sara
Ellis won’t mind running over once or twice a day.
but I couldn’t ask them to do all the cooking and
house cleaning.”

“I can managc the breakfast.” Susan said with-
out conviction, “but when it comes to serious cook-
ing I'd hate to practice on an expert like you.”

“It doesn’t matter about me.  It’s Timothy.”
Mrs. Harden's flat acceptance of ineptitude was
justified. Su=an reflected. but none the less scald-
ing. “When T think about him eating at that
Universal Café the first two weeks he’s at home . . .”
Her voice faded before the prospect.

“Well.” Susan made a futile. well-meant gesture
of smoothing the sheet. “try not to worry about it
too much. I'll get a bath and then go down and sce
about supper.”

Mrs. Harden grimaced. “I'm not hungry: I don’t
think I ever want to eat again. You take your bath
and come back and I'll tell you where to find things.
Anyhow,” she plucked a shred of comfort from the
shambles. “I had everything ready for tonivht.”

The bath was cool and bracing, but Susan’s mind
brooded over this domestic disaster. If T were a
homebody, she thought. if I were romantic and
palpitating over the prospect of mceting Timothy

Harden and landing him, all this would be just
what Dr. Anthony ordered . . .

But a kitchen was Greck to her, and Timothy
belonged to the race of men—as Dan Tolbert be-
longed to it. Dan hadn’t been to hlame for what
happened; Susan admitted that because she was
too honest and clear-sighted to hunt tor a whipping-
boy. Pcople talked aboutl “understandings”: what
she had had was a misunderstanding. She had
loved Dan and wanted him. and she had read into
his casual affection an intensity that had never been
there. When he wrote her about marrving the girl
in San Diego there had heen neither guilt nor apol-
ogy in his letter: he liked her and he wanted her 1o
be the first to know . . .

It hadn't muzitered much after the first few
months. She hadn’t really tled to Etonville—thirty
miles from her home town—in an cffort to bury
her grief. She h.ad come because her other job had
folded, and the Etonville Mills were Deating the
bushes for experienced secretaries.

Ii I'd been smart, Susan thought asx she soaped
her shoulders. I'd have gone to a city—met Army
and Navy officers and had myself a time. But she
hadn’t wanted to have herself a time either then or
now. She wanted the world to settle down, and
men and women to take up their quiet. accustomed
ways. If therc was a man left for her when that
day came she would be grateful, but in the mean-
time she wasn't prowling the woods with a gun in
her hand.

She put on a minimum of clothes and went in
to get her instructions.

“It’s a shame for you to have to work after
hours,” Mrs. Harden said unhappily. “After sup-
per I want you to call Sara and Lottie. I'd alrcady
baked a ham, thank goodness, and made mayonnaise
and a fruit aspic. All you have to do is get the
things out of the refrigerator.”

Susan’s heart lifted a little. “I'll get along.” she
promised. The supper sounded f{foolproof, and
anybody could cook a hreakfast.

getting up at seven-thirty and getting up at

seven. A matter of thirty minutes, devoted to
squeezing oranges, putting on the coffee. and all the
rest of it. But the dishes reproached her as she fled.
and her hastily made bed looked lumpy and un-
appealing. Lottie and Sara were coming over to
clean house and fix a tray for Mrs. Harden at noon,
but still Susan’s conscience squirmed.

Tomorrow I'll get up at half-past six. she prom-
ised herself. and have decar Timothv's breakfast
started for him. His train was due at seven that
night and already Mrs. Harden’s excitement had
rcached the boiling point. .

“Don’t fret yourself into a fever,” Susan warned
as she left. “I'll he home by five-thirty and you
can superintend the supper by remote control. Do
you think.” there was hope, barely concealed, in
her voice. “that he might cat on the train?”

Mrs. Harden snorted. “Timothy? He knows
me better than that. But mavbe Lottie or Sara
will see to things. It’s a shame for vou to . . ."

“Pooh!” Susan lopped off the refrain. “When
you've looked after me like my mother?” She ar-
ranged the pillows and left. [Turn to page 40]

T HERE was little difference, Susan knew. between

Susan’s contempt for Timothy’s triumphs in
the kitchen was surpassed only by her con-
tempt for this strange young man himself

ILLUSTRATED BY VARADY









At the home of her college friend—MeGc WEBB=—
shy, retiring Jupite EVERETT met CLaY BRANDERS,
a law student who gave promise of a brilliant fu-
ture. After a tempestuous courtship, they were
married, and despite dark rumors concerning the
affairs Clay and SHERMaN, his brother, had with
women, Judith and Clay spent two idyllic years
in their gracious hilltop home in Whitbury.
During those years, Judith befriended Mona
HALE, whose husband, LEE, was in a sanatorium.
Mona wasvain and selfish, but Judith’s own happi-
ness was so great that she pitied anyone less fortun-
ate than herself, and allowed Mona to impose on

BY ELIZABETH

her time and generosity, never suspecting that this
woman might come between her and Clay.

One hot summer afternoon, Mona called on
Judith and suddenly became ill. She told Judith
then that she was going to have a baby, but hinted
that there were ways to get rid of an unwanted
child. Judith, shocked, made Mona promise to
have the ckild—although she knew from Mona’s
sly insinuations that the child was Clay’s. She never
confronted Clay with her almost certain knowledge
of his unfaithfulness, however, although she closed

grown man, and Judith’s dearest friend. Never
could he make up to her the loss she suffered when
she shut Clay out of her heart, but with Clay now
a Senator and spending less and less time at home,
Judith is more than ever grateful for Alex’ com-
panionship. And Alex, who from infancy seemed
to sense Mona and Lee’s indifference, has always
turned to Judith for affection and understanding.
No wonder that Judith, waiting for Alex who is
coming to dinner, feels a pang of jealousy and
loss; Mona has just told her that Alex has a girl—

a door that day between them.

Now ALEX, the child Mona didn’t want, is a

GREY STEWART

a girl he wants to marry. Without Clay, without
Alex—what now can the future hold for her?

Part 2

WN THE heavy white crepe dinner dress Alex had asked
her to wear, Judith was more than ever the Snow Queen.
The disadvantages of being scrawny at seventeen were
recompensed in one’s forties, she considered, surveying
the reflection of her figure, full-bosomed and full-hipped,

but with no flabbiness, no marring of her almost perfect

proportions.

Descending the stairs, she heard Alex pounding out some-
thing popular and, to her ears, decidedly unmusical on the
piano.

“Mercy, what is that?” she asked, acknowledging Alex’
whistled delight at her appearance with a slight smile.

“I've Found a New Baby played Chicago style,” Alex said
solemnly. “In the best Joe Sullivan manner.”

“I don’t know who Mr. Sullivan is, but I don’t think
I could endure much of his manner. Now, come and tell
me all.”

Alex let out an expansive sigh. “Fine. At last you show a
little interest.” Then, abruptly he dropped his bantering pose.
“Judith, I'm in love—awfully. Once or twice before, I've
thought it might be the McCoy.” He shrugged one shoulder.
“There was a girl in New Haven, but it was—oh, you know
the kind of thing that hits a fellow in college. And in Australia,
there was a nurse—but half the fellows in the ward were nuts
about her, too.”

“How about. Barbara?”

“Oh, Barbie,” Alex said impatiently. “She’s a good kid.”

“She’s much more than that.”” Somehow Judith could not
keep silent, although by speaking she knew she might an-
tagonize him. Barbara represented to her all the things a
girl should be. Although she was feminine, she was com-
pletely self-reliant, and made friends easily. Judith remem-
bered Barbara’s composure during her mother’s serious illness,
the calm serenity that lay in the girl’s clear gray eyes.
And she was pretty, too, in an attractive, thoroughly New
England way.

Alex regarded her suspiciously. “Judy, you aren’t trying to
toss Barb and me together, are you?”

“Of course not.”

“I’m too crazy a person for Barbie. She’d make me over
in two months, if she could, and I'd spend the rest of my
life being on committees for public good and going around
with that same little crowd. I'd even have to play bridge!”

“But Barbara has friends in all walks of life,” Judith per-
sisted. “That's one of the qualities which endears her to
people.” -

“Oh, heck! Barbie’s a wonder child, but she’s so perfect
she terrifies me.” He laughed. “She looks the way she ought
to; she acts the way she ought to. Sometimes you wonder
if she’s human underneath.”

Judith drew in her breath sharply. “That’s cruel, Alex,”
she said.

He stared at her, surprised. “Darling, I didn’t mean it
that way,” he said softly. “When I tell you you're perfect,
it'’s different. You really are. You're all fire and zing under-
neath. But Barbie—I feel as if she were my sister, I'm that
fond of her. But she’s—she’s so settled into what she’s going
to be for the rest of her life.”

His lean, expressive body tensed. “Maybe that’s why I
like Laurie so much. She’s sort of unfinished, like a piece of
sculpture where you can see the good lines coming through
but it’s not ready yet. You know, I thought when I did go
overboard, the girl would be—well, the kind you can’t wait
to show off to the other guys.”

He stood up and-ran a hand through his already ruffled
hair. “Well, she’s not that kind at all. And I don't care,
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Street side: Car port, dining and kitchen windows

Terrace side: Outdoor storage, living room windows

Back: Bedroom windows and terrace face the garden

North side: High windows in bedroom and bath

OME on in and see the house. But first perhaps
you would like to hang your coat in the closet
at the left of the front door.

Now look at that living room, all 31 feet of it, if
you count in the dining end of the room. Is that a
place to entertain? With the kitchen just around the
corner you can see how easy it would be to keep your
ear open to what was going on in the living room and
your eye on the contents of the oven.

The fireplace wall is wood paneled and has a
built-in desk and bopkcase that is the last word in
design. And like really swank houses there is an
indoor garden in the corner with earth that goes down
to China.

A sliding door separates the big 12" 5" x 17" 3"
bedroom from the living room. There is wardrobe
storage in the bedroom and in addition there are
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Huson Jackson, Architect, of Plan-Tech Associates

two movable storage closets against the bathroom
wall which can be shifted to create an alcove if and
when the first baby arrives. Later arrivals will re-
quire an addition to the house.

Now walk into the small center hall with its linen
closets, and peek into the bathroom at the back,
before you turn to go through the hall door into the
living room and around the corner to the kitchen.
The furnace, water tank and automatic washer are
near the back door.

It’s apartment-size with generous rooms, but—just
as important—it’s easy to care for and easy to pay for.

For further details of this house, send for our booklet,
Home of the Month, No. 45-10, 15¢ Send stamps to
Modern Homemaker, McCall’s, Dayton 1, Ohio. In
Canada, 50 York St., Toronto 2, Ontario.
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Ducklings with orange, roasted to crackling perfection...or those wild

birds your Nimrod shot, served up ruddy, juicy, done to a turn...

PHOTOGRAPHS BY NICKOLAS MURAY

1 DUCK DINNER MENU

Duck a I’Orange Orange Sauce
Green Rice with Mushrooms
October Salad
Honeyed Apple Nests Coffee

2 Duck a ’Orange

Clean 4 |k. duck; wipe dry; fill with unpeeled
apple quarters. Skewer legs and wings to
body. Place uncovered on rack in shallow pan.
Lay three thin slices orange on breast. Set in
hot oven, 400°F., 20 min. Remove; pour off
all fat. Scald % cup orange juice and pour
quickly over hot duck. Return to moderate
oven, 350°F., to roast 1 hr. longer. Garnish
with orange circles, kumquats. Serves 4,

Orange Sauce

Pour off excess fat, leaving 4 tablespoons
juice and fat in roaster. Stir in 2 tablespoons
all-purpose flour, at low temperature, stirring
until smooth; then stir in 2 cup orange juice
and bit of coarsely grated rind. Simmer 5 min.
Serve hot with duck. Serves 4.

3 Honeyed Apple Nests

4 medium apples Few drops red food coloring

1V2 cups water Pastry

1 cup honey 2 tablespoons butter or
margarine

Pare apples; core. Add water to parings and
cores. Cook 10 min. or until mushy. Strain and
add % cup honey and few drops coloring.
Heat to boiling point only. Make pastry using
2 cups flour; roll very thin. Cut in strips 1”
wide and long enough to wrap around
apples. Press closely to fit apples. Mix remain-
ing honey with butter or margarine; fill
apples. Place apples in baking dish. Pour
apple juice and honey mixture around apples.
Bake in hot oven, 450°F., 15 min.; reduce
heat to moderate, 350°F.; bake 45 min.
Serves 4.

October Salad

2 heads romaine 1 cup French dressing
1 small can spiced V4 cup crumbled
baby beets blue cheese

Prepared horseradish

Cut crisp romaine in thirds, lengthwise. Hol-
low beets with smallest measuring spoon. Fill
with horseradish. Combine French dressing
and cheese. Pour over romaine. Garnish with
beets. Serves 4.

S Green Rice with Mushrooms

3 cups cooked rice Y4 |b. mushrooms

V2 cup top milk or cream 3 tablespoons butter

1 teaspoon salt or margarine

V2 teaspoon curry V2 cup chopped
powder parsley

Steam rice with milk or cream, salt and curry
powder until hot. Wash mushrooms; slice.
Place in skillet and brown in butter or marga-
rine. Combine mushrooms, rice and parsley.
Cook 5 min. Serves 4,
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Cards, 25 for §1 withsender’s name. Makebig
profits. Noexperience needed,

Send for Free Personal Samples g3

— details Special Offer on Box\ &I LE)

Assor’t’s, Personal Stationery.

SOUTHERN GREETING CARD COMPANY

McCall Bidg., Dept. D-2, Memphis 3, Tenn.

EARN EXTRA MONEY DAILY!
“ Show friends, and others Personal Christmas
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in Walter Wanger’s
Technicolor Production

NIGHT IN PARADISE

A Universal Picture

Lipstick in the Color Harmony Shade for your type...lovely reds

glamorous reds, dramatic reds, all exclusive with Tru-Color

HoLLywo0P
TRU-COLOR Complete your make-up
IN COLOR HARMONY...WITH
MAX FACTOR HOLLYWOOD
s FACE POWDER AND ROUGE
U.S. Patents
No.2157667

2211465
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Out of the glamor world of Paris into the
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THINGS ARE HAPPENING in fashions and
happening fast. Lots is going on. Clothes have
taken a turn for the better, and the newer. Even
hats are affected. And hair-dos.

THINGS ARE HAPPENING TO NECKLINES.
Do you want to check up on that statement?
Then look over the following pages and count
twelve new necklines. New ones, mind you.
Four different types of keyhole neck appear.
Some are closed with a bow, some are open, some
are triangular, and some diamond shaped. You
will also find three new square necks, the most
important of which is one with concave sides.
Next come the V’s, and there are at least two real
new-comers here. Discover them on pages 153
and 158, dresses 6273 and 6251. The latter, we
admit, has very little of the V left in it.

Then there is the “reversed collar,” shown
beautifully on page 150. Perhaps you call this a
turtle collar, but it doesn’t “turtle” all the way
around, if you know what we mean. Also count
the stand-apart collar on the scarf dress in this
collection (page 154). And finally the famous
split neckline, that appears on the following
fashion page. Total: twelve.

THINGS ARE HAPPENING TO SLEEVES.
Surprising things! One is contrasting color.
Bright sleeves in dark dresses, dark sleeves in
light dresses. The deep-armhole has happened
to sleeves. It’s often cut square. This makes
the new sleeve which they are calling the “wing.”
It’s the sleeve that is changing the top of the
silhouette. giving-a new bulky look there. Put
this sleeve in a contrasting color—and that’s
usually what you do do—and you have a very
new look indeed.

THINGS ARE HAPPENING TO SKIRTS. Nice
things! Tunics, back pleats. drapery, and such.
As for the tunics, they, like most comebacks,

6276 |\ 6246

return to fashion much changed. Turn to page
149 and look at the black satin dress. There are
two pieces to this tunic as usual, but the odd
thing is, the dress wears them both in front!
On the same page there is an interesting new
skirt. That tied one. Of course you have to be
slim as a pin, but then you are. Or are you?

THINGS ARE HAPPENING TO SHIRTFROCKS.
It’s true they were beginning to look a little
tame. Then suddenly two things happened to
them, just in the nick of time. One was contrast-
ing color, and the other the wing sleeve just
described. A third happening concerns the put-
ting together of wool and crepe. Imagine a
shirtwaist dress in a neutral-colored wool with
deep square-armhole sleeves in brown crepe.
Then turn to page 158 and see it. All plain-
Janeness has evaporated, and the shirtfrock starts
over again, armed with a great deal of dash.

NEW THINGS FOR YOUNG THINGS. All
these new things are young things. And the teen-
agers have adopted every one. For instance, the
reversed collar appears in the two-piecer above,
6247, a teen-age frock. The keyhole neckline
is shown in 6276. It can be held by a bow or
worn open. The wide square neckline with the
concave sides, is the big feature of the evening
dress, 6260. And the final dress, 6246, has that
broad-shouldered and fitted-midriff effect that
all the up-and-coming young girls are very
very insistent about.

MARIAN COREY

62417

6260
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dress. The deep square-cut armhole is another. And
the hlack contrast, a third. It’s smart to make the
dress of wool, the sleeves, etc., crepe. No. 6266.

THE SQUARE NECK of the brown dress has a
new wavy line at its base. There is something else
here of near-future importance—the back fulness.
There are two crisp inverted pleats at the back of
this dress, stitched down rather low. No. 6272.

THE KEYHOLE OPENING is the thing that
has happened to the neck of the two-piecer. Some-
times held together with a bow or a pin, sometimes
worn as illustrated. The blouse is back buttoned,
and fitted dramatically by outside darts. No. 6244,

BUY McCALL PATTERNS FROM YOUR LOCAL STORE, OR BY MAIL FROM McCALL CORPORATION, DAYTON 1, OHIO, AT PRICES AND IN SIZES LISTED ON LAST PAGE
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CONTRAST is what has happened to the

“first shirtwaister. This is where the new

fashion for contrasting colors and contrast-
ing fabrics really chines, They change the
~hirtfrock beyond recognition—well. almost!
Shown in plaid wool, plain crepe. No. 6250.

6251

6243

ﬂ/[i/[//ﬁ

THE CURVED-IN NECKLINE is one
of the important things that has happened
to the green shirtwaister, the hig tuck is
another, the push-up sleeves a third. until
now no trace of shirtiness remains. It's
smart for wool, good in crepe. No. 6251.

-y

For back views see page 159

THE YOXKES and sleeves in crepe. with
the rest of the dress in wool—that’s the
prescription far chie used by the hutton-
fronter in heige and hrown. It’s another ex-
ample of what contrast has done in the way
of chic for the simple tailored dress. No. 6243.

BUY McCALL PATTERNS FROM YOUR LOCAL STORE, OR BY MAIL FROM McCALL CORPORATION, DAYTON 1, OHIO, AT PRICES AND IN SIZES LISTED ON LAST PAGE
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