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A LITERARY GUILD OFFER THAT MAY NEVER BE MADE AGAIN!

ANY TWO

OU may have decided long ago to join the
Literary Guild Book Club, but forgot or
just "put it off”
offer which we believe will induce you to act
right now! Yes, just mail the coupon and you

Thormdike
Barmhart
Comprehensive

Desk
Dictionary

Thorndike - Barnhart THE HIGH CALLING

W TH MEMBERSHIP

. Well, here is an exciting new

Read,
mail t

lloi0«o<"

THE FOUNDLING

OF THESE

FINE BOOKS

(Value up
to $8.45)

FREE

THE LITERARY GUILD

will receive at once your choice of any TWO
of the wonderful
page FREE ...

new books shown on this
an actual value up to S8.45!
below, how the Guild operates; then
he coupon for your TWO books—today!

ALL ABOUT PROUD NEW FLAGS

DESK DICTIONARY
A home dictionary in-
corporating all the
advances achieved
during the last cen-
tury! Contains 80,000
entries, over 700 il-
lustrations, almost 900
big pages. You saw it
featured in Life Mag-
azine recently!

By James Street

The story of a minis-
ter who had to choose
between his tender
memory of a girl long
dead and the vibrant
love of a living wom-
an. A don’t miss new”
novel about the heroT
of "The Gauntlet"!
Pub. edition. $3.00

By Francis Cardinal
Spellman

Cardinal  Spellman’s
compassionate, deeply-
moving story of a sol-
dier who returned
from war broken in
body and spirit—and
of the love that
brought him back to
life and health.

HOUSE PLANTS

By Montague Free
Make your living
room an indoor gar-
den with this volume
as your guide ! Written
by the highest U.S.
authority on what to
grow ana how to grow
it. Scores of photos.
Pub. edition, 53.50.

By F. van Wyck Mason

One of America’'s
most beloved writers
tells the story of the
incredible naval war
between the North
and South. The story,
too, of aman. thewom-
en who loved him and
the one who didn't!
Pub. edition, $3.00.

THE GREATEST STORY

EVER TOLD

By Fulton Oursler
A reverent, faithful
retelling of the story
of Jesus, bringing
Him  wonderfully
close to you. "It is
sweeping the country
like a tidal wave!”
says John Kennedy.
Pub. edition, $2.95.

JOY STREET
By Frances P. Keyes

MUsSIC

Emily’'s marriage was

a social event, but on Lays the

ENCYCLOPEDIA
dited by Deems Taylor

LOVERS' AMERICAN WOMAN'S CREATIVE HOME
COOK BOOK DECORATING
Ruth Berolzheimer, Ed. By the Rockows

foundation The cook book 2,750,-  \work home wonders

i of a musical educa 000 women are right  \ith this huge vol-
21eert Mé\edtd(:tr;? gg‘%\ni}ﬁ tion! Contains sum now using! Contains  yme | Containsgsoo il-
and fell in love! Yes maries of 90 operas, 5,000 superb recipes; |ustrations; 41 full-
here's the most en- a dictionary of 7,000 960 pages; hundreds color "demonstration
thralling novel yet by terms, many fascina of illustrations and  yooms” ; charts, etc.
the beloved “story- ting articles. Ove full-color photos. N0 gtep-hy-step methods.
teller to the world™ ! 900 pages. A com kitchen ~is complete  For real home lovers!
Pub. edition, $3.00. plete source book! without a copy! Pub. edition, $4.95.

WHY WE MAKE THIS UNUSUAL NEW MEMBERSHIP OFFER

Each month publishers submit their best
books to our editors—from which one is
selected for presentation to Guild members.
Although nearly all Guild books become
widely discussed top best-sellers, members
pay only the bargain price of $2.00 each—
and receive their books at the same time the
publisher’'s edition goes on sale at $3.00,
$3.50 or even more. Because so many members
know that Guild books give them the kind
of entertainment they want, hundreds of thou-
sands take each selection—even though they
need only accept four a year from among the
thirty or more selections and alternates offered.

How the Literary Guild Operates

Each month you will receive your free copy
of "Wings”—the Guild's attractive book-
review magazine which describes the current
selection. It is not necessary to accept a book
every month. If you don't want a selection,
you may return the special form provided
and specify any of the alternate books offered
—or simply indicate you do not wish to re-
ceive any book at all that month. There are
no dues or fees of any kind.

LITERARY GUILD OF AMERICA, INC,,

Bonus Books Free to Members

As a Guild member you will also receive,
free, a beautiful, specially prepared Bonus
Book for each four books you purchase—and
if you decide to continue as a member you
can obtain an additional Bonus Book free
with each four books you accept thereafter.
Each month the decision to take a selection
is up to you, but the amazing record of the
Guild during the past twenty years guarantees
that you will always receive a new best-seller
—a thrilling, entertaining story. No wonder
the Literary Guild is the world's largest book
club, with almost a million members!

Send No Money — Just Mail Coupon

Guild membership saves you up to 50%
of your book dollars, and you get the new
hooks you don’t want to miss! Why not join
now while you can get TWO of the splendid
new- books shown above FREE—a book value
as high as $8.45 . . . plus the current Guild
book as your first selection! But as this
unique offer may be withdrawn at any time,
we urge you to mail the coupon now!

Publishers, Garden City, New York

MAIL THIS COUPON S

Which TWO Do You Want FREE

WITH MEMBERSHIP IN THE LITERARY GUILD
O Thorndike-Barnhart Dictionary [ Greatest Story Ever Told
n The High Calling O Joy Street
O The Foundling U Music Lovers’ Encyclopedia
. All About House Plants C American Woman's Cook Book
| O Proud New Flags C Creative Home Decorating

| Literary Guild of America, Inc., Publishers
1Dept. 9RB, Garden City, N. Y. -
I Please send me at onre the TWO BOOKS | have checked above as my |
FREE Membership Gift Books and enroll me as a member of the _
Literary Guild, beginning with the current Guild book as my first selec- |
tion for only $2.00. Send me *“Wings" every month so | can decide m
| whether or not | want to receive the Guild selection described. My only |
obligation is to accept four selections, or alternates, during each year m
| of membership—at only $2.00 each (plus shipping charge), regardless of |
the higher publishers’ prices. For each four books I accept, I will receive a
|a free Bonus Book—and | may cancel membership at any time after |
mpurchasing four books.

Mr. -

|
(Please Print) m
| Street and No. |

| City Zone State .
Price in Canada. $2.20; 105 Bond St., Toronto *
O

er good only in USA and Canada
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You may imagine that angels are re-
sponsible for the hilarious goings-on in
M-G-M’s “Angels In the Outfield”.

But we think it's the human factors—
like the colorful Paul Douglas and the
talented young beauty. Janet Leigh.

Douglas is a loud-
mouthed, blasphe-
mous sports man-
ager named “ Guffy”
whose verbal bar-
rages can be con-
veyed on the movie
sound track only by
a wordless roar.

Janet Leigh is an enterprising columnist
who first exposes

him as a terrible-

tempered tyrant,

then takes a per-

sonal interest in

the guy.

Nor is she the only
one. It seems as
though angels them-
selves are suddenly
sparking Guffy’s dispirited team.

We can't tell you more! But it's the
most extravagant fun of the year.

Keenan Wynn, Lewis Stone, Spring
Byington and Bruce Bennett give amus-
ing assists to the screen play that Doro-
thy Kingsley and George Wells based
on a story by Richard Conlin.

+

Clarence Brown not only directed and
produced the picture but also discov-
ered a new child star in 8-year-old
Donna Corcoran.

M-G-M has asolid hitin “ Angels In the
Outfield”—a new and wonderful picture
forthe millions of movie-goerswho loved
“The Stratton Story”.

P. S. This is the year of “Quo Vadis”!
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Sergeant Charles Turner, of Boston, Massachusetts— Medal of Honor, Korea.
On September 1, 1950, near Yongsan, Korea, Sergeant Turner took over an ex-
posed turret machine gun on a tank. Despite fifty direct hits on the tank, he stayed
by his gun and destroyed seven enemy machine gun nests before he was killed.

You and your family are more secure today because of what Charles Turner
did for you.

Sergeant Turner died to keep America free. Won't you see that America stays
the land of peace and promise for which he gave his life? Defending the things
he fought for is your job, too.

One important defense job you can do right now is to buy United States
Defense* Bonds and buy them regularly. For it's your Defense Bonds that help
keep America strong within. And out of America’s inner strength can come power
that guarantees security— for your country, for your family, for you.

Remember that when you're buying home usually is money spent. So sign
bonds for national defense, you're up today in the Payroll Savings Plan
also building a personal reserve of where you work, or the Bond-A-
cash savings. Remember, too, that if Month Plan where you bank. For
you don’t save regularly, you generally  your country’'s security, and your
don’t save at all. Money you take own, buy U. S. Defense Bonds now!

U.S.SavingsBondsareD efenseBonds-Bui/them regularly!

The U. S. Government does not pay for this advertisement. It is donated by this publication
in cooperation with the Advertising Council and the Magazine Publishers of America as
a public service.



Edith M. Stern

John and Lorraine Frank

Between the Lines

Some have to and others would like to, but—Which Mothers
Should Work?” The startling answer is given by Selwyn James on
page 52, and to highlight this article, Redbook asked pretty model
Betty Anderson, wearing a Davidow suit, to appear as a young
mother bound for work in our cover photo by Zoltan Farkas.

How does a girl learn to walk the tightrope between losing her man
and losing her reputation? The way Patricia learned is told in Nona
Coxhead’s story on page 44, “It Takes Sophistication,” and we think
you'll like its frankness. Miss Coxhead is the author of three novels.
She lives in Fairfield, Connecticut, with her husband and two children.

When her husband’s reserve outfit was called into service,
Martha tried desperately to salvage some of their life—and saved the
wrong thing! Her story is told by Logan Carroll on page 60, in
“Reminder for Tomorrow.” Mr. Logan is a former newspaperman.

“Farewell to Innocence,” this month’s novel, is about a girl
caught in womanhood's most poignant tragedy. The girl is pregnant
and without a husband. Ann Head tells the story of Bonny's ordeal,
and her valiant struggle for maturity. In its sincere facing up to a
sorry situation, this novel is both sympathetic and deeply purposeful.

The right way to start a youngster's schooling is explained re-
wardingly in “That Extra-Special Day in Your Child’'s Life” (page 43).
The author, Edith M. Stern, found after three novels that her main
interest was in real people and their problems, and she’'s been
writing articles ever since. She and her husband live in Maryland.

Don’t miss the great human document on page 17. John P.
Frank, a teacher of law at Yale, and his wife, in the interest of public
good, have put aside natural reticence to speak out on an extremely
personal problem—the life of their little son, John Peter, a retarded
child. “My Son’s Story” is an expression of the magnificence some-
times found in the people around us who suffer great personal tragedies.

Every girl has to grow up sometime, but Hollywood tried to keep
Jeanne Crain in blouses and bloomers even though she had three kids
of her own! The story of her dilemma is told in “She’'s a Big Girl
Now” (page 40) by Kirtley Baskette, a specialist on film celebrities.

NEXT MOUTH

= What can a wife win
when her marriage fails?
Read the inside story of

N ancy Sinatral

Kirtley Baskette,
with daughter Martha
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| EVERY YEAR | WRECK

MY BUDGET TO6ET A ~ + LINDA SEE YOUR

VACATION AT A PLACE DENTIST ABOUT-
LIKE THIS! BUT THE MEN-' ABOUT BAD BREATH
THEN SEE WHAT

LOOK PAST ME NO MATTER

1
N WHERE 1 00! HAPPENS, HONEY!

READER'S DIGEST* Reported The Same
Research Which Proves That Brushing Teeth
Right After Eating with

COLGATE DENTAL CREAM
STOPS TOOTH DECAY BEST

Reader's Digest recently reported the
same research which proves the Colgate
way of brushing teeth right after eating
stops tooth decay best! The most thor-
oughly proved and accepted home meth-
od of oral hygiene known today!

Yes, and 2 years' research showed the
Colgate way stopped moredecay for more
people thanever before reported in denti-
frice history! No other dentifrice, ammo-
niated or not,offers such conclusive proof!

+YOU SHOULD KNOW! While not mentioned by name,
Colgate's was the only toothpaste used in the research
on tooth decay recently reported In Reader's Digest.

CENSORSHIP CONTROVERSY

Rarely have | been more enlightened
than | was yesterday by Collie Small's
article “What Censorship Keeps You from
Knowing” (July).

M rs. Retta B. Monash
Fargo, N. Dak.

There are numerous factual errors and
misrepresentative references in the article
by Collie Small.

Among these is the misstatement which
says that “the 1933 campaign” of the
Legion of Decency resulted in the Pro-
duction Code. The Legion of Decency
campaign was in 1934. The Production
Code was originated in 1929 and was
adopted by the Association of Motion Pic-
ture Producers, in Hollywood, in Febru-
ary, 1930. Its adoption was ratified in
March, 1930, by the Motion Picture Pro-
ducers and Distributors of America, Inc.,
the parent body of the Hollywood associ-
ation.

Martin Quigley

Publisher: Motion Picture Daily
Motion Picture Almanac, etc.
New York, N. Y.

= We suggest that Mr. Quigley read page
800 of one of his own publications (Motion
Picture Almanac, 1935-36) and learn
Redbook’s source for this “misrepresent-
ative reference”:

“The Production Code, a reincarna-
tion of the Studio Relations Department of
the Motion Picture Producers and Distrib-
utors of America, Inc., began to function
July 1,1934."

Thus, if the Legion of Decency did
not create the Production Code, it did
cause the code to be reincarnated and put
into effect, which is much the same as
creating it. ED.

I have been representing Mr. Burstyn
in “The Miracle” case, and his office for-
warded the copy of Collie Small's article
on censorship. The article is a wonderful
one. You may be sure that if an appeal
to the Supreme Court is necessary, refer-
ence to the article will be made, either in
my brief or argument.

Ephraim s. London
New York,*N. Y.

Although | am not an avid article
reader, and wusually prefer your fiction
offerings, | read Collie Small's censorship

story at my husband’s insistence.

The outstanding thing was that it not
only told clearly what was wrong with
today’'s censorship, but it also told what
we as individuals could do about it.

I have not missed an issue of your
magazine since my fourteenth birthday,
but since I've been married, I've had to

take a lot of kidding about my passion for
a so-called “woman’'s magazine.” With
the publication of this article you have
won an admirer. The highest compliment
I can offer you is my husband’s comment,
“From now on, Redbook isn't your maga-
zine . . . it's ours.”
Mrs. Kenneth R. MacGowan
Chicago, 111

I'm mad! I'm roaring, s
ping, fighting mad! I'm wr
all rationality, but I'm mad!

I've just
read your article on censorship and you've
said what I've thought for years, but you
haven't said it strongly enough.

When | think of Americans letting
someone else do their thinking for them
because they are too lazy or indifferent,

then 1 get furious and a little
disgusted.
Please, in all calmness, do something!
Jimmy Cresson

Norfolk, Va.

m Redbook did something, Mr. Cresson ;
what have you done? ED.

GOOD IDEA

I was interested in your article on
“Something for Nothing” (July) because
we had an instance of it here in our city.

A number of the churchwomen wanted
to have some silverware for the church
dining room, so they banded together and
each one paid $1.00 for an offer made by
one of the large companies of a setting
for the table of certain silverware.

Through their efforts the church now
has a setting for 75 people, and it is very
good-looking silverware, too.

Mrs. C. L. Dwelley

Anacortes, Wash.

BETTER JOB

Thanks very much for the fine article,
“Let's Abolish Report Cards!” in the
June, 1951, issue. Articles like this are
very helpful to school people who are
trying to do a better job of letting parents
know how their children are progressing
in school.

Frances Nelson
Consultant, Superintendent of Schools
Ventura, Calif.

DICTIONARY LESSON

W ith reference to the novel “A Double
Surprise,” by Helen Davis Szold in the
July Redbook, | would like to point outl
that the expression misogynist was used
in the wrong sense.

The sentence | am referring to says,
“Janis was not a misogynist; she liked a
great many people, but spoiled children
were simply too much for her.”
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ADDRESS:

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR,
23ff Park Avenue, New York 17,
New York

| assume that the writer wanted to

use the word misanthrope. The words

misogyny (hatred of women) and mis-

anthrope (a hater of mankind) are of
Greek origin.

Ethel Kriegel, Ph.D.

Ottawa, Canada

= You're right. ED.

PLEA FOR MAIL

I sent an answer to Sgt. Wilbur F. H.
Radeline in regard to his letter entitled

“Plea for Mail,” in the May, 1951
Redbook. 1 would like to know if you
forwarded the letter as | had requested,
because | have not received an answer
as yet.

Martha J. Bolka
Cleveland, Ohio

= The response by Redbook readers to
this request that civilians write to lonely
servicemen in Korea was so enormous that
Sgt. Radeline has found it financially im-
possible to pay for the postage needed to
answer all the people who want addresses
in Korea. Moreover, it is forbidden to
give out any names or addresses of men
overseas. Therefore, Sgt. Radeline re-
quests that readers send their letters for
servicemen to him. in care of Redbook with
overseas postage (6(f), and he will forward
them himself to men in Korea. ED.

OUTRAGEOUS INSULT

Not in quite some time have | seen
anything that disgusted me Ilike that
article titled “Why Daddy Looks at Tele-
vision” (June). It is an outrageous in-
sult to American men to say that they
watch television to see scantily clothed
girls. . . .

Kenneth St. Clair
Norwood, 0.

M Redbook is really not responsible for
the girls on TV, scantily clothed or other-
wise; it does, however, report from time to
time what is going on in that strange and
sometimes wonderful world. ED.

GOOD EXPLANATION

The omission of “Psychologist’'s Case-
book” in March and again in July was a
great disappointment to me. Being a
psychiatric social worker ... | am con-
stantly searching for ways to interpret the
meaning of emotional factors in nervous
disorders ... | hope this omission does
not mean that you plan to discontinue this
feature.

Jean M. Hirons
Bryn Mawr, Pa.

= It doesn't; see page 63. ED.
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TELEPHONE procedure

AIRCRAFT FLASH

* AR DEFENSE -
GO AHEAD PLEASE
CHECK - THANK YOU

AIR RAID WARNING SYSTEM—The Bell System is providing nationwide communication
facilities for defense at the request of military authorities. The photograph shows air-
craft movements being mapped in a Civilian Defense "“filter” center, as reports from
strategic observation posts are received by telephone.

The Telephone Is a Vital Link
in Civilian Defense

The Nation’'s air raid warning system is just one of
many ways in which the Bell System is spending millions
of dollars to help make this country strong and safe. Civilian
Defense is based on quick communications and the tele-
phone is a vital, indispensable link in it.

Defense is our No. 1 job and we are giving it first call
on new construction and facilities. We know you would
want it that way.

BELL TELEPHONE SYSTEM



Redbook Magazine September 1951

dulia

Nothing to smear

your
penetration just
you want it.

UutOU (touivij

With it throw away hundreds of
thousands of odor-forming bacteria that
other types of deodorants leave under
your arms. It's sheer magic!

Better than Creams, Sprays, Liquids!

Laboratory tests show that hours
after application 5-Day’s exclusive
formula is 8 times more effective in
keeping you safe from underarm odor
than an average of leading brands
tested. No other deodorant can keep
you so safe from underarm odor—
so long.

HARMLESS TO SKIN AND CLOTHES

5-day

DEODORANT PADS
25¢ 59¢c $1

Save on cosmetic tax.
Only 6% tax instead of
usual 20% on other
types of deodorants

5-Day Laboratories **1
630 5th Avenue, New York, N. Y.

ONI MONTH'S SUPPLY FREE!
Enclosed find 10c to help cover cost ol
postage and handling.

R9 Offer expires in 60 days.

REDBOOK’'S PICTURE OF THE MONTH — SELECTED

WA PLACE IA
X1IE SHUT”

Lonely and away from home, George (Montgomery Clift) enjoys the companionship and
understanding of Alice (Shelley Winters), a fellow worker, and a romance soon develops.

Then he meets Angela (Elizabeth Taylor), who fascinates him, and he is torn between his
desire for the pleasures of her wealthy, carefree world, and the loyalty he owes to Alice.



BY FLORENCE SOMERS

hree young people, caught in a
dramatic chain of circumstances,
are the central characters in this pow-
erful film, a new version of Dreiser's
“An American Tragedy.” With Eliza-
beth Taylor, Shelley Winters and
Montgomery Clift giving the best per-
formances of their careers, and with
George Stevens adding his expert
direction, “A Place in the Sun” be-
comes one of the year’s finest pictures.
George Eastman (Montgomery
Clift), a young boy whose strict re-
ligious upbringing has denied him the
usual fun and gaiety of adolescence,
comes to work in a factory belonging
to a wealthy uncle. For the first time
in his life, he sees how the rich live,
but, ignored by his uncle’s family, he
strikes up a friendship with a fellow
worker, Alice (Shelley Winters).
She’s sympathetic and understanding,
and a romance develops between
them despite a strict rule against
workers associating with each other.
The night Alice has planned a
birthday celebration for George, he
is invited to his uncle’s house. Intro-
duced to Angela (Elizabeth Taylor),
he is fascinated by her, and she is in-
trigued by him. George finally leaves
the party and goes to Alice, who tells
him she’s going to have a baby. He
intends to marry her, but he is reluc-
tant to break off relations with Angela
and surrender his chance to enjoy the
carefree world in which she lives. He
leads a double life until Alice de-
mands™he marry her. Then, torn by
conflicting emotions, George plans to
murder her. In a rowing accident,
Alice drowns. George is caught and
brought to trial. It's up to the jury
to decide whether he’s guilty of mur-
der or not.

Since director Stevens has kept
his people so real and so human,
audienees will find this an intensely
moving film. His characters evoke
sympathy; their reactions to their
problems are natural and easily
understood. Because the actors under-
play their parts and because the dif-
ficult scenes are handled with subtlety
and discretion, audiences will easily
identify themselves with this picture.
“A Place in the Sun” is what movie-
goers have been looking for — a
thoroughly adult and absorbing film
which is entertaining. (Paramount)

For more about movies, turn
the page >
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swish .. .in cold water,
and Niagara Starch isready
to use. Simple! Nothing likeit.

HAVEN'T YOU HEARD?

N O...WHAT?

You get 20 auarts of medium
starch solution from 1pkg. of Niagara

SAVE. .you make a quart PERFECT. .yes, Niagarais
foronly a penny. Niagara® is fine for all your washables.
the economical instant starch. \  Gives perfect results!
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this wonder girdle-No Bones
about it-Stays up without stays

Pamper your figure with a "Perma-lift”*
Girdle. No bones to poke or pinch—just
the smooth stay-up comfort of the patented
M agic Inset to cuddle your curves. Wash
it, wear it as often as you like—it just can’'t
roll over, wrinkle or bind —No Bones
About It— Stays Up Without Stays. At
kyour favorite corsetiere’'s— $5.95

to $15. Get yours, Today.

** Ptrma-lift"—A trade mark of A Stein

& Company = Chieaoo = New York = Los
Angeles {Reg. U. S. Pat. Off.)

"HERE COMES THE GROOM”

Watch your local theaters, sign
up your baby-sitters and make way
for “Here Comes the Groom,” one of
the best comedies in years and a film
you won't want to miss. First of all,
it's the most amusing story Bing
Crosby has ever had. Next. Jane
Wyman proves she’s a comedienne to
be reckoned with, and she’s not for-
gotten how to sing and dance, either.

After waiting three years for
Pete (Bing Crosby) to come home
from a European newspaper assign-
ment and marry her, Emmadel (Jane
Wyman) says it's now or never.
When Pete gets home, complete with
appealing orphans (Jacky Gencel
and Beverly Washburn), he has to
marry Emmadel in five days, or the
orphans go back to France and Pete
goes to jail. The hitch is that Emma-
del has decided to marry her boss
(Franchot Tone) in five days, and
he’s handsome, talented and wealthy.
So Pete has quite a problem but it's
one thatwillamuseyou. (Paramount)

Alice in Wonderland—Walt Disney's
version is a gay romp through a world
of fantasy, a delight for young and old.

Bright Victory—Redbook writer Bay-
nard Kendrick is responsible for this
very moving, inspiring story of a blind-
ed veteran. Arthur Kennedy, Peggy
Dow and James Edwards. *Aug.

Capt. Horatio Hornblower—In the
best tradition of exciting adventure
films. Gregory Peck is the handsome
English hero and Virginia Mayo the
beautiful heroine of a thriller. *July

Three Other Fine Films

"JIM TIIORPE-ALL AMERICAN”

Jim Thorpe is a magic name in the
athletic world—the mention of it ex-
cites any sports fan. Thorpe was the
greatest American athlete, and the
story of his life furnishes plenty of
material for an interesting picture.
Burt Lancaster has the build and the
ability to give a convincing perform-
ance as Thorpe, the famous Indian.
From alad who ran about the reser-
vation for the sheer joy of it, Thorpe
develops into the greatest American
football player, the winner of the
1912 Olympics, and a great profes-
sional baseball and football star. But
he never fulfills his ambition to be a
great coach, and he is disqualified as
an Olympic champion. Sharing his
triumphs and his disappointments is
his wife (Phyllis Thaxter), and the
problems of her life will be readily
understood by all women. So, with
plenty of action for the men, and a
pretty heroine with whom to sympa-
thize, what more can you want of any
film? (Warners)

Uust ituis in your AeiyhboiTioo#

The Law and the Lady—Greer Gar-
son and Michael Wilding team to-
gether to live by their wits and
eventually find they're in love.

Rich, Young and Pretty—What bet-
ter place for romance than Paris, espe-
cially for Jane Powell and Vic Damone?

Showboat —For entertainment you
can’'t beat the wonderful Kern tunes
and the appealing story of this classic.
A colorful, fast-moving show with Ava
Gardner and Howard Keel. *Aug.
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THE INTERNATIONAL WHISKY

"PICKUP”

This is what can happen when a
man starts out to buy a dog. The man
is Jan (Hugo Hass), a middle-aged
widower anxious to replace his pet
dog. He meets a cheap blonde, Betty
(Beverly Michaels), who marries him
as soon as she’s sure he has a bank
account. She can’t stand the loneli-
ness of his railroad job and, when his
hearing fails, she persuades him to
apply for his pension.

While Jan is on his way to the
supervisor’'s, he is hit by a car, and
the shock restores his hearing. Be-
fore he can break the news to Betty,
he overhears her plotting his death
with his young substitute. Jan keeps
his hearing a secret, bides his time
until the two quarrel; then he sends
the boy on his way, throws Betty out
and, at last gets a faithful com-
panion, a puppy.

Intelligently handled and well-
acted, this unpretentious picture has
a good deal of suspense and satire,
and is entertaining. (Columbia)

Suicide Attack —Fascinating docu-
mentary compiled of actual Japanese
war films including their attacks on
Pearl Harbor and the Philippines, and
the training of their Kamikaze pilots.

Tales of Hoffmann —Extravaganza
in color of opera and ballet which has

breathtakingmomentsofbeauty. Moira . . .
Few, it any, of the world's great whiskies can equal

Shearer, Robert Helpmann. *Aug. . )
the quality of Sir John Schenley . . . none can match
) _ , its delightful taste! Here indeed is the finest-tasting whisky
That's My Boy—Martin and Lewis N . N b .
are everybody’s boys when it comes to in the world—rare and full-bodied. You will enjoy in
comedy. This is a honey. "Aug. Sir John Schenley the lightest whisky you’ve ever tasted.

Ask for it at finer stores, clubs and bars.
*Previously reviewed in Redbook

BLENDED WHISKY 86.8 PROOF. 65% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS. © 1951, SCHENLEY DIST., INC., N.Y.C.
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SO it came
to pass that
David, the Lion
of Judah,
looked upon
Bathsheba...

he broke
God’s omn
commandment!

captured in Color by

Technicolor

starring

Peck Ha)mrd

and a cast of many thousands!

Produced by

DL F ZANK

Directed by

HINRY KNG

Written for the Screen by
PHILIP DUNNE

COLOR BROCHURE WHICH TELLS
THE FASCINATING STORY BEHIND
DAVID AND BATHSHEBA! WRITE
TO "DAVID and BATHSHEBA ", P.O. Box
292, DEPT. HI, CHURCH ST. STA,, N.Y.C.

NEWS ABOUT MEDICINE

BY EDWARD T. WILKES, M. D.

The Kids Won't Balk at
These Inoculations

arents and children alike will be delighted when a new spray
Pinjector replaces the hypodermic needle for vaccinations, peni-
cillin and other shots. The Hypospray jet injector, an instrument
for giving injections under the skin and into the muscles without a
needle, is already on the market in two counties in Ohio.

The spray goes through a hole one-twenty-second the size of
the finest hollow hypo needle with such speed that it penetrates to
the desired depth with little or no pain. And it is much better
psychologically for children because there is no long needle to
frighten them.

Car Sickness Controlled

Emetrol, a new antivomiting drug, is being used to prevent
nausea. In atest, eleven children subject to nausea when traveling
in autos were given a teaspoon or two of Emetrol before starting.
Repeated every hour during the trip, this dosage prevented car
sickness in every case. Diet can also help control motion sickness.
The day before, omit milk and citrus fruits; on the day of the trip,
keep the diet low in fat, low in residue foods like meat and celery,
and high in starches.

Penicillin Prevents Blindness in Infants

From the Department of Obstetrics at Johns Hopkins Hospital
comes the report that of 9.241 newborn babies treated with peni-
cillin to prevent gonorrheal eye infection, not a single case of blind-
ness developed. They recommend that physicians use penicillin
ointment on the eyes of the newborn as the safest, least irritating
and most efficacious agent for protection against blindness from
gonorrheal infection. Most hospitals now use silver nitrate solu-
tion, which produces nearly three times as much local irritation.

Inoculations

The opening of school is an excellent time for parents to con-
sult with their doctor and review the immunization needs of their
children. Vaccination against smallpox is usually repeated at
the age of six, again at thirteen, and at twenty. Unless your child
has had a diphtheria toxoid inoculation within the past three years,
he should be given a booster shot before school opens. Whooping-
cough protection is routine in early infancy, and is usually repeated
at two and a half years. Protection against other diseases is
usually given on an individual basis, and is not routine.

Relief for Painful Menses

Dr. William Filler of Bellevue Hospital in New York reports
that twenty-two women did not have their usual severe menstrual
pain when given small doses of the male hormone, methyltestoste-
rone, orally. This dosage is well below that which produces mas-
culinity. The patients were given tablets three times daily for six
days before the estimated time of ovulation.

Histories for these patients were recorded for four years, and
in only one case was the treatment unsuccessful.



A girl in California thought
she was keeping company with
the owner of a shoe store. She
married him, then found out he
was just a clerk in the store, and
asked for an annulment.

The Supreme Court of Cali-
fornia ruled: “No annulment.”
The justices said that if this girl
hadn't been in such a hurry to
marry she would have discovered
her mistake before she got to the
altar.

On her honeymoon, a bride said
she disliked the hotel room her
husband had picked, accused him
of flirting in the lobby, criticized
his table manners and his taking
off his shoes in public. Should
the husband be distressed?

A husband and everybody
else knows that woman in her
“hours of ease” is “uncertain,
coy and hard to please,” ruled the
Supreme Court of Mississippi.

During courtship, a man told his
sweetheart he was a college grad-
uate. After the wedding, she
discovered he wasn't. Can she
get an annulment?

M arriage is not a business
transaction in which you can re-
turn merchandise if not as good
as you thought, ruled the New
York Supreme Courtrefusing the
annulment. A girl should expect
a little bragging by a suitor eager
to make a good impression.

A wife in Louisiana told her
husband she hated him. But she
thought she was still entitled to
support. Was she?

A hubby who is told he is
hated owes nothing to his wife,
ruled the Supreme Court of
Louisiana, because: “For a wife
to state to a husband that she has
ceased to love him, is the end to
connubial felicity, and neither
law, justice, [nor] reason de-
mand that the husband wunder
such circumstances shall be con-
demned to a condition of penal
servitude.”

Jose Schorr
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Are you In the know?

When two boys ask you to dance, should you choose —

O The better looker

Both stags ask to be your leading man—so
what should a doe do? Choose the one who
spoke up first. You can’'t lose by playing
fair —and ten to one Dreamboy will re-pop
the question. Next time your calendar says
“Don’'tgo, "on date night —speak up; ask for

When dining out,

would a smart doll —
[ Disregard prices
H. Wipe the silver
[ Swipe the silver

All wrong? You're right! When ordering,
a smart doll considers her guy’'s wallet;
doesn’t filch tableware “souvenirs.” And
she won't wipe off the silver; there's no
need, and it's bad manners. As for “certain”
needs, it's smart to have the right answer
. so try the 3 absorbenciesof Kotex (differ-
ent sizes, for different days). See how right
you'll be with Regular, Junior or Super!

M ore women

O The lad who asked first

O Via the coin-flipping method

Kotex. Because thosefiatpressed endsprevent
revealing outlines, confidence is sure to
follow. And you get extra protection with
the special safety center and soft, special
edges that resist moisture. (Kotex can be
worn on either side, safely!)

W hat type is the

best dating material?
[~] Fun-to-talk-to
1 Big time spender
I | Lover boy

Just being a Good Time Charlie doesn’t mean
he's the best date mate. Snag a squire who's
fun to talk to: has the same interests.
Chatter you both enjoy keeps you at ease.
You'll always find "those” days easy to get
along with—once you let Kotex help you
stay really comfortable. For Kotex is made to
stay soft while you wear it; gives downy
softness that holds its shape.

c/ foose /ZCOTEX

Y/?an a// oY /ier san/Y ary na/Zoh'ns

3 ABSOR.BE/VC/ESREGULAR. JUM/OR. SURER

. U. S. PAT. OFF

Have you tried Delsey*? It's the new bathroom tissue
that's safer because it's softer. A product as superior

as Kotex. A tissue as soft and absorbent as Kleenex.*

(W e think that's the nicest compliment there is.)
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NEW COMBINATION
‘BaJb] 'S&A &V LAV m,
0nly$21.95 Delivered

A lovely baby bed and a handy play pen
.all in one wonderful unit. Converts by
slotted corner-posts which lock
safely. 42" x 27" wide. Folds to 6" width.
It's portable, too! Rolls thru doorways
and travels in auto while set up. lIdeal for
small quarters . . . for grandparents’ home.
Perfect for trips. Natural hardwood. $21.95
postpaid. Complete with wet-proof mat-
tress, $29.90. Guaranteed. Write for
booklet or order direct from:
POKT-A-CKIB, INC.
Dept. 34, Box 945, St. Louis 1, Mo.

means of

free

KEEPS A MAN'S COINS, KEYS, PAPERS,
ODDS & ENDS NEATLY, CONVENIENTLY

No more sloppy dresser tops ... no more misplaced
cuff links and letters! The men in the family just
empty change, keys, wallet, what-have-you. into handy
compartments of this new Valetray . . . and that's all!
Designed to fit on closet door or dresser top, it con-
veniently holds the contents of a man’s pockets be-
tween clothes changes.

Bronze or Maroon plastic, $3.95 postpaid.
Send for our new Gift & Gadget Catalogue. It's FREE!

IlU x Scklinf S«edsm «i\, live,
616 R Madison Ave. New York 22

Keep Hands Soft and Lovely!

CLOTH-LINED Rubber Gloves

SPECIAL BY-MAIL OFFER! Unusual Value! New, different
rubber gloves for house-and-garden uses. Protect hands and man-
icure when washing dishes, laundering, cleaning, painting, wash-
ing baby clothes, etc. Hands stay clean-dry. Soft, cloth-lining

cuffs_protect wrists and arms. Free-action fingers.
in, light and pliable. Attractive red color. $1 a pair, postpaid
Ofder pair for house, pair for garden. Fine gifts. Note: Because
of rubber shortage my supply is limited. Please order early.
This is my 1949 price! Home tested by a woman for women.

j-— — lJanet Forister, Dept. 73, Bloomington, Il1.----- -
j send pairs @ $1 a pair. Size..... Specify Small. |
| medium, or large, or give dress glove size. Special Large |
m size for men. SI.75 pr. Send for Circular.

T O PS in

Handsome mailbox —a distinctive ad-

dition to any home. Rustproof black or
white wrought iron box, 11V+" long, is per-
sonalized with name and address. Has out-
side newspaper and magazine holder. And
the low price is news! $8 plain; $9 with
name, ppd. From L. F. Black & Co., Inc.,

100-47 Metropolitan Ave., Forest Hills, N. Y.

Pleated nylon
nightgown — last
word in luxury.

Permanently pleated
sheer, 15-denier ny-
lon tricotgown never

needs ironing. It
washes, dries like a
dream. Front panel
from scoop neck to

hemline is pleated.

Elasticized waist for

proper fit. Black,
white, coral; sizes
10-20. $14.99 ppd.

JonasShoppes, Dept.
L-14, 62 W. 14th St.,
New York 11, N.Y.

th e

GLORIA E. GOLDEN Vol

Something new in bookends — self-

closing, self-expanding and non-tipping.
Bookmaster is a pair of nicely-styled book
ends joined underneath by a canvas band
wound on a roller to maintain constant ten-
sion. Adjusts to hold one magazine or sev-
eral books. Ivoryor black, $4.95 ppd. Lordell

Corp., 219 W. Chicago Ave., Chicago 10, 111

Miniature flower cartwill display your
choicest small cut flowers to best advantage.
Makes a decorative centerpiece for a buffet
table, too. Comes Fall, plant it with philo-

dendron, instead. Coppered wire cart has
matching plastic insert and measures 8\V2” x
2%". $2 ppd.

509 Fifth Avenue,

From Bingham's, Dept. R,
New York 17, N. Y.

= Order merchandise shown directly from stores mentioned. Enclose check or money order. (No COD's, please).

v SHOECRAFT
nationally famed TALL GALS
stage and society 5th Av. shoes
are sold direct onli. Personal fit.
longer wear make them real
money-savers. ORDER TODAY".
MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE.

Send check or money order.

SHOW-GIRL
$7.95

Black or red
leather.

.SHOECRAFT
orders fitled \603 AFTHAE « NAWNCRKT7
some day as )| .IMS up to 12 « AAAAA O C

g m

received. / ., m 2 M J,

“r&aap Pictwied
W ithout TtaiU
No more nails, tocks,
holes or crocks' Ad-
hesive-back hang-
ers with metal
hooks hold mir-
rors, pictures, or

anything up to 7
pounds Adhere
to any wall sur-
face. No H3878
24 for $1 ppd.

Write For Free Catalog

Tftiled 'Kiett&all

22 Algoma Blvd. - Oshkosh, Wisconsin



SHOPS

PERSONAL SH OPPER

Bucks County dinnerware combines the
charm of provincial with the grace of mod-
ern design. Each piece in a place setting
has a different scene from the quaint
Pennsylvania countryside done in brown on
yellow. 20-piece starter set for 4 is $6.95,
express collect. Elizabeth McCaffrey,
200 W. 16th St, New York 11, N. Y.

Antique pistols authentically reproduced
for collectors of the unusual. Cast in plastic
from originals of the Philadelphia Derringer
(used to assassinate Lincoln), the Smiths
.38 and the Remington .41. Felt-backed for
hanging, each is boxed with a short history.
Set of 3 is $6.95 ppd. The Game Room,
1538 Conn. Ave., N.W., Washington 6, D.C.

Unless personalized, items may be returned for refund. REDBOOK stands bark of you. Mention itwhen you order.

Chanticleer
Pin-Up Lamp

for a room that could do
with a cozy glow. Handsome
black wrought iron cock
with a Bates rooster print
cloth shade in gray and red
or brown and coral com-
bination. Lamp is 15" high.
5.00 ppd. Available in pairs,
9.75 ppd. Companion Chan-
ticleer table lamp, 26" tall,
13.95 ppd. Matching Chan-
ticleer cloth, 36" wide.
2.25 yd.

catalogue available

on request

WARD PHILLIPS
9 E. Main Street,
DUNDEE 2, ILL.

Somethin:* new In

an eyeglass case is

this clever one that polishes and cleans your

lenses inside the case.

Kleen Kase has a

chemically-treated pocket which protects

your glasses and keeps them clean.

Vinyl

case comes in red, blue, green, brown or tan.

Entire case is washable.

$1 each, ppd. Spen-

cer Gifts, Dept. R-9, Atlantic City, N. J.

A (food basic for
your autumn ward-
robe is a casual, go-
everywhere gabar-
dine dress. Ideal for
marketing, P.T.A.-
ing or driving the
children to school.
One-piece wing-col-
lared rayon gabar-
dine in charcoal
gray, red, cocoa
brown or green.
Sizes 10-20, $8.95;
sizes 141£-2418&,
$9.95 plus 25$ post-
age. Lobells, Dept.
R-9, Hanover, Pa.

AUTO CLOTHES RACK

Prevents Wrinkles
Save cleaning,
pressing — relieve
packing troubles.
Hang-All is easy to
install in any car.
Fits flush with roof
of car—does not ob-

struct rear-view vision, or touch doors or windows. Out

of the way—yet always ready to use.

Instantly detach-

able. Holds up to 32 garments full length. It's the original
patented Hang-All Rack. Deluxe model, $4.95. postpaid.

CAR TRAY

ings guarantee absolute quiet; neutral color.
enamel, $5.49 for deluxe chrome.

Send cash

. money order—or

2S EATING EASY
YOUR AUTO
No more balancing food
on steering wheel or
dashboard of your car!
Install Car Tray in
minutes!  Fits snugly
under cowl; swings out
into any desired posi-
tion. Made of steel in
chrome plate or baked
enamel; rubber mount-
$3.49 for
Add 25c for postage.
items sent C.0.D.

ek
plus postage. 10-day money-back guarantee.

DAMAR 126 Damar Bldg.

Treat PI. Newark 2, N. J.

5

postpaid
S ftctce TTta&er
vt ‘Tracer
Need cupboard space? Get this!
Xtra Shelf holds china, canned

goods, glassware, spices— anything
you wish— in the between-shelves
space that is usually wasted. Two
20" white enamel shelves, 3" and
6" deep, fit one over the other leav-
ing space below. Sturdy metal and
scientific design safely holds a
heavy load without collapsing. Or-
der No. HK3052, $2.25 Postpaid.

Sutten. (fatten,

a perfect pat! The heavy plastic
container has sliding tray and stain-
less steel cutter. Insert butter and
put cover down. To serve, lift cov-
er, pull tray to desired thickness
and press cover down. You have
an individual pat! Keeps butter
from absorbing food odors in the
refrigerator. No. HK4869 $1 ppd.

A DOZEN NAME-ON
PENCILS IN A GIANT
PLASTIC CASE— All For

postpaid

Imagine your small scrib-
bler's pride in possession of
a full dozen of his very own
pencils. . .each with his (or
her) full name hot-stamped
in gold! The 11" jumbo
plastic pencil case has fas-
cinating tricks of its own—
the big black tip actually
writes! Red rubber eraser
erases and conceals a pen-
cil sharpener. Pencils are
the top-quality and smooth-
writing kind. No. PK3649,
$1.19 Postpaid.

Werite For Free Catalog

TCileA: "KcentfaM

22 Algoma Blvd. - Oshkosh, Wisconsin
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SWEDISH
MADE

“ ANGEL

CHIMES”

From Sweden comes
this enchanting decora-
tive innovation Heat
rising from the burning
candles causes the Her-
ald Angels to revolve
lightly striking the
bells with their wands
The resuiting chime-
like sound is as charm-
ing as church bells afar
(This is the original,
one and only “ Angel
Chimes.u' It differs from
other Candelabra of its
type in that (1) It is
made of heavy gauge,
highly polished ~brass
instead of copper. (2)
It has a tray base to
catch possible drip-
pings. (3) It has hold-
ers for four candles in-
stead of the usual three,
(4) Itis imported from
Sweden where it is pre-
cision made. Don't con-
fusethe " AngelChimes"
with the trayless. 3*
Candle Candelabra sell-

ing at about the same price. Buy the “ Angel Chimes"—
The Original and Best!)

13" high—complete with 4 red or white candles. $2.95
ppd. (Extra candles—imported, hand-dipped, dripless 75c
per dozen.)

Send Check or Money Order
Write for New Catalog
L. F. BLACK & CO., INC.
99-47 Metropolitan Avenue Forest Hills, N. Y.

OVERSIZED for scotch on the rocks

and other favorite Cocktails — these
non-tipping roly-polys, made of wa-
ter clear crystal with heavy sham

bottoms. Diameter 3VV. They're smart-
ly styled and the set of twelve is

Aie ind. post—No COD’s. only $6.25.
Studio shop 57 Bofston St Boston Mess.

NEW SALTS & PEPPERS

EACH PAIR

$Jpnd.

GENERAL'S
CAP AND PIPE
“ OLD SOLDIERS
NEVER DIE" New
ly set_in ceramic
No COD's.
JOIN OUR FREE S & P CLUB

MAHONING GIFTS
702 Wick Bldg.

DePt- RB 14

Youngstown, Ohio

CAR MONOGRAMS

Personalize your car with these dignified mono-
grams. Set consists of two self-adhering chrome
frames with black initials. A" wide, 3-initial
frame AMU" long, $2.00 set. 2-initial frame 3% "
long, $1.50 set, postpaid. ORDER BY MAIL. (Print
initials plainly on order) FREE GIFT CATALOG.

MURIEL DUNCAN
Haddon Heights 9R

New Jersey

BANISH SCRATCHES
Jna (MM2!
ALMOND STICK

Easy to Use as Lipstick
Just rub Almond Stick over furniture
scratches and see them fade from
sight. Rub Over whole table to bring
out hidden beauty In wood. Works
like magic on marred, faded spots. Use on light *

GLASSCRAFT, 920-RK Chicago Avenue. Evanston, Illinois

TOPS IN THE SHOPS

A treasured collection of fine silver
spoons will be decoratively displayed in this
hand-rubbed pine rack. The rich, mellow
antique finish is designed to please even
the most particular fanciers of Early Amer-
icana. Rack holds 18 spoons. Attractively
priced — $3.95 plus 25tf postage. From
Helejr Gallagher, 413R Fulton, Peoria 2, 111.

Double decker magazine rack holds
digest-size periodicals in its 2 upper com-
partments. Plenty of room below for larger
magazines. Graceful scroll and maple leaf
design. Verde green or black wrought iron
rack with handle is 12" wide, 19" tall. $6.95
ppd. plus 50 west of the Miss. Mastercraft

Products, 212 Summer St., Boston 10, Mass.

* TOPS

IN THE SHOPS . TOPS

For an avid reader—a bookjacket to
protect his treasured volumes from wear
and tear. A thoughtful present for the
bookworm who likes to carry his current
reading with him. Durable red, blue,
brown, green or black leather-like plastic.
Full name is imprinted in gold. $1.25 ppd.
Sonya, 329 West Monroe, Chicago 6, 111

Vanity fair. A ba-
roque and frankly
feminine mirror de-
signed to grace a
A flat-

tering gift for a fair

vanity table.

lady from her doting
husband. Syroco
wood mirror, 21" x
13¢2", comes in off-
white or French gold.
mirror
back.
Could also hang on
$8.95 ppd.
Rosenzweig,

Plate glass
has easel

wall.
Henry
723 Lexington Ave.,
New York 22, N.Y.

MORE TOPS /N THE SHOPS GIFT IDEAS 0\ PAGES 30. 31

(P/pUdtmcLd @<VicCd
WITH AN ARTIST'S SKETCH

of Oum

Send us a photo of your
home. Our artist will
sketch it and we will
print it on the cover of

a French-folder of rich heavy tan embossed

'Priced,

leatherette paper-(a 10" x 13" sheet folded

to 5" x 62") Script message inside: "Best

White 5-)" x 6j" bar-

Wishes for the Holiday SeasonV with your
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BY JOHN P. FRANK

This is au account of real people, told iu their own words.

It is a

penetrating story of great courage in the face of one of life's

most tragic experiences.

By telling how they groped their way

through, these parents offer hope to others who may be sorely tried

This is a story about my son, who is sick in a particularly
terrible way.

The publishing of it is a ripping apart of his privacy and
ours that requires me to face the question: Why do it?

The answer has three parts: First, the American people
ought to know more than they do about an almost unknown,
and yet common, tragedy in their midst. They ought to know,
because if they know, they can do a great deal to improve the
handling of it. Second, certain people, doing a magnificent if
lonely job trying to handle the situation now, deserve a public
recognition. And finally, our experience is so many other
people’s experience that perhaps our account of groping our
way through may help the next fellow along the same path.

This is a story about real people, and there has not seemed
to be much point in thinly disguising names. The only exceptions
to this are the doctors and Sisters. There were so many that it
is less confusing to use letters than to put in their actual names.

We have variously called our son John Peter, Peter and
Petey. We went through stages of each. 1 have referred to
him here by the name we were using at each stage of his life.

This story makes its own acknowledgments, for our debts
are obvious. | would pay special tribute to my wife. She met
her problems with more courage and sacrifice than she gives
herself credit for.

I would also acknowledge the unremitting aid, tangible
and spiritual, of her parents and mine, her sister Ruth, my
sisters Jane and Dorothy, and our brothers-in-law, who have
felt our misfortunes as keenly as they possibly could their own.

orraine started with the greatest possible affection
for her baby. I, on the other hand, was a little

= objective about him— mothers have more imagination

than fathers, at least to start with. But after a few

weeks of acquaintance, I'll admit to being very fond
Peter, too. As | watched him grow, | began to think that he
wasn't so homely; and as my own imagination started working,
it went into some fine fantasy-thinking of its own. What would
my boy be when he grew up? Would he perhaps want to
be a historian? The historian whom | most admired was
Charles A. Beard. Perhaps this child could be encouraged to
go further in directions on which Beard had begun. In short,
there was some mighty hopeful thinking going on in John
Peter’'s room at two o'clock in the morning, whenever | took
over the job of his night feeding.

From his birth on January 18, 1947, in Bloomington,
Indiana, John Peter's days were unvarying. There was the
occasional trip to Dr. A for inspection, with the report each
time of “all’'s well.” There were, of course, the lesser adven-
tures: the bath, which he enjoyed; playing in the sun on a
blanket; a little foolishness with the neighbors; “talking”
to his father in the evening; and long periods of playing
with his mother. And there were frequent visitors. Grand-
parents came from New York and Wisconsin; dinner guests
were likely to come in to say hello, and Sunday afternoon
was open house for my law students and other friends, before
whom, | must admit, we showed John Peter off a little.

John Peter was brought up by his mother with a con-
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stant eye on the books. There were three books, two of them
by Drs. Spock and Gesell, respectively, in widespread use
around the country. In addition, the local dairy distributed
a monthly bulletin prepared by a doctor of some note in
Chicago. The monthly bulletin described the child at one
month, the child at two months, and so on.

It was reading the dairy bulletins that gave me my first
doubts. The bulletins said cheerily, “Your child is now”
however many months old he was. “This month,” the bulle-
tin continued, “he began to reach for toys on the side of the
crib,” or “he began to push himself up on his forearms,” or
“he rolled over.”

But John Peter didn’'t, or at least he didn’'t that month.
What the bulletins said he would do in any one month, he
Jusually did a month or two later. | understood that these
jdescriptive pamphlets of course described an average, or
‘typical, child, and that any particular child might be healthy
;in all respects and still far from following the pattern. 1 was
inot worried, and was somehow a little amused, in a smug
way, that my child should be starting slowly; | don’t believe
it ever occurred to me that he might never catch up.

When June came, we headed for Washington, where 1
was to be in a large law office for the summer. John Peter’s
development over the summer continued slow, and his ap-
i petite was not always quite as good as it had been. In July,
iat six months, he weighed 12 pounds, 12 ounces. One day
we visited friends and noted with some surprise how much
more their child of the same age was eating. In August,
Peter, though eight months old. was not yet sitting up by
himself, and could only maintain a sitting position when
placed in it if he had some support. Nor had he completely
mastered rolling over. He rolled from his back to either
side, but seemed to be stuck with his own arm in the way
when he attempted to complete the trip. But there was no
ground for concern, since he was obviously on the verge of
learning how to complete that maneuver.

At the beginning of September, in Washington, it hap-
pened. The days were extremely hot. For a day or two
John Peter almost stopped eating altogether, and vomited
once. Lorraine had to run an errand, picking up some clothes
at a cleaner's. While Lorraine stepped into the cleaner’s,
the maid. Fanny, held John Peter. Suddenly the baby grew
limp, and was unconscious, though his eyes were wide open.

Fanny Tan into the cleaner’'s with John Peter. Lorraine
took him and screamed, “Something’'s the matter with my
baby!” She asked for a doctor and was told that there was
one a few doors away. Rushing to that address, she found
Dr. C, who immediately began to work over John Peter.

In a few seconds, John Peter regained consciousness.
Dr. C said, “He'll be all right in a moment.”

Lorraine picked up a phone to call me. She struggled
for a moment to compose herself, and when | heard her voice
it was calm and informative. John Peter had fainted—
doubtless the heat. She was at a doctor’'s office, and just
wanted me to know what was going on. | shouldn't be
alarmed. Then she heard a noise from the next room, where
the bahv and the doctor were, and, keeping me on the line,
she dashed in to see what was happening. In a moment she
was back, saying:

“ (1w vomiting now.”

Then for a moment composure left her voice, and sheer

terror held it

“You'd better come home, John. Come right away.”

By the lime I could reach the house, Lorraine and John
Peter were at home. The baby was in his crib, conscious,
moaning and whining occasionally, with a temperature still
high. Lorraine had already called Dr. B, the pediatrician,
and he had agreed to come out as promptly as he could.

In early evening Dr. B arrived, examined the baby, and
suggested that the cause had been heat prostration. How-
ever, for safety’s safe, he thought it best that the baby spend
the night at the hospital. Lorraine could sleep in the hospi-
tal room with him. What that night was like in the hospi-
tal, 1 will never quite know. It was an old, dark and unpleas-
ant hospital, the baby was restive, and Lorraine was frightened
beyond measure. She didn’t sleep much.

But the next morning when | called, all was well. John
Peter had awakened cheerful and fever-free. Dr. B’s careful

examination showed nothing wrong. Heat prostration seemed
to cover the situation, and we were delighted to accept it as
an explan ion. | brought my family home again, with Lor-
raine determined to keep John Peter adequately cool for the
balance of the summer.

A few weeks later we left Washington, and took a trip
back to Bloomington, where | taught law at Indiana Univer-
sity. Under careful instructions from the doctor, ventilation
in the car was carefully controlled, and we did not drive
through the hottest hours of the day.

The trip was leisurely and pleasant. We were in good
spirits over getting home. John Peter obviously had suf-
fered no injury from the half-forgotten episode of the sum-
mer.

He and Lorraine amused each other with the kind of
games mothers and babies play. | had not realized that he
could laugh as loud and hard as he did then.

TThe only cloud on our return was the lack of a place to
live. There was no real rental housing to be found, except
for the University Apartments, a miserable settlement of half-
converted Army barracks. Ugly, poorly insulated and badly
heated, they consisted of three rooms and a very small kitchen.
The walls were no more than beaver-board partitions. The
whole project had been hastily put up in the middle of a
meadow, and it was a frequently unsuccessful battle to keep
mice and rats out of the apartments. This was at a time when
the same kind of buildings were being used for displaced-
person camps in Europe, and we had to settle down in the DP
camp, as it was known locally. On September 26, 1947, John
Peter, as if he was aware of out annoyance, was extremely
cranky and would eat very little. Finally, as we were about
to have dinner, he was put in his crib.

On some impulse, Lorraine went back to his room in a
few minutes. In a moment | heard her scream, “He's gone
again!”

When | rushed in. I saw him as Lorraine had described
him to me in August—Ilimp, obviously unconscious, but with
eyes wide open.

I rushed for the phone and called Dr. A, the family doctor
who had presided at John Peter’s birth. Happily he was home.
“It's probably a convulsion,” he said. “Put him in a tub of
lukewarm water, and call me if he doesn’'t return to conscious-
ness right away. He'll probably be all right before I could
get there.”

Back fo the bathroom. Into the tub went John Peter, to
be massaged with lukewarm water. It is a picture as vivid
in my mind as if it were today—the baby lying in the tub as
if lifeless, and yet staring, staring, staring.

Back to the phone. Dr. A said, “Keep it up; I'll be there
at once.”

In a few minutes, he arrived. With that peculiar reliance
which laymen have on doctors, we assumed that it would some-
how be all right once he was there. But it wasn't. Dr. A had
brought a device for irrigating Peter’s colon while in the tub,
and thus reducing his evident fever; but to no avail. Finally
A said, “Take him to bed.”

At the bedside, A examined John Peter briefly and said,
“He needs oxygen. We’'ll have to get him to the hospital at
once. Call them and tell them to have oxygen ready when
we get there.”

In a small town, everything is close Quickly we bundled
John Peter into a blanket, and whisked him into the doctor's
car, and within ten minutes he was on a surgical table at the
same hospital in which he had been born, an oxygen mask
over his face. He was still unconscious. Dr. A, a nurse, Lor-
raine and | were with him.

For the first time in our lives, we were faced with the
question of survival itself. Lorraine turned to me and said,
“Do you think he’'s going to get well, John? Is he going
to die?”

I didn’t know.

But an instant later we were even more doubtful. John
Peter began to convulse violently. There he lay, naked on the
table, his arms and legs moving not in little tremors but great
jerks. And he was still unconscious. Dr. A administered a
sedative by injection, then listened to his heart as the con-
vulsions grew more severe, and said, “1 can't promise that he's
going to pull through.”
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never

felt so helpless in my life.”

Then, quickly, it was over. The convulsions stopped. As
John Peter grew quiet, his eyes slowly closed and his breathing
slowed to normal. He was asleep. A said, “I think he'll be
in the clear now.”

Lorraine sat down for the first time in two hours and
a half.

It was quickly agreed that beginning the next morning,
John Peter should have three special nurses on eight-hour
shifts, to watch him constantly for a day or so in case there
should be recurrence. For this night, Lorraine and | would
take turns, she sitting from 10 p.M. until 2 a.m . and | taking
over until the s-a.m. nurse came on. In case of trouble, we
would call the doctor.

John Peter slept, though restively. | remember thinking,
in a confused way, that perhaps he would rest better if | were
to walk with him. It was silly and purposeless, but for some
reason | picked him up, well covered, and walked up and
down his room, up and down, up and down. As the dark-
ness faded into morning, there was plenty of time for thought,
and my mind kept working aimlessly.

-1 never felt so helpless in my life.

For the next two days, John Peter stayed at the hospital,
slowly recovering his strength and his spirits, though he re-
mained a little feverish. At least he did wake up in the
morning, and though he occasionally moaned miserably, there
was ho sign of a recurrence of the blackout or the convulsions.
' Dr. A examined him closely, and explained to us that there
was nothing perceptible the matter— that the root of the trouble
was something he couldn’t diagnose. Dr. D, he said, was head
of a great hospital at Indianapolis. Dr. D was the state’s out-
standing pediatrician. He would arrange an appointment for
us with Dr. D.

As soon as John Peter seemed well enough, Lorraine and
I drove him to Indianapolis. If necessary, he was to stay on in
the Indianapolis hospital for observation, and Lorraine car-
ried her own suitcase, ready to stay in an Indianapolis hotel
for a few days.

Dr. D examined John Peter very closely.
seemed the root of the trouble.
infected area.

He found what
Deep within one ear was an
D lanced and drained it, then and there.

When he was finished, he explained. “Convulsions and
comas in nondiabetic children are not uncommon, and are not
necessarily dangerous, or ominous. There are three possible
major sources. One is as a result of high fever, flowing from
an infection. This ear was infected, and that was probably
the source of the trouble. A second possible source is a vita-
min deficiency. If your child has such a deficiency, it will
show in X-rays of his wrists, which | want you to take before
you leave the building. A third possible source is a disorder
of the central nervous system.

“If this child convulses again, we will have to make a close
examination of his nervous system. But so far, I don’'t think
it's warranted. The infection is quite sufficient by itself to®
account for the trouble. If you have further difficulties, it will
be time enough to go into the more elaborate examination.”

“Are you sure it's safe to let it go?” Lorraine wanted to
know.

“1 can't give you any guarantees. But a child is not very
likely to die in a convulsion, and a complete neurological ex-
amination is expensive and unpleasant business. All | can say
is that if it were my child, I'd wait before doing anything
more.”

We were done! John Peter was all rightf
more than an ear infection! In wildest good spirits, we
started for home, Not even DP-camp living would look so bad.

October and November, 1947, were peaceful and busy.

It was nothing

With a little good-natured accommodation, the DP camp
turned out to be passable. Lorraine contrived to turn a three-
foot-wide closet into a place to stack books and glasses, and
convinced me that we had a large and sumptuous place indeed.

Certainly John Peter, always amiable, had no objections.
At the age of ten months, he was disposed to go along with our
proposals. He played in the apartment, sunned himself in his
carriage, and made regular Sunday-afternoon visits with us to
friends.

One evening with student friends sticks in my memory.
The couple had a child about the same age as John Peter. As
we exchanged reports about the children, it developed that
their youngster was pulling himself upright, while John Peter
could not yet sit upright unaided. Our hostess said, in friend-
ly good humor, “You must have a mighty backward kid. Why,
my boy was sitting up weeks ago.”

The youngster across the hall seemed to be making what
seemed to us astonishingly rapid progress, too. At least it was
much faster than John Peter’s.

B ut no very serious doubts assailed us. Certainly the
baby was cheerful and contented. Each afternoon as I came
home he seemed happy enough, and a session of sitting on my
lap and pulling my tie usually had him in good humor at
the evening meal.

Lorraine noted nothing markedly odd about his behavior,
though we occasionally spoke of the fact that his progress
certainly was not as rapid as that of some children.

At the end of November, John Peter’'s crankiness was
obvious, and his appetite fell off. On December 2nd, he was
the worst possible trial to Lorraine, crying, complaining, and
not eating much. When | came home that evening, he had
vomited what little supper he had eaten. Lorraine was ex-
traordinarily tired, and | volunteered to make a cheese rarebit
for supper—a dish easy for husbands to turn out. At 7:30 it
was done, and we sat down. John Peter, who was to go to bed
as soon as we finished, was idly handling a toy.

At 7:40, John Peter screamed as though in great pain.
Lorraine rushed to him, picking him up. - “John, he’'s going
again. Look!”

John Peter’s eyes were slowly blinking, and looked some-
how glazed. Lorraine, holding him, called, “Petey, Petey!
Don’'t go. See—here’s Mommy.”

It was as if she supposed that somehow she could reach
his consciousness and hold it. He seemed for a moment really
to hear her. But the next instant he was limp, completely un-
responsive, with eyes wide open.

| dashed for a telephone. Dr. A, | knew, was out of town.
After frantic calls to several doctors, all away from home, |
finally called the hospital. Lorraine put a cover around John
Peter and rushed for the car.

By 7:50, we were out of the apartment. Lorraine re-
turned to it only once more in the remainder of her life.
John Peter was never in it again.

The intern had not the remotest idea, it turned out, of
what to do with an unconscious child. | called Dean Gavit.
Dr. A’s good friend, and asked him whom A would want us
to get under the circumstances. He responded immediately,
“Get Dr. F. He is certainly the man A would want you to
have.”

A call to F's home told me that F was at a meeting of the
hospital board. | went to the meeting, got F, explained that
my child was unconscious upstairs, and asked for his help.
He brought other doctors with him from the meeting. It was
nine o'clock, and John Peter had been unconscious for about
ninety minutes.

F and his associates made an examination. They gave
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John Peter a sedative, and about ten o'clock he slipped out of
unconsciousness into sleep.

At the conclusion of the examination. Dr. F gave the
verdict for himself and the others: “It's CNS.”

Maybe, given such a firm, if mystifying, diagnosis, we
could do something about it. We asked for explanation.

“CNS means central nervous system,” said Dr. F. *“This
child has no infection. You say that the examination at
Indianapolis showed no vitamin deficiency. The likelihood is
then overwhelming that it is a disorder of the nervous system
itself.”

How did we find out what was the matter?
we do?

“You had better take him up to Dr. G at Indianapolis as
soon as he is ready to go. Put him into the hospital there, and
let G make a thorough examination. He is one of our djest
neurologists. He can find out what the trouble is.”

We settled it that the next morning, John Peter would go
to Indianapolis. The nurse was later to tell us that John
Peter repeatedly called "Mommy” that night. If he did, it
was the only time in his life he ever made that sound.

Lorraine and | went back to the DP camp, cleaned away
the debris of a supper never eaten, and packed bags for John
Peter and for her. Early the next morning we were back at
the hospital to find John Peter depressed, hut conscious.
Arrangements were quickly made for his transfer to an Indian-
apolis hospital. By shortly after noon he was in Methodist
Hospital—pleasant in atmosphere, and staffed by a set of
nurses both cheery and efficient. John Peter had a room on a
floor for children, with Lorraine’s bed in with him. | could
return to the university for classes knowing that he was under
constant attention.

What should

That evening, Dr. G came in for a first look at his pa-
tient, and for a case history. Young brisk, efficient and quick,
he soon knew all about John Peter’'s background. Then he
began his physical examination—unlike any we had seen be-
fore.

He attempted to encourage John Peter to roll over, and
studied his inability to do it. He put him into various positions,
with knees this way and that.

When he seemed to be done, we asked if he had any
opinions. He said, “It would be too soon to tell you. 1 have
formed some impressions, but they are only impressions. To-
morrow we will take X-rays of the baby’s skull, and then we
will take an electroencephalogram. If we're not clear about
it then, we may have to make an air study.”

X-rays. Electroencephalograms. Air studies. We had
heard of the first, of course, but hadn’'t the remotest notion of
what the others were. Dr. G explained. “There may be some
pressure of the skull on the brain. If so, the pictures will
probably show it. The electroencephalograph charts brain
waves. Wires pasted to the head pick up impulses from the
brain, which are magnified and operate pens which make a
pattern of lines on paper. If the pattern is abnormal, we may
know where to look. It is difficult to make a good test with a
young child who is certain to be frightened into unusual re-
actions, and we may have to try it several times.”

As John Peter, Lorraine and | settled down to wait for
the tests of the next day, we felt a little relieved.

Somehow we still had the conviction that no ultimate
disaster could befall us. The complacency of those who have
never known any serious misfortune was ours. Terrible things
happen, but they don’t happen to one’s own family.

The nurses buoyed up hope. John Peter, with his curly
hair and endearing smile, was a remarkably lovable baby even
to a stranger. The nurses came in frequently to amuse him, or
to make jokes about curly hair being wasted on boys, or to
carry hint down the hall to look at the pictures on the wall in
the solarium. If there was anything at all wrong with John
Peter, they obviously couldn't see what it was. Their accept-
ance of the baby as perfectly normal somehow made us more
composed.

The days that follow blur in my mind. For John Peter
there were constant tests. On his second day in the hospital
X-rays were taken, and an electroencephalogram was at-
tempted. He cried himself into exhaustion in the course of it,
and it was not successful. Meanwhile Lorraine or | or both
of us were fairly constantly in his room, or in an adjacent

waiting room; ami | commuted to my classes al the university.

After another encephalogram, Dr. G came in to recom-
mend an air study. “The brain and the spinal column are
filled with fluid. X-rays show the outline of the brain and its
relation to the skull, but they do not show details. To make an
air study, we tap the spinal column, draw off the fluid from the
brain, and replace it with air. We can then take X-rays which,
when greatly magnified, will show the brain in very great
detail.”

We asked whether it was dangerous. Dr. G said, “Yes, |
do want you to know that there is some danger to it. There
will be no evil after-effects, other than a severe headache for
a little while; but there is a very slight hazard in making the
study itself. 1 have done a great many of them, and nothing
has ever gone wrong. \et | cannot tell you that this is as-
suredly danger-free.”

“Do you recommend the air study?” | asked.

“Yes.”

“Then please do it.”

The next day. it was done. As we waited, we stood on
either side of John Peter s crib, talking to him. He looked
cute and perky and cheerful. Lorraine cuddled him and told
him to be a good boy—that it would all be over soon.

A nurse came to get him. Lorraine and | were left alone.

In a few minutes. Dr. G came in to say that he was about
to make the study, and to give us a last warning. “I do not
want to alarm you. but it is my duty to tell you that there is
some slight danger. 1 shall come back as soon as | am done.”

Lorraine and | sat down to think about slight dangers.
Lorraine said, “I'm frightened, John.”

“So am I, dear.”

She was nervous. She didn't cry. My wife is pretty good
in a pinch.

At last Dr. G was hack to report, "It’s all over, and com-
pletely successful.”

And then they brought in John Peter, and put him back
to bed.

I'm glad we had the air study. It was needed, and it was
extremely useful. But 1wouldn’t advise anyone to put a child
through it unnecessarily. It was a mighty sick baby who came
back into that room, more lifeless than any I've ever seen.
Drugged, almost inanimate, but in obvious pain, he whimpered
and whined pathetically for hours. During the evening his
temperature climbed, and no one was available except a house
doctor who was unable to relieve his discomfort.

We still didn't know what was the matter with John Peter.
Doctor G was to study the pictures the next day. and tell us
his final opinion then. We spent a depressed and nervous
night.

The next morning, while Lorraine was al breakfast
and | was with John Peter, Dr. H. the pediatrician who worked
in collaboration with Dr. G, came in.

He examined John Peter perfunctorily and then turned
to me. He had a hard time getting started on what he wanted
to say. “Ah, Mr. Frank ... ah. Mr. Frank, sdmetimes in
these cases Dr. G likes me to make a preliminary statement
for him. It is, ah . . . very difficult.”

| said, “Yes.”

“Mr. Frank, later in the day Dr. G will talk to both you
and your wife. But you ought to know in advance. We have
read the pictures. There is no doubt about them. A large
area of the brain is dead. It will never function.”

“What does that mean in terms of his future?” | asked.

“It means that he has no future. He will continue to have
convulsions. He will never develop fully.”

“Is this epilepsy?” | asked.

“Epilepsy,” said Dr. H, “is a rather meaningless term.
Insofar as it means that a person is subject to convulsions, your
child is epileptic. But that is the smallest part of his troubles.
The brain injuries are of a far more severe order of disease.”

I looked at John Peter. He seemed to smile hack at me.
He didn’t know that he had no future at all.

“Doctor, what can we do? Isn’t there someone who can
do something?”

Dr. H thought for u moment. Then he gave me the best
advice that could be given to a parent in my position. “Mr.
Frank, your impulse is going to be the normal one. You will
slowly absorb what | have told you, and when you have com-



pletely absorbed it, you won't believe it. You will look at that
attractive youngster, and you won't believe that anything is
very seriously wrong. More than that, you will suppose that
whatever is the trouble can be cured.

“At that point, you may start shopping from doctor to
doctor, in hopes of a medical miracle.

“Don’t. You shouldn’t take the word of Dr. G or me on
your son’'s case. You should go to some other doctor for con-
firmation. | don’t think we are wrong, but conceivably we
might be. What I recommend to you is that you go to one
other doctor—the best you can find. Get him to study this
case thoroughly.

“If he agrees with us, then stop. | have seen tragedy
after tragedy with parents who would not believe the truth.
I must warn you that there are charlatans in our profession
still—men who will promise miracles at high prices. | know
a family which has a child who is a Mongolian idiot. They
have traveled over the United States and Europe looking for a
cure. They have spent far over $10,000 in medical bills.
The child is a Mongolian idiot still.”

Dr. H made sense. | asked him whom he would recom-
mend as a doctor who might investigate John Peter's case
more thoroughly. He replied, “Probably the foremost special-
ist in the United States on convulsive disorder in children is
Dr. J, of Milwaukee. Dr. J has had thousands and thousands of
these cases. People come to him from all over the country.
If you can go to him, you should.”

Dr. H’s suggestion was a touch of,good fortune. My
mother's home, Appleton, Wisconsin, was not far from Mil-
waukee. | didn't want to take my child and my wife back to
the DP camp. | could take them both home to Wisconsin and
to Doctor J at the same time.

“Doctor,” | said, “my wife will be back in a few minutes.
I have to go to Bloomington now. | don’t want her to know
about this until 1 can be with her. Would you please say
nothing to her, and set the appointment to get the full report
from Dr. G for eight this evening? And thank you.”

H left, and | stood at my son’s bedside waiting for Lor-
raine. Because this is Petey’s story, what his father thought
and felt in that ten minutes doesn’'t really matter. What his
father said was, “Peter, | don’t know if it's possible to get you
out of this. Ifitis, we will/’

At eight o'clock, Lorraine and | were waiting in John
Peter’'s room in Methodist Hospital, and Dr. G joined us there.
He said, “Let’s sit down while | tell you about this. It will be
a long story.”

W e sat down nervously and waited for him to begin.
Slowly, and with great difficulty, he did. “Sometimes a child
may be perfectly normal in appearance, and yet something
can have gone wrong between conception and birth. We do
not understand the causes of this, but sometimes the brain is
the only thing injured.

“When that happens, the child may begin life as any other
child, but his rate of development may be very slow. In such
a case, we say that the child is retarded.

“That is what has happened to John Peter. The vital part
of the brain, the part particularly essential to the functioning
of the nerves and of the body, is called the cortex. In John
Peter’s case the air study shows that the cells of large parts of
the cortex are dead. This is called cortical atrophy.”

Lorraine sobbed for a minute, but quickly composed her-
self. “How about the convulsions?” she asked.

“When brain cells are dead,” said Dr. G, “impulses com-
ing to the brain may be shunted off in wrong directions. These
are convulsions. Sometimes they are so large that he loses
consciousness. The convulsions can be controlled, now that we

normal in appearance, and yet...'
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know what is causing them. But they cannot be cured. When
the cells are dead, nothing can recall them again. John Peter
will never develop as a normal child.”

Lorraine and | sat quietly, too stunned for questions.
Dr. G understood. He said, “This is enough for tonight. Get
what rest you can, and | will see you tomorrow.”

He left. Lorraine, John Peter and | were alone together.

Eventually Lorraine said, “John, we three may as well
go home now.”

I told her that as soon as John Peter was well enough to
travel, we would go to Wisconsin. Basically, our reaction was
one of incredulity. We kept coming back to the fact that John
Peter looked so perfectly normal. There he was in his crib,
before us. How could anyone suppose that this child, weak
now but more cheerful, was a hopeless mental case? True,
he was slow about things, but he was still less than a year old.
How could a child who responded so immediately to his mother
have a defective brain?

We weren't ready to give up.

As the evening went on, Lorraine became more and more
tense. | was anxious that she get some sleep, and | telephoned
Dr. G to ask if some sedative would be advisable for her.

He said no. “I gave it careful thought and decided
against it. The sorry fact is, Mr. Frank, that at this moment,
you, and she, suppose that this is the worst day of your lives.
It is not. Your days will get worse and worse as you under-
stand John Peter’s condition better. The reason we are being
so blunt with you today is that this kind of situation can only
be met head-on. It's a terrible thing to have to say, but if you
think she needs a sedative now, wait until you see her tomor-
row, and the next day, and the day after that. Don’t start it.”

| was persuaded. It was a restless night.

The next day, | had a private interview with Doctor G. |
said, “Doctor, | have to take care of my child and | have to
take care of my wife. Have you anything more to tell me that
will help me to do either? What is John Peter’s future?”

He said, “Mr. Frank, I may as well give you both barrels.
It is too bad that John Peter did not die at the time of that
second, severe seizure in.Bloomington. If his case runs in the
normal pattern, it will go something like this: He will be very
slow in everything. He may be able to sit up when he is two,
to stand between two and three, and perhaps to run around
sometime after that. He will never be able to talk.

“Sometime between the ages of four and six, if he can
run around, he may be impossible for your wife to manage.
He may be hitting and biting. If you bring him back at that
time, 1 may be able to do an operation which will have the
effect of slowing him down a little, and you may think there-
after that he is improving. But he won't be. He will sooner
or later get some kind of simple infection. Because his re-
sistance will always be extremely low, what would be a simple
ailment for someone else will become very serious for him, and
he will die. There is nothing left to hope for except that he
will not be too miserable until that time comes.”

“Well, Doctor,” said I, “he’s our boy. Apparently there's
nothing for it but to make the"best of it, and to keep him as
happy as we can. Can't we at least avoid the convulsions?”

Dr. G said that we probably could avoid them. “I'll
give you a prescription for phenobarbital. Give it, or some-
thing that serves the same purpose, to him twice a day.”

“For how long, Doctor?”

“For all the rest of his life.”

“But,” | remonstrated, “the stuff leaves him dopey and
inert. Look at him now!”

“You can reduce the dosage,” said Dr. G, “although 1
wouldn’t until you get him to Wisconsin. As long as he has
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phenobarbital it will depress him somewhat. After a time, you
may be able to experiment with taking him off it, but if you
do, he may convulse again.”

That evening, we completed our arrangements. | talked
to my mother in Wisconsin on the phone, and asked her to
arrange an appointment with Dr. J.

And so John Peter's Christmas trip began.

In my mother’s home, it was almost impossible to be-
lieve the worst. It is a small house, on a high hill overlooking
a wide river and a large park. The very atmosphere was at war
with tension. And John Peter himself belied our fears. Then
just short of eleven months old, he played spiritedly with his
crib toys, laughed and gurgled as a baby should, and re-
sponded with condescending amusement to funny faces and
odd gestures. When we left for our appointment with J, we
were capable once again of hoping for miracles.

We have learned, in respect to John Peter, to hope for
less and less, and always to hope with the original intensity of
the first hope. Where once | had hoped that it was nothing,
now 1 hoped that it would be “only” that epilepsy which | had
so recently feared. After all, epilepsy wasn’'t so bad. Many
great men, and so on, and on. Anything but devastatingly
final atrophy of the brain.

We had expected to find the great J to be the master of
a kind of sick children’s assembly line, and were pleased to
find his offices small and quiet, and the methods very personal.
We were asked the usual questions, and then John Peter went
in for his electroencephalogram with the new equipment of
the office.

We were later to see encephalograph equipment many
tinies, and to learn that it is completely innocuous. The whole
contrivance is about as harmful as taking one’s pulse. But it
is frightening for a child, and although the room was many
doors away, we heard, or thought we heard, his cry.

A cry can be a wounding thing.

An hour later it was done, and we went in to Doctor J,
who was to make his own examination. It was thorough. We
hoped John Peter would put his best foot forward, and were
distressed when he did not. *“Usually,” said Lorraine, “he
tries to roll over better than that.” Or, as he was in a sitting
position but slumped over, “His sitting is usually much
straighter. He’s very tired.”

Finally came the examination of the eyes. J looked into
them with lights, and kept returning to them for further
study. At last he said, “You may dress him now,” and went to
his desk.

While Lorraine dressed John Peter, J thumbed the sheets
of the encephalogram which had been taken earlier. This was
a great wad of paper, and he looked at it a long time, saying
nothing. We sat, and waited, and waited.

Finally, 1 spoke. "It is cortical atrophy. There isn't any
doubt of it. 1 will send for the air study, hut it can only con-
firm what the examination shows.”

He thought for a moment, and continued, “I shall pre-
scribe a diet. In six weeks you may bring the baby back, if
you care to. and | will look at him again.”

“Doctor,” said Lorraine, “how did it happen? Will it
happen again?”

“1 don't know how it happened. Sometimes a develop-
ment goes bad, and we have no adequate explanation of it
But it so rarely strikes twice in the same family that you may
he confident that it won’'t happen again.

“The thing for you to do is to have five more children.
You cannot save this one; but a few more will save the
parents.”

We returned to Appleton.

In the sense of hoping for a normal child, who might
somehow be altogether cured, we never hoped again. But as
John Peter's prospects seemed worse and worse, our affection
and determination to help him grew stronger and stronger.

Letters came that were helpful. From one particularly
cherished friend:

One has to learn to live with pain and to crowd it into the
background with the affirmative thought and activity of life at
its best. As you work on the problem of salvaging all that you
can for John Peter, you may find values emerge as excruciating-
ly sweet as the pain is acute. He has a fine little personality
now, which may develop in its own way, shining forth like the

sun’'s rays from behind a cloud. But whether or not such a
reward can materialize, you will know the fierce joy of the
fight you will wage. . . . When one chances to have to bear the
brunt of a defeat, whether temporary or lasting, his kinship
with the best that is calls on him to take the loss, yield nothing
he does not have to, and strive for compensating gains.

It ended up as a beautiful Christmas. It was John Peter’s
first Christmas, and it might, for all we knew, be his last one.
We wanted it to be a good one.

Lorraine's parents came to join us, and Christmas day
came with a houseful of grandchildren and adults. The tree
was never more lovely, never piled higher. My mother gave
out the gifts, seemingly picking at random from under the
tree but always in such fashion as to keep the flow even among
children and adults. Each gift was opened, admired, and, in
the case of toys, played with as the opening went on.

For John Peter there were presents galore, and everything
had wrappings with which he could play. His gifts were
more than he could manage, because, weak and tired, he became
exhausted easily. We decided that he should have Christmas
every day for a week, and his presents were put in piles and
divided so that there might be a gift time every day. He cast
no pall over the Christmas of his cousins, and enjoyed his own
Christmas very much.

A day after Christmas, | had to go to Chicago for a meet-
ing of the American Law School Association. | tried not to be
long-faced, but a few friends knew of our situation and were
deeply interested. What was surprising was the discovery of
the frequency of such misfortunes as ours. This man whom |
had known for years had a retarded child. So did that one.
With another it was someone in a remoter part of his family,
and with a fourth a next-door neighbor.

In a way that | had not understood before, we were not
alone.

And most of these people had placed their children in
institutions.

That came with the force of a completely new idea. In-
stitutional care for retarded children had not even occurred to
me before that moment. Now for the first time | caught the
sense of what Dr. G was probably trying to suggest when he
painted so exceedingly gloomy a picture of John Peter’s future.

On the way back, | stopped overnight in Chicago with a
good friend who is a very experienced lawyer. He said, “John,
what are the boy’s prospects?”

“Not very good. The net effect is that he will live until
he gets an infection of some sort, which may carry him off.”
(Dr. J later gave a very tentative estimate of John Peter’s
life expectancy as seven years. |

“Yes,” said my friend, “and because you will devote full
effort to it, you can keep infections away. It will end up as a
job that Lorraine can’t possibly handle. It will sap her life,
and seriously injure yours. It will create a home atmosphere
that will be impossible for future children. | have seen fami-
lies in this situation before. Let me urge you to place your
child in an institution which can take care of him.”

I explained that | hadn't given the matter serious thought;
that | didn't know anything about"institutions; that | had no
idea what their function was, or how good they were.

"When you want more information,” said my friend, “let
me know. I'll get up a report on those available in this area.”

Tdie advice was unanimous. | turned to Dr. T, our
Wisconsin family physician, for guidance.

With rare perception and feeling, he stated the case.
“Once it is clear that a child is hopelessly subnormal, there
isn't any question about the wisdom of institutionalizing the
child. Your wife won't want to. but her life is as much at
stake as any other. You can’'t do the child much good by
keeping it at home; indeed, you may do it harm. You can't
do yourselves anything but harm by keeping it at home.”

“How does one go about finding a suitable home for a
handicapped child?”

“1 can tell you a good deal about that,” said Dr. T. *“Let
me say to begin with that some are not good and some are
prohibitively expensive, and there are not so many to choose
from. One suggestion—see if you can place your child in a
Catholic institution.”

I was surprised. Dr. T is a Protestant and | am a Jew.

Dr. T went on, “A mentally defective child is absolutely
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") was sure that Lorraine had never thought of

the possibility of relinquishing Jcfhn Peter

helpless. The main reason that you will be hesitant to insti-
tutionalize him is because he will be so completely at the
mercy of whoever takes care of him. If he has any complaints,
he will never be able to communicate them.

“ 1t takes the patience of an angel to care for the mentally
defective. The Sisters are more likely to have it than anyone
else. Your own peace of mind will be greater if your child’s
care is entrusted to someone who sincerely believes that the
spirit of God is in that child, and who regards her own task,
not as a job to be gotten over with, but as a duty done in a
great cause.”

By the time Dr. T was finished, I was completely per-
suaded that if John Peter were to go into an institution, it
should be a Catholic institution if possible. 1 asked him
whether it was possible.

“1t may be impossible,” said T. “There are not so many,
and they are crowded. You may not be able to do it. But it's
worth a try.”

By the end of January, 1948, | had made up my mind.

John Peter’'s problems were medical problems. He him-
self would be far better off with expert care than he would be
with us. Lorraine needed other children for her own emo-
tional recovery from John Peter’'s misfortune. Yet how could
she have them, in fairness to them, if the main attention of her
life was to be given to John Peter? -

My own life and professional career were also involved.
The work | had set myself to do in this lifetime would never
get done if I were in a state of incessant worry over my wife
and my son. And if our whole lives were devoted to the care
of John Peter and to nothing else, it wouldn’'t do him very
nfuch good.

Pretty cold and emotionless? It wasn't. It was a des-
perate judgment made with a sense that every hope of life was
falling about my ears, and that somehow | had to salvage as
much as | could from the wreckage.

Three great obstacles were ahead of me. First, | had to
persuade Lorraine, which might prove impossible. Second, |
had to find a suitable institution. Third, | had to find some
way of financing the arrangement.

The first was the hardest. | was sure that Lorraine had
never even thought of the possibility of relinquishing John
Peter. The very existence of institutions for that purpose was
completely unknown to her. Every day she was rededicating
herself to John Peter’s care. It would not be easy to induce
her to let go.

Meanwhile, there was the problem of finding the right
institution—no small job.

The first step was to explore the possibility of finding a
suitable Catholic institution. For all I knew, such institutions
might draw a religious line. It was a matter In which some
good Catholic friend would know far more than I, and 1
promptly appealed to two. The first was Supreme Court
Justice Frank Murphy. My other appeal for help was to
Mrs. Gertrude Sensenbrenner Bergstrom of Neenah, Wiscon-
sin, an old family friend.

Mrs. Bergstrom sent letters all over the United States,
trying to locate Catholic institutions, or good institutions of
any type. Here are a few excerpts from her letters to me:

v

A well-known surgeon in Boston writes: “Private institu-
tions are expensive, and state institutions will not
accept children so young. | know of no Catholic institution the
is Catholic] that accepts this type. One that is reasonably
priced (about $150 a month) is [school number 1], Another,
less reliable and more expensive, is [school No. 2].”

The director of the Wisconsin child-welfare division knows

of no institution accepting a child under six. 1I'm off on another
lead.

Inquiries sent in every direction were equally discourag-
ing.

While Mrs. Bergstrom was discovering that the Catholic
institutions did not take children under five, Justice Murphy
was learning the same thing. A letter from his office brought
me up to date on this:

I haven't much encouraging news for you. The Justice
has made many inquiries on your behalf, but has been unable
to find any Catholic institution which will accept children under
the age of five years. There is one possibility, however. There
is a non-Catholie institution in Boston that is said to accept
children of any age . ... He is in Michigan at the present
time, and he said he would make further inquiries while he was
there.

Finally, a letter from the National Conference of Catholic
Charities seemed to close the door altogether. It sent a list
of six Catholic institutions for mentally handicapped children,
but reported that none of them took infants. Thbe Conference’s
letter concluded:

Since there is really no value in a group program for an
infant who cannot participate with other children in activities,
agencies now recommend boarding-home care for such children.
... The rate of board for such children in foster homes is very
high as compared with regular board rates, but it is usually no.
higher than the institutional rates.

Public and nonsectarian facilities for mentally retarded
children are more numerous than Catholic institutions of this

type.

This was a discouraging prospect. On almost the same
day that this advice came, | received a letter from Dr. G, the
Indianapolis neurologist who had diagnosed John Peter’s case.
I had written him asking for any advice he could give us. He
rajepliedz
6

In answer to your recent letter, | see no reason why you
should wait until your son is eighteen months old to decide
about institutionalizing him. This would only make it harder
to separate from him.

I have discovered that there is such a home where he would
receive the best of care.

It is my feeling that the sooner such a transfer is made,
the better it will be for the entire family.

This was, in a sense, the most discouraging letter of all;
for the institution recommended by Dr. G was the one which
Mrs. Bergstrom had so carefully checked and which reported,
in the letter quoted, that it did not take infants.

A's my friends began to turn up places worth checking,
I took over the task of correspondence. Since | was drawing
blanks on Catholic possibilities, I began checking carefully on
others.

As the responses began to come in, | developed some pic-
ture of the problem confronting parents with retarded children.
A list of private institutions for retarded children, compiled by
the American Association on Mental Deficiency, includes about
100 places. As the Association makes clear, inclusion on that
list is not to be understood as a recommendation. They
ranged, as | came to understand, from extremely good to
extremely bad, and in price from $80 a month to at least $300
a month.

Two of the most expensive were so far beyond my finan-
cial reach as to make even a minute’s consideration impossible.
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One of them wrote:

We seldom take children as young as your boy, as we find
it necessary to require that they have a special attendant. This
cost is almost prohibitive for the average family. The rate for
these young children, with special care, is $250 a month.

As | studied bulletins from such schools as this. | came to
understand that there are vast differences in levels of children’s
incapacities. Some subnormal children learn to golf, to ride,
to participate in dramatics. More unfortunate are the children
who learn to dress and feed themselves, to run about, and, in
a faltering way. to talk. Almost at the bottom of the scale
were those like John Peter, who might never learn to walk,
and who would almost assuredly never learn to talk.

1 had yet to learn that there are more ghastly tragedies
that can happen to children than ever were to happen to mine.

0 ne other friend was at work. Dr. Esther Brown of the
staff of the Russell Sage Foundation, something of an expert
in the field of medical care, sent inquiries to many friends and
put her secretary to work at making a complete report.

It was most informative. Based on interviews with six
organizations in New York concerned with either mental
hygiene or child welfare, it concluded with brief descriptions
of several places, and began with a preface:

Facilities for mentally defective infants are greatly limited.
Most institutions have a waiting list. Those in the East are no
better than those elsewhere. . . .

For the mentally ill at least, there are a few excellent
private institutions; but beyond those, they must he examined
with the greatest care. Some private ones are distinctly bad,
with standards below what would he permitted in a state insti-
tution. However New York State does not accept children
under six years of age, and it is possible that the same is true
of other states.

The report itself turned up fourteen institutions, mostly
in Middle Atlantic and New England states. For most of
them, the fees were listed as “$100 a month or more.” As to
six of the fourteen, no other information was available than
the location and the price. A few were described in a little
more detail, as “Will not accept the seriously defective child
nor one peculiar in appearance; luxurious facilities; fees $200
and $300 a month, depending on the needs of the child.” Or,
“Accepts seriously retarded children from birth to six years;
prefers younger children; gives custodial care with habit train-
ing; has been visited by an observer: $100 a month.” As to
the others, there was the phrase “standards very high,” or
“very good school.”

Nothing could more fully reveal the lack of attention
America gives its”retarded infants. A poll of six national or-
ganizations devoting themselves to mental and child care turns
up only eight places on which there is enough knowledge to
base a recommendation; those eight all together can not han-
dle more than a few hundred children, and some of the eight
don’t take infants.

My inquiries left me with a sense of public despair, but
of some private victory. The United States may have no fit
way of caring for its retarded children, but | had found the
possibility | had been looking for all the time. When despair
had been the worst and the reports the most hopeless, | found
what is apparently the one Catholic institution in the United
States caring for infants. The National Conference of Cath-
olic Charities’ report had been incomplete; there was a new
institution not on their list.

The suggestion came first in a letter to Dr. Brown from
the Dean of the School of Nursing Education at Catholic
University. She reported a school, “considered very good,
although 1| do not have too much personal contact with it. It
is conducted by the Felician Sisters. The principal of the
school is a graduate of the Department of Psychology here,
with her Ph.D. degree, and is a very fine person. The school
is St. Rita’'s School, Buffalo, New York.”

There was one! One, and apparently only one, Catholic
institution for retarded infants in the United States and Canada
(for I had looked into Canadian possibilities, too). My first
need was to find out more about it.

We learned that the proper name was St. Rita’s Home, and
the address Williamsville, a Buffalo suburb. Justice Murphy
had inquiry made with the branch of the Felician Sisters in

Detroit, and got a very good report. Other inquiries were en-
couraging.

A vital question remained: Was St. Rita’s restricted to
children of Catholic parents? | wrote to the Superintendent,
explaining that we were not a Catholic family, and asked if
this were essential.

Back came the Sister Superior's answer:

Our home is open to all, regardless of religious denomina
tion, race or nationality. Therefore your not being Catholic
would not he a disqualification.

(The truth of this was later confirmed. St. Rita’'s does
not ask the religious affiliation of parents until after arrange-
ments are completed, and then only for statistical purposes.
Negro and white children are cared for there.)

More details came in another letter, which included one
fact so discouraging that | almost abandoned the matter
altogether:

A patient whose parents are able to conform with our fi-
nancial requirements may be admitted as a private case upon
application of a parent or guardian. That application is™filled
out upon admission. However, prior to this, in order to ascer-
tain whether the child is eligible for admission to our Home, a
complete medical history must be submitted by the attending
physician and a recommendation by a psychiatrist or a psycholo-
gist must be filed referring to the child as a mental defective.

We have a regular staff of physicians who care for all
children here at the Home. If the child in question happens to
be an epileptic, we could not place him on our waiting list, as
we admit all lowest types of mental defectives with the excep-
tion of the convulsive type.

Had we come so close, to be defeated by the exception?
John Peter was, without question, convulsive. If their rule
was absolute, we were defeated. But the medication was in
this respect successful, and controlled the convulsions very
well; perhaps that permitted a deviation from the rule.

And then something occurred which made me put the
whole matter of institutionalization aside for a time, though 1
made many more inquiries and went on the St. Rita's wait-
ing list. Lorraine became pregnant, and her doctor advised
me not to let her consider separation from Peter until late in
her pregnancy, to avoid the possibility of miscarriage due to
emotional strain.

Learning to live with a beloved but mentally defective
person presents a multitude of problems. We were desolate,
but we were obviously going to survive, and we had to make
the best of it. Lorraine’'s pregnancy was intended to be a tonic
for our spirits, and was successful. The housing problem was
solved when a generous friend lent us a house in Bloomington
for the rest of the year; when | took Lorraine and John Peter
home in February, the DP camp was a thing of the past. But
there were other tasks—first, the business of relaxing. This
problem was primarily Lorraine’s, and she recognized that she
needed diversion. The great task was to learn to leave the
baby for short periods of time with a baby-sitter. The first
time Lorraine went to the store without the baby, the first time
she went out for the evening, she went through misery. But
she worked it out so that there was always at least one of us
within reach of a baby-sitter's phone call.

The greatest of the problems was one in social relations.
By the time of our return to Indiana, Peter was thirteen months
old. He sat only when placed in a sitting position, and then
needed a back rest for occasional assistance. Moreover, he
couldn’t crawl, though he might move a little by rolling, and
wasn't remotely close to pulling himself upright. His re-
sponses were also backward. To our great pleasure, he could
play “pat-a-cake,” but he couldn’t feed himself even in slight
degree, he couldn’'t wave bye-bye, and so oir. These things
were still true when he was fourteen, fifteen and sixteen months
of age.

On the other hand, he weighed less than eighteen pounds,
was cute in appearance, and had a fair amount of energy. In
short, he looked about the same as a nine-months-old baby.

A perfectly natural impulse of a mother in those circum-
stances is to hide the baby, letting as few people as possible
see him. The trouble is that it is hard to hide the baby with-
out hiding the mother, too. This is the withdrawal that can
isolate a mother from life.



Avoidance of this isolation was easier for Lorraine than
it would be for many mothers. Peter was not odd in appear-
ance. The mother of a retarded child whose retardation is
accompanied by some deformity would have a much more acute
problem. And Lorraine felt so completely surrounded by
genuinely affectionate friends that there was never a sense
of nasty curiosity.

The best way to live with a retarded child is to live with
candor. If the baby or anything about him is hidden, the
parents develop a sense of shame and guilt. We didn't try
to dissemble.

There was one exception— questions by strangers going to
Peter's age. It's amazing how often such questions come up.
Strangers seeing an attractive baby in a carriage will ask,
“How old is he?” Workmen around a house will, too. Or the
question may come up when the baby isn’'t present, as when a
parent stops at a toy store to find something for a retarded
child, and the clerk asks the age in order ta make suggestions.

On this one thing, we lied. It was perfectly credible that
Peter should be eight or nipe months, and incredible to any-
one who knew anything about children that he should be four-
teen or fifteen months. To avoid explanations, we usually
replied, “Nine months.” Every lie gave us a twinge, the more
so as the lie grew bigger, because it somehow seemed faithless
to Peter to make him younger than he was. To this day, when
I have to buy “year-old” toys for my four-year-old son, | have
some little difficulty about how to respond to the salesperson.

The days after our return to Indiana fell into routine.
Normally Peter woke at a reasonable hour, was put into his
low eating table, and was fed a little breakfast. After his
breakfast he might sit in his table for a time, or in a bouncy
child’s chair in which his feet touched the ground. The theory
was that he might exercise his legs. The object of his sitting
a good deal was to strengthen his back. After enough of such
quiet exercise, he went into his play pen and amused himself
with the usual infant's toys. He particularly enjoyed things
he could shake or move easily. In the late afternoon, he and
his father would amuse each other with teasing games or tie
pulling or bouncing about.

Meanwhile, during that spring of 1948, we had expenses
to worry about. A young professor in almost any educa-
tional institution in the United States has a hard time making
ends meet even when he has no unusual drains. Peter’s illness
threw us into a state of continual emergency. The individual
bills were extremely moderate by any objective standard, Ttut
their aggregate was overwhelming. A full third of my after-
tax income in 1948 went directly to medical expenses.

The first decision was whether to stay in teaching, or to
go to practice or government. Here the decision was funda-
mentally Lorraine’'s. | felt that she was entitled to a better
kind of living than she could have on what would be left from
a teacher’'s income after taking care of Peter.

My wife can be very stubborn. She dug in her heels and
said, “No. | don’t care if we have to live poorly. We can get
along. You know that the only things in life that really inter-
est you are your work and your family. You're not going to
lose part of your family and the work you want to do at the
same time, i made the DP camp habitable, and I'll make the
next place habitable. | don’t want to hear any more about it.”

With economical management, summer employment would
tide me over into the academic year 1948-49. We could post-
pone abandonment of my preferred work a little longer.

In June, 1948, | went to Washington for the summer.
Toward the end of June, Lorraine and Peter joined me. .Peter
was seventeen months old, and Lorraine was five months
pregnant.

The months of July and August were the hardest of any
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period of Peter’'s life except that of the December previous.
The law firm with which | was associated got Considerably less
than their money’s worth out of their summer help. Most of
that summer is lost in a miserable haze. The days were full
and tiring, and so were the nights. Peter ate poorly and slept
poorly, crying a good share of the time. Night after night one
or the other of us was up with him, trying to give him some
comfort or at least to keep him quiet enough so that the other
could sleep. Lorraine, feeling that this was her duty because
I had to work all day, gave up hours and hours of sleep so
that 1 might have some rest. But her days spent caring for
Peter in a hot house weren’'t really any less strenuous than
mine in an air-conditioned office, and occasionally, at least, |
tried to relieve her in the nighttime. Eventually we discovered
that a drug which had been prescribed for Peter as a sedative
was, in his case, having the opposite effect. By August 1st we
were all three exhausted. | was ready to concede that Peter’s
case was hopeless, that there was very little we could do for
him, and that, indeed, we might be giving him less than an
institution might. No one who knew his age could now doubt
his condition. When Peter turned eighteen months in mid-
July, his development was still that of a nine-months-old
child. He still could neither crawl nor get himself into a sit-
ting position. He appeared to be years away from standing or
walking. Though sometimes responsive to words and gestures,
he was sometimes apathetic. His amusements were simple.
He liked to play with cradle toys, or to pound his cup on his
table. He liked to play with his father and mother.

He was still, to us and | think to others, a lovely and
friendly child.

Lorraine was consulting Dr. N on matters connected
with her pregnancy while in Washington. | called N and asked
whether Lorraine was, by August, at the stage where her
pregnant condition was not likely to be prejudiced by consid-
ering separation. Dr. N said, “Go ahead. And do it now. It
isn't going to get any easier.”

At the same time Peter, while in Washington, was under
the care of Dr. B, the distinguished pediatrician who had been
his doctor the summer before at the time of his September
flare-up. Dr. B told me that the time had' come for separation.
| said, “I'm going to have a terrible time selling that to my
wife.”

“Let me help you. When you are ready, | will come out
for an evening's conversation. | may be able to persuade her.”

“But,” said I, “I'm not sure | have found a suitable place,
or that | can get Peter in.” EXxplaining briefly about St. Rita’s,
I explained that while it was well recommended, |1 had not
seen it myself.

“1 think,” B said, “that | can help you there. A very fine
pediatrician, who is head of a hospital in Buffalo, will certain-
ly know all about it. He is a friend, and | can ask him for a
candid report.”

B got back a prompt and enthusiastic recommendation.
It was time to put the whole thing up to Lorraine.

She is temperamentally indecisive, and | supposed she
might have trouble making up her mind. She didn't. She
said, “No.”

Her position was simple. She loved Petey devotedly, and
she asked nothing better than the opportunity of giving so
much of her life as he could use to looking after him.

We went over the situation from every angle. Finally she
agreed to discuss it with Dr. B, though only for the purpose of
considering every aspect fairly, and not with any great hope
of being persuaded.

He told her, “Mrs. Frank, this is something you should
do. There are a good many reasons.

“In the first place, you can’t give your son the care he
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needs at home. This is a job for more than one woman, or
one woman and her husband, or even for a woman with a full-
time assistant. Caring for retarded children has to be done
lovingly and affectionately, but it has to be done with a certain
impersonality, too. The strain is too great when one is com-
pletely tied up herself with every move of a child. It's a job
that needs to be done with fixed hours, and with time off, and
with holidays.

“When a mother attempts to do the job herself, even a
retarded child will feel the atmosphere of strain.”

Lorraine thought for a moment, and finally said, “Doctor,
I think that's wrong. You're comparing our living here against
institutional care. But the institution will cost money. If we
put the same amount of money into having more space and
some help, why can’t we do the same job at home?”

“Believe me, Mrs. Frank, when | tell you that it can't be
done. | suppose | have been a doctor longer than you have
been alive. 1've seen home care for badly retarded children
tried every way there is to try it, and it always fails. In one
case not far from here, the family was wealthy enough to have
plenty of help, and the mother herself was a nurse. Those
people’'s lives were seriously injured before the child died.

“And think of the child to be born. You don't really sup-
pose that a child can grow up normally in a house with a
youngster as ill as Peter? The tension is bound to communi-
cate itself to the second child, who will become nervous, irri-
table and unhappy. You yourself will not be able to give the
second child the love and attention it deserves.”

That hit Lorraine hard. It was so obviously true.

Dr. B went on, “Mrs. Frank, unless you separate your son
from yourself, you will risk every important value of life for
yourself, for your future children, for your husband; and you
will give your son nothing but an increasingly neurotic mother
in return.”

When Dr. B left, Lorraine raced for Peter’'s bedroom.
She was standing over the crib when 1 caught up with her.

A few days later, after a particularly exhausting, hot
day, when Peter had suffered an especially trying time, | had
what seemed to be the start of a nervous breakdown. My
temporary collapse shook Lorraine as nothing else had. When,
a day or so later, | told her that | wanted Petey to be in an
institution, and would insist on it unless she objected terribly
strongly, it would be too much to say that she acquiesced.
Rather, for the first time, she said, “When?”

“Soon.”

We have never, from then until now, discussed her
thoughts about it. | have always supposed that she bowed, not
to please me, but to save me from strains greater than she
thought | could manage. We have always tried to look after
each other.

On Tuesday, August 31st, | talked to Sister Superior,
the head of St. Rita's, on the phone. She heard my story.
She thought about it. The time of her thinking was very long.
Finally she said, “You may bring your boy.”

“When?”
“I'm not sure. | think one of our patients is leaving Sat-
urday. If he does, you may come then.”

We agreed that | would call her back on Thursday, Sep-
tember 2nd. That night I told Lorraine that he had been ac-
cepted. but that I did not know how soon he would go, though
it would be soon. On Thursday Sister Superior said, “He may
come Saturday.”

When the phone went back on the hook. I was a pro-
foundly relieved and at the same time unhappy man. 1 didn’t
want him to go, either.

But there was too much to be done to permit of much
contemplation. There were arrangements to be made. - My
sister Dorothy quickly agreed to come out from Wisconsin
to help get things ready and to be with Lorraine while I took
Peter. Certificates had to be obtained. Packing had to be
done. And we had to compose our minds.

Lorraine, as always when the chips are down, was magnifi-
cent. Dorothy was a big help, particularly with the packing,
because her brisk efficiency helped prevent a breakdown with
every garment sent or packed away, or every toy handled.

A photographer came over to take some last pictures.
Peter performed wonderfully. We gave his age as nine months,
and | doubt if the photographer knew that he was ill.

The day came. A friend drove Peter and me to the air-

port. We had agreed that there was no use prolonging the
misery of parting, and Lorraine said her good-by at the house.
She turned and fled from the car. We pulled away, Peter sit-
ting on my lap and playing contentedly.

It was September 4th, 1948. Peter was nineteen and a
half months old.

He was delighted with the plane trip, laughing with de-
light when the plane hit air pockets that turned older pas-
sengers slightly green. The stewardess came back to admire
him. “What a lovely baby! How old is he?”

“About nine months.”

“He's certainly the best passenger on this plane.
he grows up to be a pilot.”

Grow up to be a pilot. As we traveled. I thought back
to the fantasies of those nights a year and a half before when
I had dreamed of my son as a historian carrying on in the
tradition of Charles A. Beard. Beard had died a day or so
before; | suspected that his funeral might be on this very day.
It seemed so very final that an old ideal should die and a
young one be blighted at the same time.

During a stop at Pittsburgh, | changed Petey’'s diaper.
Between Pittsburgh and Buffalo he ate a little.

And then we were there. We were getting out of the plane
at the airport, and in the small crowd waiting | saw Sisters,
dressed in an unfamiliar habit of dark brown with heavy
wooden crosses about their necks. They smiled and waved,
and in a moment Petey and | were meeting Sister R, the
assistant superintendent of St. Rita’s, and Sister S, who was
to be in immediate charge of Petey. They were warmly cor-
dial. and Petey went to them without demur. They headed
for the car which was to take us back to St. Rita's, while 1
rescued the baggage.

When | rejoined them, they had just completed changing
Peter’s diaper. Sister R waggled a finger at me and in a
voice of teasing good humor said, “Mr. Frank, did you change
him on the way?”

I confessed that I had.

“No wonder that his suit was on backward!
will scold you when she knows that!”

With small jokes about the basic incompatibilities of
fathers and diapers, we set out on the ride to St. Rita's.

Later, as my call to Lorraine went through, my heart was
almost light for the first time in months. “Darling,” | told
her, “it's all right. It's a wonderful place. He should be
happy there.”

“John, are you sure?”

“I'm very sure. It's far, far better than | had imagined
any home might be. 1 saw many children this afternoon, and
they are all happy. | didn't see a scowling child, or a sullen
child, or even a crying child. He should really like it.”

The tone of misery lightened in Lorraine’s voice. “I'm

so glad.”

I'll bet

Mrs. Frank

A he best feature of St. Rita’s is the personnel.

The capacity of the Home is forty children, all under five
years, and fairly well distributed in age from a few days old to
the top age. /

To care for the children there are usually seventeen or
eighteen Sisters, and three or four girl employees. In addi-
tion, there is a chauffeur to pick up supplies and run neces-
sary errands, and there are yard men frequently on hand to
mow the lawn and do miscellaneous outdoor work. A staff
physician makes frequent visits.

Taking only the Sisters and the women attendants into
consideration, the ratio of adults to children is better than
one adult to two children. This is a remarkable ratio, and a
thoroughly necessary one because of the great amount of care
retarded infants need. When it is remembered that many of
the children are extreme feeding problems, slow to eat and
incapable of feeding themselves, the one item of getting food
into the children three times a day is an enormous task.

The children’s building is on two levels. In the base-
ment is a large playroom for the older children who can walk.
Upstairs are several dormitory rooms, a playroom for the
younger children, a dining room which contains the phono-
graph, a visitors’ lounge, and necessary attached facilities for
office work, medical care and reception of new patients.

The children include every imaginable, and some almost
unimaginable, types of handicapped human beings. A few of
the cases are monstrous. Normally about thirty-five of the
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.. ive must be prepared for the possibility

that Petey would not live long.”

forty children at the home are not blind, and are not physically
grotesque. They include every variety of brain injury, the
birth injuries, the brain atrophies, the children who began
life normally but whose brains were devastated by disease.
Most of the children, however, are of the type known as Mon-
golian idiots, or Mongoloid types.

1 he Sisters spend a good deal of their time playing with
the children, and encouraging them into developmental activi-
ties. | have often observed the Sisters dancing with circles of
children, and encouraging them to sing. The few most ad-
vanced older children learn to do songs and dances by them-
selves, and greatly delight in showing off their accomplish-
ments.

Some of the children are almost as inert as so-many
vegetables. Others are active and interested in life. The ob-
ject of care is to help the vegetables to grow as nearly as pos-
sible into real human beings who find some pleasure in life.

A typical day begins with the children bathed and dressed,
the older children on chairs at the foot of the beds waiting
their turn, the younger or more handicapped children neces-
sarily waiting in their cribs. After breakfast the older chil-
den play in the large room downstairs, while the next age
group, which includes Petey, play in the upstairs playroom,
or sit up in sit-up toys observing the world, or, for part of the
time, play in their cribs. When weather permits, the older,
ambulatory children play on the lawn with a large variety of
outdoor toys, while the younger ones get out less often. A
favorite play-place for the middle group, in which Petey is, is
a playpen; while slightly more advanced children of this age
can “ride” the rocking toys.

But there-is much work beyond taking care of the chil-
dren directly. The place itself must be kept clean, and it is kept
so immaculate as to be incredible. Let the best housewife rub
a hand on her own floors, and she is likely to soil it a little.
I have seen children playing on the floor at St. Rita’s for hours
without getting dirty at all, and have rolled around the floors
in white shirts while fooling with Petey without having any
trace show on the shirt.

Laundry and clothing repair is another job of no small
proportion. 1 have never seen a child there either in soiled or
tattered clothes, which in itself must be something of a record
for an institution. Menu planning and food buying are other
jobs, as are record keeping and office routine. And the day
is not over when night comes; someone must be on night duty
for emergencies.

One time | asked one of the Sisters how she avoided feel-
ing depressed from the plight of the children.

She replied thoughtfully, “If it were not for our spiritual
exercises, we could not do it at all.”

When | came back the next day to visit him, Petey avas
already becoming a part of the Home. | found him in a play-
room, sitting in a rocking toy and slowly moving it up and
down as he looked over his new surroundings. When | left
him that day and returned to Washington, | was sorrowful,
but was at least free from remorse. | was confident that no
injustice had been done Petey.

One cannot know what goes through the mind of a sick
child, but so nearly as outer evidences were concerned, he ad-
justed quickly and did not miss us long. In mid-October we
received a letter “from Petey,” with “a little help” from Sis-
ter Superior:

I know that you are almost continually wondering about
your precious little darling, so here I am with some news of
myself. | have adjusted to my new home very well. My appe-
tite is very good, and in spite of a little fuss over certain foods.

my nurse is very patient and encourages me to eat, explaining
what good it will do me. My weight at the present time is 18v4
pounds. | have plenty of toys to play with, and keep myself
busy during the hours of play. In my room there is a very
practical table with a seat in the middle of it, and | occupy it
much of my time. Nurse has taken some pictures of me, and
these we will forward to you as soon as they are developed.

As Mommie has no idea how my new home looks, nurse
gave me these snapshots enclosed with the hope that they will
give Mommie some idea of my present environment.

With all my love and an everyday thought about my dear-
est ones, | remain, your loving baby,

Petey

The Sisters occupy their spare moments with handwork,
and a few weeks after this letter, Petey sent a little handmade
button box as a baby present to his little sister Gretchen, just
born.

At Christmas, | went to see him. Gretchen was only six
weeks old, and Lorraine had to stay with her. This Christmas
visit was an immense success. | found Petey well adjusted.
He and | played together for two days, and opened some pack-
ages.

Petey was still at the stage where the wrappings were
as interesting as the gift, and it was hard to make him under-
stand that there might be something inside a package worth
burrowing for. Whether he had a toy bunny wrapped in pa-
per, to throw around as a closed package, or whether he had
a toy bunny to throw around as such didn’'t make much dif-
ference. Whatever it was, he enjoyed throwing, and I cer-
tainly enjoyed picking up.

For a year, | had to look back at the Christmas, 1948,
visit as the last moment of real pleasure with Petey, because
at the time of the next two visits, he was going downgrade.
Lorraine and | came together in June, 1949, and again in
September.

At the September visit, Sister Superior gravely warned us
that we must he prepared for the possibility that Petey would
not live long. He was feeble, and completely apathetic. At
the June visit, he had been able to locomote a very little bit
on a kiddy car, moving it very slowly about ten yards in pur-
suit of a bright ball held out as a lure in front of him. At
the September visit he could be moved on a kiddy car only
by having his legs held up; else they would simply drag.

When we left Petey, we drove quietly for hours. One of
us voiced the thought of both:

“1f only he could have a little fun out of living before he
dies.”

- And then, miraculously, he began to mend. Perhaps new
foods, or perhaps cooler weather helped. When we were back
at Christmas, 1949,'he was very much alive again. His legs
were not so rubbery, and his smile was more frequent. He
was beginning to pull himself upright. For Christmas, we
gave him a very light small cgr that he could sit up in and,
theoretically, move around. At the same time the sides were
high enough so that he couldn’t fall out. He has learned, by
a series of lunges, to move it around somewhat.

He is now— 1951— between four and five years old, and
has been away from us for almost three years. He has for a
year been crawling well. He can get into a sitting position
easily, and hold it. He cannot walk at all by himself, but he
can pull himself upright, and will take several steps if some-
one holds his hands. He does not talk, but is beginning to
take a slight interest in music, seeming to listen pleasurably
to very marked rhythms. His weight is about 31 pounds. He
is less alert than a ten- or eleven-month-old child, but his de-
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velopment is roughly analogous t* that «( a child *f that age.
But we are still hoping. We very Muck hope that he will
be able to walk one day.

IV 1y return from Buffalo after taking Petey to St. Rita’s
brought me back to a home quiet with the quiet of emptiness.

There was not, until new functions could be worked out,
much for Lorraine, particularly, to do in the business of living.
We could still think about Petey, and talk about him. Most
important, we could think and talk about him as one still living
and, within his limitations, doing.

The first adjustment of Petey’'s absence was how to treat
the fact of absence. We rejected the possibility of being com-
pletely cut off from Petey, and we also rejected the possibility
of ever bringing him home again. We would visit him, but not
so often as to torment ourselves needlessly or be a nuisance to
the Sisters. Three or four visits a year, each of two days’ dura-
tion, has proved a good arrangement. The distance of Buffalo
and the expense of travel to it have helped maintain that pattern.
It is just as well that a Home should not he around the corner.
Frequent telephone calls were a great help to peace of mind.

But the larger problems of managing the fact of separation
occur day to day. The range of problems includes such simple
matters as whether Petey’'s welfare was something to be dis-
cussed with close friends; what to say to the stranger who asks,
“And how many children have you?” ; eventually, what to tell
Gretchen.

We decided that candor at all points was the best solution,
and | believe that we were right. W'hat was the truth? We
had a son, whom we loved, and who needed care that we could
not give him. There is nothing to keep secret. On the other
hand, the facts are fairly personal, of concern primarily to us;
there was nothing to advertise.

Since we were about to leave Washington to return to
Indiana, | wrote good friends there;

We finally decided that we could not manage John Peter's
care, and have been lucky enough to be able to place him in a
When
we return to Indiana in two weeks, we shall be without him.

very good Catholic institution near Buffalo, New York.

W ill you please tell our close friends there about this, so that
they will not be surprised?

When we return, we shall think of the whole subject as one
neither to be dwelled upon nor avoided. Our interest in his wel-

fare will always be keen, and we will be in close touch with him.

When we got back, friends asked about Petey, and we re-
ported. Thereafter the matter worked out as it normally
would. OlId friends, who knew him, occasionally inquire.
Newer friends, who did not know him, have very little occasion
to ask. With very close friends, he may occasionally turn up
in the conversation. With less close friends, there is very
little reason why he should be mentioned, and he is only rarely.
Pictures of both our children are mounted in our living room.

Gretchen by now understands that she has a brother whose
name is Petey, that he is the baby in the picture, and that he
is away. When she asks more about him, she will be told that
he is sick, and can’t live with us. When she is older, she'll
know as much about her brother as she cares to. In normal
course, | would expect this not to be very much.

Most of our acquaintances probably are unaware that we
have two children, not because of a practice of concealment,
but because there is no reason for them to be informed. That
is to say, one frequently does not know how many children his
acquaintances have, whether the children are at home or else-
where. As for strangers, we have sometimes been deceptive,
simply because deception was easier than explanation.

This discussion may suggest an excessive self-consciousness.
If so, | have discussed it out of proportion to the reality of the
problem. It was simply one of the small problems that had to
be faced.

With some other problems, we did less well.
of our own, individual, social relationships. We were each
extremely unhappy. Neither wanted large pieces of time on his
hands to be spent being miserable.
Lorraine, normally no extrovert, wanted to be with people as
much as possible, almost preferably with near-strangers in
whose different interests we might be preoccupied. | strongly
preferred the association of very old friends only, to the extent
that there were not More than a very few people in Washington

One was that

But we reacted oppositely..

or Indiana with wham | was eager to he. Whether fartunately
or not, my prafesaiaaal wark is of the kind that can accupy ane
day and night, and My strangest temptatian was to retire into it.

The result was a certain floundering. Gretchen, as she
grows, has been an enormous help in bringing her parents back
into a normal routine. There is nothing of which I am more
fully convinced than that the best step for the parents of a
retarded child is to have another child as soon as possible.

But Gretchen gives us another problem of adjustment.
Our experience with Petey perhaps makes us cherish a child
more than we otherwise would. It certainly makes us self-
conscious about her welfare. We've had to guard against a
tendency to watch her overmuch.

Gretchen almost died when she was born. It was just one
of those inexplicable things. Lorraine was having a perfectly
normal delivery when suddenly the obstetrician noticed that
Gretchen's heartbeat was falling away to nothing. He got her
out of there in record-breaking time, and the baby was fine a
moment later. But one of the causes of brain injury is oxygen
loss in childbirth, and we did a certain amount of worrying
about whether the delivery episode might have somehow done
her some harm. That poor baby had a thorough examination
by Dr. J, including an electroencephalogram, before she was
two months old, “just to check up.” Dr. J told us to quit being
silly worriers—that she was perfect.

All the same, when Gretchen was a little behind “the
book's” schedule for rolling over, we worried, and when, at
about eight months, she experimented with an odd kind of
blinking for a few days, we were terribly troubled.

Those worries seem preposterous now. Our daughter at
two and a half is a model of health and, if a father may be per-
mitted his immodesty, is mentally slightly precocious.

Problems of financial adjustment were acute. St. Rita’s
is a truly charitable institution, and its fees are certainly
moderate; but they are beyond the reach of a still-beginning
professor living on the income of at least one state university |
know. To them had to be added additional medical bills,
transportation for visits and occasional charitable contributions.

(As for contributions, let me say categorically that there
has never been any suggestion from St. Rita's that we ought
to make any offerings beyond Petey’s agreed-upon bills. The
very thought has never been implied. But we have felt, and
that strongly, that we wanted to make whatever contribution we
could, so that others might have the help that we are getting.
We hope that for the rest of our lives we will be able to make
some annual contribution. Contributors who care to do so may
make offerings in the names of others, which are recorded in
metal plagues. We are pleased that so far we have been able
to add two. in recognition of the charitable friends who helped
us: one “In memory of the Hon. Frank Murphy,” the other
“In honor of Mrs. Gertrude Sensenbrenner Bergstrom.”)

We might have been able to make financial adjustments
which would have permitted us to stay in Indiana; but my
asthma, always worse in the Middle West than the East, was
becoming so acute as to be a real burden to life. For a combi-
nation of reasons, we finally moved East, when | joined the
faculty of the Yale Law School in 1949.

The final adjustment is the one that time takes care of.
That's peace of mind. It's like interest on a savings account;
nothing can be done to speed it up—it just comes.

O ne last word. Anyone reading these pages has been
aware that our experience was in some respects exceptionally
fortunate. Strong friends and brave families gave great as-
sistance. No one knows exactly how many retarded children
there are, but something over 10,000 of Petey"s general class
are born every year. | wish that families less well situated
than ours could come out as well. Our fellow Americans, and
we. as a people don’t do nearly enough to provide for these sick
children.

In a sense, our experience is over. Petey and we are on
our feet now, and we'll manage for the rest of his life. With
the blessings of the law of averages, we won’'t have another
handicapped child.

The greatest help throughout has been Petey himself. As
one of those old friends said, “He has a fine little personality
now, which may develop in its own way.” If the next Petey
should come to any reader of these pages, | hope he's as nice
a little boy. . The Eud

This is o condensation from o hook to he published hy Alfred A. Knopf, Inc.
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Nothing Like a Man
Around the House!

Young people get a kick out of Alan Young’'s TV show because he is contin-
ually faced with situations they understand. He portrays the average man humor-
ously but sympathetically. A typical skit from his show has to dowith potmending.

Leaving his television, Young starts to
fix the pot and discovers the light is bad.
In two minutes he has the lamp apart.

On his way for more tools, he notices a Hours later, like most husbands, Young has the room in a shambles, but the
squeak in the kitchen door. In no time pot is still not mended. As an artist, Alan has a great sense of comedy. His pro-

at all, Young has the door off its hinges. grams on CBS (Thursdays, 9 p.m.

EDT), with Candy MacDowell, are hilarious.



30

FITS RIGHT ON your TELEPHONE

RIGHT WHERE YOU NEED IT EVERYTIME!
AS

ESSENTIAL

AS YOUR

TELEPHONE

FOR HOME, INDEX
OFFICE or SLIDES
GIFT ouT

ALPHABETICAL INDEX
and DIALING PENCIL

LOOK « INSTALL IN A JIFFY

If not completely satisfied
your money cheerfully refunded

Order your TELEBASE today Postage
Free Send check or money order...or
CO D (slightCOD charge) Write to

EVERGLADES MANUFACTURING
DEPT. C, BOX 222, CORAL GABLES, FLA.

2 - gup

bottle*.

2 £<xr$f.95

Trim individual carafes keep two cups
of coffee piping hot— fit snugly in the
cup for serving. Made of heat-retain-

ing glass— each has a cool plastic
collar in bright color. No. HF4476.
Hottles, 2 for $1.95, ppd. HF4476a

Glass stoppers with corks, 2 for 50c.
Werite For Free Catalog
TKitea KiniiaM
22 Algoma Blvd. - Oshkosh, Wisconsin

IN BOSTON
16 Bromficld Sc

nderella

S 1z E S O N L Y

No feet too small or narrow for us to fit — so send
for our illustrated catalog showing enormous variety
of styles for every occasion — then order by mail!
For Catalog R, write to Mail Order Dept

85 SOUTH STREET » BOSTON 11, MASS.

By Mail Only - Order Today!

TOPS IN THE SHOPS

Smoker set for a smart hostess. A four-
in-one combination—cigarette box, ashtray
and push-button, automatic lighter and

The antimony set has a silvery finish
in the

stand.
and would be equally good-looking
office or on your best table at home. A
lot of value for $5.50 ppd. Shrell Products,

609 S. Federal St., Dept. RBE, Chicago 5, 111.

Ball and lacks
bracelet for the cam-
pus crew. Agnew'’s
tricky bracelet has
conversational dan-
gles to remind the
that

long ago they were

girls not too

playing jacks on the

front stoop. Gold-
plated link chain
with its chunky

charms makes a per-
fect back-to-college
gift. $3.69
ing tax and postage.
Lord & Taylor, Dept.
16, New York, N. Y.

includ-

UNIQUE IMPORTED
PLANTER $2.00 ppd.

From Mexico comes this

graceful handmode planter
» with 4" natural Mexican
) clay pot. The beautiful rustic
j copper finish is appropriate
i for any room. Money re-

funded if not delighted
| ECKARDT IMPORTS, Dept. R 9,
1 3619 Shelby, Fort Worth 9, Teas

Ro
n
>
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0
m
Py

With Mahogany Finish Stand
ONLY SO/
Sentimental memento. First
names of couFIe and date of
event artistically hand-lettered
in 24K gold. Beautiful hand-
painted miniature china. Not
more than 2sets to each cus-
tomer. Each set can be person-
alized differently, if you desire,
S0 you can give one away as a

|ft Add 15cto each set ordered

or postage, handling. Noc.o.
GREAT AMERICAN SALES CO.
. 732, CHICAGO 7. ILLINOIS

BABY COMING?

For _yourself or for cherished gifts, send for FREE CATALOGUE

of beautifully styled, fine Maternity 1 Pc. and 2 Pc.
Dresses Slips, Nightgowns, Panties, Brassieres. Housecoats you
can wear now and after baby comes. Low prices!

MODERN MAID FASHIONS, 246 Fifth Avenue, New York 1, N.Y.

* TOPS

IN THE SHOPS e TOPS

Spatter-proof shelf serves adouble
the kitchen
spatter guard

when above
range. 30"
down to protect your wall from grease spots.
Wipe
use.

purpose hung

plasticized rolls

it clean and roll it up when not in
The 24" shelf is enameled
red or yellow. $3.95 ppd. The Fitzgeralds,

545 Fifth Avenue, New York 17, N. Y.

in white,

Colonial knitting
bowl — lovingly
copied by skilled
craftsmen. Useful,
too, as a catch-all

for odds and ends, a

giant-size bowl for

salad, potato chips,
fruit, Selected
hardwood bowl, 15"

21"

etc.

in diameter,

high, is hand-rubbed
to a rich mahogany
or antique maple
finish. $14.95 ppd.
Templeton Crafts-
men, Dept. R-9,
Templeton, Mass.

>

-J  Limited Trial Offer . . . only

one order to a culstom

00 o plusix

FREE SAMPLE — Just send
snapshot negative for free sample
DelLuxe Yulecard, the original
photo Christmas Card. Please
Include 3c return postage. Nega-
tive returned with sample and
illustrated folder. (If without
negative, send photo and 50c for
new negative.) See before you
buy. No obligation. Satisfaction
guaranteed. Offer expires Dec. 1.
YULECARDS. DEPT.22. QUINCV 19 MASS,

PHOTO

Christmas

from your own
negative . . .

including envelopes

/irttl/1YOUNCSTEP WILL

rp Jt-ov jJju rr

for the joy-ride ofa lifetime! Looks
just like a man-size Tractor. The
perfect gift for boys, girls, up to
12 years old. Chain Drive.” Sold
only direct from factory. Write for
Literature, FREE trial offer.

INLAND MFG. CORP., Dept. R»-9 * 164 Ellicott St.. Buffalo 3.N.Y.

Y QU GET A25

For Selling Only 50 Boxes
Christmas Cards
to your friends and fellow-workers, 21
for $1 and 50 for $1.25, with name on.
You make up to 50c on each box. Send
for Selling Plan and samples on ap-
proval. Costs nothing to try.
MERuUT CA”ID CO-
370 Plane St.. Dept. 80. Newark. N.J.

JhsL 1961QMaiwu
SLIPON SHAPE NEW
REAL HAIR NETS

Adjust without hair pins, cover only parts ol hairdo
requiring protection, reinforced for longer wear, all
shades, double and single mesh. IDEAL for present
hair styles. MAIL direct $1.70 doi. for plain colors
or $2.35 doz. white, grays, All other shapes avail-
able also. Over 43 years experience.

NATIONAL HAIR NET CO.. New York 3. N. Y.
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e TOPS IN THE SHO

Spread the welcome mat and elimi-
nate the nuisance of mud tracked indoors.
Doubly useful — for the house number (6
right
Powder

digits or less, even Mi's) is molded
into this all-rubber 4-1b. door mat.
green, black or brick red. $3.45 ppd.
Rubber Company, 21-20R

Road, Los Angeles 65,

blue,
Mitchell
Fernando

San
Calif.

Tag-a-long purse
for a child
the safekeeping of

insures

lunch money or bus

tokens. No “losers-
weepers” when this
purse is securely

fastened to a child’s
belt,
suspenders.

buttonhole or
Easy to
open and close with-
out detaching. Tan
sheepskin purse has
branded
on flap. $1 ppd.
Dinsmore,
Ter-

first name
Evelyn
969-R
race,

Green
Lancaster, Pa.

sizes WIDTHS
10tol6 AAAtOEEE
We SPECIALIZE in large slz:sAany

—sizes 10 to 16;
EEE. Loungers. Wing Tips. Moc-

casins. Dress Oxfords. High
and Low Work Shoes, House
Slippers. Rubbers. Over-

xtra quality
prices. Satis-
guaranteed. ~ Sold

mall “only. Write for
FREE Catalog

KING-SIZE, Inc., 660, Brockton, Mass.

‘tyowia fan tEe

BIG FREE CATALOG OF
HOUSEWARES, GIFTS & TOYS

Tltilea ‘Kiut&aCC

41 Bond St.,, Oshkosh, Wisconsin
CLEANING PLANT

No odor, no ring. Cleans
qgrease spots, rugs, up-
holstery. white shoes,
etc. NOT A LIQUID

AT~AIll CHAIN, DRUG, DEPT. STORES,
NEWSSTANDS
f Unavailable. Send S| for 5 "Janies”
AEROXON, DEPT. 16. 130 W. 42d. St., New York 18

LOOK WHAT'S

HERE! u wm IM tim !

T W [1 u

YOUR SPARE TIME TURNED INTO CASH
Sell_your friends and fellow workers, 21
for si
and samples on approval NOW. Costs noth-
ing to try

WELCOME CARD CO.
368 Plane St., Dept. 32, Newark, N. j.

PS . TOPS

Rolls and buns stay warm

Bun Cozy.
12 pockets, pop

serve in the

Just tuck them
into oven to warm,
Italian willow basket.

IN THE SHOPS

in this useful
into the cozy's
then
Effect

is a flower-like centerpiece that serves a pur-

pose, as well.

basket are $1.50 each;
907 Breck Bldg.,

Breck's,

Thousand - eye
cruet filled with pure
vanillaextract makes
a delightful gift for
someone who appre-
ciates Early Amer-
icana. Hand-made
old-fashioned opal-
escent glass cruet is
bluish-white. Stands
4Mj" high and holds
2 ounces of aromatic
vanilla extract that
retains its flavor.
Just $1 ppd.
CarlR.Foislund Inc.,
122 Fulton, Grand

Rapids 3, Michigan.

From

set of 6
angels,
postpaid

*3

These quaint and chubby cherubs,
have a mischievous glint in their eyes as

ing wings,

Flowered
$2.69 for both ppd.

chintz cozy and

Boston 10, Mass.

despite their sprout-

they play on worldly instruments. Of imported bisque,

they're faithful reproductions of Meissen, stand 3
inches tall. Really out of this world as gifts. How
clever you'll be to order now for Christmas giving.
PowelPs~TH"
Box 1417 Milwaukee, Wis.

i Thrill to the elegance of
these gold plated drop
earrings, engraved for in-

I dividuality. ~ Your name

1 (8 letters or 3 |n|t|a|s)

I engraved free. Order to-
day—Lillian and Lou offer
the smartest values in
<0 50 Taxa!gl Post IFe)gslg

CRCE Send for our FREE ILLUSTRATED, CATALOG
rncc (0 page answer to all your gift problems.
LILLIAN and LOU'S SHOPPE
Dept. R1, 2403 Beverly Rood, Brooklyn 26, N. Y.
R j
RY Shop by mail and save. Dresses & suits for=m ug |

morning, street, afternoon, or sports,

$2.95 to $22.50
(Catalog mailed In plain envelope.)
CRAWFORD'S, Dept. 43, 729 Balt. Ave.,

lingerie.

Also maternity corsets &

Kansas City 6. Mo

colors,
designs

tyowi

OLD
RUGS

CLOTHING...
tyou up to ~2

ITS ALL SO EASY! Free Catalog tells
how to ship your materials at our expense to
the Olson Factory, where we sterilize, shred,
merge materials of all kinds—reclaim the valu-
able wool, etc., then bleach, card, spin, dye and
weave into Iuvely, new, deep textured Revers-
ible, Double Luxury Broadloom Rugs.

OLSON Fgss™

Hundreds of sizes to 16 ft. seamless, any length

Solid Colors Tweed Blends  Early American Embossed
18th Century Floral, Leaf Oriental Designs  Effects
Satisfaction guaranteed. Over
3 million customers. We do
not have agents or sell thru
stores. Our 77th Year.
Chicago New York San Francisco
Mail Coupon or Ic postcard
,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,, 1
KA OLSON RUG CO., R-4l cChicago 41 !
I Mail Catalog of Rugs and Model Rooms Free to: |
I
@ NAME. ..o
] ©
J ADDRESS....iiiiiiiii e one
I TOWN TATE
“7tie ‘'gotta*
"Plant Stands
Write For

Catalog

Prettiest way we know to keep plant
shelves free of mildew and dirt! Two
4jrw wrought-iron saucers with inlaid tile
in floral motif. Scallop-edged. Order No.
H43. 2 for $1.50 Postpaid.

Tttited 'Kimball

22 Algoma Blvd. - Oshkosh, Wisconsin

NO SUDS IN
YOUR EYES

SHAMPOO
GOGGLES

Children love,

adults acclaim

thesePlasticgog-

m gles. Self-adjust-

ing head bands;

absorbent terry

edging; fit snug

and watertight. For shampoos, home permanents,

tinting. Order "Regulars” for adults and children

over 12; “Juniors"” for children 1 to 12. df* CA

Either size, postpaid.. .
o C.0.D. please “Satisfaction Guaranteed

156 W. Chicago Ave., Dept .BP-70,

Chicago 10. 111
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Starring in Allied Artists’ "The Highwayman”

EEE SHAMPOO
"L PIUS EGG

The shampoo containing fresh WHOLE egg... so good for your hair
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he sun of an Indian-suninier morning
strikes golden through elm branches on the
cream-colored stone of the courthouse. A

177, block away in the square, girls are still
wearing gay summer dresses as they set about the day’s
shopping. A county-seat town of 5,000 people, friendly,
hospitable. Carlinville, lllinois.

Sixty miles south, in a wide bend of the mud-brown
Mississippi, lies the Gateway to the West— St. Louis,
Missouri, site of the largest small-arms factory in the
country, center of chemical manufacturing, heavily loaded
with aircraft construction, the second greatest railroad
center in the world. Stretching for miles along the west
bank of the mighty river, it raises its factory chimneys
and church spires into the blue autumn air.

A mile to the south of St. Louis’ mammoth Union
Station, in the yard of a brick house on Park Avenue, two
children are playing in a sandpile. . . .

Yesterday it was chilly, and Mommy made them put
on sweaters, but today it got hot again and Mommy said
they could play in the sandpile in just sun suits. Only
Ellen, a dignified six-year-old, wore a sunbonnet be-
cause it matched her suit. She filled her pail with sand
and upended it, pulling the pail off carefully to make a
cake. Carlie, who was only four, reached out his shovel
and said, “I cut it for you, Ellen,” and she had to grab
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his hand to keep him from spoiling it. “1 wanna cut
it__ "

Their shadows struggled beside them on the white
river sand. Then the shadows paled and Ellen’s shadow
shot out in a different direction, straight over Carlie, as
the sky flashed white. Then it was as if somebody, play-
ing rough and nasty, had pushed her down, bumping into
her brother. The sun dimmed. And the sand was tearing
away under her fingers in a roaring torrent of air. Ellen
felt the ground shudder. When she could get her breath
she screamed, “Mommy!” and got to her feet, stumbling
toward the back door. The wind spent itself, then sud-
denly it drove the other way, knocking her down. It
ripped off her sunbonnet and whipped dust in her eyes.
But she had seen enough—the house wasn’'t there any
more.

Carlie was on his back, as if he had fallen asleep.
Ellen cried again, “Mommy! Mommy! Something . . .
hit me . . . and | hit Carlie, but not on purpose.” And
then Carlie started to howl, and Ellen crawled over to
him and started to hug him, telling him not to be such a
baby because really he wasn't hurt much. Finally she
shook him. *“Listen, Carlie— you hush up now and listen.
Ellen’s got to find Mommy. You stay right here and
don’t you dare move.”

“1 don't wanna stay here. | want my Mommy!”



Unutterable stillness settling over a city of ruined buildings is the way artist William Pachner visualises

the results o fenemy raids. But even here civilian defense would save many lives.

“Well, we'll find her. Don’'t be such a baby.”

Their house was nothing but a heap of bricks, and
one side was all by itself with the wallpaper looking all
bare and lonesome. Ellen could see where she had been
bad when she was little and had marked on the paper
with crayon, only there wasn’'t any floor or room there;
it was just a wall. Mommy had been in the house; she
was downstairs, working the washing machine!

Ellen began to scream, “Mommy! Mommy! Mom-
my!” and then she ran over to where the cellar door was,
only there was nothing but bricks and pieces of wood
sticking out, and there was smoke coming up from under
the bricks.

Suddenly she felt tired, and so she sat down, and
then she lay forward on the grass that was all yellow now
and smelled funny. She was so tired she knew she was
going to sleep. Carlie was howling over and over, “I
want my shovel. | want my shovel. | want my shovel.”

When Ellen opened her eyes again, Carlie’s yell had
died down to a snuffle. She sat up. “Carlie! What's
the matter with your feet?”

They were red. where they had been sticking out be-
fore him—when the bright light came over them her
shadow had covered him except for his feet. Now they
were all red and bumpy.

Carlie was patting her and saying, “Ellen, get up!”

She must have fallen asleep again. There was a
long piece of something like tissue paper in Carlie’s
hand, and she saw that it was wet and horrid-looking and
said, “Carlie, drop that; it's dirty. Where did you get
that?”

Carlie said, “1 got it off your back. Your back’s all
funny. . . .”

Ellen began to howl then herself, not because it hurt
but because she was so scared and it was all dark and
dusty with things breaking. And Mommy didn’t come.

But somebody in boots and a raincoat with a hood
was climbing over the pile of bricks where the house
next door ought to be. It was Mrs. Carroll from across
the street, only Ellen called her “Joan” because she used
to take care of them when Mommy and Daddy went to
the movies.

When Joan reached them, big drops of rain had
started to fall. She said, “Come on, kids— we’'ve got to
get out of here.”

“Where’'s Mommy?”

Joan knelt down. “She can’t come now. She wants
me to take care of you. Now come on. kids— beat feet!”

Something went whoom in the house next door, and
fire began roaring through all the broken stuff. Joan had
them by the hands, hurrying them toward the street.

Ellen looked back to see if Mommy was coming,
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The imaginary attack described on these pages shows the effects of bombing on an

area organized to help itself.

but it was so dark and dusty that she couldn't see. She
started to whimper. Joan said, “I'll get a bandage on
you in a second, honey. Does it hurt bad?”

Ellen didn’t know what she meant.

The smoke was getting thicker. Finally Joan stopped
and set Carlie down on part of a brick wall to keep his
feet out of the dirt. Then she took off her raincoat and
took off her house dress and stood there just in her slip
right out on the street. She was tearing the dress up,
too, and that wasn't right.

She folded a piece of dress and put in on Ellen’s
back, pressing it down hard and tying it in place with
strips of cloth. “That'll have to do, honey. We've got
to make tracks.” Ellen’'s back began to throb at the
edges like when you have bumped your head and it starts
to ache. Then she had to laugh, because Joan had tied
strips from her dress on Carlie’'s feet and they looked
like little boots.

Some of the street was clear and some places were
full of broken houses. As they hurried along, the roar-
ing sounds behind them got worse, and a wall fell down
like thunder. All around were the noises of things break-
ing, and people far away were making noises, only Ellen
couldn’'t tell if they were crying or laughing and she
couldn’t tell sometimes if it was people or dogs. But if

It is hard for Americans to accustom them-
selves to one important fact about civil de-
fense: it is here to stay. In this air-atomic
age, military defense is only half the job.
Our cities arc now within range of global
bombers. Our people are potential targets
for the deadliest weapons of modern warfare.

A strong civil-defense program is a
“must” for our country. We must be ready
to protect our lives, and homes, and jobs
against attacks that may come at any time.
We must be able to face with calmness and
courage the devastating effects of those at-
tacks. We must train ourselves and our fam-
ilies in the basic facts of self-protection.

We are doing the things that must be
done to build an adequate civil defense. Once
organized, however, that civil defense must
be firmly maintained. It must be a part of
our lives for years to come. We must get
ready, and stay ready, even though danger
may confront us for twenty years or longer.

MILLARD CALDWELI,
Administrator
Federal Civil Defense Administration

Would you make out as well in your community?.

it was dogs they must have been run over by a car.
That's when you have to get a policeman to shoot them.

From far away there came a boom, boom, boom like
a drum, and on looking back Ellen saw an enormous
black smoke with fire leaping through it and curling. It
was going straight up in the air, and a cold wind was
blowing toward it so hard she could barely walk.

Ellen knew where they were going now— over to
Lafayette Park. Only she didn't want to go to the park
at all; she wanted Mommy, and it was too dark and
smoky.

Joan sounded sort of cross, and Ellen thought that
maybe it was because all the trees in the park had lost
their leaves and looked bare and funny. A truck was
rolling toward them right over the grass, and when it
stopped a man got out.

Joan called to him and he shouted back, “Pile in.”

But Joan didn’t get in the truck. She sat down and
took a roll of adhesive tape from the pocket of her rain-
coat. She tore off a strip and wrote something on it
with a pencil. Then she pressed the tape right on Ellen’s
chest and made another one for Carlie. Then she kissed
both children. “Ellen—don’t let Carlie pull off his tape.
It has his name and address on it. Don’t let him. Prom-
ise Joanie!”

Ellen promised, and the man lifted them into the
back of his truck. He turned and watched Joan hurrying
back the way they had come, and then he said, “ Boy, that
babe’'s got what it takes, huh?”

The smoke was getting worse, and more children
were coming. One was a big boy, and he was being car-
ried on a door by two men. Ellen saw that there were
bones sticking out of his leg. He was asleep.

When the truck was full of people, a lady came run-
ning up holding her dog. The driver said, “Lady, we got
no more room. There's other trucks coming. Well,
maybe you can crowd in, but you'll have to leave the
pooch.”

The lady looked tired and she just stood there, and
the dog reached up and licked her face but she didn't
mind. Then the driver said, “Okay, hop in. Only don’'t
let that hound get loose.”

The lady squeezed in beside Ellen, and the dog was
whimpering. Ellen said, “Please, may | pet him? Look,
Carlie,” but Carlie was leaning up against her on the
other side and falling asleep with his thumb in his mouth.
It was nice to have the dog; he was a little black-and-
white one. The truck bounced and jolted out of the
park and around a bulldozer that was pushing bricks
away in the street. Then Ellen pushed the dog back to
the lady. Ellen was going to be sick.

Out through the back of the truck she could see the
street going away from them, and sometimes people came
out and ran behind the truck shouting and then fell down
when they couldn’t run any more, but the truck was too
full and lots of people were being sick. The boy with
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the bones sticking out of his leg moaned and began to
roll over, but somebody caught him and held him still.

When they stopped bouncing at last, the man came
around and let down the back of the truck. They were
in front of a schoolhouse with a Red Cross flag out in
front.

Inside the school the classrooms were full of peo-
ple waiting, and in the gymnasium they were lying on
mattresses on the floor. A doctor looked at Ellen’s back
and then said, “Are you thirsty? Drink this, anyhow."
It was a big glass of water which tasted salty, but she
drank it.

Suddenly she missed Carlie and began to call him,
but a doctor whose shirt was sticking to him with sweat
said, “Your brother’'s okay, young lady. You've got to
go to sleep now.” Something bit her arm and she howled,
but soon she felt herself falling asleep fast.

When she woke up, she was crying and being sick.
It was a different place, and it was night. She was in a
bed, and something was tied to her arm. A lady with a
flashlight came in and said, “Hush, darling— let me clean
you off.”

Ellen’s back was hurting now, and in the light of the
flashlight she saw that a bottle was hanging up by the
bed and a rubber tube was coming down to her arm. She
was hot and stuffy and was tied up tight all around her
chest. “1 want a drink of water. | want Carlie. | want
Mommy.”

The water wasn't salty this time. The lady was very
nice, but she said Carlie was with the younger kids and
Ellen must go back to sleep and not worry about Mommy,
either. "You're Ellen and Carlie’s your little brother.
You see— | know all about you.”

“Where is this?” Ellen asked.

“This is a place called Carlinville. This is where
you are going to wait for Mommy and get better. You've
got a bad burn, but if you stay quiet and do just what
we tell you you'll be fine.”

The next time she woke up, there were other kids
crying and some were being sick. Her back felt better,
but she still had something tied to her arm that made it
ache. Two men came in and took a girl in the next bed
and put her on a little bed with handles and carried her
out, and Ellen tried to tell them that the girl couldn’t
breathe with her head all covered with a sheet, but then
they were gone.

Sometimes children fell out of bed and screamed,
and sometimes they screamed before they fell out. But
the next day a very nice little girl was put in the bed
next to Ellen’s. They could talk to each other and make
believe. And there was lots of ice cream.

It didn't seem like a whole week until the day when
one of the ladies said, “Ellen— surprise, surprise.” And
Mommy was there right by the bed!

When Ellen hugged her. she said. “Oh, please— be
careful, baby. Mommy'’s ribs are sore.”

Americans are not alive to the possibility
of being unnecessarily dead. New York, one
of the principal atomic targets, can avoid
frightful and needless casualties only by
preparing now, before a bomb is dropped
without warning and thousands die without
reason. This is equally true of every other
major city in the United States.

Your own active support of the civil de-
fense program, your own practical knowledge
of the facts of atomic warfare, are the only
real defenses against an attack which could
come at any moment, without warning, as
Pearl Harbor did almost ten years ago.

COLONEL LAWRENCE WILKINSON,
Chairman and Director
New York State Civil Defense Commission

“Mommy, why didn’t you come?”

“1 couldn’t, darling. Mommy was down cellar and
couldn’'t get out. Guess what— they had to dig Mommy
out with picks and shovels.”

Carlie was upstairs, and when they all got ready to
go to their new home Carlie was crawling because his
feet were bandaged, but he was fine.

They went to live with some people who were old
like Grandpa and Grandma, named Mr. and Mrs. Fer-
guson.

And finally Daddy came back to them. They all
lived upstairs, with the Fergusons downstairs, and Ellen
started to go to school— but that was after Christmas.
There was a Christmas tree in their own room, and Carlie
was learning to walk all over again and his toes were all
together in one piece, but he learned to walk fine.

One night Ellen heard Mommy say to Daddy, "It's
horrible—she’ll never be able to wear an evening dress.”

Daddy said, “Listen— when her generation gets to
the evening-dress stage, those scars won’t be any novelty.
They’'ll be a decoration. They're Ellen’s Purple Heart.”

That is the story of two American children of the
future. But the story is based on a number of i/s.

If Joan, the block warden, had not known enough
first aid of the atomic age to put a dry compress on El-
len’s back where it was burned in the heat flash, the child
might have died while being evacuated.

If the first-aid station had not had morphine, tetanus
antitoxin and plasma, the child might have died of shock
or infection.

If Ellen, with a third-degree burn and radiation sick-
ness combined, had not received whole blood and careful
attention at the emergency hospital, she might have died.

// there had been no supporting community, like
Carlinville, equipped to house seriously injured chil-
dren in nursing homes and able to give them constant care
through trained nurses’ aides, the story might have ended
differently.

If evacuation plans in St. Louis had not been care-
fully worked out ahead of time and administered by a
trained corps of auxiliary police, the children might
not have gotten out at all. (Continued, on page 94)






Even though she’d married another man,

Thorne vowed he would have her some day**-

on lus own terms!

BY HELEN DAVIS SZOLD
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horne Griffin was coming home. Each pulse

of the big engines brought him closer to— what?

He leaned back and closed his eyes and was grate-
ful that the seat next to him had remained vacant ever
since they left LaGuardia. Not because he didn't like
people, but because he had to get his thoughts in some
kind of order before they landed at Wold-Chamber-
lain. And that would be soon. Too soon.

The interior of the giant plane was hushed and
quiet; most of the passengers were dozing, but little
pinpoints of light revealed a few still reading. A
smooth flight. New York to Minneapolis, nonstop.

>0%
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One of the pretty young stewardesses paused a mo-
ment at each seat, taking orders for coffee. When
she came to Thorne, she hesitated, wondering if he
were asleep, thinking again what an attractive man he
was and asking herself why she thought so.
Goodness knows, handsome men were no novelty
to her after making this run so many times, and this
man was not especially good-looking; but there was
something about the graceful way he handled his tall,
rangy body, the controlled force of his movements,
that had caught her eye as he boarded the plane. She
had watched him settle (Continued on page 81)
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Long cast as a tender, innocent juvenile, like
the dewy-eyed college freshman she played in
“Take Care of My Little Girl” (above), Jeanne
Crain still gets mash notes from smitten teen-
age boys. Butoff-screen she is a mature and tal-
ented woman of 26, mother of three boys (be-
low), Paul, Jr., Michael and Timothy Brinkman,

named Jeanne Crain stepped into a mirrored cubi-

] cle at Twentieth Century-Fox studios, sank into

red leather chair, and stared at herself with mixed
emotions.

From the glass the innocent, hazel eyes of Cliar, Julia,
Margie, Ruth. Peggy. Ann and Liz seemed to stare reproach-
fully back. They were the adolescent girls she had played
in the eight years which have made her a famous screen star.

Jeanne lifted her hand and hesitantly pushed back her
curls in a familiar teen-age gesture.

“Could you raise your chin just a little, honey?” re-
quested Irene Brooks, the studio’s hair stylist. “Now— hold
still, please.”

With a few expert snips, Miss Brooks sent Jeanne’s
shoulder-length tresses tumbling to the floor in chestnut
heaps. And with them dropped away pretty Jeanne Crain’s
own contradictory life and her outgrown legend.

From the remains, the hairdresser fashioned an adult,
sophisticated coiffure, hut for Jeanne that womanly accolade
came a little late. At this turning point she was almost
twenty-six; on the previous New Year's Eve she had cele-
brated her fifth wedding anniversary, and already she was
the mother of three boys, aged four, two and one. But this
was the first time her hair had been cut short since she was
four years old.

Jeanne Crain’s overdue haircut was for her equally
overdue adult role in “People Will Talk.” a film in which
she plays a woman pregnant by one man and in love with
another. The picture is to be released this September. But
until now. Jeanne has shuttled back and forth between two
sharply contrasting worlds.

For most girls the passage from late adolescence to
early maturity is a one-way trip, and the scenery changes
abruptly once the twenty-first birthday is passed. On one
side, juvenile acts seem cute and charming— on the other
they are frowned upon and to be forgotten. But while
thoroughly grown up in her real life. Jeanne Crain has kept
right on playing junior lasses for the cameras.

All in a day. she was called upon to bring security and
serenity to her children, adult love and companionship to
her husband at home— and eight miles away, at her studio,
to emotionalize an uncertain, tormented and often frivolous
girl for the screen. Doing this, Jeanne has encountered
some schizophrenic moments which might send the average
young wife scurrying to the nearest psychiatrist.

One night two years ago, for example, Jeanne gave a
party for two hundred of her husband’s friends and business

O ne afternoon last March a Hollywood actress



The screen myth of Jeanne Crain’s sweet and
perpetual adolescence is no more. She had to waitfor

five years—now she’s acting her age

BY KIRTLEY BASKETTE
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Jeanne Crain gets her first adult role in “People Will Talk” (re-
leased this month), in which she stars with Cary Grant. To make
her look old enough, the studio had to cut her long, girlish hair.

associates. A gay canopy covered the terrace, garde-
nias floated in the floodlighted pool, and Hawaiian en-
tertainers throbbed tropical rhythms, all of which
Jeanne had painstakingly arranged. As a gracious
hostess, she moved among her guests in a decollete
dinner gown. But that morning, as a fifteen-year-old in
middy blouse and black ribbed stockings, she was hav-
ing her knuckles cracked for not eating her oatmeal in
“Cheaper by the Dozen,” and that afternoon while
dancing a comic bunny hug with her screen father.
Clifton Webb, Jeanne felt the first stirrings of her
third baby, Timothy.

A few months later, on his nurse’s day off. she
carried her five-weeks-old son on the set of “Take Care
of My Little Girl.” in which Jeanne played an eighteen-
year-old sorority pledge. Her cosmopolite director,
Jean Negulesco. frowned over the bassinet.

“Isn't he beautiful?” Jeanne sighed with ma-
ternal pride.

“Your baby is indeed a beautiful sight,” acknowl-
edged the director drily. “But not in a sorority
house!”

Having spent the first six years of her adult life
building up her legend of tender innocence, Jeanne is
now faced with the formidable job of tearing it down.
Since most audiences firmly believe what they see on
the screen, Jeanne’s little girls keep tagging along after
her like pesty kid sisters. In her daily mail, mixed
with unmistakably adult tax statements, bills and char-
ity appeals, are sticky notes from smitten high-school
boys and poignant requests from bobby-soxers for
advice on puppy-love problems. Not long ago. a nun
at a Carmelite orphanage asked Jeanne's mother for
a print of the adolescent Margie to entertain her young
charges. “And couldn’t your little girl play with our
little girl afterward?” she invited. Mrs. Crain said
she was afraid not— her little girl was expecting a
baby.

Ironically, too, the success Jeanne has made play-
ing adolescents has retarded her maturity as an actress
at the very studio where she won that success. Her

pervasive juvenile image influences even her associates,
who should know better. In fact. Jeanne won her
long-delayed chance to grow up on the screen only
because Anne Baxter, originally cast for “People Will
Talk.” took the pregnant-woman part too literally, be-
came pregnant herself and out of the picture.

Interviewing Jeanne, who wanted the job badly.
Joseph Mankiewicz. the director, sized up the tailored
suit and smart accessories which she had purposely
worn.

“1I'm surprised to see you looking like this.” he
told her. *“Frankly. | think of you as a sweet, naive,
itty-bitty girl. But the actress who, plays Deborah
must be thoroughly grown up, experienced and so-
phisticated herself.”

“Well.” came back Jeanne, “that's exactly what
I am.”

The director grinned skeptically. “Now tell me
the truth,” he demanded. “When you go to a cocktail
party, don't they usually offer you ginger ale?”

“How did you know?” exclaimed Jeanne Crain,
and added anxiously. “I'm beginning to get just a little
worried about myself!”

The girl who grew up to face such puzzling con-
fusions got off to a shaky start in Barstow, California,
where she was born Jeanne Elizabeth Crain on May 25.
1925. At six months, Jeanne was moved to Los
Angeles, where at three she contracted pneumonia
complicated by empyema. In the surgery to drain her
pleura, she lost part of a rib.

The combination of delicate health, a school-
teacher father and a poetic Irish heritage from her
mother’s side made Jeanne a quiet, introspective child
buried in books and daydreams. For her sickbed
days, she got, not nursery rhymes, but volumes of
Greek mythology, travel and elementary astronomy.
By the time she was settled in St. Mary’'s Academy, a
Catholic convent, Jeanne was a strange kind of prob-
lem child. She was too smart.

In third grade, for example. Jeanne took a stand-
ard achievement test. To the Sisters’ consternation
her comprehension curve zoomed up off the elementary
chart into twelfth grade of high school. “We didn't
know quite what to do with her.” one of the Sisters
recalls, “except recommend to her mother that Jeanne
have a private tutor.” Mrs. Crain, who had separated
from her husband by then, decided against that step
for financial reasons, and Jeanne adjusted herself the
best she could to being a prodigy, a role she secretly
disliked.

“1 used to make mistakes deliberately in class,”
she has confessed. *“I wanted to be like the rest of the
girls.”

But whiz-kid Jeanne was not like the rest of the
girls in another respect. She was not only too smart;
she was too beautiful. “There were black eyes and
bloody noses all over our front yard.” her younger
sister, Rita, remembers. “Boys fighting over Jeanne.”
At Inglewood High School, where she switched senti-
mentally in her senior year to study under her father,
a former classmate recalls Jeanne “floating around the
campus trailing that long, red-gold hair and looking
like a beautiful saint by Raphael. Everyone was a
little in awe of her. She didn't seem exactly real.”

Curiously, Jeanne’s out-of-this-world aura was what
brought her the first popular (Continued on page 74)



That Extra-Special
Day In lour

You’'ll have pangs of sadness at
"losing your baby” when he enters
school. But it can be a happy time

all around—if you plan it right

BY EDITH M. STERN

ILLUSTRATED BY HERBERT SASLOfT

As the time came near for six-year-old
/' \ Bobby Jackson to enter school, his
J. mother and father were well aware
that the first day of school would be an extra-
special one for their son and for themselves.
It would mark the first one of those big steps
away from home which would go on through
graduations to the fully adult, separate life.
With due thought and conscientiousness,
therefore, the Jacksons made what they con-
sidered proper preparations for the Creat
Event. All summer long they impressed
Bobby with the necessity of being a good boy
at school by obeying the teacher, and of do-
ing well in his work so that he would do them
credit. They took hours out of his play time
to drill him in the alphabet and counting, and
they even taught him to read and write a
little, “so that he would have a head start
on the others.”

The night before school opened, Bobby
was put to bed more than an hour earlier than
usual. Next morning his mother scrubbed
him behind the ears, presented him with a
pencil case stamped Robert Jackson, warned
him not to scuff his brand-new, delightfully
squeaky shoes, took him by the hand, walked
him to school, and went with him right into
the first-grade classroom. There she lovingly
removed his sweater and hung it up for him,
and delivered final (Continued on page 80)



Two worlds were Patrieia's:

the safe one her parents knew,

and the dangerous one they did not understand —
a world where

atricia Price, putting on her lipstick carefully by aid of her

magnifying mirror, could hear assorted sounds from her parents

which told her something quite plainly. The steady buzz from
the bathroom told her that Dad was going to the trouble of giving his
chin a once-over with the electric shaver. And Mother was running
the carpet sweeper swiftly about the living room. Her parents,
thought Pat, pressing together two dewy-red lips, were assuming
things about her dates with Steve.

It was very distracting. She had quite enough on her mind, quite
enough to manage, without this pressure.

She stood up, got her black dress with the quilted skirt and
sleeveless top, and put it on in front of the long mirror. She was not
entirely satisfied with the fit. She turned sideways and frowned.
There was no question about it— it did not go in enough under the bust.

Oh, darn it, darn it, darn it! Why had she let Mother talk her
into it, anyway? Sure it was cute— but that was all. It didn't have
what she wanted for tonight. It didn’'t have dash.

It all went to show that you just shouldn’'t count on parents for
anything that really mattered. For these things, you just had to use
your own judgment. She looked at her slender, pertly accentuated
young body with absolute disgust. It was all she could do not to cry.
Nothing, but nothing, else to wear that he hadn't seen!

“Honestly, Mother, look ... !” She turned with anguish as
Mrs. Price came quickly into the room.

“Oh, it's darling— just darling!” said Mrs. Price, pleasure light-
ing her eyes. “It makes you look so blonde and young! And very,
very sweet!”

Pat looked at her a moment— then (Continued on page 77)

BY NONA COXHEAD

ILLUSTRATED BY GWEN FREMLIN



“Let's go back,” whispered Sieve. Pat
knew ichat he meant. There was a back
entrance to the rooming house. ...



sYour Man Onsolete °

A lmost every American man is foredoomed to
I\ play Superman, a role for which he is as well
suited as a firecracker is for atom warfare.

He may be a nice Joe, who loves his wife, will put

up with her nonsense, help her with the kids, pay the
grocery hills, and take her out to dinner or to the
movies once a week. They could make lovely music
together, but his wife insists on foisting upon him a
galaxy of alien virtues which transform him into a
character whose resemblance to any real person, living
or dead, is purely coincidental. Although she has a
vivid imagination, she didn’t dream up this fantastic
husband alone. Copywriters and movie scenarists have

Gals will be gals and brag
about the incredible things
their men can do. That's okay,

except Hubby has to make good

Silled her husband as Superman. Aided by old wives’
tales (mostly her father's) and the deadly American
compulsion to run neck and neck with the neighbors,
she embroiders the legend. Her husband ornament
it himself with an array of trumped-up character trail
gleaned from the sports page, haberdashery art and
true-science fiction.

Thus man and wife together create a monumental
sham— the Perfect American Husband. It usually be-
gins like this:

Before the wedding ring is warm on her finger,
Mrs. Superman presents her husband with a tool chest.
He smiles wanly and puts up a few coat hooks at ran-
dom. This is the starting gun for a lifelong campaign
of mutual deception.

Whenever any partner to an American marriage
is ready to admit that he wasn’t born with a monkey
wrench in his mouth, the myth gets another shot in the
arm. His wife tells him how the man next door ha
actually put in a new heating system with his bare
hands.

In the face of such social pressures, who would
dare relinquish puttering to the experts?

Then a man must have financial know-how (blow-
how), too. He starts his wedded life trying to catch
up with the folks on the block. This keeps him out of



BY JANE WHITBREAD AND VIVIAN CADDEN
ILLUSTRATED BY KELLY OECBSLI

mischief indefinitely. No sooner has he reached the
neighbors’ income-tax bracket than his wife decides to
move to a bigger house in a better section, and they
start all over again. He is propelled from bracket to
bracket with the aid of a good deal of hot air. In gen-
eral, the slower the climb, the bigger the blasts. Thus
the bank runner, one step advanced from a drugstore
cowboy, pretends to know more about the “ Street” than
the president of the Exchange.

As for lovemaking, the average man may not have
a balcony, a pair of tights and a fifty-foot death leap
at his command, but even without them he can emulate
the BogarPGarfield-Ladd school of attack and treat his
wife rough. After a hard day at the office he occasion-
ally finds this approach somewhat taxing. But to play
the gentle lover would cast a slur on the virility of the
American male.

His wife, though publicly maintaining her loyalty
to the caveman school of lover, privately admits that
that type is more appealing on the screen than in the
flesh.

She really longs to be wooed, tenderly cherished,
and showered with attentions like her Victorian grand-
mother. But the closest she comes to admitting her
romantic nature is to drop well-timed hints before
sentimental dates to insure an occasional heart-shaped
box of bonbons. To confess that she could enjoy sex.
too, if encouraged, would betray her failure to appre-
ciate a real man.

Thus they both pretend to want something they
don’'t. This makes for a beautiful sexual life solidly
grounded in soap opera.

Despite the fact that a man no longer lives by his
biceps, the myth of his superior strength is kept alive
by physical-culture writer and sports columnist alike.
However, the chief propagandist for this angle of the
Superman fantasy is woman. She may spend most of
her day carrying twenty pounds of wash back and
forth from the line, exercising her back muscles through
mopping, sweeping and bedmaking, but she carefully
puts on the brakes when she comes to a door and lets
her husband open it for her.

When the guests forgather of an evening, she falls
weakly on the sofa. “Put up the card table, dear,” she
carols languidly, just as if she hadn't moved every

wing-back chair in the house that day for the weekly
cleaning. Hercules arises and performs his labors.

When age prevents him from being an active
athlete, custom demands that he be an ardent spectator.
To brazenly admit that he is not the muscle type would
be a confession of failure as a man.

The American man must be family boss, a role
which is as inappropriate to the Twentieth Century as
the flowing beard. He invariably assumes this role
just when everyone’s having a good time over their hot
dogs. Mindful that an effective head of the family
must have instant obedience, he insists that the chil-
dren toe the mark. In no time the place is a shambles,
the children are crying, and he’s telling his wife how to
prevent such outbreaks.

This causes him, as well as the rest of the family,
such acute distress that he acts like an ordinary human
being for the rest of the week.

His discomfort in this boss-man role is aggravated
by the sneaking suspicion that women are not as in-
competent as they are sup- (Continued on page 109)
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The Case of
the Casual Comic

He’s a pianist ivho can’tfinish "Rhapsody in Blue”; he’s a sailor who can’t go to sea.

But to his fans, Dave Garroway is the one-man rest cure of radio and TV

BY EDWIN H. JAMES

For a fellow as easygoing as Dave Garroway, he drives

mighty fast cars.
as therapeutic.

He explains his interest in auto racing
His present pride is this English Jaguar.

tie Sunday evening last June, on television screens

throughout the country, a shapeless blur slowly fo-

cused into a lanky young man wearing horn-rimmed

glasses and a bow tie. He blinked at the audience
through the dark rims as if startled from a spell of wool-
gathering.

“Oh.” he said, “it's you.”

With this rousing introduction, Dave Garroway, an island
of calm in the turbulence of big-time television and radio, went
on the air.

Whether they realized it or not, viewers were seeing one of
the phenomena of the entertainment world. For Dave Garro-
way, who is only thirty-eight years old himself, has successfully
blended a relaxed, confidential way of speaking and a young
cast of singers and dancers to build shows with special appeal
for young viewers and listeners. He has blended them so suc-
cessfully, in fact, that he makes a quarter of a million dollars
a year doing it.

In only a few years he has developed a style which by all
previous radio-TV standards should have assured him an early
return to straight radio announcing. Instead, because of an
almost serene confidence in himself and firm faith in an idea,
he has become a familiar and popular personality in millions
of American homes.

The idea, which apparently never impressed any other top-
flight performer, is so simple it probably scared anyone who
might have thought of it. Most young Americans are living
tense, strained lives in a troubled world, Garroway reasons.
When they sit down to watch a television show or listen to a
radio program, they probably would like to relax— mind and
body at rest. So help them relax. Instead of jarring them out
of their chairs with frantic noise and frenzied activity, why not
give their nerves some relief with leisurely routines and calm,
deliberate dialogue?

To audiences belabored by the uproar of quiz shows or the
bedlam of slapstick comedy, Garroway s programs are a restora-
tive antidote. Like many other TV and radio presentations,
Garroway's has singers, dancers, comedians and orchestras, but
their performances mercifully forego the convulsive exertions
favored elsewhere. The unruffled pace of Garroway’s support-
ing talent is copied from Garroway himself. He is a tranquil
individual whose voice seldom rises above a confidential mur-
mur, and who is so at ease that he seems at times to be falling
asleep in the middle of a sentence. (Continued on page 98)
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Aglow with hope, Mary felt confidently beautiful —until,
with despair, she read jealousy in her mother’'s eyes

BY ELIZABETH ALLEN

ILLUSTRATED BY PRUETT CARTER

ry adjusted her figure skates carefully, methodically.

It was late in the season, and she wanted to enjoy the ice

rink as long as she could. There were many things she
meant to enjoy. Life wasn't going to end, just because Dan Pierce
was going away.

She swung herself over the railing and onto the ice, her skirt
flaring sharply above her long legs, her childish brown hair blow-
ing back from her face. It was a good face— not beautiful per-
haps, but her warm dark eyes gave it a vivid piquancy. She made
a “patch” and began working on figure-eights. Around and
around. Around once more. There would be lots of things to
make her days full and interesting—and it would all be just like
this, going around in little circles, the same thing over and over
again.

It was Dan’s fault. Until he had come along she had been
perfectly content with her lot. She had an indulgent if preoccupied
father, a comfortable home which her lovely stepmother kept
running with grace and charm, things which were fun to do, and
even a job she liked. People occasionally said to her. “But.
darling— you should meet some nice boy.” She was twenty-five.
High time she was getting married. Sometimes they even said,
with a touch of playful maliciousness, “Zoe isn’'t stealing your
boy friends, is she?” Her stepmother was so beautiful. But she
hadn’t even minded that. Daughter and stepmother were good
friends. No, it was Dan who had changed things.

She left her patch and did a few spins and leaps over the
ice. The wusual thrill was gone, even though her timing was
perfect, even though she didn't make a slip. Oh, she was a
fool. She had known all along that he would go away. He was
in the city on a consulting engineering job, and had already
stayed much longer than he had planned. There was nothing to hold
him here, since she could not.

“Say, Mary, where's that good-looking mother of yours?”
called one of the attendants. “Doesn’'t she come with you any
more r

“She begged off last year,” grinned (Continued on page 102)
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ne morning recently Mrs. Joan M.. a har-

assed young mother of South Bend. Indiana,

was trying to pull four-year-old Johnny out of
a temper tantrum. At the peak of his lusty screaming
the telephone rang. Mrs. M.. thankful for the inter-
ruption. went to answer it.

“This is Jeb Taylor,” the voice said, scarcely
audible above Johnny’'s yells. “You used to work for
me— remember?”

Joan did indeed remember. Mr. Taylor had been
her boss—a good boss, too— at the big engineering
plant during World War IlI. She'd quit her job in
1946 when Frank, her Gl husband, was discharged
after forty months’ service in the Pacific theater.
While Frank had been away, Joan had saved enough
from her pay envelope to make a down payment on
their home, and she'd never forgotten the thrill of be-
ing a part of America’s war effort.

“Can you come back to work?” Mr. Taylor in-
quired. “We're getting a lot of defense orders, and
we sure could use a good parts inspector!”

Joan hesitated; she couldn’t bring herself to say.
yes— or no. She glanced down at tear-stained Johnny.
His tantrum had subsided, and now he was nagging for
his midmorning cookies and milk. She wondered how
he would adjust to a day nursery. She had a strange
feeling of excitement as other questions raced through
her mind. Would Frank approve? Why did she want



BY SELWYTS JAMES

PHOTO BY ZOLTAN FARKAS

Can a woman hold two jobs? Can she be both a

mother and a breadwinner? The answersfrom

the top social scientists will surprise you

to work? Was it the money? Would it be fair to the
child? How would she feel about preparing dinner
for the family after a day’s work at the plant? Would
leading a double life be too much for her? What
would the neighbors think?

Mrs. M. is one of the thousands of young Ameri-
can mothers who. as U. S. defense mobilization gathers
speed, are struggling with the question “Should I go
to work?”

Today nearly 2,000,000 mothers with children
under the age of ten are working in factories, offices
and stores across the nation. A sharp upsurge in their
number during the remainder of this year and through-
out next is forecast by the U. S. Labor Department and
such country-wide private social agencies as the Child
Welfare League and the Family Service Association.

Social workers in scores of towns and cities are al-
ready besieged by mothers seeking advice on whether
or not to take a job. In many places former em-
ployers are frantically urging the women to return to
factory benches, and some defense plants have opened
child-care centers as a lure in recruiting mothers.

In Minneapolis so many mothers are streaming
hack to work that the female labor force now stands
at seventy-five per cent of the World-War-11 years.
Statistics tell much the same story in such important
centers of production as Detroit, Chicago, Cleveland,
Buffalo, Wichita, Boston and Los Angeles.

Should mothers of young children work? During
World War Il they were generally advised to stay
home unless dire financial need forced them into jobs.
Today, after a decade of studying the problem, the
country’s child-care specialists no longer condemn the
idea of mothers working outside the home. They are
now willing to admit that some mothers—even those
with three-year-old toddlers— may be well advised to
take a job.

“It is dangerous to assume that a mother with
small children should not work,” declares Ruth Schley
Goldman, deputy commissioner in Chicago’'s Depart-
ment of Social Welfare. “There has been too little
recognition that some mothers are better mothers if
they are employed, and that some children are happier
children because their mothers work.”

Thus the question in 1951, significantly rephrased
by America’s top social scientists, is: “ Which mothers
should work?”

The real basis of a mother’s decision, they em-
phasize, should be the truth about what is best both for
herself and her children. The truth, however, is
something that she may find difficult to determine.
When she wonders about taking a job, it isn’t so much
the number of children she must care for that should
concern her, hut rather the quality of the care she
gives them. A woman, for example, may respond
warmly to her children in (Continued on page 92)
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As Jeanne cleared the table after their Sunday

I\ dinner, she thought uneasily, It's going to hap-
_L \_ pen again. In a minute Tony will say he has
some work to do at the office and he’'ll go down there
and stay for hours.

This morning, she had brought him the paper to
read in bed while she fixed breakfast. For dinner,
they’d had his favorite dish— broiled chicken. She
was wearing her black woolen dress, though it always
felt itchy, because it gave her what he called a saucy
French look. All that, and perfume, too—a drop be-
hind each ear.

Putting the place mats away in the buffet drawer,
she glanced into the living room. Tony, tall and boy-
ish-looking, stood by the window, watching the slow
dripping October rain. Even standing perfectly still,
his body had a restless look. Tony . . . restless?
Tony, who used to spend Sunday afternoons lying on
the couch, rereading the paper, looking up to grin at
her and say, “Come here, funny-face, and give me a
kiss.” She would go to him and, holding back a gig-
gle, would curtsy and say with exaggerated meekness,
“Yes, my king.” He would pull her down on the

couch and after a roughhouse with laughs and kisses,
he'd say, “You do make me feel like a king, funny-
face.” She would answer, “Aw, quit kidding, mister,”
while her heart wore his words like a sweet shining
medal.

She hadn’t been unsure of him then.

Now, what was he thinking, standing there like
that? Better not ask. Last time, he had answered
with forced patience, “Jeanne, I'm not thinking about
anything.”

He came into the dinette as she was straightening
the bowl of asters between the silver candleholders.
The candleholders were wedding presents. Only two
years old. She touched one with lingering fingers as
he stood beside her.

“Honey,” he said casually, “1 think I'll run down
to the office. Crofton wants me to rush those blue-
prints for the Dunbar house.”

The funny thing was, it was true—up to a point.
Crofton did want Mrs. Dunbar’s blueprints finished
quickly. Tony would work all afternoon, probably
into the evening, and who could criticize a man for
that? The thing that made (Continued on page 70)
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A SHORT SHORT STORY

e water lapped up level with the edge of the
washbasin and a thin trickle edged over, and then it
was a three-sided waterfall, splashing on the blue

tile floor and spreading in a widening and deepening pool.

Georgie braced himself in the doorway, watching it
with wide eyes. Inside, he felt sick and scared and shaky,
but he couldn't look away except to dart a glance now and
then at the closed door to Mom’s bedroom.

Over the soft singing of the radio, he could hear the
crisp ticks of Mom’s high heels as she moved around the
room, and he could picture her, looking so cool and un-
hurried and yet never wasting a lift of her finger. Mom
often laughed and said she was a disgustingly efficient
woman.

When she turned off the radio and opened her door,
then she would hear the water. Georgie hunched his
shoulders defensively. He felt awful, just awful—worse
than the time he had busted the big mirror. And he
would feel even worse after he lied. He knew he would.

But he would say he had been in the living room the
whole time and hadn’t heard the water at all.

Then Mom would say, “Oh, this means | won't be
able to go out with Mr. Cullen tonight. I'll have to stay
home and clean this up. And you help me, Georgie.”

And he would. They would stay home together, just
the two of them, and he would help. He would just let
her maybe hand him the mop. and he would do the rest.
Then Mom would realize how she needed him and what
a help he was to her.

As Daddy had meant him to be. Sometimes Georgie
couldn’t quite remember exactly how Daddy had looked
and talked. But he still knew that last thing Daddy had
said to him before they took him off to the hospital.
He had said. “Always take care of your mother. Georgie.
If I don’t come back, you be all the help to her you can.”

Daddy hadn't come back. But Mom never needed
any help. Mom was so quick and cool and easy, the way
she did things, that all he could do was tag at her heels
and watch her and wonder why she didn’t know about the
ache inside him, the wanting to help that made his eyes
burn sometimes. Only Mom didn't know, or she wouldn't
turn and tell him to go out and play because he was in
her way. He would trail out. head hanging, squeezing
his eyes tight against the burning. Mom had heard his
promise to Daddy, and yet she didn't seem to know she
was making him break it. never giving him a chance to
keep it. That made him feel worse almost than the time
she was so sick and he was shut out of her room.

The water was all over the floor now. right into the
corners. They would be all evening wiping it up.

He would meet Mr. Cullen at the door and say, “ Mom
can't go out with you tonight. Mom is busy at home and
I'm helping her. Mom says good-by, please.”

And Mr. Cullen would turn and go away and never
come back. Georgie knew. He had heard Mr. Cullen
say he only had to be told once that he wasn't wanted.

Georgie sighed unconsciously, and his lower lip stuck
out. Mr. Cullen was a nice man. He understood about
important things like the secret place under the willow
tree and sleeping with Tedjie, even if Tedjie had been
washed and sewed up and washed again until he was yel-
low and lumpy.

But lately Georgie had run out of the house and pre-
tended to be very busy playing whenever Mr. Cullen was
there. Because Mom had started saying that since Daddy
had been gone so long and wasn't coming back any more.
Mr. Cullen would like to live with them and have Georgie
be his little boy.

He would like being Mr. Cullen’s little boy just fine.

BY HOPE
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And Mom went all sparkly from deep inside her when
Mr. Cullen was around.

But if Mr. Cullen were around all the time, living
with them, jumping to pick up Mom'’s gloves and find her
purse and always ready to get in his car to run an errand,
then Mom would never need Georgie to help her with any-
thing at all. It would always be Mr. Cullen, not Georgie.

Georgie screwed his face up tight. Any minute now.
Any minute the bedroom door would open and Mom would
come out and see the water.

And she would never believe him if she saw him
standing there. Feet dragging, Georgie pulled himself
out to the living room. He could hear the water slapping
over everything, soaking the rug and the wastebasket, all
the pretty things in the bathroom. But he had pulled the
scales out into the hall, because scales spoiled and rusted
if they got wet.

Georgie felt so miserable and guilty he had to push
his lower lip very far out and stare hard out the window,
or he couldn't have stood it. Then all at once he gasped,
and for a minute he felt just like when he went tumbling
down, down, down in a nightmare.

Because that was Mr. Cullen's green car pulling to
the curb. Mr. Cullen was early. And Mom hadn’t found
the water yet.

Mr. Cullen came up the walk and opened the screen
door and said, “Hello, Georgie. Is your mother ready?”

“Not yet,” Georgie gulped. “Maybe—maybe you bet-
ter come back later.”

Mr. Cullen tilted his head, listening. “Don’t tell me
she’s still— Where's that water running?”

Georgie couldn’t say a word. He didn't know what to
say. He hadn't planned it this way.

“The bathroom.”

Mr. Cullen pushed right past him, and Georgie
wanted to run out the door, run and run and run to the
next block and across the forbidden car tracks and hide
somewhere. Only Mr. Cullen was looking at him from the
hall, from him to the bathroom. Then Mr. Cullen stepped
right in the water and turned the tap off.

Georgie remembered and said very fast, “1 was in
the living room all the time. | didn't hear it. Mr, Cullen.”

Mr. Cullen got a thinking look on his face, but
Georgie would have sworn there was a twinkle in his eyes,
even if his mouth was pulled down.

“Maybe—" Georgie plunged blindly, “I think maybe
you'd better come back later. And Mom will say she’s
busy and I'm helping her and she can't go out with you.”

Mr. Cullen’s eyes looked so funny all at once. Like
he'd stepped barefoot on a sharp stone and been surprised
at the hurt. Then he saw the scales, and his mouth pulled
up.

Mr. Cullen said, as if they were talking secrets,
“Why. I've got a better idea. It's a good thing these
scales just happen to be out in the hall and nothing’s
really hurt, so that we can fix this up before she even
knows anything about it. We can do it if you'll help me,
Georgie. How about it?”

All in a breath, Georgie felt like Sunday school.
No, better than Sunday school—better than just feeling
clean and not had any more. More like Christmas, all
sparkled up for lovely surprises.

Help me. Georgie. Mr. Cullen had said that. If Mr.
Cullen were around all the time, asking Georgie to help
him and help Mom. instead of Mom always going right
ahead and never thinking to ask— All the deep, dark
ache burst away like a popping balloon.

a'Til help you, Mr. Cullen!” Georgie cried, and ran
for the mop. . . The Em>
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Every new synthetic fiber is "rehearsed”

in the role it is to play for you. The result

—homework made easier and cheaper

Jor thousands of years people used the same
fabrics to cover themselves and decorate their
homes— fur (if that's a “fabric”), wool, linen,
silk and cotton. Now, almost overnight,

chemists have turned out for us a whole new set of
test-tube fibers to be woven into an endless number of
appealing new fabrics.

But why so many— surely we don’t need them all?
The answer is that manufacturers have developed a
kind of “star” system. Before it goes on the market,
every new chemical fiber is put through its paces; then
it's given starring roles where it performs best.

Does it have luster? How will it take dyes? Will
it dry in a flash? When nylon, for instance, is found
to be twice as strong and twice as light as the same-size

aluminum thread, right away there are special uses for
it. When rayon can take a hundred forms, yet be kept
low in price, we're going to welcome it for the sake of
luxury with economy.

Timing plays a part, too. War shortages and ris-
ing prices send producers hurrying to bring out fibers
to fill the gaps— brand-new stars that were only under-
studies before. And the synthetics are pushing up
standards. When Dynel proves shrinkproof, when
Vicara is heavenly soft, when Orion can “take” acid
fumes, other fibers must meet these new standards or
take a back seat. We, of course, get the benefits from
these new, better-than-good “goods.”

Window dressing *s an illustration of the “star”
system in action. I haven't found any laboratory
fabric with the identical crisp look of cotton organdy,
but some come pretty close to it, and the synthetics
wear well, soil slowly, and wash easily. Orion (among
other things) puts up an outstanding fight against the
rotting effect of blazing sun.

scorched area, it stars for you.

If you live in a sun-
If dirt is a problem,



try nylon. It comes in weaves of marquisette, ninon,
organdy and lace, sheds most of the dirt, and washes
easily when necessary.

You'd like something fireproof; Fiberglas
meets that test. Now on the market are smart designs
in drapery materials, and Fiberglas won’t feed moths
or mildew, and needs no ironing. Rayon added to
nylon brings softness, rich finish and color depth to
curtains. Incidentally, about these “blends,” 1 find
manufacturers are rather slow about putting full
fabric-content information on drapery material (prob-
ably because they think we customers don’t know that
“mixed” fabrics often have special advantages). We
should know what different fibers do, and insist on
proper labeling on fabrics just as on anything else we

buy.

Dollar Stretcher worth your while is nylon for
knitting. Nylon hand-made socks and sweaters wash
and wear well, won't mat, and offer no temptation to
moths. And nylon yarn costs less than wool. (There’'s
no law that says you can’t design your own— I've seen
socks done with initials, symbols of hobbies, and
fraternity letters. On a squared-off sheet of paper out-
line an area with squares equal to the number of rows
of knitting one way, and squares for the number of
stitches per row the other way. Then block out squares
in color to make a design, and follow the colors as you
knit.)

Now that price looms large, we're going to see
“blend” blankets piled high on store counters— at

about half the price of the finest all-wool products.
The woman at the counter, with her age-old and very
proper respect for wool, might think these blankets are
second-rate, but actually the “star” system of synthetics
can make blankets lighter, faster drying, less apt to
shrink, and can even add wear and softness.

Sheepless sloop is on the way. One synthetic
being used completely for blankets, not in a “blend.”
is Dynel. It can be woven into a fluffy, warm, moth-
proof material that will neither shrink nor mat in
washing. A baby’s blanket of Dynel can go right in
the bleaching or sterilizing solution, but don’t try this
on one with a satin-bound edge; pick one with a
whipped edge. For people outside the knit-one, purl-
two circle, Dynel is now on the market in men’s socks.

Stepping down on a rug of man-made fiber is
another luxury provided by the laboratories. Five
times as much carpet rayon was used last year as the
year before, indicating a sharp upsurge in use of syn-
thetics for floor covering. Shopping around. | find
more and more wool combined with specially-de-
veloped rayon. It not only brings prices down to
popidar levels, but also lends itself to glorious colors
with a *“frosty” Iluxurious luster. If long wear is
what's on your mind, you'll discover that carpet rayons
give a rich, springy pile that doesn’'t tend to mat or
shed, and that rayon-and-wool rugs wear as well as all-
wool products of similar construction (in some cases
even better).

Give “combination” rugs the same care as all-
wool—vacuum frequently, remove spots promptly,
have the rug cleaned occasionally by an expert.

Stepping out this year are some new clothing de-
velopments from the world of synthetics. My new
winter coat has a Milium lining. Milium isn't a
fabric; it's a process in which material is sprayed with
metal powder. Insulated in such material, your body
keeps itself warm or cool.

Other new processes (one is called De Cetex)
make fabrics shed water, so rain rolls or shakes off.

And a material called Dacron is being used in a
“blend” to make men’s suits that keep looking fresh
and pressed even on hot, humid days.

Orion is worthy of attention outside the home.
Its sun-resistant quality gives it future promise for
auto tops, awnings and heach umbrellas.

For care of synthetics, one overall rule is “not too
hot.” Water should be comfortable to the hands; set
irons at the lowest setting— and warn your tailor if
vour suit is of cynthetic fabric. .The End
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Again Martha knew the grief of parting . . . But where
now was the courage she’d once known—
the woman-courage that marches with men?

artlia Drummond groped for the sofa arm and sagged against
I it, while her eyes searched her husband’s face. His mouth was
I grim, and it failed to soften. She felt numb, limp.

“1I'm sorry, sweetie,” he said, finally. “1 didn't know any
other way to tell you. It was a cinch we'd be alerted, sooner or later.
One of those things—"

Oh, she’'d expected it, ever since the Army started calling up reserve
units; expected it. the way people expected to die, but hoped not to, too
soon. That's what it was like— dying, inside, while the outside kept on
going, by reflex, or something.

“Anyway,” he said, “it doesn’'t have to be Korea. It might be Europe.
They might even keep us here, in the States.”

Here? She knew how that worked out. Any camp, just so it was
a thousand miles from home! They took boys from Maine and sent them
to California, and boys from California and sent them to Maine.

But Lee! Other veterans weren't being called back; they were
exempt. The unfairness of it seared her like a live coal.

“Haven't you done enough?” she burst out. More than four years,

BY LOGAN CARROLL
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the other time. Nearer live. Must they give up all
their best years? Lock their hopes away, till they were
mildewed and yellow and useless!

“How much is enough?” he objected, mildly.
“With things the way they are? | guess we just quit
too soon, last time. Should have got rid of all the
dictators, while we were at it.”

But surely half their married life was enough.
Ten years, and so little of it their own. Not even time
to begin living, before Lee had to go. in 1941. Only
getting started now. in 1951. Their new house; her
beautiful things!

What had she ever wanted, except a place of their
own? And just when she had it. everybody and every-
thing seemed determined to take it away. Well, they
couldn’t do it. She wouldn't let them!

She had been provoked with Lee when he had
signed up again and started attending the drills. It
wasn’t as if he'd had. to do it.

How could he have forgotten, so soon? The hur-
ry, and worry, and trouble. If she were a hundred,
she’d still remember those awful camp-town places
they’'d had to live in. before he went overseas. Never
a decent apartment to be had.

But the last place! One filthy bathroom, shared
among half a dozen tenants. How astonished they
were, when she cleaned it. herself, and scrubbed it
with disinfectant.

lloaches two inches long! “Water bugs,” Lee
said. “They won't attack humans, unless attacked.”
But they looked at her, out of the cracks, and waved
their feelers, and she was simply petrified.

That horrible hurricane. The stinging rain. It
blew for three days, and pushed the gulf in, and flooded
everything. She’'d had to camp at the city hall, with
hundreds of other people; and her clothes were all
soaked, so that her fur coat mildewed.

What a time, after the storm, with the stores
closed, and the broken windows boarded up! No
lights; no ice for the leaky icebox; hardly enough wa-
ter for drinking, and that had to he boiled.

Two weeks after that, Lee left for the port of em-
barkation. Most of her clothes were still wet. when
she went home, to stay with her parents and her kid
sister, Carol.

She still remembered, distinctly, the very words
Lee used, when he finally came back and put on a
decent suit.

“The only way they'll ever get me back in the
Army is to drag me,” he said.

He'd done his part. They'd earned the right to
think about themselves, and the home they never had
had, in five years of marriage. No more wars, in their
lifetime. Anyway, if there should be, Lee certainly
would be too old to go.

He bad a good job. in the advertising department
of a good firm. So they worked and saved, and bought
their furniture at the store, where he could get a dis-
count. and financed the house with a G1 loan.

Why couldn’t Lee have been satisfied? What did
he have to worry about? It seemed so inconsiderate,
so unlike him, to jeopardize their whole future.

Perhaps she was unfair, though, to blame him,
with things in such a state of turmoil and tension that
nobody was sure what would happen next. But she
had argued. The drills took his time, and summer
camps always spoiled their vacations.

“There are lots of younger men— fellows who
haven't done anything at all,” she told him. “Give
them a chance!”

But he was gloomy; he acted as if he were re-
sponsible for the state of the world.

“Next time, they'll draft everybody,” he said.
“It'll be total mobilization.” But it wasn't. Lee was
thirty-two now. and they weren’'t drafting anybody that
old. No veterans at all.

“1 hate like the devil to lose those stripes.” he
said, another lime. ‘After all the grief I went through
to get 'em.”

Was a set of sergeant’s chevrons worth more than
their home, and their life together? Sergeant Drum-
mond; General Drummond. Was that important?

But he signed up, and this was the result. She
hadn’t been able to face it as a mere possibility; now
she certainly couldn’t accept it as a hard fact. All her
courage had been user) up, the other time.

JLjee, what are we going to do?" Her throat
was tight, and pinched the words.

“Why, I don't know,” he admitted. “Haven’'t had
much time to think about it. Kind of depends on
what you want to do.”

“Lee, we can’t—we mustn't lose—"

He shook his head. “No, we can pay out. all
right. It isn't like sixty a month, for a room, on a
buck private's pay. Matter of fact, the house would
pay for itself, if we wanted to rent it.”

“Rent it!” Not their home! “Oh. Lee!”

People wouldn’t take care of it. Why. they set
wet glasses down anywhere, and made unsightly rings
on the varnish. Yellow cigarette stains on her piano
keys! Burns in the upholstery!

Her (lowers! The geraniums ought to go out, for
the summer. Could she trust anyone with the pots of
fuchsia, her white poinsettia. the little African violets?
Her roses. The bulbs to be taken up and replanted.

“Lee. | couldn’t possibly leave.” she said, in sud-
den agitation. “Nobody could take care of my flowers.
Not even Mother. They'd all die!” She got up then
and faced him apprehensively; not defiant, but ready
to be, if she must, because Lee seemed against her,
somehow; on the other side; the side that wanted to
take their home away from her. But he didn’'t argue.

"Well,” he said, in a discouraged tone, “it was
just an idea. Not such a hot one, | guess.”

“ Besides, there wouldn’'t be any place—to come
to, if we let anybody have the house,” she said. “What
if we wanted it— and they wouldn't get out?”

He rubbed his face. (Continued on page 107)
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1 Kay was an only child, and her parents were
*e very proud of her. They helped her constantly
at every stage of growing up. But as she dressed
for her first party date, Kay felt self-conscious
about trying on her dress for her parents to see.

9 Kay liked Herb best of all her dates. Her

parents never said so, but Kay thought they
showed more approval when Herb spent the even-
ing at her home than when he took her out on a
date. Kay felt they still treated her as a child.

Is it wrong for a girl to

be self-conscious because

2 Kay was popular and had dates frequently.
< But whenever she left the house with a boy
in the evening, she had a queer feeling about her
parents. They were friendly and enthusiastic, but
somehow Kay felt that actually they disapproved.

When Herb asked Kay to marry him, she
«said she wanted to do so very much, but that she
couldn’t because her parents would disapprove of
her leaving home. She explained they refused to
accept the fact that she was already an adult.

WHAT IS YOUR DIAGNOSIS?

she enjoys the love and 1. Kay is unsure of her love for Herb, and instead of facing the

issue squarely she is using her parents’ action as an excuse.

attention of her parents?

2. Kay is afraid to grow up, really does not want to leave her 1
home, and therefore accuses her parents of what she feels herself.

3. Kay feels that she will have to give up the love of her i
parents if she marries Herb, and therefore she cannot decide.

Turn to page 105 for Dr. Martin’s analysis
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1945 Bess Myerson of New York City
is now Mrs. Alan Wayne, wife of a busi-
nessman, mother of three-and-a-half-year-
old Barbara Carol, and a frequent per-
former on television. A Hunter College
graduate, she also has lectured. Bess
places the welfare of her family ahead
of any career; has time left to do out-
side work which she finds stimulating.

1946 Marilyn Buferd, a Los Angeles
girl, is now in Rome playing lead roles
in Italian movies. Picture at left shows
her on a movie set. She attended the
University of California at Los Angeles
and had dramatics training. After win-
ning the “Miss America” title, she used
her $5,000 scholarship to study languages
at the University of Berlitz in Rome.



In careers, in private lives, recent "Miss Americas”

are proving they can do more than fill bathing suits

T hey're crowning another of the new-type “Miss Americas” at
Atlantic City this month. So the girl who wins the 1952 title
will have all the obvious natural resources — youth, health,

beauty — plus some that won't fill out a bathing suit. Like any of

the last half-dozen “Miss Americas,” she will also possess brains—and
personality and talent to match.

To these recent winners, the “Miss America” title has brought
fame, excitement, knowledge, a career and wealth. Total income for
the year’s reign might now go as high as $50,000. This comes from
advertising endorsements, public appearances and radio and television
performances.

The change in the thirty-year-old competition is not mere chance.
In 1945 the “Miss America” Pageant, sponsored by Atlantic City busi-
nessmen, began giving scholarships with a total value of $25,000.
The money was provided by industrial leaders in various parts of the
country. Out of this the winner got $5,000 to further her education;
the rest of the fund went to the runners-up.

At about the same time, the event began to grow out of the bathing-
beauty class. “Miss Americas” were chosen for charm and ability as
well as good looks — a natural occurrence, since the main purpose of
the scholarship program is to help winners develop their natural
aptitudes and prepare for useful lives. And this purpose has been
fulfilled. The last six “Miss Americas,” shown on these pages, have
proven by their lives and work that they are smart as well as beautiful;
that each is finding her place and is adjusting to adult life, just as any
young person must do.

The young women themselves agree that much of their success
is a direct result of their “Miss America” experience. All have
beauty, brains, a goal in life and determination to get there. But the
“Miss America” Pageant gave them their start.

BY ROBERT V.R. BROWN
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1947 Barbara Jo Walker was engaged
to a young intern and was a senior at
Memphis State College when she won at
Atlantic City. She refused all Hollywood
offers; said her career would be mar-
riage. After graduation she was married
to Dr. John V. Hummel, now a lieutenant
in the U.S. Navy. They have one baby,
John Andrew. Barbara Jo wants 3 more.

1948 BeBe Shopp aspires to be a con-
cert vibraharpist. Since grade-school
days at Hopkins, Minnesota, she has been
interested in percussion instruments, and
the vibraharp has always been her favor-
ite. She has completed three years at the
Manhattan School of Music in New York
City. Besides studying, BeBe appears on
television; hopes to have herown TV show.



1949  Jacque Mercerwants to be alaw-
yer and is preparing for law school at
the University of Arizona. She has un-
usual poise and a talent for public speak-
ing, possibly developed during her dra-
matics studies and modeling career. After
becoming “Miss America,” Jacque was
married to her childhood sweetheart from
Phoenix: Douglas Cook, an art student.

1951 Yolande Betbeze, a Mobile girl
of Basque-French descent, is aiming at
an operatic career. She has been study-
ing voice since she was fourteen; has
sung lead parts for the Mobile Opera
Guild. She went to school at a Catholic
convent and the University of Alabama.
Yolande won last year, but is “ Miss Amer-
ica '51” under the new titling system.



or this little fellow, a

TheStrange
Shirt Spot

BY DR. SEUSS

/ My mother had warned me:
"Stay out of the dirt.”
But there, there | teas 2
With a spot on my shirt!
My brand new white shirt! And that spot was so sticky,
It wouldn’t shake off. It was gummy and gicky.
A terrible spot. This was real gooey goo.
And, brother, | knew what my mother would do
When Mother came home and she saw all that dirt. . . !
I had to get rid of that spot on my shirt!

Had to clean up that broom before Mother would find me. 6
| grabbed a big cloth that was hanging behind me.

I went at that broom with a wipe and a swipe.

Then | saw what had happened. | let out a“Yipe!”

For that strange and peculiar, mysterious dirt

From the broom, and the tub, and the towel, and the shirt

Was now on the cloth! This was really a mess!

For the cloth that Vd used teas my mother’s best dress!

lhurried upstairs, and from over the tub

| grabbed a big towel and | started to rub.

I rubbed at that spot and | rubbed it real keen.

I rubbed it till, finally, I rubbed the shirt clean.

But then . . . then | looked, and | let out a howl.

That spot from the shirt! It was now on the towel!

Now | had to get rid of the big spot of dirt

That had moved to the towel when it moved from my shirt!

This spot! It was driving me out of my mind!

What a spot—what a spot for a fellow to find!

My troubles were growing. The way it kept going!
Where would it go next? There was no way of knowing..
Oh, how could | stop it? Now what could | do?

Then, in walked the cat. And the next thing | knew

The cat bumped the dress. And | almost fell flat.

For the spot from the dress, it was now on the cat!



*/

I filled up the bathtub. | let it run hot.

I took lots of soap and | scrubbed at that spot

From quarter past three until quarter to four

Till, finally, the spot wasn't there any more.

Now the towel was all right. It was perfectly white.
My troubles were over. But ... oh-oh! Not quite!
For the spot that had moved from my shirt to the towel

Was now on the tub! | wassore as an owl!

Then the cat started running all over the place,

With me running after. And, boy! what a chase!

I chased him downstairs. Tumbled down the whole flight.
But, finally, I nabbed him. | grabbed him real tight.
Then I got an idea! | knew just what to do,

Vd put him outside! Vd get rid of the goo!

I laughed. And 1 put the cat out through the door.
That spot couldn’t bother me, now, any more.

What kind of a spot was this spot | had found?

The way the darned thing kept on jumping around!
Now the tub needed cleaning! 1ran from the room.

I ran to the kitchen. | brought back the broom.

And | swept at that spot till I'd swept it away.

But everything seems to be crazy today!

For that spot from the tub, from the towel, from the shirt

Was now on the broom! This was mighty queer dirt!

But OOW! Then / looked and | saw that the dirt

Had rubbed off the eat. It was bark on my shirt!

Right back where it started! 1 just couldn't win.

And then, at that moment, my mother walked in.

And, oh! the fast talking that | had to do!

I told her the terrible things 1'd been through

With the towel, and the tub, and the broom, and the dress

And the cat, and the shirt, and she said, “Well, | guess
“You're lucky you didn’t get terribly hurt.

But please, in the future, STAY OVT OF THE DIRT!”
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(Continued from page 55)
it off-key was that there’d been a time
when Tony would have let one of the
draftsmen do part of the work. As for
Mrs. Dunbar and her house plans—
Jeanne would have bet her last dollar that
Fay Dunbar had no intention of building
a house. Young blonde divorcees of
Dunbar’s type just didn’t fit into bunga-
lows. This was the third set of plans
Tony had worked on for her. She could
well afford changing her mind that often
and paying architect’'s fees in triplicate.
What did she care if it took the architect
out of his home on a Sunday afternoon?

Jeanne wanted to say, “Don’t go,
Tony. Stay home today with me.” In-
stead, she straightened his tie and kept
her voice as casual as his. “All right,
darling. If you must. The folks were
expecting us, but I can go over for a
while alone ... | guess . ..” Her voice
trailed off as she smiled at him.

“You don't mind?” he asked, like
a lovable kid who wanted Mamma'’s bless-
ing before he went off to do something
she didn't quite approve of.

She had the darnedest desire to say.
“Yes, | do mind, but plenty!” She
wished she dared to come right out and
ask what in heck was happening to them.
But she was afraid to. As long as you
ignored something, you could make your-
self believe it didn't exist.

She said, still smiling, “No, | don’'t
mind, Tony.”

“Okay, honey.” He kissed her short
brown hair, somewhere near her ear.
“Mm. You smell good,” he said, extrava-
gant with compliments now. He moved
quickly through the living room to the
hall closet, and took out his hat and rain-
coat. “I'll get a cab at the corner so you
can have a car, Jeanne.”

“But | don't mind a cab. You take
the car, Tony.”

“l don't want it!” His voice was

edgy. He picked up his briefcase as
though it were his ticket to freedom.
“Tell your folks I'm sorry | couldn’'t
make it. . . .”

B ut you could, darling, she thought
wistfully. You just don’'t want to. And
it isn't because you don’t like visiting
Mother and Dad. You'd be just as anx-
ious to get down to the office if we were
planning to stay home . . . especially if
we were just planning to stay home.
You . .. you just act as though you can't
wait to get away from me. Why, dar-
ling? Why?

If he didn’t leave right now, she’d be
clinging to him, asking questions that no
tactful wife should ask.

He patted his pockets to be sure he
had cigarettes. Jeanne walked to the
desk and found a package. “Here,” she
said, bringing it to him.

“Isn't that the last pack in the
house?”

“l guess so.”

“You keep them, then. [I'll pick

some up on the way.”

She followed him to the door and
dropped the cigarettes into his coat
pocket.

He jerked them out in sudden irrita-
tion. “Oh, for Lord's sake, Jeanne!
Keep them!” He thrust them at her, and
they fell to the floor.

Stunned by his outburst, they stared
at each other until he said in a strained
voice, “I'm sorry, Jeanne. | don’t know
what got into me.” But he didn't take
her in his arms. He merely picked up
the cigarettes, stuck them in his pocket

- tff -
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and said hurriedly, “Good-by.” Then he
was gone.
Jeanne stood very still. She heard

his heels cross the porch, go down the
four steps, then down the sidewalk.

Unsure? It was more than that now.
She was frightened. She couldn’t ignore
things any longer. Tony had never acted
like that before . . . yelling at her, as
though he couldn't help himself. He'd
lost his temper before, of course—as her
father did occasionally, as any man did—
but never at her. She hadn’t said or done
anything to justify such an outburst.
Was he so dissatisfied and unhappy that
her very presence could irritate him?
How many scenes like this did you go
through before your marriage began to
crumple . . . die?

Her king. Not any more.
had she failed?

A new fear mushroomed inside her,
and she shivered. There were so many
women around, willing to make a man

Where

feel big and important. The girls who
worked in the office ... or those he met
while keeping business appointments in

restaurants, bars, clubs. Or clients.
Like ... Fay Dunbar. No. Tony wasn't
like that. He wouldn't . . .

But . . . was any wife sure?

H ow did you fight women like Fay
Dunbar? They were better-armed ene-
mies who stood in the dark at every cor-
ner, ready to pounce. She couldn’t fight
them. The only weapons she had were
her love for Tony and a marriage certifi-
cate; and what did a marriage certificate
mean these days? She wasn't armed
with beauty, or wit. or cleverness. She
was small, quiet, with a triangular face
and blue eyes that always looked sur-
prised. That's the way Tony used to de-
scribe her, with fondness in his voice.
“My surprised funny-face,” he called her.
Other people called her sweet, generous,
but never beautiful.

All those attractive women he met
every day. . . . Like a parade, with Fay
Dunbar leading them, their unknown
faces filed past in Jeanne’s mind, and she
thought, I've done everything | can to
make you happy, Tony. If you aren’t
satisfied, 1 don’'t know what else to do.
I just don’t know. . . .

Listlessly, she walked to the kitchen
and stared at the unwashed dishes. On
Tony’s plate were the bare drumsticks;
on her plate lay the bones from the wings
and back. Foolish girl. You’'ll have to
do better than that. And soon. You
can’'t save a marriage with a few choice
pieces of chicken ... or a snug black
dress ... or perfume ... or *. .

What, then? What was there to do
that she hadn’'t already done?

From habit, she reached for her
apron. You were supposed to wash
dishes, no matter what was happening in-
side you. But she couldn’t. Not now.
She didn’'t even want to look at these
blue flowered dishes that she and Tony
had picked out together. He had wanted
the blue ones, though she preferred plain
white.

And those wooden cupboards— he
had designed them when he planned the
house. She’d followed his taste willing-
ly, for he knew much more about houses
than she did. Now, she felt warm tears
of frustration in her eyes. There wasn't
a thing wrong with wooden cupboards,
unless you had a hidden whimsical de-
sire for metal ones.

So | stand here crying about cup-
boards, she thought. At a time like this.

She roamed through the dinette, into
the living room, glancing around as
though searching for something she’'d
lost. Everything seemed to be Tony’s,
not hers. “This is your home, darling,”
she’d told him when they furnished it,
“and you're going to have what you
want in it.” She'd vowed she was not
going to be one of those wives who filled
the bedroom with pink ruffles and ex-
pected a man to like it, or cluttered the
living room with fragile chairs and tiny
ashtrays. So Tony had the sturdy cof-
fee table he wanted, the dark green rug,
the big brown chair.

That brown chair. How dull it
looked in here. This room needed a
splash of red oF yellow. She had run
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into a slip-cover sale downtown a couple
of weeks ago and. on impulse, had bought
a cherry-red cover for the chair; but
she’d given it to her mother without
even showing it to Tony. If he liked
brown, so did she.

The woolen dress itched her throat.
The saucy French look? For a man
who wasn't here? She ran to the bed-
room, changed into comfortable slacks
and a soft chambray blouse. Now what?
Go over and visit the folks . . . alone.

From the hall closet she took out her
hat and coat, as Tony had done. He
went one way, she thought. And I'm
going another. There was something
frighteningly symbolic about that.

Outside, the rain fell slowly,
steadily, and the air was cold. As the car
moved forward on the elm-lined street,
her thoughts moved backward, search-
ing for a reason for the change in Tony.

She remembered the crisp fall after-
noon two years ago when they’d driven
to the airport, with rice still clinging
to their clothes. Silver wings had taken
them to Biloxi, Mississippi, a lovely, lazy
sunny place on the Gulf of Mexico. Tony
had asked her where she’'d like to go
for a honeymoon, and she’'d said, “You
choose, darling! I'll love any place
where we're together.”

He'd kissed her in that strong but
tender way he had, and said, “Sounds
as though you're going to be easy to
satisfy, honey, because we're going to
be together a good long time!”

It was one of the many sweet trib-
utes he gave her, and she’'d never for-
gotten it

She loved Tony so much it hurt
sometimes; and if there was a bit of
gratitude mixed up in her love, that was
natural. An only child, she’d always
been a quiet, shy girl whom people didn't
notice. Her father was a building con-
tractor, and she used to love going with
him to inspect new housing projects.
That's where she’d met Tony, in a model
home that he had planned. For some
reason, he noticed her. She asked him
later why he had, and he'd said, “Oh,
maybe it was the way you treated your
dad. You held a match to his pipe and

. well, you looked so darned earnest
and sweet, as though you loved taking
care of a man.”* She had admitted that
she’d probably learned it from her moth-
er, who spent her life taking care of
Dad, though Dad was a grumpy kind of
man who didn’t half appreciate it

It took a lot of effort for Jeanne to
live up to the picture Tony had of her;
but if that was the thing which had made
him love her in the first place, it was
worth any effort.

He thought a lot of the folks, and
they loved him, too; but lately, there'd
been a strained feeling between them all.
And why not? Mother and Dad knew
Jeanne spent more evenings alone than
she should. True, Tony had to keep
some appointments at night, but it hap-
pened too often. And now . . Sun-
days. Last time, Dad had asked, “Does
he have to work on Sundays, Jeanne?”

“Yes, Dad,” she’d answered, trying
to protect Tony and herself, too. “No
one gets ahead these days unless he goes
after things. Tony's ambitious.”

The unusual birth announce-
ments published in your maga-
zine each month gave us the idea
of trying to make our own.
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But not that ambitious! Lots of
men gave all their time and energy to
their work; but in the private lives of
those men you usually found dissatisfac-
tion of some kind. No man was born
for work alone. Tony used to like put-
tering around the house, taking it easy
once in a while. The change in him had
been so gradual, it was hard to figure out
when it had actually started.

They'd known each other only four
months before being married, so they
had the thrill of learning new things
about each other every day. Had he
learned all he wanted to about her . . .
and been disappointed?

Every tiny thing she'd discovered
about him made her love him more.
She’'d laughed when she found out he
couldn’t abide mystery programs on the
radio, and she had never turned one on
after that. She’d cried a little when he
told her about the time he’d missed see-
ing the circus because his mother de-
cided to go to a party instead.

“How could she?” Jeanne had asked,
“How could she?”

Tony had smiled, his dark eyes full
of remembering. And there’d been a
reluctant admiration in his voice. “Oh,

Mother could do it, all right. She was
beautiful, spoiled . . . and Dad and | let
her getfaway with anything.”

Beautiful. Spoiled. Those words
fit Fay Dunbar, who would never build
a house, but kept Tony drawing up one
set of plans after another. Jeanne had
met her in the office one day when she’'d
gone down to pick up Tony, and once
Mr. Crofton had taken the three of them
out for a cocktail. Fay Dunbar was one
of those smart assured women who knew
exactly what she wanted and how to
go after it. If she happened to want
Tony . . .

Jeanne frowned, annoyed with her-
self. In a strange way, she felt guilty.
And that didn't make sense. Just be-
cause she let a fleeting doubt of Tony
=cross her mind! Of course he was too
fine, too . . . honest.

What would she do if Tony ever
came to her and said he wanted
someone else? Die a million deaths,
probably, and say meekly, “All right,
Tony. If that's what you want” A
woman like Fay, in the same situation,
would no doubt tell her man, “The hell
you say! You're mine!” Jeanne, un-
happy as she was, couldn’t help smiling



as she tried to picture herself saying a
thing like that.

The rain was heavier now. She
turned the car onto Trent Street, where
she’'d lived all her life until marrying
Tony. The houses were old and sub-
stantial here, built for marriages that
lasted a lifetime . . . until natural causes
ended them.

After parking the car, she went up
the familiar walk, and the door opened
before she reached the porch. Her moth-
er, small and rosy and warm, took her
wet things, saying. “What a horrible
day! Where's Tony? Busy again?”

Jeanne answered vaguely, kissed her,
then walked to the fireplace, where her
father was sitting with his pipe, reading
the Sunday papers. “Hello, Dad.”

He looked at her over his glasses
while she warmed her hands in front of
the fire. “Alone again?” he asked.

She nodded, and suddenly her loneli-
ness for Tony brought tears to her eyes.
She went to the couch and sat down,
unable to speak. Mother sat beside her,
said sympathetically, “Tony shouldn't

. neglect you like this, dear. | can't
understand it. You're so good to him,
Jeanne!”

Dad leaned toward the fireplace and
knocked his pipe against the bricks,
making a little shower of ashes. “May-
be you're too good to him,” he said
slowly.

“Too good!” Jeanne cried indig-
nantly. “How can you he too good to
anybody? 1 love him. I'd do anything
for him. Is that wrong, when you love
someone?”

“No . ..” Dad sighed, “l guess not.
Forget it.” He reached to the mantel
for his humidor.

JVlother said apologetically, “Oh,
it's empty, Sam. | forgot to get your to-
bacco yesterday while | was shopping.
I’'m sorry.”

“Doesn’'t matter,” he muttered, stuff-
ing the pipe in his pocket.

Mother stood up, said she’d make
some coffee, and went to the kitchen.
Jeanne sat still, feeling uncomfortable
in the silence. Dad didn't say a word.

The back door slammed, and Jeanne
hoped it wouldn’'t be any of the neigh-
bors who'd seen her car and wanted to
come over to visit. The minutes dragged.
No one came.

Then, hurried footsteps sounded on
the front porch, the door flew open, and
Mother came in, dripping and wind-
blown. “I locked myself out the back
door!” she exclaimed, shedding her wet
coat and scarf. “My, it's wet out. Here,
Sam— here’s your tobacco.”

He stared at her. “Where’'d it come
from?”

“The drugstore. | ran down ... |
didn’t mind.”

His face turned red. He lifted the
pile of papers from his lap and slammed
them to the floor. “Martha!” he ex-
ploded. “If I'd wanted tobacco, I'd
have gone after it! Why can't you—"
He didn’t finish. He stood up and walked
out of the room, the way Jeanne had seen
him do many, many times. He always
went somewhere else until his temper
cooled.

This time, Jeanne felt her own tem-
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per rising. How ungrateful of him!
How rude and childish! Mother had run
out in the rain to do something for him,
and that's the thanks she got. If he felt
ashamed because he hadn’'t gone out
himself for his own darned tobacco, why
take it out on Mother? You do a kind
thing like that for a man . . . you do a
million kind things for your man

and how does he thank you? Jeanne was
suddenly sick to death of the unfairness
of it all, and she didn't know who irri-
tated her most— the selfish, ungrateful
men, or the foolish women, including her-
self, who made slaves of themselves.

Poor Mother. Putting up with Dad’s
temper all these years. She was pouring
the tobacco into his humidor now. as
though nothing had happened. When
she finished, she tossed the cardboard
box into the fire and smiled at Jeanne.
“Your father’s just in one of his grumpy
moods. We’'ll have our coffee, shall we?
He’ll be back in a minute.”

Yes, Dad would be back. Because
he couldn’'t get along without Mother,
he would always come back. Tony was
. .. different. Some day, Tony might not
come back. But before that day came,
Jeanne wanted to grasp once more at a
thing which she’'d lost, somewhere, since
getting married: Her self-respect. Her
right to be a person, to have desires and
ideas separate from her husband’s.

And she knew, ridiculous as the
gesture might be, exactly what she was
going to do. It would be, somehow, a
gesture for all women, including her
mother, who submerged themselves in
their men.

“Never mind the coffee, Mother.”
Jeanne stood up. “Where’s that red slip-
cover | gave you a couple of weeks ago?

You've never used it. Could . . . could
I have it back, Mother?”

“Why, of course, dear. It was too
big . . . you want it now?”

“Please.”

She talked down her mother's ob-
jections about leaving right away. Call-
ing good-by to Dad, she grabbed her coat
and’ hat and the package with the slip-
cover in it, and ran out of the house.

A t home, she ripped the paper
from the package. The red slip-cover
tumbled out. Clumsily, she held the
bulky bundle of material in her arms
and tried to figure out how to put it on
the chair. The piece for the cushion was
easy. She zipped it on first, set the cush-
ion on the floor. Beautiful color! Now
... the chair part. Which was the top?
She held it up, and it looked like a giant,
limp toy animal whose stuffing had fallen
out Those funny angles must be for the
arms. She held it high over the chair,
let it down slowly and tugged at both
sides, trying to make it slip down. Slip-
cover? Whoever had named these things
must have had a queer sense of humor.

Breathing hard, and perspiring, she
pulled, she tugged, she broke a finger-
nail. The chair sat there stubbornly, re-
fusing to give in. The cover had moved
all of three inches down one side when
she heard someone on the porch. Tony?
So early?

Behind her, his voice said at the
door, “Hi, Jeanne. | called your mother

. she said you'd left.”

Jeanne turned slowly and could have
bawled, or laughed out loud, she didn't
know which, because in her own eyes she
looked so darned ridiculous. Here she
was, sprawled over the chair, her self-
respect half on, half off.

“What's doing?” Tony asked curi-

ously. “What's that red thing?”

“My self-re ... | mean, a slip-
cover. Butit. .. doesn't fit | can't get
iton!” She gave up and crumpled in the
chair. To heck with it. It was a silly

motion, anyway.

Tony dropped his hat and coat on
the couch as he walked toward her. He
took her hands, drew her to her feet.
“Let me help you.”

“But it won't go on!”

“Let's see.”

Silently, she took one side while he
worked on the other. It was quite a
struggle, but finally the cover was on, the
last wrinkle smoothed out, the cushion
back in place. And the whole room had
changed.

“Hm,” Tony remarked, studying the
chair. “Looks sort of good.”

“You . . . you like it?”

“Sure.” He put his hand on her
shoulder, said, “Sit down. Try it.”

Any other time she would have said,
“You try it, darling. It's your chair.”
She took a good long look at that chair.

(Continued from page 42)
triumph for which she yearned. The
football captain informed her one day,
“We want you for Grid Queen, because
you really look like one.” Before Jeanne
was graduated at fifteen with a straight-A
record, her future was plainly an open
contest between beauty and brains. It
seemed certain that Jeanne would wind
up either a Ph.D. or “Miss America.”

As a matter of fact, she missed a
chance at the latter distinction by only a
few votes. Pushed up on the stage by
her Inglewood High rooters at the Long
Beach Auditorium one night in 1941,
Jeanne stepped down with the title “Miss
Long Beach.” Later, at the Los Angeles
Memorial Colosseum she lost the “Miss
California” contest to Rosemary La-
Planche, who went on to become “Miss
America.”

Anywhere around beauty-conscious
Southern California such notice could
not possibly go unrewarded. Crowned
next “Camera Queen of America,” Jeanne
postponed plans for college to pose for
commercial photographers Paul Hesse
and Tom Kelly, and for William Morten-
sen, an artistic recorder of feminine
charms, who shot over 5,000 negatives
of Jeanne around Laguna Beach. Mor-
tenson calls her “the most beautiful face
and figure I've ever photographed.”

The late Ivan Kahn, a Hollywood
talent scout who discovered, among other

Self-respect. She didn’t quite know why,
but her reason for wanting it was dif-
ferent now. Somehow, it was all tied
up with Tony’s respect for her. The two
things were one. It would take quite
a while for her to make it fit on her-

self, but . . maybe . . . with Tony's
help . . .

Slowly, she sank into the chair . . .
like a queen. Why, yes! | can still

treat him like a king, she thought; hut
while I'm doing it, | don’t need to be his
slave. I'll be his queen.

She put her feet on the hassock,
leaned back in the chair and asked cas-
ually, “How are the Dunbar house plans
coming, Tony?”

“Oh, 1 guess it's off. She’'s going
to take a cruise instead.”
Jeanne almost purred, thinking, 1

knew Fay Dunbar wouldn’t get anywhere
with him. Why was | ever . .. unsure?
“Tony . . .” she said, with her usual
sweetness, but with something—a new
strength— added, “I'd like a cigarette.”
After the faintest hesitation, he said.
“Why, sure . . . funny-face.” He gave
her the cigarette, then struck a match.
He leaned toward her, and while the
little flame burned bright between their
faces, the queen held back a giggle. He

looked just as though he were bowing.
. The End

stars, Olivia De Havilland, Joan Fon-
taine, Linda Darnell and June Haver,
spotted Jeanne in the audience of Max
Reinhardt’'s experimental theater one
Saturday night in 1942, and tbe next
Monday ushered her into the office of
Lew Schreiber, a Twentieth Century-
Fox executive, after telling Jeanne’s
mother confidently, “In six months your
daughter will be the best-known young
actress in Hollywood.” Kahn missed his
prediction by another six months. It
took a year.

Half of that time, Schreiber, a
shrewd man of twenty-five years' show-
business experience, remembers flirting
with a breakdown of indecision. Left in
charge of talent while Darryl Zanuck
was away in the Army, he couldn’t make
up his mind whether or not to sign
Jeanne Crain to a stock contract at $100
a week.

“This girl got my goat,” he recalls
nervously. “When she came into my of-
fice I'd never seen a more gorgeous face.
| ordered a test, but when | saw it | was
shocked—on film she wasn’'t the same
girl at all! 1 called her in again and
ordered another— same thing. Finally
she brought me over some 16-millimeter
color film shot on a roof somewhere—
and there she was. We signed her right
away. But | almost went crazy first.”

T he mystery is clear by now, but
also ironic. Jeanne’'s tests were too
grown up and glamorous. In the ama-
teur film that turned the trick, she wore
no make-up and her hair fell free. What
came through convinced Schreiber he
hadn’t been seeing double.

Darryl Zanuck, however, is credited
with launching Jeanne Crain’s adolescent
movie career. Home on leave to look
over the new talent, he summoned Jeanne
to his office. She got the call at home



after a beach outing. With no time to
dress, Jeanne slipped on slacks and hur-
ried over, sunburn, sand, wet hair and
all.  Zanuck is said to have blurted,
“Why, you're just a kid!” But he knew
what to do. He slapped Jeanne right
away into the rustic “Home in Indiana”
wearing pigtails and jeans.

H enry Hathaway, who directed
the film, remembers the artless seventeen-
year-old girl who reported for work, still
fogged by her conception of how a movie
actress should look. “She was plastered
with lipstick, her hair was set, and |
spotted a cap on a front tooth,” he says.
“1 took out my handkerchief and wiped
off the make-up, combed out and braided
her hair, yanked off the cap. Then |
said, ‘Look—you’'re just a kid—and this
éseliqs”t a kid you're playing. Be your-

The formula worked, and halfway
through the film, shot in Kentucky,
Hathaway wired his boss: “Better raise
this girl’s salary—she’s going to be a
star!” He was right. When “Home in
Indiana” was shown, Jeanne Crain in-
spired one critic to rhapsodize, “She is
the freshest, sweetest, loveliest creature
to grace the screen since Janet Gaynor
made ‘Seventh Heaven'!” The picture
grossed $3,000,000, and Jeanne got her
raise—to $250 a week. She makes over
$2,500 today.

But while her salary kept soaring
astronomically, Jeanne Crain’s private
existence stuck right with her roles, in
sweet, naive girlhood, until the late after-
noon of December 28. 1945. Then, play-
ing the last scene of a typical Jeanne
Crain job opposite Cornel Wilde in “Cen-
tennial Summer,” she ran into trouble.

“1 couldn’'t figure it out,” recalls
Otto Preminger, who directed the picture.
“Usually Jeanne was a one-take girl,
and this was a simple scene. Wilde was
asking her to go somewhere with him,
and her time was: ‘Ifm sorry—1 can't.
I've got something very important it
do!” _Somehow, she just gouldn’'t say it.'

*HEMH forJJﬁer '}Igﬁs, sooz re-
vealed, was that Jeanne had indeed some-
thing very important to do. She was
on the point of taking off on an adult
life of her own. When she left the studio
that day, she climbed into the car of a
tall, dark-haired man with an amazing
resemblance to Errol Flynn. He raced
her off downtown to the Los Angeles
Hall of Records. His name was Paul
Brinkman.

The morning papers listed the mar-
riage permit, but by then Jeanne had
disappeared. She stayed out of sight for
three days, the waiting period prescribed
by a precautionary California “gin-mar-
riage” law then in effect. Then, at sev-
en-o’clock Mass in the Church of the
Blessed Sacrament in Hollywood on the
last morning of 1945, with her family
conspicuously absent, Jeanne became a
married woman.

The event would have been jus
other Hollywood elopement excepl
the sharply-contrasting reputation:
the bride and groom. While Je
Crain was regarded as a placid, tracl
Elsie Dinsmore, Brinkman qualified
that loosely-bestowed title of Hollyv
wolf. A former San Franciscan, tui
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Hollywood man about town, Paul Brink-
man’'s dashing good looks prompted
him to dabble in a few movie bits before
turning to the manufacture of radios.
Seven years older than Jeanne, he had
chased her car through traffic down Sun-
set Boulevard to copy her license num-
ber, later caught up with her at the
Farmer’'s Market, and boldly conjured
up a former meeting. They carried on
a secret romance for two years, which
Jeanne later explained simply by: “The
one you really like is the one you don't
talk about.” Paul Brinkman’s reason is
equally brief. “She was,” he says, “the
most beautiful thing 1'd ever seen.”

A publicity man at Fox who sweated
out the romantic ordeal viewed it in a
less rosy light. “There was hell to pay
around here,” he says.

N ow , itis always unsettling to both
mothers and Hollywood studios when
their young beauties elope, especially
with dark, handsome and older stran-
gers. Jeanne’'s mother reserved her
blessing on general parental principles.
But at Jeanne’s studio there was more
pertinent cause for alarm. On the eve
of her startling elopement she had been
cast for the fifteen-year-old title role of
“Margie,” a nostalgic film of adolescent
torment. Lochinvar, it was feared, had
ruined her for that.

But the front-office aspirins soon
dropped back into desk drawers. After
a brief honeymoon in bleak Death Valley
— of all places— Jeanne returned, a radi-
ant bride, and traveled with her new hus-
band along to Reno, Nevada, to make
“Margie,” as advertised. There, while
she finished off her honeymoon, the new
Mrs. Brinkman slipped into bloomers
and old-fashioned frocks before the cam-
eras to bring poignantly to life a wistful
girl with no beaux who attends her first
dance with Father.

“It did seem awfully strange, with
my new married state and all,” Jeanne
reflects. But it made no difference what-
soever in her performance.

“She looked and acted so young,”
Henry King, her director, recalls, “that
we had to dismiss the University of Ne-
vada coeds we'd hired to surround her,
and substitute Reno High School girls.”
“Margie” made two million dollars.

But Jeanne Crain had already made
a start on something far more valuable
to herself and to her screen future, too.
By plunging boldly into marriage, she
began emotional preparation for the in-
evitable day when the little Hollywood
ingenue must be told good-by. With a
man in her life, Jeanne blossomed quick-
ly, even sensationally.

The Brinkmans set up housekeep-
ing in a three-room Santa Monica apart-
ment, where Jeanne’s maternal stirrings
prompted her to bring home a lioness cub
from a circus bazaar, “because it looked
so lonely.” Shah-Shah, as she christened
it, quickly brought an eviction notice and
a threatened suit for damages from the
landlord. Later, at their new home, the
cat prowled happily around terrorizing
neighbors, who called the police. Shah-
Shah was carried off to a zoo.

Disturbing rumors also trickled in
that Jeanne had been seen shooting guns,
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taking off in planes and on skis. But
studio visions of disaster to their fragile
star were climaxed by a report that she
had almost drowned in the Pacific. Ac-
tually what happened was that Brink-
man had his bride in deep water with
his arm around her when he spied a
flock of geese flying overhead. “Look!”
he yelled, disengaging to point skyward.
He got no response; Jeanne had sunk
out of sight. It was the first he knew
that she couldn’t swim.

About the same time, Jeanne started
showing up in daring decolletage at
night clubs and fashionable parties
around town, and once arrived at a
screen-colony costume ball as a harem
slave clad in transparent .trousers, jew-
eled brassiere and bare midriff. Jeanne
explains her sudden abandon now by:
“1 guess that's what happens when an in-
trovert turns extrovert.”

Most Hollywood observers, however,

ascribed Jeanne’s change to the influence
of her gregarious, athletic mate. But the
same observers now concede that Paul
Brinkman has settled down to make
Jeanne a devoted, industrious husband.
Hollywood’s most aggressive gossips
have ceased hunting for incompatibility
clues and agree that the Brinkmans are
among Hollywood’s happiest pairs.

As for Jeanne’s prolonged screen im-
maturity, her husband, who calls her
“Doll,” enthusiastically approved. Sev-
eral times he has vetoed cutting her
long hair. “I like Jeanne looking just
the way | first saw her,” he explains sen-
timentally. “Besides, it's flattering to
any man when people say, ‘Your wife
looks like such a girl!"”

The Brinkmans live today in one of
the most dramatically situated houses in
Hollywood— a low, glass-fronted redwood
snugged into a seven-acre mountain cove
with a framed view of Los Angeles spread
out below. The decor and furnishings
are ultramodern, the colors vivid, and
tropical vines climb inside. In front is
a curving pool, and in back a waterfall.

In this sophisticated setting Jeanne
has centered all her adult interests, ex-
cept for periodic excursions to Mexico
City, Palm Springs or New York at the
end of every adolescent role— “a kind of
purge,” she explains, “to get the fudge
out of my system.”

At home, the once-shy girl has
learned to be an accomplished hostess
with a flair for unique entertaining. Her
guests include musicians, writers, archi-
tects, businessmen and professors as well
as actors. She has revived a girlhood
talent for painting, studies the piano and
ballet, participates actively in a sewing
class and charity work at St. John’s Hos-
pital in Santa Monica, and is still what
her husband calls “a walking bookcase.”
She is a modern mother, too, and her
three sons, Paul, Jr., Michael and Tim-
othy, are all thriving, well-adjusted speci-
mens. All have had nursemaids, neces-
sarily, but have slept in her bedroom
throughout babyhood. “Lucky me,” she
smiles, “with all the men around.”

Jeanne has been pregnant making
three pictures, and started as many only
weeks after motherhood. She read the
script of “Pinky” in the maternity ward,
three weeks later started the picture.
On this occasion, a Hollywood columnist
wrote: “Jeanne Crain, the good little
girl of Fox, as a reward for being her
studio’s sweetest baby doll has been giv-
en the prize part of ‘Pinky.”” The
phrasing was slightly off key, since
“Pinky” was the first hint of Jeanne’s
delivery from those baby dolls, also the
first time she summoned emotions from
her adult experience to put over a per-
formance.

The climax of that film was a long
scene where the light-skinned Negress
Pinky breaks off her antisocial alliance
with a white doctor. It called for Jeanne
to break into tears a few feet from the
camera.

Crying is difficult enough for ac-
tresses, but crying at a given signal is

almost impossible. Jeanne told Elia
Kazan she couldn’t imagine how she
could do it



The director replied she would have
to think of something in her own life
which could hit her that hard. “When
you look at Bill Lundigan.” he suggested,
“just think. ‘This is the end of my hope
of ever having a son!"” For a mother
who had just had one of her own. it was
strong medicine. The part won Jeanne
an Academy nomination and praise from
Ethel Barrymore as “the most vibrant
young actress I've played with in Holly-
wood.”

Since “Pinky.” the arrival of
Jeanne’s screen maturity has been only a
question of time. As Darryl Zanuck told
her when he saw the results in “People
Will Talk,” “This is like a commence-
ment. It marks the beginning of a whole
new career for you.” And he backed up
that statement by handing her another
adult assignment in a forthcoming film,
“The Marriage Broker.”

So at last Jeanne Crain’s two con-
flicting lives mesh into one, and her suc-
cess in that life, both on and off the
screen, seems even more assured now
that the emotional crosscurrents of two
opposite ages flow together at last. To
her new Hollywood maturity Jeanne can
bring a woman drawn from the present
experiences of her daily life, instead of
a girl from the fading vistas of her out-
grown past.

But Jeanne Crain’s sentimental
pangs for her departed girlish glory were
real, and they were understandable. It
is always sad to bid girlhood good-by—
even if it is only a make-believe girlhood.

. The End
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(Continued from page 44)
decided to say nothing. It was hopeless.
They just didnt understand.

“Better hurry, dear. It's just about
time for him.” Mrs. Price looked into
Pat's face and hesitated a moment.
Then, apparently deciding not to add
anything, she hurried away.

Mascara, thought Pat, pursing her
lips grimly. She saw the mascara. Noth-
ing but the merest touch, but she doesn’'t
like it, of course. They were so hope-
lessly dated in their ideas. You just had
to give up expecting them to see the
changes in things since they were young.
“And only brown, too, not black,” she
muttered, jerking about irritably and put-
ting on her rhinestone earrings. “Gosh!”

As she stared with hard appraisal at
the finished product, both at close and
distant range, an inspiration lighted her
face. She dug about in a bureau drawer
and brought forth a wide velvet belt. It
fitted firmly about her minute waist, hug-
ging the blouse to her own lines.

Her eyes glinted with approval, and
she smiled at herself, faintly, with just a

suggestion of restrained meaning . . . that
look that Steve couldn’t seem to resist.
Okay, she thought. That did it

As the bell rang, she put an un-
hurried touch to her short, soli curls and
perfume in just the right places for ap-
preciation. Then, satisfied that her ap-
pearance was all it possibly could be.
she snapped off the dressing-table lights
and stood for a moment in contemplation.

Sometimes, she thought, looking
around the little room that had been hers
ever since she was born, she felt that she
lived in two separate worlds—one in
which she was “the Price youngster,” the
“good, wholesome kid” of eighteen who
had a cute line and lots of pep but not a
thought in her head that couldn’t have
been examined by her parents and their
friends any time of the day or night— and
another, where all the real things of life
existed, in secret.

Downstairs the voices of her parents
mingled with Steve’s just as if the two
worlds were only a dream: her parents’
trusting, encouraging, gay; Steve's, oh-
so-innocent. Naturally, the tones seemed
to say, only the very noblest of thoughts
would occur with regard to such a sweet,
clean-living girl as Patricia. Naturally,
because we have brought her up so right.
Naturally, because I am such a decent
young man. . . .

Pat frowned and shrugged.
was something you couldn’t tell them,
your parents. Young men did not pro-
pose— marriage, that is— as often as one
was led by parents to expect. They pro-
posed other things— and the trick was to
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get by, somehow, walking this secret
tightrope between losing one’s man and
losing one’s reputation. It took a lot of
—of— sophistication.

Take Steve, for instance. It took
everything she had to hold him and yet
resist him— it was an art that a parent
knew nothing about. And right now, art
was not quite succeeding. Something
told her that tonight's date was going to
decide a great deal. Either she'd yield
(which was of course, much, much more
tempting than any parent understood—
where did they think their children had
got such special strength?), or she'd lose
him. It was not as parents taught one at
all. This “sex business” was not second-
ary— it was the only thing people were
really, truly interested in! Perhaps you
didn’t call it by its name— but what was
all the eying and sighing and sly laugh-
ing and whispering and expectation?
And what did parents really expect one
to do? As if boys and girls were all the
same, as if dancing did nothing at all to
one's senses, as if a kiss were merely
another form of Aunt Minnie’'s peck!

Pat sighed deeply, somewhat sadly.
Oh, how wrong and out of step with re-
ality their notions were! They confused
one so! They put a nasty little tug of
guilt into everything one couldn’'t help
but want. . . .

Well—she would see. Perhaps it
was best to class them as naive, and do
a good job of fooling them indefinitely.

“Yes,” Steve Edgeworth said. “Yes,
of course, Mrs. Price!” And that nice,
easy, reassuring laugh as they backed to-
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gether away from the smiling parents to
the door. “She’s in good hands.”

Pat threw them an impatient Kiss.
They believed him— why not? Wasn’t he
a neighborhood boy, “decent family,” all
that? Wasn't he a good worker, steady—
and such a clean-cut type, with his clear
brown eyes, good chin, nice mouth, big,
sturdy shoulders! He would have a
“future,” would young Steve Edgeworth;
you could see that already at twenty.

They all fitted everything very nice-
ly, all of them, even her gray-headed Dad
and quite chic-looking Ma— everything
hut the truth.

TTlie truth lurked the minute
they'd driven out of sight of the house.

“You weren’'t serious about going to
Sue’s, were you?” smiled Steve.

“Of course not,” said Pat. with a
sidewise glance. She thought, a bit re-
gretfully, that he did have such a nice
smile. . . .

He was so compelling in the movies!
Going to the movies with a young man
was just so different, she was sure, than
anything that parents ever imagined it
was. What did they think— that holding
hands was no more than one paw touch-
ing another, that no sparks could fly from
close-woven fingers, that palms could not
talk to each other of oh-so-many things?
And if it only stopped there . . . !

What a good thing one did not light
up like phosphorus from one’s emotions!
It was all she could do to hold in check
the effect of her turmoil. Everything
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Steve’s arms and cheek insisted was a
question she wanted to answer, both from
within herself, and from fear. . . . She
knew at least three girls who would be
only too delighted if Steve lost interest
in her!

But there was still a chance. Steve
was attracted, terribly attracted. If only
she could be clever. If only she could
think of just the right things to say, to
do. . ..

Dancing at the inn afterward, sip-
ping beer, she began to lose the last little
bits of hope.

“You're terrific,” he told her, as she
did her best not to resist his ardor,
“really terrific! You've got everything!”

Her facial control was marvelous,
even if she said it herself. He could not
have guessed that the thrill of his close-
ness was terrifying her.

It was her parents’ fault. If they
had not filled her head with such a bunch
of unreal nonsense, she could just have
gone ahead and done what so many girls
she knew did— in secret, of course, with-
out all this silliness. What she and Steve
felt for each other was what life really
was, what life was really made up of.

“Let's go back.” whispered Steve,
kissing her ear gently.

She knew where he meant. Al
Grobin was away. They could go to his
room. There was a back entrance to the
rooming house, and no one would know.
They had gone there once just to Kiss,
hut she knew it could not be like that
again.

The moment had come. She knew
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what would happen if she drew away.
It had happened quite a few times now
since high school— the boys did not come
back. Oh, some did—but they weren't
the ones one cared about, anyway. No
— this was it!

She took a deep breath, nodded.
She must just push her parents’ senti-
mental picture out of her mind, where it
belonged, and be a realist.

“You love me, Steve?”
looking her prettiest.

“l1 do, I do!” said Steve, almost hug-
ging the breath from her.

She smiled wistfully. She could not
quite believe it.

The entrance to Al's rooming house
was dimly-lit, and there was no one
around. It was a clean place— there was
nothing against it, thought Pat, but her
legs began to tremble as she and Steve
went quietly upstairs.

To hide her shaking, she asked Steve
for a cigarette, and smiled confidently
behind its smoke, while he unlocked Al’s
door.

As he pushed it open, snapping on
the light, and she saw the neat room fur-
nished in maple, with stiff, clean curtains
and friendly photographs around the
walls, she felt a flash of regret that they
could not use it just to be alone, to sit
around comfortably together and play the
phonograph.

she asked,

H e smiled down at her, and drew
her close for a moment. She closed her
eyes tightly when he kissed her, and her
body felt as rigid as wood. Whatever
response she had had any other time with
him, seemed to have vanished.

“1 love you,” he whispered, his voice
quite unfamiliar, with an almost harsh
sound to it. There was something shaken
and urgent about his face, when she
opened her eyes.

As though she were waking up from
a dream that had suddenly become a
vivid, detailed reality, she jerked away
from him, and with a little sound that
was half apology, half despair, she began
to run—to run as if her life were de-
pendent upon her escape.

“No—no—" she moaned as she

heard Steve coming after her. “No,
Steve, no. . . .”
But he overtook her. “Pat! Pat,

darling, what is it? What's wrong?”
All the ardor in his face had given way
to question, to bewilderment. He pushed
her back gently to the wall and held her
there.

She tried to pull away, but though
his grip was gentle, it was firm.

“Don’t just run away, honey,” he
said softly. “You don’t have to run away
from me— don’'t you know that?”

She avoided his eyes. Why was he
bothering so hard with her? He could
be so nice. . . .

“Come back, darling. Let me talk
to you—please!” He drew her face
around and tried to make her look at him.

Pat jerked her chin out of his hand,
and lifted it. “There’s nothing to talk
about, Steve.” She tried to keep her
voice low, but it rose, and she looked
down the stairs fearfully. “I'm just not
the kind of girl you want, that's all,” she
whispered. “I'm sorry.” She tried once
more to pull away.

Steve shook his head at her. Then
he nodded toward the room. “Come on,
Pat— listen to me a minute, will you?”

She cast her glance down the halls.
It would be terrible to make a scene.
Besides, she couldn’t believe Steve would
actually use force. . . . “Well,” she said
coldly, “just for a minute.”

She would not take off her jacket,
and sat primly beside him on the couch.

Steve took her tense hands forcibly
in his. His eyes had a wonderfully soft
look. “Look, Pat,” he said gently. “I
guess I've been all mixed up on things.
If I'd have known you had so much
against this”— he indicated the room with
an embarrassed glance—“it's the last
thing in the world I'd have suggested
to you . ..”

Pat’s blue eyes opened wonderingly
on his face.

“It was just plain clumsiness, | sup-
pose, darling—just not knowing. You
see, honey,”— he looked away from her a
moment, and frowned— “it's hard to know

what to do. What | mean— "

“Yes ... ?”7 Pat felt that there was
need to help him.

“Well—” He looked at her direct-

ly again. “The thing is that so many girls
are different from what my folks taught
me was right, that I'd just about decided
my folks’d got left way behind some-
where. | just thought this was the only

An income is something im-
possible to live without or with-
in. —Shannon Fife
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way to hold you, honey.
think | was a drip . . .”

That you'd

“Gosh!” breathed Pat. “Gosh, it
was all my fault, Steve. The way |
kissed you and everything. ... | thought

I'd lose you if | didn’t. | was just trying
to be, you know— sophisticated. . . .”

“Darling!” He looked at her in
silent reverence a minute. “l was bitter
there for a minute, too. | thought you'd
hear it in my voice.”

Pat remembered how harsh he had
sounded. “You were hating me, weren't
you?” she asked, her eyes full of dismay.

“No—just kind of disappointed.
But now . ..”
They looked deeply, questioningly

into each other’s eyes.

Par .

“Yes?”

“Is there any chance you could for-
get this . . . and maybe, some day ... if
you love me . . .”

“Yes . ..” Pat's heart was beating
in an extraordinary way, almost too fast
to breathe.

Steve’s voice was low, apprehensive.
“Marry me . .. ?” he finished.

“Oh, Steve, Steve, Steve!”

Perhaps, thought Pat, from deep
within Steve's great hug, the reality of
things was not so important. Perhaps
parents really did know all about it, but
could not admit how helpless it made
them feel. After all, no rule could apply
to everyone, anyway. Perhaps the most
important thing was what parents hoped
for. One had to confess that nothing else
was as wonderful! ...The End

began Steve.
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(Continued from page 43)
adjurations to be sure to behave, to
“learn a lot,” and to remember “You're
a big boy now.” Then, with mingled
pangs at losing her baby and thrills over

his new independence, she left him
among strangers.
Unhappily, however, Bobby didn't

get on very well. He needed an undue
amount of waiting upon by his teacher.
He felt lost in the strange big building,
so different from home. He cried in
class because he “wasn’'t learning any-
thing” and was afraid his parents would
be disappointed. He had to be pried out
of bed each morning. He didn't like
school—and this worried his parents,
who knew that first experiences often
influence the whole later attitude toward
learning.

What could have happened, they un-
happily asked each other, when they had
tried so hard to start him off right?

The answer is that they had tried all
right, but their efforts had been mis-
directed. For one thing, according to
experts at the U. S. Office of Education
and U.S. Children’s Bureau, it's a mis-
take for parents to try to anticipate
schoolteaching. Nowadays it's not ex-
pected or even considered desirable that
a youngster just ready for school should
know his ABCs, and certainly not read-
ing, for which very few children are
ready early in first grade. If a child
can count to ten— because most of his
contemporaries will be able to do that—
and perhaps print his name, that's about
all the specific academic achievements
he need have. Furthermore, not only is
it unnecessary for parents to beat teach-
ers to their jobs, but also, doing so may
be harmful. In effect, it is putting on
intellectual pressure and thereby adding
one more burden to a child already going
to be burdened by taking in many new
experiences.

T his doesn't mean, of course, that
you should keep your child in a mental
vacuum until he steps inside a school-
house. Every time that you read aloud
to him, answer his questions, help him
to increase his vocabulary, or explain
such things as seeds, the stars, or the
frost on the window, you increase his
knowledge and interests, and therefore
his readiness for more formal learning.

But even more disastrous than their
efforts to push Bobby intellectually was
the Jacksons’ mistake of trying to change
him over night from a mother’'s baby to
a “big boy.” It can't be done. Real
preparation for entering school begins
not hours or days or weeks before school
opens, but almost from birth.

There is, for instance, the matter of
learning to be self-reliant. Poor little
Bobby, who had been waited upon and

kept dependent all his preschool life,
couldn’t possibly stand on his own feet
as well as his classmate Sue, who had
always been encouraged to do and think
for herself as much as possible. By the
time she was ready for school Sue, al-
though of course she needed some super-
vision and reminding, was pretty much
able to take care of her own dressing
and washing. She was in the habit of
helping with the housework, in such
ways as tidying her own room, setting
the table, and washing vegetables. In
that way she had skills and a sense of
taking part in what went on about her
which stood her in good stead when she
took part in school activities. Also, she
had been brought up to make many of her
own little decisions— for example, which
of a choice of dresses to wear, and what
friends she wanted to invite to her par-
ties. Consequently, unlike Bobby, she
did not feel helpless when Mother wasn't
at hand to direct her.

Indeed, almost nothing which is part
of good child-rearing isn't also part of
good preparation for entering school.
Your child, by the time he is school age,
ought to have well-established habits of
sleeping, eating and elimination. Not
having to give thought to these, he will
be free to give his full attention to his
new experiences away from home. Also,
taken-for-granted routines will help to

Middle age finds folks inclined
to settle down, notably around
the hips.

assure regular attendance. It's easy to
be on time for school if for all of your
previous five or six years you are used
to regular times for meals, going to bed,
and rising; but it's mighty hard if you
have to make a sudden shift from your
own sweet time to a schedule!

Likewise, the ability to get along in
a group is definitely part of good equip-
ment for school. By the time your child
becomes a kindergartner or first-grader,
he should, under your supervision, have
learned fair play in general, and specif-
ically such social and health consider-
ateness as using a handkerchief and cov-
ering the mouth during coughing.

No more than you can give your
child a suitable school character at the
last minute can you give him suitable
school health. Shortly before school be-
gins, a checkup by a physician, with
particular attention to vision and hear-
ing, is desirable, but it is not enough.
Preschool checkups, both medical and
dental, ought to have been annual, with
various recommended immunizations
completed.

It's important, too, to prepare grad-
ually for independence, lest the expe-
rience of being away from Home and
Mother come as a shock. Before your
child is five or six, see that he has some
experience in getting along without his
parents. First he should learn to play
alone in the back yard, Hazel F. Gab-
bard of the U. S. Office of Education rec-
ommends; later, to go about in the im-
mediate neighborhood. Arrange to have
him visit now and then with a friend; in
short, accustom him to meeting new peo-

ple and being in strange places long be-
fore the first day of school.

Similarly, well in advance of the
event, gradually prepare your youngster
for traveling to and from school. Go
over the routes with him. Impress upon
him that he must stay on the sidewalks,
cross only at corners, look both ways be-
fore he crosses, walk straight, obey the
patrols, and come directly home aftei
school. Be sure that he knows his name,
address and parents’ full name. But in
the beginning, of course, no matter how
thoroughgoing the preparation for his
going by himself, you will want to ac-
company him.

Indeed, it is an excellent idea to
visit the school building with your child
before classes commence. A tour about
the building, with identification of the
drinking fountains and toilet rooms and
places for wraps, will do a great deal to
reduce possible bewilderment when he is
on his own.

Some schools make a regular prac-
tice of having parents and teachers meet
before children start school. Even if
yours doesn’t, try to have a talk with the
principal and kindergarten or first-grade
teacher so that they can learn something
about your child, and you about how you
can best co-operate with them.

At registration time, you need to
have with you your child’s birth certifi-
cate and immunization record (most
schools require vaccination). Be pre-
pared, too, to give information about any
illnesses and serious accidents your child
may have had, any unusual tendencies
he may manifest, the members of your
family and your family background, and
the names, addresses and telephone num-
bers of two or three people to be notified
if you can’'t be reached.

By and large, most parents don’t have
too much to worry about when it comes
to their children’s having the right antici-
patory attitude toward school. Normal-
ly, most youngsters look forward to en-
tering. True, your child may have heard
from some older boys or girls “School
is awful,” or “The teachers are mean.”
But if you talk pleasantly and favorably
about school, if you discuss the teacher
as a friendly, helpful person whom your
child will like, and don’'t use her as a
threat by making such ill-advised state-
ments as “She won't like you if you suck
your finger,” or “She’ll scold you if you
talk that loud,” if you tell him about the
games, songs and stories he’s going to
enjoy, any doubts and anxieties he might
have should be more than counteracted
by curiosity and eagerness for a great
new experience.

But suppose you have failed to give
your child the proper kind of long-term
preparation for entering school; per-
haps, for example, he is woefully de-
pendent. In that case, although there’s
no denying that he starts out with a
handicap, he is by no means doomed to
failure throughout his school life. Your
best course is frankly to discuss the sit-
uation with his teacher. Perhaps she
will permit you to stay near him at school
— gradually shortening the period of your
standing by—until he is emotionally
weaned. If he has been kept exagger-
atedly away from other children, because



they are “too rough’ or “too dirty.” it
won't be easy for him to make friends.
But normal sociability, too, can come
with your and the teacher’s co-operative
patience and willingness to ease your
child gradually into group activities.

Once your son or daughter has em-
barked upon school life, for better or for
worse, the best thing you can do for all
concerned is to relax. For a while you
may find a somewhat alarming reversion
to babyish behavior, or wakefulness, or
lack of appetite. But unless such symp-
toms persist, they need not worry you
unduly; they are likely to be caused by
the confusion or overexcitement of being
in a new world.

Avoid asking your child. “What did
you do today?” because at this stage of
his life he’'s incapable of giving a con-
secutive account. After a while, if you
show interest in work he brings home
and make him feel it's important, if you
encourage his successes and try to ignore
his failures, if you don’t make him lose
faith in his ability by comparing him
with others, you'll get spontaneous re-
ports.

And above all, remember that the
most important part of your kinder-
gartner’s or first-grader's learning has
nothing to do with the three Rs. His
adjustment to school life, his ability to
get along without your protection, are
what count, just as the health- and char-
acter-building experiences he has had
from birth count most in fitting him for
this first real venture from home.

.The End
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(Continued from page 39)
himself in a seat near the tail and had
later hung up his expensive overcoat.

“Coffee, sir?”

Thorne opened his dark eyes and
smiled in a way that set her heart to
pounding queerly. “No, thanks. How
soon will we be in?”

“In about an hour, | think.”

“Fast trip.” He closed his eyes
again, and the stewardess moved on.
A pretty girl. The world was full of
them. New York was full of them. So
was Chicago and Dallas and San Fran-
cisco. He ought to know.

Why hadn’t he stayed with any of the
pretty girls in any of those places he
had hung his hat during the past three
years? Here, suspended in space nine
thousand feet above the earth, he could
admit it to himself— because none of
them had measured up to Abigail Carwin.
who wasn't pretty at all. Unless you hap-
pened to think she was beautiful. . . .

Thorne had left Minneapolis bag
and baggage the day after she married
Jim Carwin. A nice guy. A dead guy.

Killed in a hunting accident several
months ago, but Thorne had heard about
it only yesterday from a mutual friend
who had caught up with him in New
York.

He had immediately canceled his
business and social appointments and
reserved a seat on the first plane he
could get. He knew Abby inside and
out. She would be wild and rebellious
at the blow fate had dealt her carefully
arranged plans; and he also knew that
he would be the last person on earth she
would ever turn to if she were in trouble.
Still, he had to go. Even if it meant fac-
ing the scornful challenge of her green
eyes. Even if it meant losing his temper
as he always did when he bumped up
against the hard core of her independ-
ence. . . .

Abigail Paige and Thorne Griffin
had grown up together in adjoining big
old houses overlooking Lake Harriet,
and the summers were never long enough
fo all the activities the two tireless
youngsters tried to crowd in— swimming,
fishing, sailing, baseball, basketball; and
in the winter, skating, skiing, ice-boat-
ing. Thorne was a strong, beautifully
co-ordinated boy who delighted in all
forms of outdoor activity, and only Abby,
thin, incredibly wiry, stubborn, could
keep up with him. He was stronger, but
she was cleverer, a positive genius at
dreaming up ever bolder and more dar-
ing exploits for them to try. Thorne se-
cretly preferred her to any of the neigh-
borhood gang, although he wouldn’t ever
have told her so.
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He smiled wryly now as he remem-
bered the one time he had pronounced
himself captain and tried to order her
around; she had refused to obey him, and
he had used his superior strength, twist-
ing her arm in a painful hammerlock,
forcing her to her knees. She had not
uttered a sound, and suddenly rage had
shaken him.

“Give up,” he had panted between
clenched teeth. “Give up, damn you,
give up—"

She had raised her head, her enor-
mous eyes brimming with tears. “No,
Thorne— not if you break it—”

Frightened and defeated, he had re-
leased her.

And the other time, several years
later, coming home from a high-school
dance, when they had been jammed so
closely together in the back seat of a
car that Thorne had for the first time be-
come aware of the fragrance of her hair
and skin and the sweet curve of her full
mouth. She hadn’t looked like Abby at
all that night, but like some new, strange,
provocative girl he had never seen before.

Instead of his usual careless “So
long, I'll be seeing you,” he had lingered
on her front doorstep, talking aimlessly,
trying to work around to a kiss. He had
kissed a lot of other girls, but he had
never kissed Abby; he had never even
thought about it. But now he wanted to
— badly.

His chance came when she reached
down to remove a pebble from her shoe
and losing her balance, fell against him,
laughing. He put his arms around her,
but she turned her head so quickly that

his kiss landed on her cheek instead of

her lips. He felt her stiffen immediately.
“Don’'t, Thorne— please. I can't
stand it.”
“What can’t you stand? Me?” He

tried to say it lightly, but he was puzzled
and hurt.

“No, of course not. | like you.
You're one of the nicest boys | know.
But | don’t want you to kiss me— espe-
cially not you—"

“But why? That's
thing | ever heard!”

“l— 1 don't know why; really | don't.
If 1 did, | would tell you.”

“Abby—"
“Good night, Thorne. It's getting
I'll see you tomorrow.”

the dumbest

late.

The huge plane droned on. Thorne
could never remember a smoother flight,
and he had done a lot of traveling by air.
He pulled back the curtains and looked
out on the clear night. A full moon,
stars so brilliant they didn’t look real, a
dense mass of silvered clouds below. . ..
Suddenly he grinned. Minneapolis
weather, of course. Spring might have
begun a tentative invasion of New York,
but OF Man Winter wasn't nearly ready
to release his grip up here. He'd bet
snow was still piled two feet deep all
over the city. He opened his little vent
and sniffed the clean cold air, and abrupt-
ly his thoughts veered back to what they
had been trying to avoid— that last talk
with Abby. It had been winter then,
too. . ..

They had been sprawled in front of
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her fire after a skating party, sipping
big steaming mugs of hot buttered rum.
when Abby had said almost casually,
“I'm going to marry Jim Carwin some-
time this spring.”

He remembered how he had laughed,
and his surprise when she hadn’t joined
in.  “You aren’'t serious, Abby. You
couldn’t be! Jim. Jim Carwin?”

“Yes. Jim Carwin.”

He had set his mug down carefully,
because his hand was beginning to shake.
“1 don’'t mind a joke, honey, if it's a fun-
ny one—but this one isn’'t even mildly
funny. Why, Carwin’s no more the man
for you than— than—"”

“You are?”

He had smiled down into her eyes,
holding them with his own special mag-
netism. “No, honey,” he said softly. “I
am the man for you, always have been,
if only—"

“Yes?” Her faint smile mocked him.

“If only you'd stop fighting me! If
only you'd let go and”— his voice rough-
ened as his arm crept around her— “let
me show you how much | love you. Ab-

by,” he pleaded, “haven't we wasted
enough time?”
“No.” As always when he touched

her, she remained passive, denying him
any response, frustrating him again and
again. “No, we haven’'t wasted any time.
I'll never marry you. You want to own
me, to possess me completely, to—to
smother me. You always have, Thorne.
And it frightens me. | couldn’t give
myself to you or any man that way— "

“But you don’t love Carwin!” he had
raged, giving her a furious shake. “You
don’t even know what love is yet. You'd
be nothing but a damn prostitute in a
marriage like that!”

She turned very pale.
pect you to understand, Thorne.
just skip it.”

“Let's just skip it!” he mimicked,
his shock turning him nasty. “Let’s just
skip the fact that you're going to marry
a man too soft, too civilized to give you
one moment of real ecstasy. But he's
decent, Jim is—too decent to have a
lousy trick like this played on him!”

“I'm not playing a trick on any-
body,” she said evenly. “Jim under-
stands He respects my feelings; he's
satisfied with what | have to give— and he
doesn’t demand more than that, or make
me feel guilty because | don't—1 can't
give more.”

Thorne was silent. He knew Abby
permitted other men liberties she had
never granted him; but he was still the
only man in the world who really knew
her— knew how much she was capable of
giving if he could only free her, make
her see that complete surrender for a
woman to a man she loved and respected
as a man was the necessary beginning of
real fulfillment.

He wanted no phony substitutes. So
he had waited— waited too long—

Thorne rose to his feet. “I don't be-
lieve you mean to go through with this,
Abby; | don’t believe you mean to marry
anybody but me— but if you do, remem-
ber just one thing. [I'll have you some
day— on my own terms!”

He had picked up his skates and,
without a backward glance, left her
house. The night was so bitterly cold it
had slammed the breath back into his

“1 didn't ex-
Let's



lungs before he had reached his own
front door. But it had not cooled his
anger ... or obliterated the soft “No,
Thorne, you won't” which had followed
him out.

Thorne collected his bag and found
a seat in the limousine headed for down-
town Minneapolis. There were many
homes in which he would have been a
welcome guest, but he had reserved a
hotel room and told nobody that he was
coming; he wanted to remain completely
free of entanglements, even pleasant
ones.

He enjoyed the ride into the city
down familiar, snowy streets, and he
could not seem to get enough of the clear,
biting air; his lungs were still clogged
with the humidity of New York, of Chi-
cago, of Washington, of all the places in
which he had hungered for just one
whiff of the dry cold that had invigorated
him all of his life.

Downtown, people were striding pur-
posefully along. Thorne grinned. You
didn't amble in Minneapolis, at least not
in the wintertime. There were, of course,
softies who fell from their overheated
homes into their overheated Cadillacs and
had to run off to Florida to get away from
it all; but for those who met the chal-
lenge of the fierce weather head-on, who
got out in it on skates or skis or their
own two legs and defied it to do its
worst, there was no more stimulating
place in the country to live.

Once in his comfortable hotel room,
he wasted no time. He leafed rapidly
through the phone book, wondering if
Abby had stayed on in the Carwin house
after Jim’'s death. Probably. He couldn’t
imagine her in a furnished apartment
anywhere. There it was . Carwin,
James Vincent. Poor devil. The man
was gone and the number remained. A
Dupont number. He'd try, anyway. If
she wasn't still living there, perhaps who-
ever was could tell him how to get in
touch with her; he didn’'t want to contact
any mutual friends unless he had to.

With the phone in his hand, Thorne
hesitated. His watch showed close to
eleven. Too late. He ought to wait un-
til morning, but the thought was intoler-
able to him. He checked the time again
and could have shouted with relief. Of
course. How could he have forgotten?
There was an hour's difference here; it
was only ten o’clock in Minneapolis— not
too late to call anyone. He gave the
hotel operator the number and waited,
dragging impatiently on a cigarette.

“Hello? Hello, Abby. This is
Thorne.”
“Thorne!” There was unmistakable

gladness in her clear voice. “How won-
derful! Where are you, darling? In
Minneapolis, | hope?”

“Yes.” He found it difficult to speak
for a moment. “I'm in Minneapolis on—
on business. | thought I'd better check

up on you. Are you all right?”
There was a pause. “Yes . .. I'm
all right.”

“1 just heard about Jim’s death yes-
terday, Abby. It—it was a shock. And
t wanted, you to know that I'm sorry—
damn sorry. He was one of the best . . .”

“You didn’t always think so, Thorne.”

“Listen,” he said roughly. “The
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phone’s no good. I'm coming out. I'll
be there in fifteen minutes—”

Again that odd pause. “Same old
Thorne. Did it ever occur to you that it
might not be convenient?”

Thorne took a deep breath. “The
only thing that occurred to me was that
if it wasn't, you'd say so. Don't tell me
you've changed— gone polite or some-
thing?”

She laughed— the amused, faintly
derisive sound that had goaded him into
a hundred harebrained ventures when he
was a kid. “No, | haven't changed, and
it doesn’t sound like you have, either. Of
course | want to see you. You know that.
It's just that—well, you're always so
highhanded; you don’t give me a chance
to decide what | want.”

“Any day.” He grinned into the
phone. “Remember me? You can de-
cide what we’ll drink tonight, Abby. I'll
be there before you get the first shaker
mixed, and I'm warning you now, I'm
going to kiss you hello!”

fie did, too, but as always, she was
too quick for him, turning her head so
that his kiss missed its mark. Then they
stood off and surveyed each other with un-
concealed delight, as old friends will who
share a thousand heart-warming mem-
ories going far back into childhood.

Thorne felt wonderful; he Kkicked
the snow off his shoes, hung up his coat
and hat, and followed her into the big
living room, where a birch fire crackled
on the hearth and the tray of drinks was
waiting.

Abby curled up on the couch and
watched him as he paced back and forth
in front of the fire, holding out his lean,
strong hands to the blaze, staring curious-
ly about the elegant, very conventional
room.

He chuckled. “You seem comfort-
able enough . . . too knickknacky for my
taste, but each to his own brand of
hashish.”

“We didn’'t change anything after
Jim’s mother died. He liked it the way
it was, and— "

“You didn’t care.”

She stiffened. “Thorne, | asked you
to come out; I'm genuinely glad to see
you, but I will not be probed and ana-
lyzed and dissected like some bug on a
piece of cardboard by you or anybody
else. Just let me alone. Surely there
are other things we can talk about.”

“But | don’t want to talk about other
things. | came here to see how the beau-
tiful experiment worked out,”—he ig-
nored the warning flash of her green eyes
—*“and | intend no disrespect to Jim's
memory; | want you to believe that. As
everything but a husband for you, he
measured up— always.” He leaned back,
sipping his drink, watching her intently.
“How did you enjoy your three years of
married life, Abby? Surely you can tell
me that?”

She clasped her hands tightly in
her lap. “I'm not so sure that | can.
We were happy— happy in a way you
wouldn’t understand.”

“1 know. Never exchanged a cross
word. | betcha.”

She shot him a defiant glance.
“That's right. There's beauty in quiet
things, too, Thorne, although you’ve never
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been willing to acknowledge it. Con-
tentment. peace, a sense of individual
worth—"

“Contentment!
“At twenty-five?
Abby?”

“Nobody.” She stared into the fire
for a long moment before she said, “Do
you remember my mother?”

“Not too well.” He shook his head
in a puzzled way. “And that's funny,
because | should; when we were Kids |
was in and out of your house as much as
my own.”

“Do you know that there isn't any-
body who remembers her very clearly,
Thorne? | think it's because she had no
real existence apart from my father; she
submerged her personality completely in
his—”

“What are you trying to tell me,
Abby?”

“Only that my mother was a beauti-
ful and intelligent woman who chose to
become a shadow, a pale shadow of a
man who—who wasn’'t worth her little
finger. It used to make me sick!”

“People don't ‘choose’ to live a cer-
tain way, Abby; they live the way they
must. Don’t you understand that? Per-
haps she found her happiness, after all—”

“She didn't!” Abby cried passion-
ately. “She couldn’t have! Not with a
man who was selfish and demanding and
couldn’t bear the thought of her having
any interests or desires of her own that
didn’t include him.”

Thorne reached over and gently
opened her clenched fingers. “And you
think that's the kind of a husband I'd
make—is that it? How wrong you are!
I'd be demanding all right, but not in the
way you think.”

“No?”

“No! It's true I'd insist on a high
level of emotional response. Why not?
You have it to give, and | wouldn't settle
for anything less. But I'd want you to
grow independently, Abby—to develop
every potential you think you possess.”

Her eyes were unreadable, but a lit-
tle smile quirked her lips.

“Why?”

Thorne frowned thoughtfully; then
he burst out laughing. “I cannot tell a
lie. | suppose it's because it would make
you more interesting, more desirable to
me as a woman— which reminds me:
what have you been doing with yourself
since you're alone? If you tell me sleep-
ing till noon, shopping and bridge, I'll
warm your bottom!”

She shrugged indifferently; none of
the rebellion Thorne had expected was in
evidence. “Painting a little. Some vol-
unteer work at the hospital. | thought
of getting a job of some sort, but between
my folks and Jim I've been left so well off
it just didn’'t seem right. Besides, there
isn't anything | really want to do. . . .”

Peace!” he jeered.
Who are you kidding,

Thorne pricked up his ears. “Paint-
ing? What kind of painting? I'd like
to see some of your pictures.”

“You won't like them.”

“Never mind,” he insisted. “Trot

’em out. Where are they?”

“A few of them are over there in that
big leather book, but remember. | warned
you—"

Thorne rose and ambled over to the
secretary. There was no sound in the
room but the hiss of the fire uptil he be-

gan to mutter. “My God ... no ... |
don’t believe it. . . .”

Abby did not turn her head untii he
was standing over her, one of the pictures
clutched in his hand “Will you please
tell me what the hell you're doing paint-
ing these pusillanimous pastels? Look
at this!” He held the picture under her

nose. “Don’'t tell me you enjoy doing
this stuff? By God, it's a crime against
nature!”

“Oh, Thorne, calm down. Of course
I enjoy it or I wouldn’'t be doing it. Some
people think they're rather good. Jim
always liked them—"

“Jim should have painted them!”
Thorne shouted, and was immediately
ashamed of the remark. He returned the
picture to the album, and continued to
study the insipid little scenes until he
came to a picture tucked carelessly in
the back of the book that riveted his at-
tention as surely as if he had heard a cry
for help.

So! Abby did not always paint pas-
tels. This one was so boldly conceived,
so imaginatively colored, that Thorne
studied it for a long time. He had seen
Abby ride her little mare, Mutzi, at
breakneck speed many times, but he had
never before seen a horse and rider
caught in such furious flight. And what
a horse! It was a stallion all right, but
unlike any stallion that had ever existed
on land or sea. Impressionistically con-
ceived, the great beast was hurtling along,
teeth bared, spume flying from its dis-
tended nostrils, ears flat, mane and tail
stretched to the uttermost. The rider, a
nude woman with long yellow hair, which
the wild wind had wrapped around her
body and throat, was looking back over
her shoulder into mist so cold that Thorne
shivered involuntarily. There was a fig-
ure dimly perceived in the mist, but it
was shrouded, and he could not make out
whether it was a man or a woman.

Molding the picture carefully as if
it were something precious and breakable,
Thorne carried it back to the couch.
“Would you care to tell me what this
pearl is doing mixed up with all those
swine?”

Abby looked, then stifled a yawn.
“l can't remember. | don’t know how it
got in there. Anyway, it isn’'t any good.
Give it to me, please, Thorne.”

“No. But you can give it to me. |
want it.”

She laughed chidingly. “I thought
you knew pictures, but you aren't a very
good judge, after all; everything in the
world is wrong with that picture. Here,
I'll show you—"

Thorne handed it over, and realized
her intention one second too late. With
a swift movement she crushed it and
flung it into the fire, where it burst into
bright flame.

For a brief moment he thought he
was going to be physically ill. but the
wave of nausea passed and he watched in
silence as the greedy flames devoured the
picture.

“Why did you do that? You
didn’t have to do that.”

“It was a silly picture.” She rose
and moved over to the tray. “A night-
cap, Thorne? It's getting late.”

“Throwing me out, huh? All right,



Abby, I'll go. But not before | find out
one more thing. Paul Huston caught up
with me in New York, and that's how I
finally found out about Jim. He also told
me something else— something | couldn’t
believe.” He put his hands on her shoul-
ders and swung her around. “Is it true?”

Abby was silent until he raised her
chin and forced her to meet his eyes.
“If you lie to me,” he said softly, “I'll
slug you—"

“1 won't lie to you. It's true. I'm
going to be married again. Not right
away, though—in a few months.”

He dropped his hands and moved
away, shaken by feelings so violent that

Save Waste
Paper!

One of the effects of American
mobilization for defense has been
a great increase in the need for
things manufactured from waste
paper — paperboard, roofing
materials, building board, new
paper made from old.

You can render a patriotic service
by saving waste paper. Don’tburn
it or throw it away! There surely
are one or more organizations in
your community — the Salvation
Army, Boy Scouts, hospitals, etc.
—that will be glad to collect it.
It will help them, too. They can
get good prices for it.

lie did not trust himself to remain near
her.

“Thorne.”—she took a hesitant step
toward him— “please . . . won't you even
try to understand? | can't—1 can't live
alone any more. Jim wouldn't have
wanted me to—"”

The contempt in his eyes was a live
thing as he said slowly, “You're a hot
number, Abby ... a real hot number. . ..
No, | don’t suppose you can live alone!
You know,” he continued dreamily, “I
used to sit up in my bedroom window and
wait for you to come home from some of
those club dances | didn’t go to. Three,
four o’clock in the morning. You didn't
get out of those cars right away— some-
times it was a half an hour—and you
weren't playing patty-cake, either! But
you never spent five minutes in a car with
me, did you?” He whirled around, and
the word cracked like the lash of a whip,
“rliy?”

Abby swayed slightly as she groped
behind her for the chair into which she
sank; she knew Thorne was waiting
grimly for an answer, but she could not
explain. Thorne ... Thorne . .. how can
I tell you? How can | tell you that you
are the only man I've ever known who is
a real threat to me . . . to the self | will
not give up. I'm not afraid of you. dar-
ling. . . . I'm afraid of myself . . . ever
since that first time you twisted my arm,
every time you've ever tried to kiss me.

. I knew you wanted too much. The
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others never did . .. that's why they didn’t
matter.

“No,” she said wearily, “I don’t sup-
pose we did play patty-cake. But none
of it mattered. Bodies aren’'t that im-
portant— "

“Yours obviously isn't, judging by
what you plan to do with it—again!
Don't tell me the name of this new sucker.
I don't want to know it! | want to go
back to New York and think about you
— how cozy you'll be.” He was striding
back and forth, his hands clenched into
fists. “l can see you at the club, the
symphony, the opera, the theater, the big
parties. . . . You're a beautiful woman.
Abby; you have beautiful clothes and you
know how to wear them. You'll always
look lovely, but you'll be dead. Do you
hear me? Dead, dead, dead/” He
stopped and pulled her to her feet, his
face congested, his eyes deep wells of
fury. “But I'll stick around.” he whis-
pered with murderous softness. “I'll
stick around to see that it gets engraved
all right: Died at twenty-five; buried at
seventy-five!”

H e r carefully imposed self-control
snapped, and she slapped him with all
her strength. Abby, for all her slimness,
was no weakling, and the blow stung.
He grabbed her roughly and began to
kiss her—hard, brutal kisses in which
there was no love, only punishment. He
knew how she hated them. He was glad
she hated them! Once started he could
not stop, and he did not notice when she
turned from a statue into a woman, when
her body began to tremble against his,
when she no longer tried desperately to
avoid his kisses but returned them with a
hunger to match his own. . . .

Finally, he released her and ran a
bewildered hand over his face. “I—I
must be going crazy. | didn't mean to
hurt you. Abby. | don't see how | could
have when— when | love you so much—"

She was staring up at him wonder-
ingly. “It's all right. Thorne. | never
felt like that before. 1—1 thought | was
drowning. . .

Reassured, he pulled her back into
his arms. “That's the way you're sup-
posed to feel, darling!” He laughed
exultantly, hope beginning to sing in his
veins like sweet music. “They say it's a
pleasant death.”

He barely heard
a death.”

Thorne sobered.

the faint, “But it's

“Not for a woman,
Abby. You’'ll see. It's life—a more
wonderful life than you ever dreamed
possible.” He kissed her again, this time
gently. “I'm going back East on the first
plane and start winding up my affairs.
This is the only place in the world | ever
really wanted to live, and | can open an
office here as well as any place else. It
will take a few months, though. . . . Will
you wait for me?”

He held his breath as her eyes went
over his face. She seemed to be seeing
him for the first time; finally she reached
up and touched his cheek.

“Yes,” she said unsteadily. “I think
I will. I think I've been waiting for you
all my life, only I didn't know it.” Shel
hid her lace against his shoulder and
murmured, “Hurry, Thorne. . . . Hurry
back as fast as you can.” ... The End
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Tampax not only has a history. It has made
history. Young as this product is, it has
revised and revolutionized the whole idea
of monthly sanitary hygiene. Sales have
mounted to the billions.

Tampax back in the begin-
ning ... was designed by a
physician to relieve women of
~ such nuisances as belts, pins,
external pads. He solved the

problem with Tampax—small, neat, easily

disposable. Made of pure absorbent cotton
in slender patented applicators.
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show with sport clothes or formals.

welcome
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popular in hot, sticky climates,
for Tampax causes no odor, cannot chafe
or bind. In fact, wearer does not feel it
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vidual needs. Remember you

cannot even feel the Tampax
while wearing it! Tampax Incorporated,
Palmer, Mass.
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A. Eye-catching tweed. Convertible neckline suit with
three-button double-breasted jacket. Straight-line skirt. Tai-
lored by Joselli in 100% wool tweed. Colors, as shown and in
rich heather, plum and gold, flecked with brown. Sizes 10-18.
About $45.00. Kraemer pin, Glentex scarf, Aris gloves, Lesco
handbag. At: Saks Fifth Avenue, New York, Chicago, Detroit,
Pittsburgh, Beverly Hills; Lansburgh & Bro., Washington, D.C.

B. Fall Elegance in a yarn dye flannel suit by Donnybrook.
New diagonal button closing with nipped-in waist and softly
rounded hipline. Colors, oxford gray as shown and in banker's
gray, pearl gray, broan and tan. Sizes 10-18. About $55.00.
Glentex scarf, Kraemer pin, Aris gloves, Lesco bag, and Grace
Walker pumps. Available at: Bloomingdale’s, New York;
F. &R. Lazarus Co., Columbus; John Wanamaker, Philadelphia.

All hats by Mary Goodfelloto - Hosiery by Gotham

Color photos by Francesco Scavullo



Looks This ..

in a perfectly fitted
suit—the backlog of any
wardrobe. The look is
softly curved, thefabrics
lovely and practical, the

colors rich and muted

C. Handsome Costume Alli-
ance in a new blend of wool and
rayon. An over-plaid top coat
and suit jacket with harmonizing
tweed skirt. Shown in copper and
black, also comes in gray and gold,
wine and navy. By Swansdown.
Sizes 10-18. About $40.00 each.
Eisendrath gloves, Napier jewelry,
Van S handbag. Available at:
B. Altman & Co., New York;
Scruggs-Vandervoort-Barney, Inc.,
St. Louis; Gano Downs Co., Denver.

BY RUTH DRAKE
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THE IMPECCABLE SUIT . . . ITS EVERY
DETAIL PLANNED TO FIT AND FLATTER
THE MISS OF 5 FEET 4" OR UNDER
WITHOUT ALTERATIONS. IN ALL WOR-
STED TATTERSALL. FALL S HANDSOMEST

HUES. SIZES 10B TO 20B. ABOUT $60.

Fall Looks This Way...
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E. Fashion’s favorite look. Gabardine suit tailored by Handmacher. Note
FOR NAME OF STORE IN YOUR CITY WRITE

softer details in the fitted jacket. Four-gore skirt. Colors: sable, black, red, green,

WHITLEY TAILLEURS. INC. burnt orange and gold. Sizes 7-15, 10-20, also in young proportioned plus sizes
214 WEST 39tn STREET. NEW YORK 18 104—20+. About $60.00. Amrose hat, Alan Miller bag. Available at: Abraham
& Straus, Brooklyn; Loveman’s, Inc., Chattanooga; Schuneman’s, Inc., St. Paul.
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PHOTOS BY ELEANOR MURRAY

D. Neat and new town suit in worsted pin check with removable velvet collar.
Double-breasted, nipped waistline. Six-gore skirt. Green, gray and brown tones
predominate in muHicolor check. By Braetan, Jr. Sizes 9-15. About $50.00.
Madcaps hat, Alan Miller bag, Richelieu pearls, Aris gloves. Available at:
Davison, Paxton Co., Atlanta; B. Siegel Co., Detroit; Hale's, San Francisco.

MORE FASHIONS ON NEXT PAGE

Slick trick by Serbin! A one-piece

slip over with a two-piece blouse 'n
weskit appearance! Tebilized®
(crease-resistant) Folker's Dapper Twill.
*Pat. applied for

SUP-OVERS with contrasting rib-knit
trims. Lucky-seven shades in

solids, tattersalls and stripes. Small,
medium, large sizes . . . $5.95

COLOR-MATED SKIRTS with Conmar-
zipped fly-front. Slash pocket

in right-hand seam. Misses and
junior sizes . . $5.95

At better stores everywhere, or
write _ Serbin, Inc.
1280 S.W . First St., Miami, Florida



Coats Look This Way...

F. Handsome and practical. 100% wool
tweed coat cravenetted for water repellency.
Milium lined for warmth without weight.
Leather belt and tabs on sleeve. By Sherbrooke.
Blue, red and green tweed. Sizes 8-18. About
$60.00. Betmar hat, Hill and Dale shoes. At:
Lord & Taylor, New York; Carson, Pirie Scott
& Co., Chicago; Best's Apparel, Inc., Seattle.

G. Texture and silhouette in this coat of 100%
wool Chungtone by Lassie Maid. Modified full-
ness, sunburst yoke and adjustable-length sleeve.
Colors: red, gold, spice, purple and green.
Sizes 8-18. About $60.00. Stetson hat, Greatrex
bag, Mademoiselle pumps. At: B. Altman
& Co., New York; Lansburgh & Bro., Washing-
ton, D.C.; The Emporium, San Francisco.

For listing of additional stores
see next page------ )
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FALL LOOKS THIS WAY

Keyed fashion* (A to G) shown on pages 116 to 90 also available at following stores:

ARIZONA
Goldwater’s, Inc...... Phoenix (G)

CALIFORNIA
Helen Smith’s......... Pasadena (C)
H. Liebes & Co.
.. San Francisco (E)
Macy’s....c.coeuenne San Francisco (A)

COLORADO
Denver Dry Goods Co.
...Denver (E)

Gano Downs Co....Denver (B,C)

CONNECTICUT

Worth’s... Hartford (B)
Worth's .Waterbury (B)

DELAWARE
Wanamaker’s....Wilmington (E)

H. Braunstein, Inc.
..Wilmington (F)

DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA
Frank R. Jelleff, Inc.
. .Washington (E)
Lansburgh & Bro.
Washington (C,A,G)
Woodward & Lothrop
. .Washington (D ,F)

ILLINOIS
Carson, Pirie Scott & Co.
.. Chicago (D,F,G)
Morris B. Sachs......... Chicago (C)

INDIANA

George Wyman & Co.
. South Bend (E)

IOWA
Wolf's, Inc.......... Des Moines (C)

KENTUCKY

Stewart Dry Goods Co.
.. Louisville (G)

MARYLAND

Hutzler Bros........... Baltimore (F)
Stewart & Co........... Baltimore (G)
Lazarus.......ccocee... Cumberland (B)

MASSACHUSETTS
Filene's....ccoccovcnvncnnns Boston (E)

MICHIGAN

Crowley, Milner Co....Detroit (B)
Himelhoch’s................. Detroit (E)

MINNESOTA
The Dayton Co.. Minneapolis (F)

MISSOURI
Scruggs-Vandervoort-Barney, Inc.
..St. Louis (E,C)

NEW JERSEY
Haline & Company ...Newark (D)

NEW YORK
Flint & Kent ............. Buffalo (E)
The Addis Co........ Syracuse (C,F)
Doyle-Knower Co., Inc.
Utica (D)

NORTH CAROLINA
Asheville (E)

lvey’s, Inc....

OHIO
The Gidding Co....Cincinnati (F)
John Shillito Co.....Cincinnati (E)
The Higbee Co......Cleveland (F)
Gregy’S. ceneeereereeaereenenes Lima (E)

OREGON
Bedell's.......cccocenuuee. Portland (G)
Lipinan, Wolfe & Co.

Portland (C)

PENNSYLVANIA

The Blum Store
.. Philadelphia (E)

Gimbel Brothers
.. Philadelphia (G)

John Wanamaker
...Philadelphia (A,B)
Frank & Seder....Pittsburgh (C,G)

Joseph Horne Co.
...Pittsburgh (F)

SOUTH CAROLINA

Meyers Arnold Co.
.. Greenville

E)

TENNESSEE
J. Goldsmith & Sons
.. Memphis (A)
Cain-Sloan Co........ Nashville (G)

TEXAS
Frost Bros.......... San Antonio (E)

WEST VIRGINIA
The Diamond....... Charleston (G)

WISCONSIN
Bitker, Gerner Co.
...Milwaukee (G)
T. A. Chapman Co.
...Milwaukee (C)
Smartwear-Emma Lange, Inc.
...Milwaukee (E)
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looks absolutely angellc...fi*$

and feels heavenly...
positively slims ankles with
tiny, stitched trim, its
V-vamp lines.

SIZES A TO 10... AAA TOC

995 0 1295

for the store nearest you, wrife«

PETERS SHOE COMPANY, SAINT LOUIS

its
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W hich

Mothers
Should
Work?

If *

(Continued from page 53)

the early part of the day, only to be-
come exhausted and irritable with them
long before bedtime. Is she superior to
the employed mother merely because she
hovers over her offspring every moment
of the day?

The honest answer—endorsed by
U. S. Government psychiatrists and pri-
vate social agencies—is best summed up
in the words of Dr. Irene Josselyn. mem-
ber of the Institute of Psychoanalysis
and consultant to some of America’s big-
gest welfare agencies: “Many women
are capable of being fairly adequate
mothers if that role is not a matter of a
twenty-four-hour complete preoccupation
with their children. Many mothers are
able to combine the responsibilities of
motherhood and employment in such a
way that positive values result in the
mother-child relationship. Women hap-
py in their responsibilities are able to
transfer these feelings to their children.”

What reasons are mothers giving for
wanting once again to assume the dual
role of homemaker and breadwinner?

Most of them point to the rising cost

September 1951

of living and the growing opportunity for
interesting, well-paid jobs. Others re-
port that their husbands’ take-home pay
has shrunk since 1950 because of heavier
withholding taxes. To some extent work-
ing replaces the bite Uncle Sam takes
out of the husband’s pay check, and pro-
vides a few luxuries for the family as
well.

Some women, with husbands in the
armed services, complain that their de-
pendency-allotment checks have been de-
layed, or that their standard of living
will fall drastically unless they add to
the family income. Others readily ad-
mit that extra money is not a compelling
need, and that a feeling of restlessness
in a time of national crisis drives them
to activity outside the home.

Many more in this group of wives
stress that working is the best antidote
for simple loneliness.

These are obvious and believable
reasons for the swelling ranks of mothers
in industry. But they are by no means
the only ones. What most women evade
when they contemplate employment is an
honest evaluation of themselves as moth-
ers, and a serious consideration of how
their day-long absences will affect their
children. Without some clear thinking
on these vital matters, no mother can
be sure that the step she takes is not
harmful to both herself and her kids.

The case of Mrs. Joan M.. taken
from the latest files of the Family Service
Association in South Bend, reveals one
interesting facet of the problem. A

JxM iz M cM

Lassie Maid

combines good

styling with fine

quality and puts

a modest price on

this 100/® virgin

wool broadcloth coat.

Sixes 10to 18, inall new
Fall colors.

Style No. 3216...$55

For fashion folder and
store name in your
city write Lassie Maid,
Dept. RB,512- 7thAve.,
New York 18, N.Y.

AND REMEMBER..THE LINING OF EVERY LASSIE ISGUARANTEED FOR THE LIFE OF THE COAT .

housewife and mother for four years,
she was frankly intrigued by the job of-
fer of her former boss. Indeed, she was
so eager to reach a quick decision that
she called in her mother-in-law to look
after Johnny that same morning. Then
she hurried downtown to lunch with her
husband.

Frank, a quiet, easygoing fellow, lis-
tened gravely as Joan spoke enthusiasti-
cally about returning to her factory job.

“Okay,” he finally said. “If you
want to do it, go ahead. Remember,
though, we don’'t actually need the mon-
ey. So if ever you want to quit, that's
okay, too.”

Oddly, Joan seemed to resent her
husband’s approval. Instead of being
grateful, she launched into a list of house-
hold items—a new toaster, a television
set. a new paint job for the nursery—
which Frank’s salary had not yet pro-
vided.

Frank was worried by her arro-
gance. “Don’'t get me wrong, honey,”
he said. “I think it's a good idea. You
need a change. Looking after the kid all
day must be a grind.”

For a moment after Frank had made
this well-intentioned remark, his wife
looked at him searchingly. Then she let
go with a burst of self-righteous fury.
“Are you accusing me of neglecting
Johnny?” she stormed. “Why, you're
out of the house by half past eight every
morning and never home till six— what
right have you to criticize the way | han-
dle Johnny?” She broke off suddenly.
Tears welled up in her eyes as she apolo-
gized to Frank. “I can't make up my
mind,” she wailed. “I don't know wheth-
er | want to work or not.”

That night Joan had a headache;
she couldn’t sleep. Every time she
thought of Mr. Taylor's phone call she
was oppressed by a feeling of guilt. At
times, during the week, she would get as
far as talking about a day-care nursery
for Johnny. She even drew up a new
housekeeping schedule. Then, just as
Frank believed she’d come to a final de-
cision on her own. she would abandon
the whole idea of a job; and somewhat
irrelevantly she would deny that she was
trying to evade her responsibilities as a
mother.

Finally, on the advice of a friend,
Joan, still nervous and uncertain, put her
problem before a social worker of the
Family Service Association. Now at last
she blurted out the truth.

“1 feel stifled by household drudg-
ery.” Joan admitted. “The loneliness
makes me want to scream! It's a never-
ending round of cleaning, cooking, laun-
dering and picking up after Johnny. |
guess I'm a flop as a mother, too. John-
ny’s constant whining drives me wild.
He’s not a well-adjusted child, and some-
times | slap him. We seem to get each
other down; it makes me feel terribly
guilty.”

Joan»g0t to her feet. “I'm a shirk-
er,” she concluded. “I'll forget the job
and try hard to be a good mother.”

But the social worker waved Joan
back to her chair. Then she introduced
her to some important facts of mother-
hood. Like countless other women. Joan
lacked the capacity for full-time mater-
nity. This was nothing to be ashamed
of. Keeping Johnny clean, cooking three



meals a day, hearing “Mamma!” too
often, exhausted her patience, forcing
her to drop her role as a mother and to
use Johnny as an outlet for her anger
and frustration.

“You have just so much to give,”
the social worker went on, “and you can
give it intensely for a few hours. But
spread over an entire day, it soon wears
thin. Demanding more of you arouses
resentment. You can’'t be expected to
meet the child’s emotional needs if you're
preoccupied by your own distress.

“Perhaps you didn’'t know that em-
ployment can he used as a tool to build
a healthier mother-child relationship.
My advice is to take the job. | know
dozens of working mothers who return
home each day stimulated and eager for
the short period of love and companion-
ship with their children.”

Today Joan is working on the nine-
to-five shift at the engineering plant. She
has lost her feeling of futility, regained
her pride and a sense of purpose. She
no longer regards Johnny as an obstacle
to her happiness. On tbe contrary, she
now gives him, cheerfully and genuine-
ly, the warmth and consistent affection
any youngster has a right to expect of
his mother. Young Johnny's experience
in the day nursery has been tremen-
dously beneficial to him.

What if Joan had turned down the
job? Would she finally have reconciled
herself to full-time maternity? The in-
contestable fact was that Joan was what
Dr. Josselyn describes as a “rejecting”
mother. Although she wished to be a
good parent, she was struggling with ac-
tual hostility toward the child. After
all, Johnny was the principal reason why
she was saddled with household duties
she had come to loathe, deprived of the
satisfying adult companionship she’'d
known as a wartime worker.

This underlying hostility, set in the
midst of true love for the boy, naturally
erupted feelings of guilt and uneasiness
in Joan. One moment she would treat
him with cruel indifference; then she
would smother him with kisses to appease
her own anxiety. What Joan needed
was a diversion which would satisfy her
own needs for happiness.

few will disagree that motherhood
is a “woman’s most important function,
but it is folly to believe that every wom-
an is fulfilled by it or succeeds at it.
Undoubtedly, thousands of mothers who
must work do so for the simple and un-
answerable reason that they need the
money. But what about those working
women whose husbands’ salaries ade-
quately cover family expenses? The
truth is that young mothers like Joan
are terribly disillusioned; they're inca-
pable of bridging the gap between the
sentimental expectations of motherhood
and the practical reality.

Take a look at a survey of 247 moth-
ers—all of them m their early thirties—
made last year among graduates of two
women’s colleges. Many were quick to
admit they were staggered by tbe emo-
tional adjustments they had to make to
homemaking and motherhood. Thirty-six
per cent of them disclosed that raising
children -was an “effort” One mother
wistfully commented, “Often | think

longingly of former freedom and interests,
status gained from jobs, free evenings,
less fatigue and more fun.” Another
intoned, “1 loved my job; by comparison
housework seems monotonous, inconse-
quential, repetitive and dulling.”

No wonder then that some of them
suffer severe conflicts when the oppor-
tunity for outside work comes their way!

Almost any woman who gloomily
elects to stay in a rut will develop a
resentment of motherhood. And inevit-
ably her children will sense it—and react
with fears that she does not love them.
Pulling herself out of the rut and into
a congenial job may well transform the
mother’s entire attitude toward her
youngsters, and, of course, theirs toward
her.

But why do so many of today’s
twenty- to thirty-five-year-old women—
especially in the middle-income group
— find motherhood so taxing? The best
explanation, shared by scores of Ameri-
ca’'s child specialists, comes from Dr.
Weston LeBarre, professor of anthro-
pology at Duke University.

“The middle-class pattern is a con-
stant almost slavelike attendance of the
young mother upon her children,” he
states bluntly. “Certainly in no other
class is motherhood so all-absorbing and
demanding a role. And we are well
aware that an overacted maternal role
may involve underlying resentment and
guilt in the mother which shape an ex-
ploitative and demanding child.”

Should the nursery be the exclusive
interest of a young mother? From Eli-
nor Zaki, chief consultant on family
problems at the New York headquarters
of the Family Service Association, comes
this warning:

“Slavish devotion to your children
can be as harmful as deliberate neglect.
Every mother must have other gratifica-
tions and experiences— other healthy
outlets for her emotional energy.”

The problem of a mother’s unwhole-
some dependence on her child is most
likely to occur in women who are with-
out their menfolk— divorcees, widows and
servicemen’s wives. Some women, fright-
ened and alone in the world, fill the void
of a husbandless existence by turning to
their children for their lost love and se-
curity. They keep their children con-
stantly at their side; they may be overly
sentimental, perhaps even subject to self-
pitying weepfests in the child's pres-
ence. And this sort of conduct is not
inspired by any strong maternal feeling.

Frequently the needs of a lonely,
insecure mother are gratified by the new
sense of usefulness she gets by working,
and by the adult companionship of fellow
workers. “Until she finds other security,”
declares Dr. Josselyn, “it is preferable
that she seek it in the world of employ-
ment rather than in her relationship
with her child.”

Suitable day care for the children
is naturally a prerequisite to any proposal
that a mother find a job. Grandparents
or some other relatives may be glad to
pitch in, but this arrangement can possi-
bly lead to family friction. Many towns
and cities run day nurseries for pre-
school children, and after-school play
programs for older children. Your com-
munity welfare agency will recommend
a good public or private day-care cen-

The Lyrical Mr. Hines

Month in, month out, no project
in the record industry has produced
such agreeable results as the series
of Columbia LP’s called “Piano
Moods.” At their best — Bernie
Leighton’s “East Side Rendez-
vous,” for example — they are sim-
ply superb. A new one by Earl
Hines, who may well be the greatest
hot pianist of all time, belongs
with the project's loftiest accom-
plishments. Here—in numbers like
“Diane,” “These Foolish Things,”
and Hines' own “Rosetta”’—is the
nimble glory of a pianist with a
fantastic beat and probably the most
lyrical right hand in the business.
But the authentic measure of
“Fatha’” Hines' genius (which is
discussed informatively and astute-
ly in the album-cover notes by
George Avakian) isn't fully appar-
ent until it's compared with the
work of Ralph Sutton, a relative
newcomer who can be heard on a
Columbia release, featuring eight
Fats Waller compositions, and also
on a new Commodore LP. Sutton
is probably the most promising jazz
pianist to have come along in years
and these two records prove it, but,
for all his impressive endowments,
he’s no Earl Hines. But who is?
There are three other eminently
satisfactory popular LP’s out this
month—a Columbia of songs by the
affecting Josephine Baker; Shar-
key’'s “Southern Comfort” (Capi-
tol), which is genuine New Orleans
jazz; and the Alec Wilder “Octet”
(Columbia), which presents a deft,
beguiling chamber ensemble.
Among recent singles are three
offering lovely old show tunes —
Rodgers and Hart's “It Never En-
tered My Mind” by Gordon Jen-
kins and the Andrews Sisters
(Decca); the same collaborators*
“Manhattan” by the gifted trum-
peter, Jimmy McPartland (Pres-
tige), and Cole Porter's neglected
“I'min Love Again” (RCA Victor),
which is notable, not for the dreary
April Stevens vocal, but for the
sensitive orchestral background.
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ter. Fees in the public nurseries are
based upon the mother's ability to pay;
often they are as low as a dollar and a
half per week, and seldom more than
fifteen dollars. The average charged by
the private nursery is between ten and
fifteen dollars.

Mothers of every economic level are
today grappling with the problem of
whether to take jobs or not. The de-
cision is an intensely personal and in-
dividual one, with no hard-and-fast social
rule to influence it. Among those al-
ready at work are some who've found
the physical exertion too great; they are
so wearied at the end of the day that
they've no energy left for their children.
Part-time jobs have proved successful
in many of these cases.

Mothers who work primarily to keep
the family budget balanced are rewarded
by the satisfaction of helping provide
their children with the necessities of life
as well as some of the luxuries. And
there is that army of women— factory
workers, salesgirls, stenographers and
talented career girls—who have discov-
ered that working offers a wise solution
to mounting strains in their relation-
ships with their children.

“It's nothing but an ancient myth
that mothers work to demonstrate equal-
ity of the sexes, to flaunt their independ-
ence or to bedeck themselves with finery,”
observes Elinor Zaki of the Family Serv-
ice Association. “Most young mothers of
1951 work only because in one way or
another they greatly benefit themselves
and their children. And they need never
feel guilty about that!” ...The End

(Continued from page 37)

If trained rescue squads had not
been able to plunge into the inferno of
the badly shattered area a mile in every
direction from “ground zero”’— above
which the enemy’s atom bomb exploded
—the children’s mother would never
have been saved from the ruins of her
house.

If records had not been kept of the
children’s names and destinations and
these'checked with the mother when she
had recovered from injuries, the family
might not have been reunited for weeks
or months. If Carlie were too young to
know his last name and his address, some
grief-crazed mother might have claimed
him as her own and he might never have
been returned to his own family.

Tjhe list of ifs could fill pages. But
there is one last one which overshadows
all the others: If Civil Defense had not
been tightly and efficiently organized with
trained personnel and supplies, the coun-
try’s productive forces which feed the
machinery of war might have bogged

down. The war might have been lost.
And the children might not have had a
Christmas tree at all— it might have been
forbidden by the “People’s” Government
as a “bourgeois superstition” which
wasted timber.

For our typical example of how
well-organized Civil Defense would work,
we chose St. Louis and Carlinville for a
number of reasons. St. Louis because it
has a double tactical value to the enemy
as a target: (1) Its tremendous produc-
tion volume and (2) the effect on the rest
of the country if a city as far inland as
St. Louis were knocked out. Yet St
Louis is as vulnerable as Chicago or De-
troit. Experts claim that if the Army’s
radar screen, antiaircraft batteries and
fighter squadrons can down thirty per
cent of the enemy planes, this will be
an all-time high.

Carlinville is the home town of Gen-
eral John Homer, Deputy Director of
Illinois Civil Defense. The model plan
for a small town’s organization in sup-
port of a major city was worked out for
Carlinville. When 1 visited County Clerk
Denby Boring, heading the local Civil
Defense outfit, he was all set to go as soon
as the state legislature passes the proper
bill giving Civil Defense legal status and
powers.

In St. Louis, Director of Civil De-
fense Raymond R. Tucker and his assist-
ant, General Francis P. Hardaway, have
been steaming ahead with a public edu-
cational program with special emphasis
on school children. But at the time |
talked to them, there was still no Civil
Defense legislation in Missouri.

In both of these communities every-
thing has been done by Civil Defense and
Red Cross leaders that can be done, and
the citizens are defense-minded far above
those of most other places. Yet public
apathy is present even there, to some
extent.

Almost everywhere, in talking to
community leaders and Civil Defense au-
thorities, | heard the same story: “The
apathy of the public is appalling. Legis-
latures neglect to pass Civil Defense bills.
And the voters aren't stirred np enough
to put the heat on their representatives.
Folks just aren’'t aware of the danger.”

Question: does your state have a law
giving the Civil Defense organization full
legal authority to act? If you don’t know,
telephone your local newspaper and find
out. And if there is no law as yet, the
paper can tell you who your representa-
tive is at the state capital. Few of us
know who these men are, and fewer still
make their opinions known by letter or
telegram.

“The folks just don't realize the dan-
ger.” When | set out to learn some of
the reasons for this “public apathy,” 1
collected a number of opinions. One offi-
cial in Washington said, “It has been
a hundred and thirty-six years since an
enemy lias invaded the American home-
land. It has been ninety years since
Americans have seen their homes going
up in smoke as a result of enemy action.
But, by God, we're tenting tonight on the
old campground. Since the first of the
year the Federal Civil Defense Adminis-
tration has had not one nickel from Con-
gress. It's had one million from the
President’s emergency fund and $700,000
from the National Security Resources



Board: total, $1,700,000, or about one
third the cost of one B-36 bomber.
There’s been a tendency for the states
to look to the Federal Government for
help, and the small towns to wait on the
state apparatus. Result: no stockpiles
of plasma and drugs and no trained per-
sonnel. And with proper Civilian De-
fense we can cut our casualty list in half
when the bombs finally fall!”

A nice-looking Austrian girl, wife
of an ex-Gl, was driving a taxi in a large
Eastern city. She said, “When first the
Civil Defense was announced, | signed up
for auxiliary police training. 1 know
how terrible it is, panic, and how always
there are some persons who steal from
stores and attack girls when the authority
is not enough, in a bombing. But so far
no classes are organized. Nothing has
been done. | am just waiting.”

An old farmer said, “Country’'s too
durn well-off and comfortable. Folks are
waiting for somebody else to get up and
turn off the alarm clock.”

A professor: “Our own propaganda
on the fearsome qualities of the atomic
bomb has paralyzed many imaginative
citizens into a fatalistic coma.”

A housewife: “l think people are
kind of punchy from all the exaggerations
they hear. Advertisers and news com-
mentators and editorial writers— they've
been screaming at us for so many years
about so many things. It's like the boy
that kept shouting ‘Wolf!l Wolf!" until
nobody believed him. Everything some-
body doesn’t like has been called a ‘threat
to the American way of life.” Now that
there really is a big threat, we just don't
believe it. But I'm signed up for a Red
Cross course in home nursing. Things
like that are useful whether war comes
or not.”

A hard-bitten member of the Ameri-
can Legion: “What's the sense kidding
ourselves{ A bunch of us in the Legion
post have trained as auxiliary firemen.
But for rescue work and stretcher bear-
ing y6u need husky young fellows. And
you won't get 'em without an all-out cam-
paign. It's got to start from Washington
and fan out to every single family— peo-
ple have to catch fire with the Civil De-
fense idea. Civil Defense has got to be-
come the core of American life. Other-
wise there just ‘ain't going to be no
core."”

Last of all, an ex-Communist: “The
majority of Americans still tend to think
of an enemy in terms of a foreign state
acting for the best interests of its own
people, even if criminal or mistaken.
When Karl Marx and Friedrich Engels
issued their ‘Communist Manifesto’ in
1848, they ended it with these words:
‘The Communists disdain to conceal their
views and aims. They openly declare
that their ends can be attained only by
the forcible overthrow of all existing so-
cial conditions.” ”

Marx and Engels set in motion a tiny
army of atheist messiahs, devoted to
spreading their economic gospel by words
first and by fire and sword when the time
is ripe. For them there is no such thing
as peace as long as any group of armed
men or unterrified civilians disagrees
with them. They are committed to a
fight to the finish. Their military action
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"We were at Dorothy Dunkle’s house, counting her measles.”

is held in check only by the limitations
of their power. When they are strong
enough they will attack— if they consider
America weak enough in Civil Defense to
knock us out.

In the U.S.A. we now have one mil-
lion trained people for all Civil Defense
jobs. As of right now, we could cut our
casualties from five to ten per cent, as
compared with what they would be in a
situation of total unpreparedness. For
maximum safety we need 20,000,000
Americans trained in modern first aid and
17,000,000 of these trained for warden
service, fire fighting, rescue work, nurses’
aides, communications, radiation detec-
ion, auxiliary police and other special
duties. This will be the biggest training
job ever undertaken in the world’s his-
tory. And seventy per cent of the Civil
Defense workers will be women.

In World War 11 “civilian” defense
was aimed at protecting tire lives of civil-
ians during air raids with ordinary ex-
plosive and incendiary bombs. But there
have been some changes made.

Major Lenox R. Lohr, Illinois Direc-
tor of Civil Defense, said, “The next war
will start by the enemy trying to knock
out our productive capacity first. And
the only answer to that is civil defense—
which takes in not only the protection of
civilian lives but also the preservation

The world’s most popular sta-
tionery is the pay-envelope.

—Shannon Fife

REDBOOK

of our industrial production which equips
our armed forces to strike back at the
enemy and ultimately to defeat him. This
means fire fighting to protect our indus-
trial plants and emergency housing so
that we can keep every essential employee
on the job. The military has its task
and is going ahead with it. But one out
of every eight Americans must be trained
in some Civil Defense job and be ready
to pitch in at a moment’'s notice. Just to
give you some idea of the size of the prob-
lem— Chicago is equipped to take care
of not more than a hundred orphan chil-
dren at one time. Yet every atom bomb
exploded 2,500 feet above a densely pop-
ulated area will mean ten thousand
orphans.”

The atom-bomb raids which will
open World War 11l will strike at from
twenty to thirty target cities. This is
no military secret—it's just what we
know is going to happen. Furthermore,
as good as our radar screen is, it cannot,
as of now, be depended upon to warn
us accurately of planes flying close to the
ground or shielded by mountains. The
rural areas of Montana are as important
to the country’s survival as are any other
areas. A network of aircraft spotters is
being organized in rural areas, but this
network must literally cover the country.

The oceans that wash our coasts are
no barrier to enemies now. The sky is
their road. Go to your window, look up
at the sky. Take a good look. That's
where they’ll be.

Many air-raid wardens during the
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last war were either people who liked to
boss others around or devoted citizens
who felt a bit self-conscious in white steel
helmets because they knew that the threat
of large-scale bombing just wasn't real.
But it's real today.

We won't have to run around en-
forcing blackout regulations—the radar-
scopes of enemy planes give them an ac-
curate map of any city on the darkest
night. The problem will be lighting a
city, if they manage to flatten the power
stations. Which is one reason why you
should carry a pocket flashlight, starting
now.

A power shut-off in an emergency
is a great breeder of panic, while a few
flashlights in the hands of calm people
can restore order and save lives.

TThere is only one way to prevent
panic: adequate training beforehand.
Every able-bodied teen-ager and adult
must have training and a definite job to
do when the crisis arrives. Roy Wingate,
chairman of the St. Louis chapter of the
Red Cross, is a veteran with twenty-
eight years of Red Cross service in every
sort of disaster: earthquake, flood, fire,
hurricane and tornado. He told me: “The
way 1! look at it. an atom bomb on this
city would be no worse than a bad tor-
nado—except for the people directly
under it in the ‘ground zero' area. The
big danger is not lingering radiation, but
fire. And panic. And the only way to
prevent lives being lost from panic is a
thoroughgoing campaign of education
beforehand. Unless the people know
what to expect, what to do if it comes and
what to do afterward, you’ll have panic—
with fatal results.’*

The Red Cross is training classes in
first aid as quickly as they can be organ-
ized, but in most places the housewives
of the country just aren’t signing up.

Answer quickly: if your child were
badly cut on the cheek by flying glass,
how would you stop the bleeding?

When the A-bomb falls you won't be
able to call a doctor or an ambulance.
The telephone lines will be down or
jammed with official messages. Doctors
won't be in their offices; they’ll be hurry-
ing to their emergency stations. Many
of them will be dead. Very well—how
would you stop that bleeding? A first-
aid course will teach you.

Answer quickly: if your child is suf-
fering from loss of blood or severe burns,
what substitute can you use in an emer-
gency for whole blood or plasma? It'sa
solution made from supplies you already
have in your own kitchen, and you make
the child drink it. But what are the in-
gredients? Take your Red Cross course
and learn.

Dr. Milton W. Buehrig is an ener-
getic young physician who is head of the
blood-bank collection in Carlinville. He
said, “ It seems to me that the immediate
stockpiling of plasma is a job for the
Federal Government. Right this minute
we only have fifty pints of whole blood
in the Carlinville area. You can keep
whole blood for only twenty-one days in
an ice-box. But plasma keeps indefi-
nitely. It takes two and four-tenths units
of whole blood to make one unit of
plasma. | think our town has a better
record for blood-bank donations than

WHAT YOU CAN D

HOUSEWIFE

OFFICE WORKER

Informed Citizen: The entire civil defense program depends upon the

informed citizen who has read at least one defense manual and under-
stands the basic rules of self-protection, who knows that the difference

between life and death may well be his ability to keep calm and make

o First Aid Trainee: After a bomb hits, there would not be enough time
>. for doctors to visit every person who is hurt, nor will there be enough
o' roads open. You will have to know enough basic first aid to give at
Ul least emergency help to your family, perhaps even to yourself, before
Se
Uj

Blood Donor: Now is the time to prepare for the incredible quantities of
blood which would be necessary immediately after an attack. In New
York City alone, for example, informed estimates show that approxi-
mately 35,000 people would be victims of shock and would require some

Block Warden: The person on the spot
who inspires confidence and knows all
the answers: where the shelters are,
what precautions are needed before the
bomb, what is necessary afterward.

> Canteen Worker: Able to prepare or
serve food under difficult conditions
to evacuees and emergency workers.

Welfare Aide: Thousands will be
homeless and helpless, in need of shel-
ter, food, clothing, money, advice.
Supplying these is up to the welfare
aide.

Nursery Worker: Before—care for the

children of defense workers; after-
O care for orphans and homeless and
frightened children.

Medical Aide: Non-professional help
will be desperately needed by over-
worked doctors and nurses everywhere.

In addition there are jobs too numer-
ous to describe in detail here, such as
car and ambulance drivers, messenger,
communications  workers, radiation
monitors, spotters, etc.

Medical: Emergency medical aide with
some training to give non-professional
help to overworked doctors and nurses
caring for injured evacuees.

Nursery: Children are the most help-
less victims of disaster. Volunteers are
needed to give physical, emotional and
spiritual aid to homeless and orphaned
babies and younger children.

£ Welfare: The thousands made home-
0 less by a bomb will be desperate for
food, shelter, clothing, advice and in-
formation about missing relatives. Wel-
fare will be one of the most important
opportunities in neighboring towns.

Canteen: Cooks, servers, kitchen police
to feed evacuees and defense workers
under emergency conditions in mass
feeding stations.

Communications are vital in a disaster.
Fire, police, welfare, medical and every
other department will depend heavily
upon thousands of calm volunteers who
can operate radios, telephone switch-
boards, act as dispatchers, clerks, typ-
ists, etc.

Filter Center: Secretaries are ideal for
receiving and translating onto maps the
information from air-raid observation
posts.

Clerical Worker: Typing, filing, and
other office skills are needed in all de-
fense organizations, especially at wel-
fare centers to record casualties, trace
missing persons, and regulate the flow
of evacuees and wounded.

Spotters: Neighboring towns will be
called upon to supply thousands of
volunteers to operate observation posts
—about 30 per post for round-the-clock
operation in an emergency.

Communications will be almost as
pressing in neighboring towns because
large portions of the city system will
be destroyed by a bomb. Telephone
and radio operators, dispatchers, clerks,
typists, etc., will be vital.

Clerical Work: Neighboring towns
will require enormous amounts of cleri-
cal work to keep track of evacuees,
both before and after treatment and
shelter has been found for them. This
branch of welfare will be one of the
most important in all civil defense.

many others—the American Legion and
my own outfit, the Veterans of Foreign
Wars, have done a lot. But consider this:
three A-bombs over St. Louis will mean
495,000 casualties. Carlinville can take
care of five hundred. But if we get five
hundred A-bomb casualties we'll need
1.500 pints of whole blood during the
first three weeks. That's just one detail.

“Get this: One patient, severely
burned, who needs all the medical re-
sources available at the present time to

save his life, will require forty-two tanks
of oxygen, three nurses, two and seven-
tenths miles of gauze, thirty-six pints of
plasma, forty pints of whole blood, and
adequate supplies of morphine and anti-
biotic drugs.

“We're getting the nurses—just last
week sixty-five women in the county com-
pleted the twelve-hour home nursing
course with two hours of Civil Defense
training. We had three hundred women
enrolled even before we got instructors.
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others calm, to squelch all rumors instantly, and to avoid panic, no matter what happens.
Experienced civil defense men are fearful that if a bomb were dropped tomorrow on
any target city in the country, at least as many people would be killed by the panic
that resulted from the bomb as would be killed by the bomb itself.

you can be taken to the hospital areas. The Red Cross offers a standard 18-hour course
plus a 4-hour atomic course. New York State has been the first to develop a specialized
atomic training course which is short enough (8 hours) to be a must for everyone concerned

with "Self-Help and Neighbor Help"—and today these are concerns of everyone.

70,000 units of plasma within six hours. At present, the entire plasma production of the
State of New York is only 15,000 units a year. A large part of the immediate requirements

can be filled with whole blood, but the need for plasma is becoming more and more
urgent. Remember, a contribution once every 8 weeks is little enough to save your own life.

To the men falls the heavy work
of restoring the stricken city to a
semblance of its former efficiency.
This will require rescue teams of
first-aid men, construction engi-
neers, laborers and stretcherbearers
to remove the injured and trapped
from wrecked buildings; Auxiliary
Police and Fire volunteers to work
directly with the regular officers;
and roadclearing gangs to restore
minimum transportation

Various types of emergency repair
crews will be vital to repair leak-
ing gas and water mains and to
shore up partially demolished
houses —or to destroy them com-
pletely if safety requires; radiation
monitor crews and ham radio
operators and a hundred other
varieties of masculine ability will
be absolutely necessary.

Men in neighboring towns will al-
most certainly be called upon to
assist the men in cities, to add to
the roadclearing and rescue teams,
and to work with the fire and
police departments.

In addition, temporary mass feed-
ing stations and dormitories will
have to be erected to care for the
thousands of city dwellers who
have had their homes destroyed by
the bomb.

All these operations will require
supervisors as well as unskilled
laborers.

The jobs available for both
men and women are too nu-
merous to discuss here in
detail.

They range from monitoring
crews for measuring radiation
to drivers in the motor corps
evacuating wounded and car-
rying official personnel; from
emergency medical aides to
block wardens.

Welfare work will be such a
tremendous job that there will
be plenty of room for both
men and women — provided
you volunteer now and learn
where you can be of service.

After there is an attack, there
will be no time to organize
and train the necessary vol-
unteers.

Outside the target area, civil
defense jobs will be just as
numerous and just as im-
portant.

The infinite varieties of wel-
fare workers needed to clothe
and feed and house evacuees
and defense workers range
from interviewers and clerks
to register them to cooks and
servers and kitchen police to
feed them.

In addition, car and truck
drivers, blood donors and
handlers, financial advisors,
nursery workers and teachers
will be essential.

Children were extreme-
ly valuable during the
Battle of Britain as
bicycle messengers and
couriers.

Given a job to do, they
can be far more de-
pendable than most
adults realize—provided
they are also given an
understanding of the
importance of what they
are asked to do.

City children must be
just as well-informed
citizens as their parents.
Teen-agers  especially
can be spared infinite
pain if they are given a
clear idea by their par-
entswhat could happen.

Children in the country
can be especiallﬁ useful
in comforting other chil-
dren—evacuees who be-
come separated from
their parents or who are
awaiting medical treat-
ment.

The inspiration and ex-
ample of children who
have not been bombed
and who are not fright-
ened can be a steadying
influence on horrified
city children and keep
them calm.

But where are all the supplies going to
come from? And half of those casualties
will be kids.”

Question: who is going to pay for
stockpiles of medical supplies? A box
of sterile gauze pads measuring 3" by 3"
can be bought in any drugstore. You will
pay 75 cents for a box of 25 pads. And
if you get badly burned you are going
to need 2.7 miles of gauze.

In Poughkeepsie, N.Y., a city of
40,975, Civil Defense has enlisted the

local pharmacists’ association: when an
alarm sounds, each druggist will prepare
a package of drugs and first-aid supplies
and take it to a depot designated by the
head of the Civil Defense Medical Com-
mittee. As of today, that is almost the
only source of first-aid equipment except
what the Red Cross has on hand for
disaster work.

The supplies will have to come from
the small towns. When the bombs land,
mobile relief units, drawing on the re-
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sources of small towns and moving with
the precision of well-drilled troops, will
have to converge on the stricken areas.
There is no other way to save our indus-
trial resources—men and equipment—
and win the war.

This is going to be a civilians’ battle.

When the frontier was pushing into
Kentucky, the frontier woman was the
family medico. Also, she took the pre-
caution of carrying a rifle with her when
she went to the spring for water. She
could never afford to say, “l don't think
the Shawnees will raid our settlement.”

If you have young children, do they
have identification tags? Do your chil-
dren know what to do if they are playing
outdoors and see a blinding flash in the
sky? Do you?

Let us return to our little A-bomb
victims in the fictional introduction to
this article. Ellen and Carlie survived in
that fable only because their city was
completely organized for Civil Defense,
and a town in the support area was ready
down to the last detail. But St. Louis
and Carlinville are not really ready— not
completely and not yet. Most communi-
ties have very little else than plans on
paper and lists of things they will do—
when enough citizens can be aroused to
sign up, study and learn how to do them.

Now go back and consider the story
of Ellen and Carlie again. If the bomb
falls tomorrow, they are not fictional
characters— they are your kids. And if
it falls tomorrow, your community is not
prepared.

Then the story is different, is short,
and is this:

Those children are dead.

.. The End

(Continued from page 49)
He is a sort of one-man rest cure of the
airways.

Garroway flouts the widely-held be-
lief that to be successful a performer
must pin his audience to its seats by
sheer, overpowering energy— a technique
that one embittered critic has described
as implying that anyone who dares to
tune out a show will be instantly shot for
desertion. Garroway is unique. He de-
mands nothing.

“Stick around if you haven't any-
thing better to do,” he often tells his
audience. “Put your feet up on what-
ever is handy. There’'ll be small songs
and other doings. Won't hurt a bit.” In
television and radio, suggesting that au-
diences might have something better to
do than listen or watch is akin to heresy.

G arroway’'s vocabulary matches
his leisurely ways. It runs to understate-
ment. He describes a jazzy orchestration
of “Darktown Strutters’ Ball” as “a
pretty virile thing;” or, commenting on
a torch singer’s anguish. “Girl makes a
sound, doesn’t she?” Returning to the
air after a vacation in Europe, Garroway
struggled to his highest pitch of impas-

sioned eloquence to describe the French
Riviera. Of his sojourn in that delightful
region he enthused, “No agony at all.”

Garroway'’s introductions of perform-
ers on his program are apt to be laconic.
At the beginning of a recent show he
announced, “Nice people are in the cell
tonight,” which is about as rapturous as
he ever gets in describing his associates.

He has a store of unusual endear-
ments which he draws upon to address
not only his friends but also his audi-
ences. “Hello, old tiger” is one he fre-
quently uses. Others include “old de-
voted,” “old dear” or, in the case of an
uncommonly young and graceful individ-
ual. “my fanciful.” Abhorring hackneyed
conversational  exchanges, Garroway
shuns the use of “good-by” to indicate a
leave-taking, and instead intones the sim-
ple statement, “Peace,” usually accom-
panied by a languid hand raised in bene-
diction. Occasionally in an expansive
mood, he elaborates on his usual word of
parting. Not long ago he closed a pro-
gram in a fit of rare exuberance. “Some
love and some peace, old dear,” he mut-
tered.

The significance of Garroway’'s pet
expression of farewell is not clear, even
to him, although he surmises it may rep-
resent a wish that our times were not so
belligerent. On some occasions he has
abandoned “Peace” entirely and has
ended his show with the hollow cry
“Help,” a morose recognition of the ten-
sion in the world.

Garroway’'s place in the entertain-
ment world is not easy to define, although
he comes closest to being a master of
ceremonies. His function on his weekly
television program, which will resume at
a new time early this month, and his
radio show, a midday, fifteen-minute pro-
gram Mondays through Fridays, is to in-
troduce singers, comedians, dancers and
other entertainers. But Garroway is like
no other master of ceremonies on the air.
Where others rely on gags or rapid pat-
ter to maintain what they regard as the
proper state of frenzy to keep a show on
the move, Garroway engages in haphaz-
ard discourses that frequently have no
connection whatever with the rest of his
program.

Not long ago, at a moment when he
was supposed to be introducing an instru-
mental group, he fell to brooding about
box lunches, for no apparent reason.
“Food that comes in a cardboard box has
a subtle poison all its own,” he concluded
darkly. “l can imagine nothing beauti-
ful or good being done by a man who has
just eaten at his desk. Here’'s the Art
Van Damme Quintet.”

During another radio program he
launched into an impromptu essay on the
importance of the thumb. “If you and I
didn’t have a thumb, old saber-tooth, we'd
probably still be living in caves,” he said.
After devoting several minutes to ex-
pressions of relief that progress had not
been stalled by the absence of a fifth
digit, he finally remembered that Jack
Haskell was waiting to sing, an event
having no perceptible association with
thumbs, except that Haskell lias two of
them.

At times Garroway has become so
immured in a monologue as to forget the
rest of the program entirely. One night
on a record show he spent more than an



hour psychoanalyzing himself, it appar-
ently having slipped his mind that a large
audience was listening to his candid con-
fessions. His self-appraisal on this occa-
sion became so critical that several lis-
teners telephoned the studio in a state
of alarm. They feared he was on the
verge of destroying himself.

Garroway probably has the most di-
verse supply of information in his head
of any star in radio and television. At
various times he has avocationally dab-
bled in astronomy, chemistry, electronic
engineering, auto racing, gem cutting, in-
terior designing, golfing, serious card
playing, photography, book collecting,
psychiatry and piano playing. He knows
something about almost everything and
likes to talk about it. in the informal,
easy way of a well-read man chatting
with a friend over a glass of beer.

The identifying mark of his tele-
vision and radio production is a fresh
informality, a spirit that reflects the
youthful planning of his shows. Garro-
way, at thirty-eight, is the oldest member
of the group that creates his programs.
The others, all in their early thirties, are
Charlie Andrews, writer. Ted Mills, pro-
ducer, and Bill Hobin, director. Unlike
many popular stars who would be struck
dumb if left to their own resources, Gar-
roway works without a script. He feels
he would be suffocated if he committed
lines to memory or read his comments.
What he says while on the air is often as
much a surprise to him as to his co-
workers.

arroway’s relaxed manner and
roving mind were developed in his child-
hood. His father, a General Electric
Company engineer, was transferred so
frequently from plant to plant that Dave
was wearing long pants before he real-
ized that moving vans were not normal
fixtures at every curbstone. His family's
wanderings began two months after he
was born, at Schenectady, New York,
July 13, 1913, and did not cease until he
was grown. In the eight years of his ele-
mentary education he attended thirteen
different schools. At an early age he
learned not only to survive change but
also to admire it. He became an intel-
lectual nomad.

An only child, he was obliged to
amuse himself, since he was seldom in
residence anywhere long enough to make
many friends. At one period, when he
was nine and living in Belmont, Massa-
chusetts, he became engrossed in chem-
istry and spent, hours at a time at work
in a laboratory he had constructed in the
cellar. He conducted such furious ex-
periments that the fumes from the Garro-
way basement sometimes could be smelled
through the entire vicinity. By a stroke
of fortunate timing his father was trans-
ferred to Lansdowne, Pennsylvania, just
as the neighbors of Belmont, Massa-
chusetts, were springing to arms.

Garroway's absorption in chemistry
was left with his retorts and beakers
when the family moved. He then became
interested in electronics and began
building radio receivers which gave off
more noise but less smell than his chemi-
cal laboratory and thus were not quite
as severe a social handicap for his fam-

ily-
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At about this stage, his mother, hop-
ing to arouse in him an interest that
would make his company acceptable to
others, persuaded him to take piano les-
sons. Dave studied assiduously for three
years. His progress was so encouraging
that his mother bought a new grand
piano, thinking the splendid instrument
would inspire him. Dave indeed was fas-
cinated by the gleaming piano, but not in
the way his mother had anticipated. It
had hardly arrived in the house before
he took it apart to its last string and
hammer. Happily, Garroway's innate
mechanical ability enabled him to put
the instrument together again and tune
it reasonably close to its original pitch,
but the exercise of disassembling and re-
storing it left him feeling he had explored
the subject of pianos as deeply as he
cared to. He never took another lesson.
The exact stage at which his piano train-
ing ceased is plainly evident. Today Gar-
roway can romp through the first half of
“Rhapsody in Blue” without an error.
Beyond a certain bar in the middle of the
piece, he cannot play a note.

When Garroway reached high-school
age, his family settled in University City,
a suburb of St. Louis. Garroway stayed
at the University City High School long
enough to graduate, and at Washington
University, also St. Louis, long enough
to earn a Bachelor of Arts degree.
Through these eight years Garroway was
dismayed by the fact that although many
of his classmates were already bent on
following specific careers, he was unable
to make up his mind about what he
wanted to be.

For a while, during his high-school
years, he considered becoming an astron-
omer. While this mood was upon him,
he built three telescopes, grinding the
intricate lenses himself, and spent most
of his nights peering into the sky. To
this day, when he feels he may be at-
taching excessive importance to some
problem, he goes to a telescope that he
still keeps in his apartment and scans
the heavens.

“Say, old tiger, you ought to look
through a telescope once in a while,” he
told his radio audience recently. “Look
around out there. Things out there are
pretty big and beautiful. Makes you
realize that quarrel with your girl may
not be the end, after all. It’s a good idea
to look through a telescope at least once
a year. Restores your perspectives.”

The day Garroway graduated from
college, his family moved to Boston.
Garroway went along, with his college
degree and no definable future. Feeling
it was time he began to earn some kind
of living, he took a job selling piston
rings to garages. During several months
of tedious canvassing among automobile
mechanics, he found a universal lack of
interest in the brand of piston rings he
had in his kit, and he finally took a vaca-
tion in New York on the theory that a
change of scene might inspire a new
sales talk that Boston garagemen would
find irresistible.

In New York he met a college friend
who invited him to attend a bridge party.
Garroway, having become a skilled
bridge player some years before, pro-
foundly impressed the guests at the party
by his shrewd play. By the end of the
evening he had won not only an im-1
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moderate share of the stakes, but also
a new job, the latter through the per-
sonnel manager of the National Broad-
casting Company, who was a guest and
victim.

So Garroway became a uniformed
NBC page at $15.80 a week.

He adapted himself to life in New
York as resourcefully as he had to life
in other communities. He and two other
pages engaged living quarters above Leon
and Eddie’s, a night club celebrated for
its floor shows. The first thing Garroway
and his friends did upon taking occu-
pancy was to drill a hole in the floor
through which they were able to get a
bird’'s-eye view of the girls dancing be-
neath them. Although their rooms were
modest, the view of the night-club belt
was among the most diverting in New
York.

Within a year after he went to work
as a page, Garroway became a trainer
of NBC guides, a job then commanding
$20.19 a week. Meanwhile, he studied
announcing. He was mustered out of his
guide’s uniform when hired as an an-
nouncer at KDKA, Pittsburgh. A short
while after joining KDKA he became
the station’s director of special events, a
term used in radio to describe those
broadcasts that try to overcome the handi-
caps of a small budget by being bizarre.

The events that Garroway directed
were special indeed. On various occa-
sions, talking all the while, he carried
the KDKA microphone into a soaring
balloon, a coal mine, a submarine sub-
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SAFE
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You are on a main traffic ar-
tery when occupying an aisle
seat in a movie theater.

merged in the Allegheny River and a
canoe in which two adventurers were set-
ting out to retrace the route of Lewis
and Clark. The canoe broadcast ended
with an unscheduled gurgle when the
craft capsized in midstream.

On another and drier occasion, Gar-
roway, an expert golfer who in his astron-
omy period had learned the game to give
himself something to do in daylight,
played a round against the defending
champion in the Pennsylvania state ama-
teur tournament, keeping up a running
commentary into a portable microphone
as he toured the course. The champion
was so ruffled by the sight of his talkative
opponent addressing not only the ball
but also a vast unseen audience that Gar-
roway won the match.

In 1940 Garroway went to work for
the National Broadcasting Company in
Chicago. Not long afterward, he married
a girl friend of his college days, Adele
Dwyer, who was working for a Chicago
advertising agency. Along with a wife,
Garroway acquired a new interest. His
bride, who had a knack for jewelry de-
sign, and Garroway, who had a knack
for almost anything, got started in the
hobby of polishing and mounting precious
stones. Before long the two of them were
operating a fully-equipped lapidary es-
tablishment, Garroway cutting and grind-
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ing the gems and his wife mounting them
in rings, pendants and other baubles. The
Garroway apartment had begun to look
like the back room of a jewelry store
when their life together was suddenly
ended. In December, 1942, Garroway
joined the Navy as an ensign.

He was assigned as communications
officer aboard a fleef minesweeper. The
moment the ship left her moorings at the
Alameda, California, Navy Yard, it be-
came clear that the Navy had made a
dreadful mistake in sending Ensign Gar-
roway to sea duty. He immediately was
stricken with the most inconvenient dis-
order a sailor can have. He was seasick
for four months, until he was finally re-
moved from the ship at Pearl Harbor and
hospitalized because of a ruptured stom-
ach. When he recovered, he was put in
charge of a school for yeomen in Hawaii,
where he spent the rest of his Navy
career.

It was during this time that he began
to develop the broadcasting style that he
has now perfected. Nights, he worked
as a disc jockey on KGU, a Honolulu
station. He presided over a program of
recorded music sponsored by a small
massage parlor with a name that could
have been invented only in the dreamy
air of the islands—the Honolulu Body-
Sculpture Center Institute.

“1 didn’'t think anybody ever lis-
tened,” Garroway said recently of his
Hawaiian broadcasting, “so | began to
drift away, saying whatever came into
my mind. All of a sudden the telephone
began to ring, and mail started arriv-
ing. A revelation.”

He continued to drift away, further
and further, and for the first time was
putting his vast store of information to
commercial use. He talked about chem-
istry, gem cutting, astronomy, Chicago,
St. Louis, New York and such a variety
of subjects that no matter what he said
at any given moment some segment of
his audience was bound to find it famil-
iar. Being a man of taste, he also was
careful in selecting the records he played
between his comments. The program be-
came one of the most popular in Hono-
lulu before Garroway was obliged to quit
when the Navy issued a general order re-
straining its officers from holding civilian
jobs.

B ack in Chicago after his discharge
from the Navy, Garroway began a disc-
jockey program from midnight to 2
a.m. over WMAQ, the NBC station. In
no time he became the most talked-about
performer in Chicago radio. He was
admired not only for his free and easy
style of comment that sometimes occu-
pied more time than the records he
played, but also for his choice of music.
He sought the unusual or the classics in
jazz. Although his audiences embraced
people of all ages, his principal appeal
was to those young enough to react to a
Dixieland rhythm without suffering a
stroke. As Garroway himself describes
his taste in music, “1 am not a Guy Lom-
bardo man.” His following became im-
mense.

Garroway’s success in Chicago en-
couraged NBC in 1947 to engage him for
a national network program—a weekly
half-hour production featuring, in addi-



tion to him, an orchestra, singers and
guest entertainers. Although now cast
as the master of ceremonies of a program
involving live performers instead of re-
corded music, Garroway basically re-
mained unchanged. He continued to talk
almost St random between other acts and
to choose the music on his program as
carefully as he had picked his records.
He has since taken on the television pro-
gram and the daily radio show.

All of Garroway's programs begin
with the playing of his theme song, “Sen-
timental Journey.” The music fades and
Garroway drifts in. “Hello, old tiger,”
he may say. “Well, here it is today.
Next thing you know it will be tomor-
row. And what will you have done— any-
thing beautiful?” Between vocal and
dance numbers by members of his cast,
Garroway saunters from one scene to
another, stepping over electric cables,
stumbling into cameras, and generally
committing what would be regarded as
unpardonable informalities on other tele-
vision variety shows. Somehow, through
it all, he manages to preserve an air of
complete nonchalance.

Although his television and radio
commitments force him to work harder
than he ever worked before, Garroway
still finds time to satisfy his restless crav-
ing for new interests, which are even
more important to him now that he and
his wife are divorced. Their marriage,
like many others of its time, was sorely
tried by the separations of war. So the
former Mrs. Garroway and their daughter
returned to St. Louis.

Oiie of Garroway's current interests
is photography. Another hobby is one
he has been indulging for several years—
collecting antique and sport cars. He
has owned nearly two dozen and raced
some of them, including Duesenbergs, a
Mercedes-Benz, Alfa-Romeos and Bu-
gattis. His present pride is a Jaguar
which was judged the handsomest car in
its class at the annual meeting of the
Sports Car Club of America in 1949 and
won sixth place in a field of fifty, with
Garroway at the wheel, in the leading
American road race that year.

The Garroway crouched at the con-
trols of a racing motor car seems a con-
tradiction of the Garroway who is so
easygoing on the air. Garroway explains
his interest in racing and tinkering with
fast automobiles as therapeutic. “It
helps nie blow off steam,” says the man
who to his radio and television audiences
looks as though he could not get up a
head of steam with the aid of a locomo-
tive boiler.

Like everyone else, Garroway lately
has been subject to growing tension. He,
however, makes a serious effort to keep
events in a rational, if sometimes im-
practical, perspective.

Returning from his first trip to
Europe, Garroway announced a formula
for world peace. He had arrived at the
formula by traveling through the Alps,
which awed him.

“Too bad everybody can’t have an
Alp around handy,” he said wistfully.
“1f you could have an Alp around when-
ever a dictator came along, you'd be all
right. You could just stand the dictator
up with a large Alp behind him. He
wouldn't amount to much. Well, old
tiger, peace.” ..The End

“When
| Was 21”
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MARY MARGARET McRRIDE
Radio’s Most Famous Interviewer

most exciting dream came

true when | was twenty-one,”
says Mary Margaret McBride.
“Ever since | was a little girl I'd
wanted to be a reporter on a New
York paper. 1 got the job just
after my twenty-first birthday.”

When Mary Margaret was
growing up, in Paris, Missouri, her
family was poor, but a wealthy
great-aunt agreed to put her through
the University of Missouri— after
she graduated from the high school
that had been founded on an en-
dowment left by the great-aunt’s
late husband. But Mary Margaret
got the shock of her life when her
aunt flatly refused to allow her to
prepare for a newspaper career by
studying journalism at Missouri.

“1 have a much more ladylike
future planned for you,” her aunt
said. “When you graduate from
college | shall have you appointed
principal of the high school.”

Their dispute lasted for hours.
Her aunt threatened to withdraw all
further support of her education.
But Mary Margaretwouldn’t give in.

Her aunt carried out her threat.
Mary Margaret received no finan-
cial assistance from her, but she did
major in journalism at Missouri.
She got a ten-dollars-a-week job on
the Columbia Times, working nights
until midnight.

Mary Margaret finished the
four-year course in three years, and
graduated from Missouri when she
was twenty. She had just turned
twenty-one, when a former col-
league in the publicity office where
she was working telephoned her.
He was city editor of the New York
Evening Mail, and he needed a girl
reporter who could cover fires dra-
matically. He offered her forty dol-
lars aweek. Mary Margaret proved
that she could write dramatically
about anything from a strawberry
festival to a political convention.
She had become a $100-a-week col-
umnist when the Evening Mail went
out of business some years later.

Her best newspaper stories had
always been sympathetic interviews,
and after her paper folded Mary
Margaret turned this talent to mag-
azine writing.

During the depression, Mary
Margaret turned, without much in-
terest, to radio. Her first job was
on Station WOR—at forty dollars a
week. Today she has 8,000,000 lis-
teners to her five-day, hour-long pro-
gram on the ABC network!

“I'm still areporter,” she points
out. “I'm sure I'm better at it than
I would have been as a high-school
principal. And what I’'m doing isn’t
so very unladylike, is it?”

Charles Samuels
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WHO'S TRYING TO RUIN OUR SCHOOLS?

In September McCall's you'll find an article certain to disturb... fas-
cinate ... and arouse you. Arthur D. Morse discloses shocking facts that
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UNMARRIED SISTER a complete novel by Thelma Strabel

In many a marriage there’s a time when the man turns to another woman.
In Lacey’s marriage the time was now —and the woman was her own
sister!
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WANTED: A HUSBAND

In this picture-story so dramatic and true, September McCall’'s presents
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(Continued from page 50)
Mary. “She says | should be able to
stand up by myself, now, and she
wanted to retire before she became a
permanent chilblain.”

Zoe had never learned to skate
really well, and she’'d hated the rink and
was always miserably cold, but they still
remembered Zoe here—as people did.

It was early in the afternoon, but
Mary decided she'd had enough. She
changed her clothes and walked out into
the bright street. Outdoors it was much
warmer than the rink had been; it was
April, and the sun had just come out
after the rain; something too sweet, op-
pressive, hung in the air. She looked
up; there were pale green leaves on the
dark branches above her, looking almost
artificial against the fresh sky. A rest-
less ache and longing filled her. Spring
was a time to fall in love; it was no time
to say good-by. And she had to say
good-by to Dan. Tonight.

If only she could have kept their re-
lationship entirely casual, the way he
apparently wanted it! The first time
they met, she'd struck exactly the right
note; she had walked into her father's
book-littered study, that rainy October
evening, wearing a yellow wool dress and
carrying a branch of bittersweet; he had
looked at her and said, solemnly, “Just
what | need to brighten up my life. Real-
ly, Dale,”—he'd turned to her father—
“you must let me take her home with me.”
“Oh, you don't want her,” Dale Cart-
wright had said. “She’s an athlete. Ter-
ribly expensive to feed.” “Yes | do
want her,” the stranger went on, cross-
ly. “And have her wear that dress.”
“The bittersweet,” Mary told him de-
murely, “is extra.”

He hadn’t taken her home with him,
of course; only to a party. That was how
it started. At first he had just been some-
one to take her places. He was older; he
had been on expeditions all over the
world; he was far more interesting than
boys her own age. She went with him to
parties and concerts, and they shared a
liking for sports. A big, vital-looking
man with quiet eyes and a mouth which
seemed to never quite stop smiling, she
had thought him attractive and a good
companion.

Zoe warned her not to fall in love.
He had been married before, disastrous-
ly, and was not likely to want marriage
again. “That woman was horrible to
him and then left him,” Zoe told her.
“And he's only been divorced a year.
Besides, he's older than you are, Mary.
He's nearer my age than yours!”

Well, she certainly hadn’'t meant to
fall in love. It was just that, suddenly,
the day was lost unless she saw Dan, un-
less he called, unless she at least heard
his name. And Dan—was he in love
with her? He never said so. She was



a playmate, someone to have fun with,
and he had used her laughter to erase
the memory of his unfortunate marriage.
I ought to hate him, she thought now,
getting into her little car and starting it
rather savagely. But she did not hate
him.

Mary drove through the streets of
the small city, where people wandered
along carrying their coats, bemused by
spring. She had her hair done. *“Do
something different with it,” she told the
operator listlessly, not really caring.
She went to pick up the birthday cake
for Mickey, one of the orphans at the
institution where she taught nursery
school. She and Zoe always furnished
cakes for the children. “Oh,” she said,
stricken, to the clerk, “I forgot to tell
you to make it chocolate; this child
adores chocolate—"”

“Your mother called in last night
and said Mickey wanted chocolate,” the
woman smiled. “She remembered, from

last year. My, doesn’'t she have a sweet
voice, though!”
“Oh, I'm glad she remembered.

Yes, her voice is lovely; she was trained
for the stage.” People always spoke of
Zoe.

She delivered the cake and hur-
ried home. Dan was coming for dinner—
“just a few people,” the family had
promised—and she must freshen up and
look her best. She intended to be very
nonchalant about saying good-by to him,
however. She had been a friend, an
acquaintance, nothing more. No, that
wasn't quite right, either; there had
been Christmas Eve, when they had been
walking slowly up the drive by the big
spruce tree, joking about the perfume he
had given her—*Jungle Madness,” some-
thing like that—when suddenly they had
both stopped laughing and turned to
each other and kissed. There had been
other moments, too. Oh, he had cared!
It was only that he did not care enough.

Mary maneuvered the car skillfully
around the circular drive which led up
to the big house, put it in the garage,
and started up the walk. As she opened
the front door she could hear her father
and Zoe talking excitedly in the study.

They always had something to talk
about.
- L
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“That beast of a Tolstoy,” Zoe was
saying. “There he has poor Varenka
and that stupid man—he brings them
together—you know that they’d be per-
fect for each other, but nothing comes
of it, simply because—" She broke off.
“Oh, hello, Mary!”

“Hello,” said Mary. “Who is Va-
renka?”
“In here.” Zoe waved a copy of

“Anna Karenina.” “It's just so unfair.
I could kill Tolstoy.”

“1 have been waiting for Zoe to dis-
cover the Russian novelists and see what
effect they’d have on her,” Mary’s father
explained gravely. “What | did not an-
ticipate was the effect Zoe would have on
the Russian novelists. She is about to
exorcise Tolstoy’'s ghost and shoot him.”

“l1 don't even remember Varenka,”

Mary said.

“A minor character, dear. They al-
ways interest me, because | always
played them in my greasepaint days—

I was never good enough for anything
else. But forget Varenka. What have
you been doing, Mary?”

“Oh—finished up at school. Had
my hair done. Picked up Mickey’s cake.
And | was at the rkik for a while.”

“Ah, me,” sighed Zoe. “To have
that youthful exuberance!”

Mary smiled at her. Zoe might not
have exuberance, but she had everything
else: red-gold hair which always seemed
to have the sun on it, violet eyes, a sweet
mouth firmly set in her fragile face. As
a little girl Mary had looked at her step-
mother and, with the intimacy children
often have with the Deity, had prayed,
“Make me like Zoe. If I could only be
like Zoe! Please.” It was a wish she
held no longer. If you had straight
brown hair there was no use in longing
for shining waves, nothing could change
dark eyes into blue, and if you were
plain, you could never be really beauti-
ful. There was not even much point in
working on your looks—who would no-
tice her, beside Zoe?

Sfie went upstairs to dress, leaving
her father and stepmother in animated
discussion again. Dale Cartwright was
immersed in the grinding detail of a big
business all day long, and when he came
home there was something about Zoe
which at once stimulated and refreshed
him. Zoe, on the other hand, found in
this very matter-of-fact yet erudite man
the type of audience she liked best; he
gave her the admiration which she
needed as much as she needed air to
breathe. Mary considered them a per-
fect combination.

The phone in the hallway was ring-
ing as she reached the second floor.
Dan? She grabbed it, determined to be
calm.

“Mary? Dan speaking. Thought
I'd send you some flowers tonight. Our
last evening, you know. . . . What would
be good with whatever you're wearing?”

“Why—" He was only sending her
flowers. No need to think he might have
called about anything else. “Dan, how
nice. I'm wearing a striped affair, 1
think.”

“H'm. The florist may be fresh out
of striped flowers.”

(A joke, Mary.
your bounce?)

“Anything you'd like to send would

Laugh. Where's
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be wonderful,” she said.
Dan.”

She went to her room. It was full
of Dan. There was the ribbon they had
won together in the badminton tourna-
ment this winter; a book which was a
gift from him lay on her bed table; she
had a whole shelfful of symphony rec-
ords they had selected and enjoyed to-
gether; a picture of them taken at a
night club, Dan looking very handsome
with that touch of gray in his dark hair,
was on her dresser. Dan, we could have
quite a life together, you and /.

She sighed and turned to her closet.
The striped dress was hanging there,
colorful, jaunty, the kind she always
wore. She never tried to be soft and
feminine. Maybe that had been a mis-
take. Now, Zoe— Abruptly she crossed
the hall to Zoe's room. Zoe had given
her permission to wear any of her
clothes at any time, but she never had;
they were the same size but not the same
type. Now she paused before Zoe's
wardrobe and selected a soft green with
a trace of drapery on the skirt. // /
could only be like Zoe. Well, maybe it
wouldn’t hurt to try and be a little like
her, after all.

She showered and dressed. Why.
she looked, really, rather well. Her hair
had been softened and shaped, and the
childish bang guided into a becoming
swirl; the dress did something for her.
She looked almost—

“See you soon,

JVlary?” A wrinkled face peered
in the door. It was old Maggie, the
housekeeper, who had been with them
ever since Mary was a baby. “Mary,
you look beautiful/”

“Really?” No one had ever called
her that before. No one.

“Mr. Dan’s downstairs. He sent up
this box. Mary, you do take my breath
away. Isn’'t that a dress of Mrs. Cart-
wright's, though? She won't like that.
She won't even like you looking so nice.
Mrs. Cartwright likes to be the belle of
the ball herself.”

“Oh. Maggie!” Maggie was the
only person Mary knew who hadn’t suc-
cumbed to Zoe's charm. A bitter old
woman, deadly capable, humorless, she
could not understand someone like £oe.

Mary opened the box. Dan had
played it safe. They would look well
with the green. She jabbed the corsage
into her dress and started downstairs.
Dan was waiting.

At the foot of the stairs she saw him.
standing there, urbane and relaxed, talk-
ing to a small group in the hall. 1 won-
der if he’ll know I'm here before | speak,
she thought. 1 always know. | know
whenever he enters a room.

“Mary!” He turned at that moment
and walked toward her. It was impossi-
ble not to smile, not to feel alive with
happiness, not to dare hope for what she
knew could not be.

Then she saw Zoe
from across the room. It was a curious
look— speculative, searching. She'd nev-
er seen Zoe look at her in quite that way
before.

“Glad you discarded the stripes;
you look like a dryad,” Dan was saying.
“A queen of dryads. . . .” He was ac-
tually staring at her, as though he had

looking at her

never seen her before. “But come along
and help me pick out a canape. There's
an amazing assortment. You made them
all yourself, 1 suppose?”

“1 was up at dawn, slaving away,”
she told him. They were back at their
usual bantering; casual, light. She
didn’'t care. It was enough to be with
him.

“Darling.” It was Zoe, her voice
very sweet. Too sweet? “If you wanted
to wear a dress of mine, dear,” she whis-
pered, “why didn't you ask me? That
particular one isn't quite suitable—a bit
tight at the waist, too.”

“Oh—1 didn’t think you’d mind—"
Mary said, confusedly.

“This child.” Zoe was speaking to
Dan now, her voice quite clear. “She's
so athletic, and of course that's marvel-
ous— look at that straight, lovely back!
But honestly, | wish she'd level off a lit-
tle. A fine thing when she's getting so
muscular she can't even wear my old-lady
clothes without them pulling a little!”

“She looks pretty good to me.” Dan
was unsmiling.

“Good! Oh, she always does. |
mean, I've always thought we ought to
use Mary to advertise breakfast food or
something. But, Dan—come with me
for just a moment. I've some very dear
friends in Chicago | want you to look
up. should you go there. Mary, darling,
we'll only be a moment.”

Mary stared after them. Zoe just
didn’t do things like that! Maggie’s acid
comments came back to her now— Mag-
gie, who had steadfastly refused to be
charmed by Zoe. She'd always thought
Maggie just didn't see Zoe as she really
was. Perhaps, instead, it was she, Mary,
who was looking at the real Zoe for the
first time.

The disloyalty of the thought made
her uneasy, and yet it persisted. She
spoke to friends, nibbled a canape, ad-
justed a vase of flowers, and all the time
was uncomfortably aware of Zoe and
Dan, deeply engaged in conversation.
Dan didn't look exactly at ease, but he
was making no move to disentangle him-
self. “Mary!” several people said to her.
“You're looking positively ravishing!”
People often told her she looked well,
but no one had ever said she was ravish-
ing. Had something—the spring, or be-
ing in love, or the green dress—really
given her a touch of real beauty? And
was Zoe, for the first time, a little
jealous?

“Hello. | believe I'm taking you in
to dinner.” It was a tall, rather too
good-looking young man with an accom-
plished smile—one of her father's junior

associates. Mary had never liked him.
“Your mother,” he began easily, “sug-
gested—"

“1 am taking her in to dinner.” Dan
was there before he finished the sentence.
“Must be a mixup. Sorry. Come along,
Mary.”

“Mary—" It was Zoe, again.
“Could you dash into the kitchen and
see about the salad? You know I'm not
good at anything domestic, and the cook
simply doesn’t understand salads.”

Mary knew her cheeks were burn-
ing. There was probably no reason to
feel as though she were Cinderella being
ordered back to the pantry, but that was
how she felt.
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PSYCHOLOGIST'S CASEBOOK

Continued from page 63

DR. MARTIN'S ANALYSIS:

It is normal for us to defend our-
selves when our security seems threat-
ened. However, the real reasons we
feel insecure are sometimes so dis-
tasteful to us that we cannot admit
they are a part of us. We literally
hurl them away from us and avoid
facing them by attributing to others
the very motives of which we are
guilty ourselves.

Everyone does this to a certain
extent; Kay did it more than most.
She enjoyed the attention and pride
of her parents to the point of feeling
self-conscious about it when she was
old enough to have her first party
dress. She was torn between feeling
more comfortable in the protective
atmosphere of her parents’ home and
feeling grown-up enough to go out
on dates. She was ashamed of this
strong feeling of need for her parents,
and to avoid admitting it she un-
consciously blamed her parents for
wanting to keep her at home. Because
she actually did not want to grow
up, she began to think that her par-
ents treated her like a youngster.
When Herb proposed, Kay was un-
able to give up a childish need for
her parents and accept the role of an
adult woman. She was afraid to

“Tonight,” Dan said firmly, “some-
body else can understand the salad.
I've got first claim on this girl.” And he
led her away.

Ilh e buffet table was loaded with
good food, but Mary hardly noticed what
she put on her plate. Eating dinner with
Dan, she was conscious of a subdued con-
straint. She had known constraint with
him before, and felt it to be a part of
the unacknowledged emotional tie be-
tween them; but this was different. She
couldn’'t even talk naturally. Dan was
being very amusing about something
which had happened on one of his expe-
ditions. “Yes,” she said. “Oh?” She
felt wooden, stupid. One reason for this
was Zoe, who was talking quite loudly,
across the room, about her stepdaugh-
ter's athletic prowess. She was saying
nothing derogatory, and yet she was,
somehow, making Mary out a complete
freak, and revealing herself as the really
desirable type— feminine, helpless, cling-
ing. Mary had never been quite so un-
comfortable in her life.

“Oh,and Mary—darling— would you
be an angel and run up to my room and
get me some cigarettes?” Zoe rose and
walked toward her, her slim body moving
easily. She never made a graceless
movement. “l can only smoke those
Turkish ones, you know.”

“All right.” Mary was glad of an
excuse to leave the room. She got up.
became somehow entangled in the dra-
pery of her skirt, and collided with Zoe.
To her horror a whole platterful of food
spilled down the side of the green dress.

grow up, really did not want to leave
home, and therefore accused her
parents of motives which were actu-
ally her own. Diagnosis #2 is cor-
rect in this case.

Kay's problem is a common one,
but it need not prevent her from
happiness with Herb. She needs to
understand that her parents wanted
to help her to grow up. As she
realizes her unconscious reluctance
to leave one phase of her life and
accept the next, she will be better
able to enjoy her parents’ admiration
and at the same time embrace mar-
ried love with Herb.

PERSONALITY POINTERS

1. Are your parents really demand-
ing, or is this just an excuse for your
dependence on them?

2. Do your children actually neglect
you, or are you refusing to let them
live their own lives?

3. Do others misunderstand your
intentions, or do you avoid under-
standing yourself?

4. Before you accuse others, ex-
amine yourself for traces of the
same undesirable traits.

said
with

“Oh—and this is yours—” she
painfully, scrubbing at the mess
her napkin.

“You might have been a little more
careful,” snapped Zoe. Then she quick-
ly controlled herself. “Oh, that's all
right, dear. Heavens, don't let it upset
you—this is your evening!” But there
was unmistakable anger smoldering un-
der the limpid voice. “It's the dress you
got me in Paris, Dale,” she said quietly,
to her husband. “Mary borrowed it—
the child doesn’'t seem to have a decent
stitch of her own. Now Mary, dear, run
up and change. Forget about the ciga-
rettes and don’t worry about the dress.”
But as Mary went up the stairs she
could hear Zoe say, plaintively, “Yes,
it's one of the few things | did get in
Paris. I'd always wanted just one, from
a big house.”

Oh, horrors! Mary yanked off the
dress and tried to sponge it. It looked
hopelessly stained, to her—why had she
taken the pickled beets, anyway! She
hung it up and grabbed one of her own
dresses. It didn’t matter to her which
one it was. She was a muscle girl; she
wouldn’t try being a dryad, again. Ev-
erything had gone wrong. Why, why,
was Zoe doing this to her? Strange how,
by just her attitude and a few adroit
remarks, Zoe had been able to make her
feel callow and awkward and miserable.
Mary was sorry she had ruined the dress,
but she knew it wasn't because of that
mishap that Zoe had snapped at her.
No, her stepmother’s behavior was mo-
tivated by something deeper. | thought
Zoe loved me. She hates me.

She went back downstairs only be-
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even though the time of this story
is far in the future, it opens on the
eve of war. The powers in dispute
are Earth and Venus. And, 18-year-
old Don Harvey, who was born in
space, and lived as a child on Venus
is being called back from school in
New Mexico to join his folks on
Mars!

But first he had to be cleared by
the Security Commission —and he
was in trouble with the Security
Police because he had talked to the
dragon from Venus called Sir Isaac
Newton. Then there was the matter
of the ring that it was his duty to
place in his father’s hands. Already
one man had died because of that
ring. And interplanetary travel
might be cut off at any moment by
actual war!

Don’t miss Robert A. Heinlein’s
remarkable novel, “Planets in Com-
bat.” This fascinating story of life
on a cosmic scale, as seen through
the eyes of a boy in trouble, will
appear in two long parts. Enjoy the
first part now in September Blue
Book, only one of 20 great attrac-
tions.

Atyour newsstand now—

September—
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cause she had to. Dan was in the little
group around Zoe now, laughing and
talking with her. Zoe had a way of mag-
netizing men. Before Dan could turn
and find her, Mary busied herself clear-
ing ash trays, carrying out empty plates,
stopping to chat with someone. Through-
out the rest of the evening she deliber-
ately avoided Dan. She had a feeling
that he was sorry for her, that he felt
only pity for the clumsy youngster who
had been his playmate this winter, and
the thought was more than she could
stand. As people started to leave, Mary
went upstairs without even seeing Dan

again. She was being rude, but she
didn’'t care. She didn’'t care about any-
thing. She sat in her room and watched

the cars roll around the circular drive-
way. Her party was over. Her party.
It had been Zoe's party. They were al-
ways Zoe's parties.

She could see, from her window, the
big spruce tree where Dan had Kkissed
her that Christmas Eve. But there is no
comfort in remembering someone’s Kiss
when you are sure they will never Kiss
you again.

T he phone shrilled suddenly in the
hall. She went to answer it, almost au-
tomatically, not really thinking.

“Mary!” It was Dan. “I can’'t do
it. | thought I could leave you; | was so
sure | didn't want to tangle my life up
with anyone else’s, again. . . . But | can't
go away without you. Mary—come with
me.”

This couldn’t be Dan. Not with
such urgency in his voice. Dan was al-
ways joking, always pleasant and easy.

“Mary—do you hear me?”

“Yes, Dan.”

“Will you come with me? Will
you?”

Dan. He wanted her, after all.

“Yes. Oh, yes!”

“Meet me at the big spruce. Lord

knows how we’ll explain this to Dale,
but I'll fix it up someway. As for Zoe—
Mary, why didn’'t you tell me how things
were!”

But she hadn't realized how things
were, until tonight. She swallowed pain-
fully; she couldn’t seem to talk.

“You were breath-taking tonight as
you came down the stairs; that was what
she couldn’'t stand,” Dan said grimly.
“Zoe can't share the limelight. But let's
not waste time talking about her. We
can dash off across the line and be mar-

ried, tonight. Darling—do you know
that I've loved you all along? Could
you guess—"

“Then why didn't you tell me?”

She had to say it.

“1 was thinking only of myself, of
being hurt again; then, tonight, the way
you were being treated made me start

thinking of you. That's all I've been
able to think of all evening. Mary, it's
going to be only you, from now on.

Hurry, darling!
“All right, Dan.”

It just couldn't be.
“Mary—one more thing.”
“Yes?”
“Mary, | love you. | want you.”
She went back to her room in a
dream. But this wasn’'t a dream; it was
real. Frantically she yanked out a suit-

I'll be waiting.”
It couldn’'t be
true.
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case, a coat, hardly knowing what she
was doing. Then she stopped, frozen.
Someone was standing in the doorway.

“It's all packed, Mary.”

Zoe. “What in the—"

“1 packed it. Just enough, and not
so fancy that it looks suspicious. If that
Dan didn't ask you to elope and escape
with him tonight, after the wicked-step-
mother act | pulled, he's not the man |
think he is.”

“Zoe, you—you were acting! You
had me completely convinced! | de-
spised you!”

Zoe patted her hair complacently.
“Wasn't | poisonous? And to think of
those stupid directors who told me | had
no fire. Of course, you played right into
my hands, borrowing my dress.”

“But Zoe, what made you put on the

‘act’?  Why—"
“Varenka. Tolstoy's Varenka. This
man wanted to marry her, and they

would have been wonderfully happy, but
he was afraid of marriage. He was
thinking only of himself, and no one
gave him a push to make him think of
her, of making her happy, and what it
could mean to them both. Just like you

and Dan. 1,” Zoe concluded happily,
“pushed.”
“But—1 don’'t want an unwilling

love, a forced love,” Mary cried out sud-
denly. “l want a love like yours and
my father’'s. ... Do you think it's fair,
to trick a man as we've tricked Dan?”

“You make him happy and forget
about the trickery,” Zoe said sternly.
“You speak of your father and me—
what a time | had with him! He thought
I was too young for him, he thought I'd
miss the stage, he thought all sorts of
things, yet | was sure he cared for me.
| had to get stranded here in a bad play
and convince him I'd starve if he didn't
do something about me. To cinch
things,” she said plaintively, “1 think 1
fainted.”

“Zoe, you devil!” And Mary was
laughing wildly in Zoe's arms.
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A moment later Mary stole down
the stairs and made her way cautiously
toward the side door. Why hadn't she
been able to guess that Zoe was only pre-
tending her subtle little cruelties? Zoe,
who was selfless enough to spend miser-
able hours at the rink just to help her
little stepdaughter learn to skate; who
was thoughtful enough to reipember that
it was chocolate cake that an orphaned
child loved most! Zoe, a woman who
enjoyed appearing at her best, but who
had, tonight, exaggerated all her Jittle
weaknesses and vanities to appear at her
worst—playing the villain so that she,
Mary, could play the heroine. All the
time Zoe seemed to be seeking attention
herself she was actually throwing a spot-

(Continued from page 62)

the way he always did when he was wor-
ried. “l guess you could manage here,
all right,” he said, finally. “Maybe bet-
ter, that way. Maybe Carol could stay
with you. Certainly no fun for you, chas-
ing all over the country after me. Hard-
ly expect you to go through all that grief
again. No reason both of us should.
Anyway, | might go across, in a couple
of months. At least you'd have this.”

That was what she meant. She'd
have this. It was so hard to explain—
her feeling about their home. Before
they had it, she always had felt so in-
adequate—incomplete, as if they were
only half married, and she were only
half a wife.

It wasn't because she loved Lee any
less, that she couldn’t bear to leave, this
lime. Their life was being wrecked
again, but she absolutely wouldn't let

the Army take away their home! She
could save that much.
They were standing there, a few

feet apart, just looking at each other,
when the door opened and Carol bounced
in, then stopped abruptly.

“Ding!” Carol said. “Round one.
Both fighters come out slugging.”
“Hi, cutie,” Lee said.

“Now kiss and make up,” Carol ad-
monished.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Martha told
her.

“You won't!  Well, I'll kiss him
and make up,” and she did, on tiptoe,
leaving a red patch of lipstick on his
chin. Lee put an arm around her, and
squeezed.

He used to call me “cutie,” Martha
thought, in sudden anguish. Or “baby.”
He used to squeeze me that way, and act
rough, while being really tender.

Not that she was jealous. How
could she be, of her little sister? It
always had pleased her, that Carol liked
Lee so much. Carol was only seventeen,
so young and foolish. That's why Lee
treated her as he did.
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light on me, Mary thought, wonderingly.
Dan would never have realized he loved
me—except for Zoe. Crazy, marvelous
Zoe! If she cared for someone she would
do whatever she could for them. She
was wonderful.

The old childish prayer returned:
/1 1 could only be like Zoe. But she was
not thinking now of the shining hair, of
the eyes or the voice; she was thinking
of her kindness, her understanding of
another person’s heart. Maybe some day
she would learn to be a little like Zoe.

She was out the door now, and into
the soft spring night, and she started to
run, forgetting about Zoe, because she
could see Dan waiting beside the spruce

tree. . The End
“No fight.” Lee said. “Just bad
news. Army’s calling me up.”
“Oh, no! You mean they really
are? Oh, Sis! I'm sorry.” And she

put her arms around Martha.

“I've just got until the twenty-sev-
enth.” Lee said. “Not a lot of time to
get things in order. Still, Camp Mays
is not so far. | guess the outfit will be
there a while, for training.”

“Oh, Sis, honey!” Carol said. “Don’t
you worry. You can go, too, and look
after him.”

But that was just what she couldn’t
do! Martha felt the tears welling up.
She shook her head, and turned her face
away. “Not this time,” she sobbed. “I
can't—this time!”

“What do you mean?”
“Why not?”

“We've got the house now,” Lee ex-

Carol said.

plained. “It's a kind of responsibility.
All our stuff. Martha's flowers—"
“Flowers! Furniture!” Carol sound-
ed shocked. “Good gravy! What's a
house?”
“It's a lot,” Martha said, dabbing
at her eyes. “When you don’t have any,

and want one, and don't know whether
you'll ever have it.”
“Oh, Lordy!” Carol said.

L ee had to go back downtown, and
Martha went home with Carol to tell her

parents.

“You poor lamb!” Mrs. McReady
said. “It does seem you've had more
than your share of trouble. | suppose

there’s no help for it now, but he might
have had more consideration, for you.”

“What do you expect him to do?”
Mr. McReady objected. “Somebody has
to straighten out the mess we've got our-
selves into.”

“Mom, she's
“She’s not going!”
understand it.

“1 think she’'s being very sensible,”
her mother said.

“Who wants to be sensible?” Carol
scoffed. “When things aren’'t sensible?
If 1 had a husband, do you think I'd let
anything keep me away from him? In

nuts,” Carol said.
Carol still couldn’t

a pig’'s eyel!”

“Carol!” Mrs. McReady said. “Such
language.”

“Well, I wouldn't. We'd dig us a

foxhole for two, and be foxes.”

But Carol didn’t know. It was dif-
ferent when you were young and silly.
Martha had felt the same way once.
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Carol didn't realize what it was like, to
live around those camps. Live! It wasn't
living at all. Mostly, one sat and waited.
What' Lee called “sweating it out.” Carol
didn't know about guard details, and
extra duty, and overnight marches and
maneuvers.

“Of course she'll stay,” her mother
said. “And move in with us. You can
have the large bedroom, Martha.”

“Oh, no, Mother!” Martha said.
“I'm going to stay home, where | be-
long.”
“In that house, alone?
Nonsense!”

“Now, don’t crowd her, Mother,”
Mr. McReady said. “Nights aren’t any
worse than days.”

“1 simply won’t hear of it,” Mrs.
McReady said. “Not alone, at night.”

“Nothing to prevent Carol keeping
her company, is there?” he wanted to
know.

“Oh, goody!” Carol said. “Sis, we
can have fun. Throw a party. A real
whing-ding.”

“Carol!”

At night?

her mother said.

The station platform was a scene
from an old nightmare, only she couldn’t
wake up and make it go away. Lee
would shake hands with her father, kiss
her quickly, and swing aboard the dirty
old train.

Surely once should have been enough

—once in one lifetime. But this just
kept on.

“Take care of yourself, sweetie,”
Lee said. “I'll be all right. Call you

from camp, soon as we pull in.”

An echo! A mocking echo, that
had lingered here for ten years, in this
dingy old station.

“It isn’'t like the last time. Not as
if 1 didn't know the ropes. No tough

sergeants, pushing me around. I'm the
tough sergeant.”

It wasn’'t like the first time, in an-
other way. She could let him go then,
and feel some pride, along with the hurt;
she had expected to join him, and did.
This time, there wouldn’t be any join-
ing. This time, too much was demanded
of her. She felt cheated. But also she
felt a sense of guilt. Did he really un-
derstand? Did he think that she had let
him down?

Carol thought so— Carol, who had
come with them, to see him off— Carol,
with her arms around his neck, kissing
him, just as if he belonged to her.

“Practically certain we'll be there
a month or two, before we ship any-
where,” Lee said. “This outfit needs a
lot of training. [I'll wangle a furlough
and come home, very first chance.”

She couldn’t speak—not any of the
words that cried out to be said. Lee’s
cheerful reassurances were superficial
and forced and hollow. Whatever he
felt, he glossed it over with trite admoni-
tions.

“Take care.

Be good. Don't wor-

ry-"
Y Her heart was a wisdom tooth, shot
full of novocain, and pulled. The empty
place ached.

She hardly felt his kiss. His arms,
suddenly holding her possessively, were
as suddenly gone. Then the bell on the
engine began to clang, and the Legion
band, back on the platform, started to
blare again.

The train jerked, backward, for-
ward, and slid away, while disembodied
heads bobbed in half-raised windows,
and protruding arms waved grotesquely.
Then the coaches disappeared, one by

one, swallowed up in a curtain of dark
smoke.

“Darn it,” Carol said.
blow my nose.”

“Well,” her father added, inade-
quately, “1 guess I'd better take you girls
home.”

Carol stopped off with Martha, while
their father drove on home. They did
the luncheon dishes, that there hadn’t
been time to do, then sat in the living
room, which suddenly seemed so empty.

“1 don't get it,” Carol said. “Don’t
you love Lee any more?”

“Of course | do,” Martha defended,
with heat. She did, too. More all the
time, and resented any implication that
she didn't

“You sure don’t let it show much.”

“You can love somebody without
being— demonstrative about it, I guess.”

“Not me,” Carol said. “l want to
demonstrate. That's the part that's fun.”

“You don't understand,” Martha told

“I've got to

her.

“About what?” Carol demanded.

“Why—about life.”

“Who wants to understand it? |
just want to live it.”

So did Martha want to live it. But
how could she, when the living always
was being interrupted; when she could
live it only in little snatches?

In midafternoon, Carol went home
to get her toothbrush and pajamas, and
Martha began cleaning out the guest-
room cupboard. There were some boxes
on a high shelf, and one of them fell off.
It broke open as it struck the floor, and
its contents scattered.

She saw an identification card, with
her picture stapled to it—a pass to a post
commissary, backs of used-up ration
books, a bundle of letters, from which
the ribbon had come loose. Lee's let-
ters to her, when he first went away, be-
fore she joined him!

Lee had written to her two or three
times a week, faithfully. Would he do
that, now? Such wonderful letters, some
of them. Just handling his letters seemed
to soothe the ache in her heart.

This one called her “sweet thing,”
and this one “dear plum pudding.” Oth-
er lines caught her attention:

. overnight march, in the rain.
Slept in a pup tent, and nearly froze.
Have the world?s worst cold, and used
up all my handkerchiefs.

She had felt so sorry for him, and
so worried, that she borrowed her moth-
er's pinking shears, cut up some old
sheets, and sent him fifty handkerchiefs
that could be used and thrown away.
He'd used them, too, and saved his good
ones.

That reminded her, sharply, of the
time he came down with pneumonia, and
had to go to the station hospital. Hadn't
Lee always been subject to chest colds?
What if be didn't take care of himself?

There was the time he fractured a
rib, on the obstacle course, and the Army
took X-rays. But they shipped him out
that night, to another camp, and the rib
healed before the X-rays ever caught up.

We fall out before daylight, and line
up in the road, while a one-eyed sergeant,
with ulcers, calls the roll. He picks out
half a dozen for the latrine detail, and



the garbage detail, and three or four to
sweep and scrub the barracks, so every-
body tries to get behind everybody else.
That guy has only one eye, but he never
misses me!

Poor darling! Well, he wouldn’t
have to scrub latrines or barracks now.
He could order somebody else to do it

Fifty men in this barracks. and three
mirrors, for shaving. Fancy ones. Stain-
less steel—not glass. Only somebody
tried to polish them with sand soap, so
now they aren't mirrors. Guy might cut
his throat, using those things to shave.

Fifty men in one room! That was
what Lee had hated most about the Army
—the lack of privacy. How grateful he'd
been to have any sort of place to come
to, when he finally got permission to live
off the post.

That shanty they had, near the wa-
terfront. She’d made curtains of mos-
quito net, and set little sea shells in the
windows— colorful little ones that she
found on the oily, littered strip of shore.

“Why, it's wonderful, sweetie,” he'd
said. “It's like home.”
Home! It was a terrible place.

H ere was the letter he'd written
after she’d asked him if she ought to
come; when she was afraid they'd ship
him overseas soon.

I wouldn’'t ask a dog to live in this
place, but if you want to come, maybe
we can find something passable. After
all, / hate to stop living, before | have
to, war or no war. . . .

Stop living! That was the awful
part. You couldn't, until you were really
dead. You wanted to stop, and start
back where you left off. but things only
rushed on past, and you never could
really get back.

(Continued from page 47)
posed to be. But he stifles every impulse
to consult with his wife, or defer to her
judgment for fear she will think he has
lost his grip on the family.

There is probably not a man in a
carload who enjoys trying to live this
manifold hoax of Superhandyman, Super-
financier, Superlover, Superathlete and
Superboss. Left to himself, he might
have abandoned the whole project long
ago. But the social pressures which have
forced him into the mold of an obsolete
Superman leave him neither the time nor
the initiative to consider his plight. He
and his wife continue to dance a mad
mazurka to a tune called by the far-flung
salesmen of our culture.

The time is ripe for our hero to
take a long lunch hour some day, find a

Redbook Magazine September 1951

. Besides, it isn*t fust somewhere
to park a toothbrush and sleep that |
want; it's you, sweetie.

Sudden tears blurred the rest of it.
Martha dropped the letters into the box
and left them there. Soothe! They
made her feel worse! She twisted her
fingers together, to stop their trembling.
She walked the floor.

She stood in the middle of the liv-
ing room and looked at her beautiful
things—the rugs, her piano, the tele-
vision set, the sofa and chairs that they
had selected together; she looked, and
felt no joy in them.

In the glass-enclosed sun porch, she
looked at her flowers—trusting little
things, that depended upon her. Now
she almost resented them. Weren't they
really demanding little tyrants that stole
her time?

Home! Was this home? It should
be, and it wasn't. She had no home,
and she knew it. Not any more. Might
never have!

As she turned away, she heard the
front door open, and met Carol coming
in. Carol stopped and stared.

“Golly!” she said. “Are you ill?
You look like you just swallowed a fly,
or something.”

“Carol,” Martha said,
I wanted to keep it, but
Then she began to cry.

“Are you batty?” Carol demanded.

“I'm going, Carol. Just as soon as
he gets there. As soon as he calls. If
we can't find any place, | guess we can
get a tent—or just dig a foxhole—and
be foxes!”

She knew, now, that she had tried to
save the wrong thing. Home! That
took two. All she had was a house. It
wasn't a house she wanted, nor the fur-
niture. It was Lee!

“Goody!” Carol
you pack.”

“I've lost it!
I've lost it!”

said.  “I'll help

. The End

quiet beer joint without a television set,
and ponder his plight. A few minutes’
thought will inevitably lead him to throw
off his shackles and settle down to being
himself.

He would observe that sex. like the
garment industry, has come a long way
since the cave man. Then he could stop
acting like Alley Oop and make love to
suit himself and his wife with amazingly
pleasant results.

He might decide to save some of his
strength for fighting his way through
crowded busses, playing with the chil-
dren, and making a living, instead of
throwing it away on athletic tours de
force.

There is no reason for a Twentieth-
Century man to pretend he’s living in a
thatched-roof cottage stuck together with
his own special mud. He might conclude
that there’s nothing wrong with putter-
ing, but it's not essential.

He might stop pretending to out-
Morgan Morgan, and when he considers
his role as family dictator he will admit
that it makes him intensely uncomfort-
able.

In short, he might stop acting like
second cousin to neolithic man and make
the most of the fact that he was born in
the Twentieth Century. . The End
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where character is formed

In historic Shenandoah Valley. Fully
accredited—Army's highest rating.
Academic, bus.” courses. Modern
fireproof bldgs Fine health record.
Separate Jr. school. For catalogue:
Write Superintendent. Box R-9
Staunton, Virginia.

BASIC COURSE RESERVE OFFICER TRAINING
by U. S. Army Instructors

Fishburne Military School

Continuously accredited since 1897. Grades 8-12. 73rd
Year. Comprehensive individualized counseling. ROTC,
highest Army rating. Varied activities programs for all.
Non-profit. For catalog and “A Cadet Letter.” address:
Col. Morgan H. Hudgins, Box R-l, Waynesboro, Virginia.

Greenbrier Military School £0?

Accredited Lower School. High School. Junior College. Mod
._Health conditions ideal.
0 feet. Complete athletic_ program. Summer
. Visitors welcome. For Catalog & "Evidence.” address:
Colonel D. T. Moore, Registrar, Box R. Lewisburg, W. Va.

Tennessee Military Institute
Recognized as one of America's really good schools. Grades
8-12.” Over 90% of graduates enter college. Small, friendl
classes. High scholastic standards. All “sports, golf, poo
ROTC. Mild climate, near Smoky Mts. 78th year. Catalog.
Col. C. R. Endsley, Supt., Box 182. Sweetwater. Tenn.

Castle Heights Military Academy
Sr. Unit R.O.T.C. High School, separate Jr. School. Pre-
pares for College and Gov't. Academies. 17 modern bldgs.
Endowed. Swimming pool, golf, aV|at|on Summer School.
Camp. Non-profit. For catalog and " 22 Points,” address:
Col. H. R. Armstrong. Pres., Lebanon (near Nashvllls) Tenn.

SPECIAL

SCHOOLS

For maladjusted children whose emotional problems retard
ability to learn. Complete program of special education and
individual guidance. Helps the child achieve an emotionally
mature role in society. Combined school and clinical facil-
ities with resident staff. Pre-school through adolescent.
Beautiful estate-like surroundings.
HELENA T. DEVEREUX, Director
santa Barbara, California Devon. Pennsylvania

Write John M. Barclay, Registrar, Devon, Pa. for Catalog and Details

H H €
The Elwyn Training School J|
America’'s oldest private school for retarded children. Com-
plete care, tralnln% and education under medical supervi-
sion. Faculty of manual, physical and musical educa-
tion with scclal tralnlng and sports program. Address: E.
Arthur Whitney, M. D. Supt., Box R, Elwyn, DelawareCo.,Pa.

Is Your Child Improving?
Retarded children require medical treatment, training and
individual instruction. Investigate our methods and results.
Beautiful eBtate.

Marydell School, Langhorne, Pa.

The Brett School

In the foothills of the Pocono Mountains, 70 miles from
New York City. Intensive, fghly individualized personal
training for a small group of girls over 5 years of age.
Special teaching techniques. For information address:
Catherine R. Brett, M.A., Director, Dingmans Ferry, Pa.

Bellevue School

A private year ‘round boarding school for exceptional

children. Homelike atmosphere. Healthful climate. Indi-

vidual instruction. Speech correction. Occupational therapy.
Mrs. Leah Knoche James, Box R, Hollins, Va.

Stewart Home School
For Retarded Children, 59th year.
Private_home and school on beautiful 500-acre estate in

Blue Grass section. Cottage plan. Individual mental
and manual training. For illustrated folder, address:
John D. Stewart, Director, Box R, Frankfort. Ky.

These schools invite requests for catalogues and information.

soutnen\ schools
MILITARY

FORK UNION ACADEMY

Our ONE SUBIJECT PLAN of Study
has Increased Honor Roll_ students 50 %,
Develops concentration. Fully accredited,

C Highest Rating. 16 Mod¥rn Bldgs., 2
beautiful ‘gyms, pool, splendid environment,
excellent record. Upper _ School
rades 8- 13 Sinior Sencol £ Separate

s., housemothers. For One Subject Plan

and Catalog, write
Dr. J. C. Wicker. Box 409, Fork Union, Va.

Hargrave Military Academy

Spiritual, physical and intellectual progress is assured
by an experienced Christian faculty who constantly study
each boy's needs and adapts his program to his require-
ments. Accredited College Prep & Jr. School. Tuition $900.
Catalog: Col. Joseph H. Cosby, Pres., Box R. Chatham, Va.

Georgia Military College

Accredited Junior College. High School grades 8-12. 72nd

year. Modern e(1u|pment Personal guldance Sports. Mili-

tar?/ Junior College; Senior ROTC. Moderate cost. Quar-

terly registration.” Fall term Sept. 11. Write for catalog.
Col. R. H. Thorne. Box R. Milledgeville, Ga.

Riverside M ilitary Academy

Oumtandinlq record. R.O.T.C. inter at Hollywood-by-
the-Sea. Florida. All athletics. Separate school for younger
boys. Progress guaranteed. Reasonable all-inclusive school
fee. For complete illustrated Catalog, address

Gen. Sandy Beaver, Pres., Box 409-R, Gainesville, Ga.

Georgia Military Academy
Senior R.0.T.C.—Highest Government Rating—Accredited
—Junlor College—Prep. School—Separate Junior School—
mi. from Atlanta—Winter and Summer School—Mild
CllmatefModerate Rates.
Col. W. B. Brewster,

SCHOOLS

Pres., College Park, Ga.

The Kolburne School ESRKJFSK

Education and tr: ng adapted to individual needs. Effec-
tive speech correction. Concentration developed. Social and
behavior improvement. Companionship, home life, recrea-
tion. Accredited. Beautiful estate, one hour from N.Y.C.
L. L. Kolburne, M. A. Princ., Norwalk 7, Conn. Tel .8-3519

Fair Oak, Formerly Hopelands

A country school, beautifully located, for children who
have failed in regular school, and for very young children
who need special help. SWlmmlng, riding, etc. Est. 1924.
The Director
Newport.

Box 124 Rhode Island

Binghamton Training School

For retarded children. Pre-school, school and special
training groups. Home-like cottage plan. Individual, well-
rounded program under trained supervision. Est. 1881.
Dr. W. H. Boldt, Director. 116 Fairview Ave., Bingham-
ton, New York.

Soundview School

For mentally retarded. Ages: 5 through adult. Founded

1919. Lie. N. Y. State Dept. Mental Hyg. 35 mil6és N. Y.

C. Individual loving care and attention. Social living

taught. Music and play, arts and crafts, activity program.
Joseph I. Melcher, Dir., Yorktown Heighls. N. Y.

The Bancroft School

Specialized individual training for the unusual or retarded
child. All school subjects and advantages. Recreation.
Sports. Social training. Understanding care. Medical and
psychiatric supervision. Est. 1883.

Jenzia C. Cooley, Prin., Haddonfield, N. J.

Box 395,

The schools listed here under the heading
“Special Schools” are independent schools
which meet the needs of children who do
not adjust well to the usual school pro-
ram. Among these announcements you will
nd the school which meets the needs of
the child who is emotionally insecure, the
child whose behavior patterns deviate from
the normal, as well as schools in various
areas for subnormal children.

Averett College

Accredited Junior College for girls. Liberal arts, music,
art. speech and dramatics, merchandlsln% secretarial, med-
ical sec'l, physical education, home ec. Planned social pro-
ram. Modern bui ngs. year. Endowed. Catalog.
urtis Bishop, Litt.D.. 406 W. Main St., Danville. Va.

Virginia Intermont

Fully accredited Junior College and 2 yrs. h School
for girls. Music, Art. Dramatics, Journalism. Ra io, Home
Ec., Phys. Ed., Secretarial, Liberal Arts. Ri g, swim-
mlng ounded’ 1884. .Moderate rates. All sports. Catalog.
R. L. Brantley. Ph.D.. Pres., Box 145. Bristol. Va.

P mf‘f ny U n | An old Virginia school for ?irls
u x | in the famods Shenandoah Valley.
Accredlted 4 years hlgh school.

Two years college. Liberal
arts, fine arts, secretarial, music. Happy social life. Spa-
cious grounds. All sports. 'Indoor and outdoor pools. Private
stable, riding rings. Write for catalog.

Wm. B. Gates. Pres. ,Box R-519, ParkStation, Waynesboro, Va.

|ne rn ono ull credited Jr. Coll, .and
” 5 \S{ ﬁ g §om yr. Vllrglnla
tradltlons Llheral Arts Secretarlal Merchandlslng, Home-
making, Art. Radio. Music. Dramatlcs Speech. "Physical
Ed., Dancing. Each room has connectlng bath. 327 acres,
Iake indoor pool. Riding. All sports. Write for literature.
Wm. T, Martin. President, Box R, Bristol, Virginia

Greenbrier College fi,

the southern manner. 2 yrs. H.8. 2 yrs. Standard College
work. Art. Music, Dramatic Art. Secretarial. Coordinated
social, recreational, athletic programs. Modern fireproof
student residence hall. Address:

French W. Thompson, Pres., Box R-51, Lewisburg, W. Va.

Achldl/ Hnll Grades 8-12. Accredited college
M Sniey noil preparatory and general courses
for girls in atmosphere of historic Southern culture. Excel-
lent depts. of music, art and dramatics. Mild climate,
year round outdoor sports: riding, pool. Write for catalog.
William s. Piper. Jr.. Director, Box R. Charleston 15, S.C.

SOVTHHEST EHN SCHOOLS

Judson School for Boys
Arizona ranch school with high scholastic slandlng in
warm, dry climate. Riding, polo, tennis, swimming, trips.
Balanced schedule of studies and recreation. Boys 6 to 18.
College accredited. Booklet. J. R. Field and H. R. Wick.
Directors. Box 1431, Phoenix, Arizona.

TVTOHING SCHOOLS

Searing Tutoring Schools

Individual instruction in all academic subjects. Remedial
reading and speech correction; typing and ‘shorthand. Day
or evenln? At home or school. Boarding dept, in Bedford
Hills. Telephone N. Y .: Plaza 5-5088, or Mt. Kisco 4756.
22 East 60th St., New York 22 or Bedford Hills, New York

The Tutoring School of New York

Complete college preparatory programs
Validating tests in all subje
Individual instruction exclusively. 28th year at
74 East 55th St.. N. Y.. Request Catalog. PL.5-6666

HOME STVDY

YOU CAN EDUCATE f
YOUR CHILD AT HOME >»

Kindergarten through 9th grade. Mothers can give their
children a sound, modern education with Calvert "School-
at-Home” courses. Easy-to-follow instructions. Guidance
bg Calvert teachers. All" lessons, books provided. Used by
90.000 children. Stfidents transfer to other schools success-
fully. Start any time. Unique Crafts Course. Catalog. Give
child's age and school grade.

CALVERT SCHOOL 659 E. Tuscany Rd. Baltimore 10, Md.

We submit this group for the consideration
of parents who are faced with the problems
of a child who is "different.” We will wel-
come letters of inquiry and will gladly
answer questions about these schools. Write
directly to those which interest you for full
information. For suggestions, address: The
Director, Educational Department, Red-
book Magazine, 230 Park Avenue, New
York 17, N.Y.

In writing for catalogues, please mention REDBOOK.
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A pioneer in personal attention
to the individual boy.
Small classes, flexible programs, accelerated
progress. College preparation. Experienced
faculty. Graduation Jan., June, Sept. Sum-
mer Session. Junior School. Athletics for
all. Spacious campus.

A. R. SHERIFF, Headmaster, Cheshire, Conn.
College Preparatory School for Boys.
fVIIITUru Famous for its Teaching, since 1916.

Successful preparation Tor leading colleges. Grades 8-12.
Very small classes develop superior study habits, cover
more ground. Optional acceleration: compléete 1% years in
12 months. Graduate January. June, or September. Full
sports program. Wm.D. Pearson, Headmaster, Milford 3, Conn.

Worcester Academy

personal guidance based on individual needs. Development
of character & personality as important as scholastic stand-
ing. Worcester has recognized the individuality of boys thru
117 yrs. of service. Day & boarding. Grades 9-12. Paul K.
Phillips, Hdm., Worcester Academy, Box R, Worcester, Mass.

| n renn fftllon o Accredited Junior College for
UlbOn VtU lieye young women. A.A
grees Liberal arts, art, secretarial science, medical secre—
tarial, humemaklng, fashion merchandlslng, medical tech-
nulogy Also intensive one-year secretarial course. Sports.
Lakeside campus. Dormitories. Catalog.
G. R. Larson. 1450 Whitney Ave., New Haven 14, Conn.

MacDuffie School for Girls ff/e

preparatory with an outstanding record in college accept-
ances. Expert faculty, small classes, study techniques. In-
formal. co-operative. Cultural advantages New athletic
field, gymnasium. Sports. .Moderate rate. Catalog. Address:
Director. MacDuffie School, Springfield 5. Mass.

Howard Seminary Year

Accredited college preparatory and general courses for girls.
Grades 9-12. music, dramatics, secretarial. Small
classes, fnendly almos here, attention to individual needs.
All sports riding. oderate fee. Catalog. Mrs. Vida B.
Clough, Director, Box 16, West Bridgewater, Mass.

JUNIOR COLLEGE
Co-Educational-Associate Degree
LIBERAL ARTS: BUSINESS ADMINIS-
TRATION, Merchandising, Secretarial.
Medical Secretarial: HOME ECONOMICS:
ART. Advertising, Fashion Design and
lllustration. Interior Decoration, Arch,
and Eng. Drafting; ACADEMY: COLLEGE
PREP.. Refresher. GUIDANCE program,
small classes. All SPORTS, pool, beauti-
ful campus, traditional atmosphere. 1 hr
from Boston. Moderate rates. For Catalog

W. R. GARNER, Pres., FRANKUN MASS

BROOKSIDE SCHOOL

in the Berkshires. Established 1927
Encourages and develops Special Interest in
each child which leads to_a happier and better life.
Friendly, progressive guidance for every problem
of _your _boy or girl; ages 5 to 18. Small classes.
utoring, shops, gardening, land and water
sports, riding, skiing, music. A beautiful estate

with private lake. For Booklet, address
DR. 1. M. ALTARAZ, Headmaster
Box R, Great Barrington, Mass

THe BemeAt o ol  Byndu Cirlsodfidd

boarding school in historic Deerfield. Mass. Thorough
academic training and preparation for leading secondary

schools. Small classes. Excellent supervision. Art and
Music. Personal care. Katharine F. Bartlett and Mary
Harriman Drexler. Directors, Box R. Deerfield. Mass.

The Merricourt School

An Episcopal country boarding school for 35 boys and
girls. Grades 1-8. Pre-preparatory. Homelike environment.
Sports, extra-curricula programs. 26th year. 8 weeks sum-
mer camp. Visit, write or phone New Britain 3-3209.

The Reverend Marsden R. Whitford, Hdmr.. Berlin, Conn.

Hampshire Country School

East Itindge, N. Il. Individualized program for superior
boys & girls 8 to 15. Diagnostic study of students whose
progress is blocked by emotional conflicts. Therapeutic ac-
tivities & consultations. Strong class work. Remedial tutor-
ing. Informal home life. 60 mi. from Boston. H. C. Patey. Dir.

St. Johnsbury Academy

An endowed school for boys and girls featuring thorough
college preparation. Secretarial tra . Home Economics.
Art, Music. Strong guidance program. Grades 9-12. Tui-
tion $850. Winter sports stressed. Summer Session. Cata-
log. Elwin H. Twombly, Principal, St. Johnsbury 4. Vt.
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These schools invite requests for catalogues and information.

SCHOOL

Mi DOLE

NYMA

The School of Distinction

develops your boy’'s mind,
body, character, leader:
ship. Graduates success-
ful 'in_all leading colleges.
Experienced facultx/ indi-
ual attention arsity
and intramural sports;
swimming pool, tennis,
olf. Infantry, Cavalry,
rtillery, Band. Junior
School. “Send for illus-
trated catalogue and View
Book.

Established 1889 - ROTC
New York Military Academy

16 Academy Avenue
Cornwall-on-Hudson, N. Y.

e ek sk ill
MILITARY ACADEMY
118th year. Successful preparation for all
colleges. Fully accredited. i-eekskill Builds

Health. Mental Growth. Social Development.
Non-Profit. Military of highest gov't rating.
Small classes. Swim pool. Separate Junior School
4th grade up. Housemother. Mention grade &
interests when writing lor Catalog. Apply at once.
HEADMASTER, BOX 409, PEEKSKILL, N.Y

A Friends School. Grades 8-12. Ac-
oakWOOd credited college preparatory and general
courses. Coeducational. Emphasis on cultural appreciation,
skillful guidance. Supervised work program. Sports. Beau-
tiful country location, 70 miles from New York City. Mod-
erate rates. 155th year. Catalog. William W. Clark,
Principal, Oakwood School. Box 18. Poughkeepsie. N. Y.

MI1O-W KSTEKX SCHOOLS

Culver Military Academy

Breparallon for leading colleges High scholastic standards.
evelops in ve, stamina, poise, courtesy, character.

Exceptional fa es. Artillery. Cavalry, Infantry. Senior
Basic ROTC. Band. Leadership training. All Sports.
Catalog. 98 Pershing Drive, Culver, Ind.

Howe Military School academic

ng in spiritual environment. Accredited preparatory,
siness courses. Potential Achievement Rating gives eaeli
bog individual goal. Small classes. Junior school. Senior
TC. Sports for all. Episcopal. Est. 1884. Catalog.
Burrett B. Bouton, M.A., 519 Academy Place. Howe, Ind.

Ohio Military Institute

Brings out the best in_your boy. Large faculte/ small classes.
Lower school for boys 7-: Upper school cerfi fies to colleges.
Wooded 52-acre campus. ngh healthful location. 120th year.
All sports, band, orch., rifle clubs. Moderate tuition. rite:
5559 Belmont Avenue, College Hill, Cincinnati 24. 0.

Western Military Academy

Faculty accepts great responsibility for academic success.
Our teachers inspire self-confidence and awaken interest.
Prepares for all colleges. Grades 8-12. Athletics, social
program. Riding. Pool.” Senior ROTC. 73rd year. Near St.
Louis. Catalog: Col. R. L. Jackson, Box R-9, Alton, Illinois

Onarga Military School
5th gr. up. Individual College Preparation. Fully Accred-
ited.” Teaches How to Study. Free tutoring. ~ Business
Courses. Vocational Guidance.” Character first! Gymnasium
and Pool. 85 miles S. of Chicago. Catalog.—

Col. L. R. Bittinger. Box R. Onarga. lllinois.

. .

St. John's Military Academy

Graduates in 135 colleges, service academies. Accredited.

Small, conference-type classes. Highest War Dept, ratlng

Modern buildings. Sports include golf, flying, riding.

Wisconsin's Land o’'Lakes. Episcopal. Est. 1884. Catalog.
191 De Koven Hall, Delafield, Wisconsin

Wentworth Military Academy
72nd Yr. 4 Yr. High School. Separate 2 Yr. College.
Sr. ROTC, CAA Flying. All accredited. Heart ~of
America. Large G>m. Indoor pool. All Sports. Riding
Marksmanship” country Club. 'Summer School Catalog
Col. J. M. Sellers, 191 Wash. Place, Lexington, Mo.

Missouri Military Academy

and separate Junior School. 63rd year. 4th grade thru high
school. Fully accredited. R.O.T.C. Friendly and inspiring
teachers. Complete guidance program. Al sport ndoor
pool. Riding. Golf. 30 acre lake. 5 athlet 0 acre
campus.Catalog.Col.C. R. Stribling, 391Mamst Mexlco, Mo.

PHOEESStOXAL SCHOOL

Lewis Hotel Training School

You can qualify In few months for a fascinating well-paid
hotel position. Classes now forming. Nationwide Placement
Service FREE of extra chaage 35th year. Write for FREE
Book today. Course approved for Veterans' Training. Lewis
Hotel Training School, Div. RTO-198. Washington 7. D. C.

DIRECTORY i

atlaxtmec

schools

~ EDUCATIONAL
TROUBLE SHOOTERS

1 pp Individualized Plan—
Each Student a Class
- - .yj For those with educational prob-
lems—successful college prepara-
I M tion and general education. Oyr
tests discover causes of difficulties
and we (1) devise Individualized
program to overcome difficulties:
(2) mane up lost time; (3) instill confidence; (4) teacli
effectively the art of concentration and the science of study.
Faculty 12; Enrollment SO; US years' experience
Write Edward R. Knight, PIi.D., Headmaster

OXFORD ACADEMY

~

Pleasantville, N. J.

PpHHI An endowed school. Boys_ thoroughly pre-
Ié]U Ul pared lor college and lor life. Fully accred-
ited. Junior School. Small classes, individual guidance. Ex-
}?enenced faculty. Public speaking course required. Sports.
wWo_ g>uis, pIaYlng fields, g pool. 240 acres. Summer
session. 49 miles NYC. 87lh year Catalog. Dr. carrol
Oscar Morong, Headmaster, Box 9-F, Hightstown, N. J.

Bordentown Military Institute

Fully accredited. College preparatory. Business and gen-
eral” courses. Outstanding record "of college entrance.
1t.0.T.C. Boys taugnt how to study. Near Trenton. Jr.
school. 70th “year. ummer session. ~Catalog.

Registrar, Box 289, Bordentown,

Carson Long

Boys' Military School. Educates the whole boy—physically,

mentally, morally. How to learn, how to labor, how to live.

Prepares for college, life or business. Character building

supreme. 115th gear Rates $7UJUU. Extras, about $270.00.
18. New Bloomfield, Pa.

New Jersey

Perkiomen School 77th year

The choice of discriminating parents interested |n educating

the whole boy. Fully accredited. Accelerated ct

medial reading. Intergraded extra-curricular actlvmes and

sports program for every boy. Non-sectarian. Grades 6-12.
Stephen R. Roberts, Pennsburg, Pa.

2-yr. Junior Col-
lege. 4-yr. Prepar-
atory School. Rec-
ognized by major
colleges, univer-
Liberal arts. Career
. Modern plant and

equlpment on 192 acre campus in Cumberland Valley.

Riding, golf, swimming pool. Trips. Social life. Connect-

ing shower baths in dormitory suites. Catalogue.

Dr. Sarah W. Briggs, President

Box R. Chambersburg, Pa.

Penn Hall,

Ellis Country School

For girls, grades 3-12. College preparatog/, art, music,
home “ee., sec'l. Accredited. Non-profit. Guidance. 3UU-ucre
campus, suburban Phila. Lower School. Sports, riding,
swimming. Summer School. Camp Eliis. Catalog.
Arnold E. Look, Ph.D.. Pres., Newtown Square 12, Pa.

The Hutchinson School

A country boarding school for children from 5 to 9. Health-
ful Location—Attractive and home-like. Reasonable rates.
Address:—Mrs. G. M. Hutchinson, Route 94, Box 367,
Newburgh, New York.

AHT & I1HItAHIATIC AHT

Ray-Vogue Schools

Coeducational, Professional Courses in Advertising, Com-
mercial Art, Photography, Window Dlsplae/ Dress Design.
Styling and Merchandising. Millinery, Fashion Illustra-
tion, Interior Decoration. Residence for girls. Dept. 609,
Ray-Vogue Schools, 750 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago II.

Chicago Academy of Fine Arts

Layout. Lettering; Commercial Art. Fashion, Magazine I1-
lustration; Dress Design, Interior Decoration; Cartooning,
Drawing, Palntlng—AI taught under World Famous Direct
Project Methods. Day, E Sat.. Sun. Classes. Write for
Free Catalog M. 18 South Mlchlgan Ave.. Chicago 3, lllinois.

Art Institute of Pittsburgh

Diploma courses—18 months—in commercial and fashion
iHus.. interior decoration, dress and millinery design. Post
rad, illustration. Practical individual instruction. any stu-
lent commissions. Own 8-floor building. 30th year. Catalog R.
Willis Shook. Dir., 635 Smithfield St.. Pittsburgh 22. Pa.

American Academy of Art

Practical courses in Commercial and Fine Art. Fashion
Illustration. Faculty with intern: nal reputations, indi-
vidual instruction. Fall term begins Sept. 4 Frank H.
Young, Dept. 29I, 25 E. Jackson Blvd., Chicago 4, III.

Central Academy Professional training in
i all branches of Adver-
of Commercial Art

'

»«th professional reputation. For illustrated catalog write
Jackson Grey Storey, Dir., Dept. R. 1647 Clayton St..
Cincinnati 6. O.

Ringling School of Art
Commercial Art. Fashion Arts, Interior Design. Faculty
of outstanding artists. Students use Ringling Museum and
Circus. Outdoor classes. Dormitories, Low cost. Write for
catalog and folder "In Florida Sunshine.”

George B. Kaiser, Jr.. Exec. Sec’y, Sarasota, Florida.

In writing for catalogues, please mention REDBOOK.
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X-HAY &

MEDICAL TECHNICIANS
are very well paid!

36 WEEKS OF INTENSIVE TRAINING
Will Qualify You For This Profession

Plan now to enroll... Thorough, prac-
tical courses. Medical Technician
Course. 36 weeks: Medical Secretary-

echnician. 44 weeks: X-ray, 12 weeks.

well equipped. Co-ed. Athletics. Girls'
Dormitory. Free Placement. Catalog.
Y 1900-W Lasalle A

Minneapolis 4, Minn.

in Medical Laboratory Tech-
nique (X-ray. Hematology, Urinalysis. Blood Chemistry.
Basal letabolism. _Cart |ograph'¥. Bacteriology. Serology
and Gastric Analysis.) Co-ed. Free placement. Certificate
granted. Attractive dormitory. Catalog.
Box W. 65 Anderson St.. Beacon Hill. Boston. Mass.

I School of Laboratory Technique, 30th
WIUUWUIII Vr Directed by Ur. K. B. H. Grad-
wnhl. the founder. Modern laboratories; exceptional X-Ray
division; co-ed. Graduates in best hospitals, laboratories
and doctors' offices. Demand for graduates exceeds supply.
Free placement. I>ay & Eve. Classes. Earn as you learn.
Free catalog. Dept. C-3514 Lucas Ave., St. Louis 3, Mo.

Northwest Institute of Medical

ToruUmnlinnx/ offers thorough, intensive course in

mci1i 1luiuy j clinical Laboratory technique in 9

months. X-Ray and ElectrocardiograEphy 3 months. Co-ed.

Graduates in~ demand. atalog. stablished 32 years.
3410 E. Lake St., Minneapolis 6. Minn.

AIHLIXE THAI XI1VI

Ward Airline Training

Stewardess—H(ﬂeg Intensive 6 weeks course for young
women ages - 2 Y]ears college or It. N. required.
Classes begin JUIK/I 30th. & September 17th. Write for
Booklet K™ 1010 Main Street. orcester. Massachusetts,
or New York Office: 545 Fifth Ave., Room 406.

REDBOOK"'S

LAItOHAT OItY SCHOOLS

SCHOOL

Franklin School of Science & Arts

offers unusually strong, complete and well balanced courses

in Medical Technology—12 months; X-Ray Technologglfe

months: Medical S_ecreta[?{shipfu months. "Unsurpassed in

struction and training facilities. Demand for graduates exceeds

supply. Free placement. CatalogR. 251 8.22ndSt.. Phila.3. Pa.
of Medical Technol%gy

[’j‘e“ mm Complete course in Lal Tech,

incl. Basal Met. & Electrocardiography. Reg. with Amer.
Med. Technologists. X-ray course 6 months. Criminology—
one year _incl. Fingerprinting & Modern Criminal investi-
ations. Co-ed—G.I. Apé)rove — Free Placement. New classes
ct. 1, 1951. Write: 49 Broadway, Asheville. N. C.

Chicago College of Laboratory

Complete course, including Medical and
Dental X-Ray. Big demand from hos-
pitals, doctors and clinics. Co-educational. Approved for
G. L. Training. Free Catalog.
Dept. B. 431 S. Wabash Ave.. Chicago 5. IlI.

Century College of g xray by
P bafes efo'r

Medical Technology ’\'E:rL £ pares, or

ern_labs supervised by physicians. Free placement service.
Write for catalog. Dept. D, 9 E. Ohio St., Chicago II, III.

ItCSI XESS & SECItETA It1.1L

H H Outstanding cretarial
Katharlne Glbbs training for iiigh school,
%rivate school graduates. Special course for college women.
esident facilities. Catalog: President's Secretar%, 90
Marlborough St.. Boston 16; 51 E._ Superior St.. Chicago
11; 230 Park Ave.. New York 17: 33 Plymouth St.. Mont-
clair. N. J.; 155 Angell St.. Providence 6. R. I.

ACCOUNTING & LAW

Eastern College of Commerce

[ ] Two-year Accounting (4 yrs. night)
Qth|I LOW  prepares for C.P.A. and Exec, positions.
Business Pre-Law. Complete law course. LL.B

dm., .
State accredited. Part-time jobs available. Catalog. Dept. R.
M. A. Clemens. Dean. 9 West Fayette St.. Baltimore I. Md.

AEItONACTICAL THAI VfVL
Aeronatical Technology Best Serves Your
Pilot and Specialist i i countrv & Y If
Master Mechanic @ Y ia t io n ountry & Yourse
The aviation industry urgently needs properly trained young men for essential civilian .
aviation positions. Embry-Riddle offers maximum training in minimum time. Fully Y rJ
accredited 8-mo. to 26-mo. courses in all aeronautical phases also aid rapid militarg j
advancement if cajled to armed forces. Thorough, practical instruction backed by 2! .
Ers, experience training today's aviation leaders.” Complete school campus. Be prepared. liddle
nroll now! Illustrated catalog, address: cfektfw

REGISTRAR. EMBRY-RIDDLE. DEPT.

MIAMI 30. FLA.

SCHOOL Of AVIATION

I*1f O f'KSSI OX.IL SCHOOL

| BECAME A
HOTEL HOSTESS™

Sara O'Farrell, Buyer,

Becomes Hostess-House-

keeper of Famous Hotel,

Without Hotel Experience
"After forty, employers
didn't want women ~my
age. | answered a Lewis
advertisement and en-
rolled. Although without
hotel experience | was
placed by Lewis School as Resort Hotel Host-
ess-Housekeeper, immediately after gradua-
tion. Now | am Hostess-Housekeeper of this
hotel, with a splendid salary, nicely fur-
nished room, the same meals guests enjoy. |
feel fortunate to find work | enjoy after 40'.”

“HOW

Can You Succeed
as Hotel Executive?

Did you ever sit in a hotel lobby, admire the
beautiful surroundings and say to yourself,
"I certainly would enjoy being an éxecutive
here.?” Have you ever envied a_hotel or club
manager as he went about his important,
always interesting duties? Perhaps you think
it would take years to "work up” 1o such a
position. Or. you are “"over 40"—and believe
you're too old to start. Neither is true!

Harry E. Roorbach, Veteran, Wins
Success as Hotel Executive
“In the hospital awaiting
discharge, | enrolled for
Lewis Training. After com-
?Ietm the course, Lewis in-
ormed me of an opening.
Now Night Manager in
Rochester's largest hotel.

Step Into A Well-Paid Hotel Position

Well-paid, important positions ever-increas-
ing opportunities and a sound, substantial
future await trained men and women in es-
sential hotels, clubs, restaurants, defense
housing and cafeterias, officers’ and service
clubs. Lewis graduates are "making good” in
59 different types of well-paid positions. Pre-
vious experience proved unnecessary in this
business, where you're not dropped because
you are over 40. FREE book describes this
fascinating field. It tells how you are regis-
tered FREE of extra cost in Lewis National
Placement Service. Mail coupon today!

These schools invite requests for catalogues and information.

Course approved for Veterans7 Training

LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOL ~ R 85U “j
Room TO-199, Washington 7. D. C. THftl
Send me. without obligation, your Free Book. I want ~
to know how to qualify for a well-paid position.

Name ol

iPlease print name and address)
I Address 1

DIRECTORY

SHOItTil AX 1l

SHORTHAND
IN 6 WEEKS

LEARN AT HOME- LOW COST

Write 120 words per minute. Age no obstacle
Famous Speedwriting shorthand system. No signs; no
symbols; no machines; uses ABC's. Easy to learn and
use. Fast preparation for a position. Nationally used
in leading offices and Civil Service; also by executives,
writers, speakers, lawyers, scientists, students at col-
lege. Over 100.000 taught by mail. The very low cost
will surprise you. Also typing. 28th Year.

WRITE FOR FREE BOOKLET TO

_ Trade Mark Icep. V. S. Pat. Off. _ir
V.Dept. 9609-1, 55 W. 42 St.,, N. Y. 18"

VItOEESSIOXAL SCIlIIOOLS

Build Your Career! Become an
Electrical Engineer

Major in Electronics or Power

-fc B. S. Degree in 36 Months
Military or practical academic_training evalu-
ated for advanced credit. Train for positions
in growing fields. 6 to 24-month technician
courses. 35.000 former students. A nonprofit
school. Write for free pictorial booklet,"Your
Career”, and 110-page catalog. State if World
War Il vet.

MILWAUKEE SCHOOL OF ENGINEERING
Dept. R-951 N. Broadway, Milwaukee, Wisconsin

ENGINEERING E5SM

|ND|ANA GREE. Aeronautical. Chemi-
TECHNICAL
COLLEGE

(Inc.television).
ov't approved _for
Earn hoard. Large
Students from 48

n !
G.l.'s. Low Trate.
industrial center
slates. 21 countries. Demand for grad-
uates. Enter Sept., Dec., March, June.
Write for catalog. 881 E. Washing-

ton Blvd.. Fort ayne 2. Indiana

Franklin Technical Institute

Two-year courses in industrial electricity & electronics,
industrial chemistry, mechanical & machine design, struc-
tural & architectural design, automotive service manage-
ment. electric wiring & maintenance. I-.vr. photography
course. 44th yr. Catalog. 21 Berkeley St., Boston 16, Mass.

TSy B.S. Degree in 27 months
Isri-Mate LOHege jn Merfg.. Civil. Elect..
(‘hem.. Aero.. Radio (Telev.) Engineering; Bus. Adm..
Acrt. Visit campus, see well equipped labs. Heavy demand
fur graduates. Placement Service. Prep, courses. Founded
1884. Enter Sept., Jan.. March. June. Low cost.

Write for Catalog. 391 College Ave., Angola, Ind.

SCHOOL OF 1I1IETETUS

Bea |.JIAHTM:»

IN ONE YEAR. Short Intensive
qualifies you for position as Dietitian in hotels, hos-
pitals. laboratories, schools, railroads, food tnfg. corps.,
dept, stores, etc. Day or Eve. Co-ed. Age no obstacle.
Licensed by N. Y. State. Faculty supervised residences.
Free Placement. Auk for Catalog” 2.

NEW YORK INSTITUTE OF DIETETICS
660 Madison Ave. (At 60th St.) N.Y. C., TEmpleton 8-8600

Course

IFTO»E STVO1

M S

LEARN AT HOME IN YOUR SPARE TIME!
Trained artists are capable_of earning $75.
and more a week. By our Eractlcal
method we teach youCOMMERCIAL ART. DE-
SIGNING and CARTOONING all INnONEcourse.
FREE_BOOK—"Art for Pleasure & Profit’’
describes training and opportunities in art.
STATE AGE. Veterans: Ask for “ Trial Plan.”
WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART
STUDIO 469A WASHINGTON S

In writing for catalogues, please mention REDBOOK.



REDBOOK'S COMPLETE SEPTEMBER 1951 NOVEL

ILLUSTRATED
BY AL TARTER

What can a girl do when the man who is the father of her child refuses
to marry her? Bonny, swept into sudden maturity, made the only
possible decision—knowing that although she could never escape her

guilt, she might some day find her way to happiness



Redbook’s Complete September 1951 Novel

Though she was small, she

had an assured and knowing

air which often led people to

believe she was older than her

eighteen years. She sat stiffly
on the straight-backed chair in the doctor’s office, her
hands folded tight in her lap where she hoped the doctor
would not see their trembling.

“Are you sure?” she said for the second time, know-
ing perfectly well that he was sure, just as she was sure
in spite of the fear that made her stubbornly hopeful.

“You are well into the second month,” the doctor
said. “But you are in fine shape. Nothing to worry
about.”

She stared at him, confused by his suavity and the
benign smile until she remembered he was not Dr.
Peters, whom she had known half her life, but a strange
doctor in a strange town who called her “Mrs. Tyler”
and believed it.

She twisted the dime-store wedding ring, bought for
the occasion, and bit back- her tears.

“Are there any questions you would like to ask?”

“1 guess not.” She stood up, pulling on the tweed
coat her stepfather had brought her from England only
three months ago. Three months ago, she hadn't even
met Ty. She'd been Elizabeth Bonsall of Holdridge,
Long Island, with not a care in the world.

In the reception room, the nurse handed her a card
with mrs. ty1er typed across it, and a date. The date,
she supposed, was the day the doctor expected her to
come back.

“Now if I may have your address,” the nurse said.

“I'm moving away,” Bonny stammered. She fumbled
in her purse. “I had better pay you now.”

“Did you tell the doctor?” the nurse said. “He
might be able to suggest a doctor where you're going.”

“I'm all lined up, thank you,” Bonny said quickly.

“That will be five dollars, then.”

Finally, she was out on the street. It was late after-
noon, the time when most offices were closing. People
milled past her, looking purposeful and intent. They,
she thought forlornly, knew where they were going.

She paused before a display mirror in one of the
store windows and unbuttoned her coat, but the doctor’s
verdict had wrought no damning change. If anything,
she had lost weight in this past worried month.

The sight of her car, a dark blue convertible, gave
her a fleeting sense of identity. She hurried toward it
and climbed behind the wheel. Out on the Parkway, she
pushed her foot down on the gas and switched on the
radio. Speed and sound! It had become important to
keep moving and to keep distracted.

“Now,” the anouncer said, “ Station KDX brings you
the sports news of the day,” and suddenly the car was
filled by a brisk, familiar voice. Ty! Bonny's heart
jumped crazily.

The day she first met Tyler McLaughlin had held
no premonition of enchantment. The 12th of May, 1949.
It had started off badly with her mother’'s announcement
at the breakfast table that she and Bonny's stepfather
planned a trip to Mexico that summer.

Always she had dreamed that some day they would
let her go along, whether it was to Europe or Mexico or
simply in to New York to the theater. Bonny held her
breath and prayed that this was to be the time, the ex-
ception that would prove that she was as loved and
wanted as she yearned to be. She hadn’t really wanted
to go with them and her half-brothers on the Canadian
camping trip, and she hadn’'t minded missing England
last winter, but in another month she would graduate

I h IS novel, like all other novels printed in Red-
book, is purely fiction and intended as such. It does not
refer to real characters or to actual events. If the name
of any person, living or dead, is used, it is a coincidence.

from a finishing school, and the summer loomed ahead
empty and planless.

“Your mother and | thought,” her stepfather said,
and Bonny, watching him, tried not to let the longing
show in her eyes, “that while we are gone you might like
to take some courses just in case you should change your
mind about college.”

“I'll not change my mind,” Bonny had managed to
say around the lump in her throat. “I've never wanted
to go. It would just be a waste of money, Lee Dad.”

He had started to retort, but her mother gave him
one of her “Please, darling, not now” looks, and he had
retreated behind the morning paper. Bonny sat numb-
ly pushing the egg on her plate into the shape of a star
and wished she had the courage to ask them to please
let her go with them just this once. But the very thought
brought a flush of shame to her cheeks, and the words
would not come..

“Is today Claire’s party?” her mother said, and
Bonny knew her mother guessed her wish and her inde-
cision and sought to distract her.

“Yes, it is,” Bonny said and pushed back her chair.
She knew she should be excited, happy. This would be
her first New York cocktail party, and she was staying
over the night with Claire and her husband, Frank, a
privilege she usually looked forward to, but a cloud
seemed to have settled over the day.

She arrived at Claire’s at noon, still feeling dreary.
“You look all in,” Claire commented. “Were you out
late last night?”

“It's one of my witches’ days.” Bonny managed a
smile. She couldn’t explain to Claire her disappoint-
ment over the trip. It would sound like so trivial a thing
to be sad about. She had never been able to talk to any
one about this left-out feeling. She didn't entirely un-
derstand the feeling herself. No one could have a more
generous stepfather than Lee Dad. He gave her presents
all the time.

She helped Claire arrange flowers and prepare
canapes, telling herself all the while that she simply
must snap out of this recalcitrant mood; but it wasn't
until many hours later, when at the height of the party
she looked up and saw the tall young man with the
quizzical eyes talking to Frank, that some core of hurt
and anger within her seemed to give way. Mexico, Lee
Dad and her own youthful inadequacies were forgotten.
She had the curious feeling that this had all happened
before, this room full of laughing, chattering people, this
man, a stranger, and her own overwhelming sense of
awareness.

Eventually she cornered Claire in the minute kitchen
where she was arranging fresh canapes.

“Who's the divine man talking to your Frank?”

Claire peered through the tiny square of glass in the
door. “That's Tyler McLaughlin, the radio announcer,”
Claire said. “But he's not for you, chicken. He and *
girl named Gerda have been in love for years. They're
just waiting until he gets his law degree before they
marry.”

“Where is she?" Bonny stood on tiptoe, peering over
Claire’s shoulder.

“She’s not here today. Her father has just died.
And she’s gone home for a couple of weeks. But listen,
my wide-eyed little one—besides being all tied up. Ty's
much too old for you.”

“I'm no child,” Bonny said crossly, and lifted the
canape tray out of Claire’s hands. As sbe swung through
the door, she turned and winked at Claire. “Nothing
ventured, nothing gained,” she chanted and floated off in
the direction of the two men.

“Hello. I'm Elizabeth Bonsall.” She held out the
canape tray as though it were an offering and smiled her
most provocative smile.

“A fugitive from the suburbs,” Claire’s Frank added,
and for a moment Bonny was terrified that he might add
“and a fashionable finishing school.” But he didn't, and
she put the canape tray down on the nearest table and
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begged a cigarette. Tyler smiled ruefully; he didn't
smoke. Frank supplied a cigarette and matches.

“Your voice is familiar,” Bonny said to Tyler, pre-
tending great perplexity. “Yet I'm sure if I'd ever met
you, | would remember it.”

“1 told you,” Frank nudged Ty, “that you might be-
come the dream boy of the airwaves if you weren't care-
ful.”

“Do you work in radio?” Although Bonny's sur-
prise was affected, her admiration was not.

“I'm only an announcer,” Tyler said, amused by her
enthusiasm. “Announcers come a dime a dozen.”

“1 was auditioned once,” Bonny offered, “for a local
benefit, but they told me that my voice lacked impact.”
She sighed, and the men laughed.

“Too bad that was before television,” Frank said,
“when your total impact was wasted.”

“You might try television, at that,” Ty said pleasant-
ly. “Have you ever had any acting experience?”

“Only school productions,” she said and added
quickly, “years ago.”

“1f you two will excuse me,” Frank said, ‘‘Claire is
giving me her ‘get on the job’ look.”

“What do you do now?” Tyler inquired politely.

“I'm studying art,” she said on impulse. It was par-
tially true. She and some of the other girls who didn’t
know quite how to fill up all their time this summer had
signed up for a course in water colors once a week at the
Holdridge museum.

“So you are still in school?”
surprised.

“Goodness, no! Whatever made you think that?”

“Oh, | don't know. How old are you?”

“I'm twenty-two,” she lied glibly, having already
decided on that as a likely age. “And you?”

“Does it matter?” His eyes scanned the room as
though he were looking for some one else to talk to, and
Bonny’s heart sank.

“Can’'t we sit down somewhere?” she suggested.

“There's an empty chair about six yards and twenty
people away,” he said amiably. “Shali we make a try
for it?”

Bonny felt much more in control of the situation
sitting down, with Tyler perched on the arm of her chair.
Catching Claire’s eye, she couldn’t resist a triumphant
smile.

It was difficult to talk above the mounting hilarity
of the party, but Bonny was content to sit quietly, in-
tensely aware of the rough material of his coat against
her bare arm. Presently he went to fetch them a drink,
and when he returned she saw that he was drinking
ginger ale.

“I've a broadcast at eight-fifteen,” he explained, and
disappointment engulfed her. She had hoped when the
party broke up to persuade him to stay for a pick-up
supper with Claire and Frank. She was stunned by this
turn of events. She knew, with painful honesty, that her
impression on him had been meager, the chances of her
ever seeing him again nonexistent. His girl would re-
turn from wherever she had taken herself, and that
would be that.

“I've always wanted to see the inside of a broad-
casting station,” she said abruptly. “May | come with
you?” Her eyes betrayed none of her anxiety.

“There’'s nothing to see.” He smiled down at her
indulgently. “I sit in a two-by-four room, all alone, and
read the news from a ticker tape. You wouldn't even be
allowed in there with me.”

“Please!” Her hand touched his in a light, plead-
ing gesture. “TO be good, and quiet as a mouse.”

Claire and Frank seemed surprised when they left
together. “Don’t be too late getting in. After all, | am
responsible for you when you stay with me,” Claire ad-
monished, to Bonny’s intense embarrassment.

At the radio station there was, as he had said, little
to see. He left her in an employees’ lounge with a maga-
zine, over the top of which she observed the young men
and women who came and went, listening intently to

He was obviously

their jargon so that she might remember some of It to
ask Tyler its meaning. Bonny was enchanted by the
atmosphere of consequence and urgency, and delighted
to be even so vicarious a part of it.

“1 hope you weren't too bored.” It was Tyler back
again.

“I've had a wonderful time!” Her eyes shone and
her cheeks were flushed.

“You are very easy to entertain.” He smiled and
took her hand. “Come along and TO show you what
makes it tick.”

Afterward, they went across the street to a place
which served sandwiches and coffee.

“This isn't very grand,” he apologized. *“But, you
see, I'm still just a schoolboy.”

She had forgotten Claire’s reference to law school.
“Is law your hobby?” she asked, so innocently that he
laughed aloud.

“My profession, | hope,” he said. She couldn’t
imagine anyone’s giving up a job as glamorous as the
one he already had. Anyone could be a lawyer.

She applied herself to her food and afterward
opened her compact and remade her mouth. She felt
him watching her and tossed back her hair, revealing the
sleek firm line of her throat. For the first time, he was
viewing her with subjective interest.

Riding home in the taxi, they were silent. At
Claire’s door, the fear that she might not see him again

gripped her once more. With an audacity that surprised
her, she put her hands on his shoulders and tilted her
face toward his. “Aren’t you going to kiss me good
night?” She saw the hesitation in his eyes and closed
her own against the sight.

She had experienced her share of light lovemaking
with a variety of youths, and at a slightly more intense
level with Colin, her most faithful and beloved swain.
But nothing had prepared her for the sudden melting joy
that enveloped her as Tyler's uncompromising mouth
closed over hers. She clung to him, her fingers moving
with some new knowledge along the lean lines of his jaw,
through the curling stubble of his hair.

“This,” Tyler said presently, holding her away from
him, his eyes crinkled and smiling in'the half-light, “will
never do.”

“And why not?” she said softly, rather pleased with
the sauciness of her question.

“TO call you in the morning,” he said abruptly.

“When?" '

“I've classes until noon.”
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“But I'm leaving at noon.” She had no intention of
leaving at noon.

“I'll call you at noon,” he repeated. He opened the
door for her and gently shoved her in.

In the morning, Claire awoke her with a tall, cold
glass of orange juice. Bonny put the juice down on the
bedside table and rubbed her eyes, regarding Claire
sleepily through her crooked fingers. “I'm in love,” she
announced suddenly, sitting up. “I'm in love with
Tyler!” she exclaimed, smiling at Claire and deliciously
aware that the joy of last night was still with her and
that she looked radiant.

“What about Colin?” Claire asked, smiling.

“Cfllin?” Bonny said dazedly. What did Colin have
to do with this?

“1 thought he was the man in your life,” Claire said.

“1—8 Bonny hesitated. “We—" she began. But
what did she plan to say? What was Colin in her life?
Playmate? In the terminology of their crowd, boy
friend? A part of growing up that she had, in the space
of a few short hours, outgrown? “Colin is grand,” she
said finally. “But I've never been in love until now.
Not really in love. Honestly, Claire, 1 know it sounds
silly, but | feel as though all my life I've known that
some day | would meet someone like Tyler.”

“And what is Tyler like?”

“Strong and mature and sophisticated,” Bonny
stated dreamily. “The sort of man that stands out in a
crowd. Just being with him makes me feel glamorous
and exciting.”

“Honey,” Claire said, “if | thought for a minute you
were serious, I'd sit right down and talk you out of it be-
fore you break your silly heart.”

“He's calling me at noon.” Bonny hugged her knees
and rocked back and forth. “May | stay over tonight?”

“He is calling you? Whatever for?”

“Because he likes me, | suppose, and because |
like him.”

“Listen, child,” Claire said. She sat down on the
side of the bed. “Have fun with Tyler if you must, but
don’'t start playing around with boys who are too big
for you.”

“Nobody is too big for fine this morning.”

“You must remember Gerda is a friend of mine,
too.”

“And who is Gerda?”

“The girl Tyler is going to marry in a matter of
months. They are very much in love.” Claire spoke
gently, as though warning Bonny of an illness she should
stay away from. “They have waited a long time, and it
hasn’t been easy for either of them.”

“Pooh!” Bonny protested. “If they really loved
each other, they wouldn’t have waited.”

“They have no money, and Gerda wanted Tyler to
get this degree, and he wanted her to finish studying with
Velotti, the singer. In order to do that, they both have
to work, too. They each have a terrific schedule and de-
cided it would be better not to get married until they had
more time for each other, and for a home.”

“1 still say if they are so madly in love they could
find a way.”

“Of course, they could—if all they wanted was to
sleep together! But they want to build a marriage, and
that happens to take a little more money and leisure than
they have right now.”

Bonny yawned. She was bored by all this. “What's
Gerda like?”

“Well,” Claire considered, “the first word that comes
to my mind is ‘strong,” but that isn't entirely the right
word because it also implies a kind of grimness, and
she’s not in the least grim. She's of Swedish extraction
and grew up on a farm in Minnesota. She’s one of the
most natural people I know, and she has a really lovely
voice.”

“1 don't mean that,” Bonny said impatiently. “I
mean, is she pretty? |Is she as pretty, for instance, as
I am?”

“You are a child!” Claire exclaimed with some
annoyance. She rose. “Not many people are as pretty
as you are. But, even so, | wouldn't, if | were you, waste
one more minute trying to sidetrack Tyler. He and
Gerda have a singularly indestructible relationship. They
love each other very much.”

Bopny stifled a smile. Love, indeed! This kind of
love sounded very prosaic, very dull. Love didn't wait
for law degrees and singing lessons. Love, she told her-
self, was the way she felt this morning— tremulous, ex-
cited, wildly impatient.

He called her a little after

noon. He sounded busy and

driven, his voice almost

drowned in the sound of clat-

tering plates somewhere in the
background. He said that he had enjoyed the evening,
asked her to thank Claire again for a good party, and
seemed about to hang up when Bonny said, desperately,
“I'm not going home this afternoon, after all. I'm stay-
ing over tonight. Can | see you?”

“Sorry—1 can’'t hear you. What did you say?”

“What time are your broadcasts tonight?” she
shouted, close to tears.

“The last one is at ten.”

“I'll meet you afterward in the employees’ lounge,”
she said, and hung up before he could answer.

Afraid that Tyler might not show up and not wishing
Claire to witness her defeat, she took her suitcase with
her when she left- Claire’s and planned to catch a late
train home to Holdridge.

She wore a dress which her mother had condemned
as too sophisticated—a black silk with a neckline so low
she was afraid Tyler could literally see the beating of
her heart as he came toward her in the lounge.

“You look like something out of a Jacques Fath
sketch,” he said. He picked up her suitcase. “I thought
you were staying over tonight?”

“l decided to take a late train home,” she mur-
mured. In her intense relief, her precautions now seemed
foolish.

“Have you had dinner? Of course you Jiave,” he
answered himself. “But | haven't. Perhaps you'd like
a drink while | eat.”

She nodded, too excited to talk. She had had all day
to think of this meeting, and now she felt weak and anx-
ious. She was aware immediately that whatever emotion
she had aroused the night before had not been enough.
Tyler's manner was kindly, cheerful and painfully im-
personal. The last train for Holdridge left in two hours.
She must somehow, in those two hours, make him want
to see her again.

He took her to a restaurant with an unpronounceable
name, where a tiny orchestra played Hungarian music.
She would have preferred musie they might have danced
to, but the candlelit atmosphere was intimate, and, with
the aid of a highball, she began to relax.

“Why did you want to see me tonight?” he said cas-
ually after the waitress had taken his order. For a mo-
ment she was tempted to tell him why, beginning with
the first moment she had seen him; or even before that
when, as a child growing into adolescence, she had
dreamed of someone like him, mature, exciting and un-
fathomable, who would come into her life and lift her
out of the home she found difficult, the life she found
bafflingiy dull; lift her out of herself and into some new
grown-up world where he would keep her safe and be-
loved, happily ever after. But she could not tell him this
yet; the time was not ripe, and besides, she reminded her-
self, he thought she was twenty-two, and instinct warned
her that he must go on thinking so, for a while.

“1 asked you a question,” he prodded gently.

“And | was trying to think of an answer.” She
thought, If I'm to be twenty-two I'll have to do better
than this. “I find you attractive,” she said finally. “lIsn’'t
that enough?”
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He grinned in obvious relief. “lI was afraid you
might be under the illusion that I could help you get a
job. In which case 1 felt it only fair to tell you I've
about as much influence around the studio as the janitor.”

“1f I'd wanted a job,”—she paused to give her
fringeddashes look—*“1 would have applied through the
proper channels.” Pleased with her badinage, she was
surprised to hear him ask with a certain intensity exactly
what it was that she did want of him.

She considered this, sipping at the drink which had
begun to lend her confidence, and said finally, letting
out her breath on the word, “You.”

“In toto? Or in part?” He was regarding her curi-
ously. She felt with a sudden sinking sensation that her
entire future with him depended on giving him the right
answer.

“In part,” she hazarded, and knew from his quick
easy smile that that was what he had wanted her to say.

“You see, I've already got a girl,” he said.

“1 know. Claire told me. Now may | have another
drink?”

Whether it was tjjat brief interchange or the whisky,
some barrier seemed to have been removed. When he
finished his dinner, be ordered a brandy for himself and
a third drink for her. She had never before in her life
had more than one drink, but she didn't want him to know
this. He seemed to find everything she said immensely
amusing, and he told her a story of his own about his first
dance and some liquid shoe polish which he had thought
was hair tonic. It was turning into a very gay evening.

Once Tyler reminded her that she had a train to
catch, but she couldn’t bear to think of it and pretended
not to hear him. However, even in her bemused state,
when their taxi drew up at the station hours later she
was belatedly distressed by the knowledge that now there
would be no train for Holdridge until seven in the morn-
ing. She didn’'t divulge this fact to Tyler, but stood
guiltily by while he questioned ticket agents and redcaps.

“I'll have to take you back to Claire's,” he said final-

ly. “1 hope she won't mind being roused at two in the
morning.”
“Oh, but she will,” Bonny said unhappily. The

dank air of the station had sobered her enough to know
she was not quite herself, and that Claire would guess it
and there would be a dreadful row.

“Then it will have to be a hotel,” he said. “I hope
you've got enough money, because I'm-cleaned out.”

Forlornly she showed him the contents of her change
purse, which consisted of a ticket to Holdridge and sev-
enty-five cents. “Maybe if you just have a studio couch
or something . . .” Even as she made the suggestion
she knew it was dangerous, wrong, but there was no
longer room in her heart or mind for reason or doubt.
She thought only, “I'll have him to myself a little longer.”

“1 do have a couch,” he said slowly. “But won't
your parents be worried?”

“Oh, they'll just assume | changed my mind and
stayed a day longer with Claire,” she said breezily.

Riding from the station to the brownstone house
where Tyler had his rooms, the full implication of what
she was doing seeped through_to the part of her con-
sciousness not yet entirely numbed by his exciting pres-
ence. She even began to compose what she would say
to him, should he have “misunderstood” her suggestion.

As she walked ahead of him up the two flights, she
felt his eyes on her and carried herself with conscious
grace, acutely aware of the simple provocative power of
being a woman.

He? unlocked the door and stood back for her to en-
ter. A light from a theater marquee across the street
revealed the shadowed outlines of the room. Tyler closed
the door without turning on any lights. His arms reached
for her and she melted against him, resolution, hesita-
tion, even fear forgotten in the intensity of his embrace.

“You're lovely,” he said, his lips against her ear. “I
hope you know what you are doing.”

“Of course,” she whispered, glad that he had re-
minded her not to let him suspect that she did not. . . .

“Today at Pimlico,” Tyler’s voice was saying. Abrupt-
ly Bonny clicked off the memory-evoking radio, sighing
unconsciously as she did 50. Well, he’d have to see her
now.

Several times in the anguish of the last weeks she
had composed letters to him, but she hadn’'t sent any of
them, and she was glad. now. It would be easier to con-
front him with fact, not just fears.

She parked her car in the driveway of her step-
father's house. Through the lighted windows of the liv-
ing room she could see him, a gray-haired, powerfully
built man who was beginning to stoop. He sat with his
evening paper and a highball while his sons, her half-
brothers, Ted and Francis, romped wildly around bis
chair. Viewing the familiar scene, a lump rose in her
throat, and she stood for a moment unable to take the
few remaining steps that would bring her into their inno-
cent trusting midst.

She would have preferred to go straight to her room
and to bed. but she did not dare. Her mother had al-
ready begun to comment on her moodiness, and her step-
father, although not apt to notice anything so personal,
had remarked that she looked peaked.

“Hello!” Her mother smiled at her over the top of
Lee Dad’s bent head. “Where have you been? The phone
has been ringing all afternoon.”

“All your boy friends,” Ted proffered.

“Just Colin,” her mother corrected. “He called three
times, and Janice Merrill once.”

Colin and Janice, phantoms from another world!

“What did they want?” She shed the light spring
coat and sank into a chair. She wished now that she
had eaten something before she got home or that she'd
gone straight to the kitchen. Emptiness gnawed at her
and would, if not appeased, turn into nausea.

“Colin wanted you to go to the movies with him, and
Janice didn't leave any message.”

“You never get any sleep,” Lee Dad growled, eyeing
her speculatively. “You're beginning to look like a beat-
up debutante.”

“1 can't help it if I'm popular,” she grinned, aware
that it pleased him to have a stepdaughter who was pretty
and sought after. But all at once the grin turned to a
grimace as she leaped from the chair. She just made
the lavatory under the stairs in time to lock the door and
turn the water on full force. When the seizure was over,
she washed her face in cold water and leaned against the
basin until the shaking had stopped.

“You look ill, dear.” Her mother spoke from the
other side of the door. “Is anything the matter?”

“1 gulped a hot dog on the way home,” she lied, un-
locking the door. “I guess it didn't agree with me.”

“You must be tired,” her mother said. “I do hope
you won't go out tonight.”

“Perhaps | won't,” Bonny agreed, delighted to have
an excuse.

At dinner, shielded by the boys’' squabble over a wish-
bone and the elders’ absorption in each other’s account of
the day, Bonny inwardly rehearsed her approach to Tyler.
She would go to him. Time was important. And, of
course, he would have to marry her. There was no pos-
sible alternative. Actually, if they were married right
away, no one need ever know the truth. Seven-month
babies were no rarity, and doctors had been known to help
with the myth of prematureness. Under pretext of a letter
to be mailed, she would slip out after dinner and call Ty.
Nothing, she told herself tremulously, was insurmountable
once you faced it squarely. It was the weeks of not know-
ing that had been the worst. Again she sighed, as a child
will sigh over a half-finished problem when the end is in
sight.

Upstairs in the room Fran Bonsall shared with her
husband, Fran heard the front door open and close—
and she looked at her watch.

“ls that Bonny going out at this hour?” she ad-
dressed Lee, who had just come upstairs after his nightly
checkup of doors and windows.
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"“She said she had a letter to mail,” Lee said,
shrugging out of his coat “1 gave her the key and told
her to turn off the lights. Hope she remembers.”

“What an odd hour to be mailing a letter.” Fran
murmured. “It must be frightfully important.”

“At that age everything is important,” Lee said. He
sat down on the edge of his wife’s bed and ruffled her
hair. “Another mystery?” He thumped the cover of the
book she held, examining its lurid cover.

“1 don't think she looks at all well,” Fran said. “Or
happy.”

“Who?”

“Bonny.”

“Growing pains,” Lee said,vand got up to undress.

“Her manner with me has changed.” Fran con-
tinued. “She’s withdrawn, evasive.”

“She never was exactly confidential. 1 wouldn’t
worry about her.” Lee said with some impatience. “She’s
got everything a girl could want.”

“Oh. my dear,” Fran said quickly, “h know that.
You have been wonderful to her.”

“And so have you.” Lee spoke quickly, too. It was
almost as though the phrases were too familiar to them
to bear emphasis.

“1 sometimes think 1 don't give her enough of my
time,” Fran said. And Lee at once protested that quite
to the contrary, she’ spoiled the child.

And Fran listening thought, Yes. we both spoil her—
you because you can't give her love, and ! because | am
too busy and too happy and too timid to do anything
about it

“How would you teel about taking her to Mexico
with us?” she said, and at once knew she had inserted
the suggestion too abruptly.

“And what would that accomplish?” Lee was im-
mediately alert.

“1 thought a change, travel, being with us—"”

“Being with us!” Lee interrupted. “God, woman,
we are never alone. If it isn't Bonny it's the boys! The
only way ! can ever have you to myself is to take you
away on a trip.”

“It was just a thought.” Fran picked up her book.

“If it's what you want . . .” Lee turned away, dis-
appointment etched in every line of his broad, stooped
back.

“I've never asked to take her before.”

“1 said she could go, didn't 1?” He turned, his eyes
cold with annoyance. *“lI have never refused you any-
thing. have I—you or Bonny?”

“Not refused,” she said with unusual candor, “but |
can see that there would be no point in taking Bonny.”

“Women!” Lee exploded, glaring down at her as
though she were some utterly exasperating puzzle. “First
you want something, and the moment it's granted you
cease to want it. And as if that weren't enough incon-
sistency, you pretend the wish was never granted in the
first place.”

“It was just an idea,” Fran repeated, “and apparent-
ly a bad one. | probably wouldn't enjoy it any more
than you would,” she conceded lamely.

“Enjoy what?”

“Having Bonny along,” Fran said. “It would be
almost like having a stranger around. We both indulge
her, Lee, but we don’t know or—or understand her.”

But now that the matter was settled, Lee was no
longer listening. He seemed, instead, to be entirely ab-
sorbed in unfastening a pair of recalcitrant cuff links.
For ail his air of preoccupation, he would later, she knew,
make love to her. This was always so after they had had
one of their infrequent discussions of Bonny. It was,
she supposed, his way of asking for understanding. Eye-
ing the stubborn back of his neck with a look of loving
patience, she smiled and closed her book.

Gerda Lenquist balanced her tray as she moved be-
tween the tables in the crowded restaurant with the cau-
tion of a skier on a wooded trail. Her eyes, now that it
was eight ».m ., kept vigil over the corner table where any
minute Tyler would appear. Presently she saw him let
himself down into the leather-cushioned chair and look
around for her. She stood still, savoring his smile of
recognition, then went into the steaming, noisy Kkitchen
and got him a cup of coffee.

Their lives were made up of these small arrange-
ments. It was the only way they could ever be together.
Each day had its separate schedule into which they fitted
in a few moments or hours together, wherever and when-
ever the day permitted. Today, Thursday, was one of
her favorites. She got off from her waitress job at nine
instead of eleven, and Tyler's last broadcast came at
seven-thirty. They would go to his apartment, because it
was nearer than hers, and she would cook for him while
he studied.

Bending to place the coffee before him, it was hard
to resist the impulse to let her cheek touch his for a
moment. Later, walking the few blocks to Tyler’s apart-
ment. they held hands, and once inside, he took her in
his arms.

“Only four more months,” he said, and they smiled
at each other.

The telephone rang then, and with the smile still on
his lips, he picked up the receiver.

“Hello,” he said, and, as the thin, faraway voice an-
swered him, he glanced toward the kitchen, where Gerda
was tying on an apron. The unshaded light bulb shining
down on her blonde braids gave her a peculiarly fragile
look.

“I've simply got to see you.” the voice was saying.
“Tomorrow.”

“1 can't make it tomorrow.” Gerda was looking at
hfm now with an expression of mock curiosity.

“This is terribly important.” The voice grew thin-
ner, farther away. “To both of us.”

“Very well,” he said reluctantly.

“At your apartment then? At five?”

“No,” he said quickly. “At the Commodore bar.”
It would be easier in those surroundings, untainted by
shameful memory, to tell her for the last time that he had
been a fool—that they both had. . .. Putting down the
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receiver, he felt a twinge of anxiety, not unmixed with
remorse.

“1 can always tell when it's a woman on the other
end of the line.” Gerda said. “Your voice gets softer.”

“It was a woman.” he said. He walked across the
room to his desk, making a great show of getting out
books and paper. For the thousandth time, he wondered
how he had ever got entangled with the girl in the first
place.

The day after Claire’s party, he had almost not
called her. She had disturbed him enormously, and the
one thing his long, deliberately celibate courtship of
Gerda had taught him was that the women to stay away
from were not *o much those whom he might fleetingly
desire, but those who desired him.

His entanglements, with the exception of a teacher
while he was still in high school and now Gerda. had
been casual and brief. He was inclined to classify
women as promiscuous or pure, an estimate which left
little room for the variables of background or tempera-
ment. Bonny he had placed in the former category.

He was unaware of his preoccupation until Gerda’s
voice startled him by saying. “Whoever the woman was.
she has upset you.”

“It was a girl named Bonny,” he said, wishing sud-
denly he could tell Gerda the whole miserable story.
Immediately he recognized the wish as the ultimate in
selfishness. “1 met her at a party Claire gave while you
were away,” he added.

“1 don't believe you mentioned her,” Gerda said
carefully.

“Probably not.” An understatement if there ever
was one! “She was dark and thin and had a spoiled,
pretty face. She's the daughter of some big shot, | gath-
ered, and used to getting what she wants.”

“Does she want you?” Gerda smiled. “1can’t say |
blame her.”

“Not me,” Tyler lied unhappily. “1 think it's my
radio job that she finds attractive.”

“But you are going to see her tomorrow?”

“1 couldn’t seem to get out of it.”

“You're perfectly free. We're not married yet.”
She turned away, and he walked behind her and folded
his arms around her shoulders.

“Look, my darling—I'm not free, and | don’t want
to be. You know that. I've no more interest in this girl
than | have in—” He hesitated.

“In any other pretty girl who finds you attractive,”
Gerda supplied, tilting her head back against his shoul-
der.

“Check.” He kissed the tip of her ear. “And to-
morrow | shall tell her so.”

At four-thirty, Bonny alighted at the Long Island
Station and looked at her watch. More than a half-hour
to kill! She found a mirror, replenished the lipstick
outlining her full, faintly childlike mouth, and adjusted
the saucy little navy blue hat to the back of her head.
Her hands felt clammy and her head ached. She de-
cided to walk across town.

In spite of loitering before shop windows, she was
five minutes early at the Commodore. All the corner
tables were occupied. She sat down at one in the center
of the room and tried to keep her gaze riveted on the
door. At five past five her heart fluttered crazily as he
came toward her. “Smooth” was the adjective she had
first applied to him, but today she revised it to “distin-
guished.” Tall and thin, with merry eyes and a sober
mouth. The sight of him awakened passionate memory,
and she flushed as he smiled down at her and drew up
the chair opposite.

“Have you been here long?”

“Not long.” Tom-toms beat against her temples.

“You're a Scotch-and-soda girl, as | remember.”
He beckoned a waiter.

“Today I'll just have sherry.”

“Good. I've a broadcast in an hour, and I'd better
have the same.”

“In an hour?” She couldn’t keep the distress out
of her voice. How could she ever arrange what must be
arranged in an hour? The room began to swim. Ty
reached across the table and encased her hand in his.
The room steadied.

“Listen, Bonny,” he said. “l met you here today
only because | feel I owe you that much, but the sooner
we both forget what happened the better.”

“But supposing we cant forget?” If he had been
looking at her, he would have seen the tears in her eyes,
but he was looking at the tablecloth with seeming ab-

sorption.
“You make me deeply ashamed.” he said.
“/'m not ashamed. I'm just scared,” Bonny said.

“When you love someone, you're not ashamed.”

“You never mentioned love before.” Ty said. “And
I'm sorry if this hurts you. but I thought we understood
each other. 1 still think we did, then”

“Everything is different now,” she said quickly.
“You see, | am going to have a baby.”

He considered this for a moment, withdrawing the
protection of his hand. “I don't believe you,” he said
presently. “You've just got some crazy notion that
you're in love with me. But believe me. Bonny, what we
had wasn't love. | know that—and some day you will,
too.”

“But 1 am going to have a baby,” Bonny persisted.

His hand shook slightly as he placed his sherry
glass on the table.

“And what do you suggest that | do about it?” he
said slowly.

“1 think we ought to get married. Soon.” Surely
that was obvious. Bonny thought wildly.

“Why?” He leaned toward her. regarding her
through narrowed eyes. “Why should you and I, who
scarcely know each other, plan to spend the rest of our
lives together because you think you are going to have a
baby which may or may not be mine? Why?”

She staggered under this unexpected blow, stared at
him blankly. She had expected sulkiness, even anger,
but not this humiliating doubt.

“1 won't be dragged into this, Bonny,” he added.
“You were old enough and experienced enough to know
what you were doing.”

“I'm only eighteen,” she almost whispered. *“And
there’'s never been anyone else.”

“You told me you were twenty-two,” he said coldly,
still not believing her. “And you implied in every way
that you had been around.”

“1 wanted to impress you.” Her voice was barely
audible. “1 was afraid that if you knew the truth, you
wouldn't see me again.”

“Oh, my God.” It was more groan than swear word.
“Have you seen a doctor?”

“Yes.”

“What was his name?” He took a pencil and small
notebook out of his pocket.

“1 can't remember.” She honestly couldn’t. She
had simply gone to a strange town and looked in the di-
rectory “But | do know the address.” She gave it to
him.  “Only if you're trying to check on me, | didn't use
my own name. 1 called myself “Mrs. Tyler.””

He made a note of the doctor’s address.

“Have you told your parents?”

“Oh, no!” Her hand flew to her mouth in an un-
conscious gesture of silence. “They mustn't know! Ever.
Especially my stepfather.” Suddenly she began to cry.
Mutely he gave her his handkerchief. “We could get a
divorce later,” she pleaded in a choked voice, “and then
you could still marry Gerda.”

“Listen,” he said gently. “1 don't know whether
you are eighteen or twenty-two, whether you were lying
to me before, or are lying to me now. | don’'t even know
whether this mess is my fault or someone else’'s. How-
ever, I'll do anything | can to help you, short of marry-
ing you. There’s no sense in ruining both our lives.”

“There’'s no other way you can help me.” She
wiped her eyes. “And my life is already ruined.”
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“Let's get out Of here,” Tyler said. “I'll take you
to your train.”

“Train?” She was dazed. Nothing, after all, had
been settled.

“Let's get out of here,” he repeated as she gathered
up purse and gloves. As they emerged on Forty-second
Street, he tucked his hand through her arm in a pro-
tective way. This, his first kindly gesture, unnerved her.

“Please, please, don’t leave me!” she cried, and his
hand on her arm tightened reassuringly. Out here in the
open impersonal air, he found it easier to be gentle.

“This has come as a terrific shock,” he said. “You
must give me time to think. I'm sure there are people,
places where this sort of thing is taken care of. I'll try
to find out. Here’s a taxi.”

They sat in almost complete silence. I'm no longer
a person to him, she thought dully, much less a girl. I'm
just a problem that he feels bound to solve the quickest,
easiest way possible.

In the station, they found a train left for Holdridge
in fifteen minutes. They went into the waiting room and
sat facing a clock.

As the hands ticked off the few minutes left to her,
his refusal to marry her began, painfully, to sink in. At
first she had been too wounded by his doubt to realize
that except for his dubious promise to “think about it,”
she now faced the problem entirely alone. Panic seized
her.

“1 simply can't tell my mother,” she whimpered.
“She’d never understand.”

“You certainly had me fooled,” he said unhappily.

“1 loved you.”

He put his arm along the back of the wooden bench
on which they sat, and she wanted to lean back into its
sheltering curve and never move again.

“1'll call you in a couple of days,” he said. “Don’t
do anything until you hear from me.”

Bonny remembered noth-

ing about the train ride to

Holdridge. Once there, she

emerged from the train like a

- sleepwalker and stood dazedly

on the platform until a friendly arm jostled her shoulder

and a familiar voice said, “Going my way?” It was a

neighbor, Mr. Piper. Docilely she walked with him to

his car before she realized that she had driven her own
to the station only a few hours ago.

At home, the lights seemed phenomenally bright,
and there were a number of cars parked at the curb.
Too late she remembered her mother was having a dinner
party, though where else she could have gone she did
not know.

“We thought you would never get here!” Her
mother met her at the door wearing a black chiffon
dinner dress and looking pretty and distracted. “I need
you to serve the salad. How long will it take you to
change?”

So, Bonny thought dully, it was to be a buffet, and
there was no way out for her as there would have been
at one of their more formal dinners. At these she was
never included.

She dressed carefully, spending a long time over her
make-up—a powder base to conceal the unusual pallor
of her skin, and rouge to distract from the deep hollows
under her eyes. My m&sk, she thought, surveying the
results. She gave her face a final pat with the puff and
walked stiffly down the stairs.

The party was at the second-drink stage, and she
made her way all but unnoticed into the crowded living
room, but there the first people she encountered were the
Remberts, Colin’s parents. They were not particularly
close friends of her parents. She was surprised to see
them, and caught off guard by the warm familiarity of
their faces. She felt suddenly exposed and ashamed.
For years they had made her at home in their house. It
was almost as familiar t0 her as her own—the old-

fashioned dining room with its archaic lamp suspended
above the table, the kitchen where she and Colin had
made innumerable sandwiches and once even a cake, and
the living room where Colin had first kissed her, experi-
mentally, on the tip of her ear.

Bonny held out her hand and forced a smile, sure
that they could see, right through the smile to the grief
and fright it so flimsily concealed,

“How nice to see you, my dear.” Mrs. Rembert's
hand in her own was as warm as ever, and her eyes held
no perplexity. “Where have you been keeping your-
self? We miss you. You must come over soon.”

“Thank you,” Bonny murmured helplessly, and could
not think of another word to say. With relief she saw
that her mother was signaling from the door that they
were going to serve supper now. Gratefully she took her
place behind the immense salad bowl, glad of something
to do.

When everyone had been served, she hoped she might
take her plate and slip away to her room, away from the
voices and the perfumes and the eyes. But halfway up
the stairs her mother waylaid her. “Darling,” she pleaded,
“don’t desert me now; please be a lamb and go and sit
at the table in the corner with old Mr. Gunn. No one
seems to want to.” Bonny nodded a weak assent. “And,
darling,” her mother added, “after supper some of them
will want to play bridge, so if you'll just stick around in
case we need a fourth somewhere—"”

Bonny and Mr. Gunn talked about the unseasonably
late spring; they talked about Mr. Gunn's daughter,
whom Bonny remembered vaguely as a spinster of thirty-
odd, and finally Bonny was called away to the telephone.
It was Colin.

“Hear your family are having a turnout over there
tonight. Wouldn’t you like to escape the confusion? A
bunch of us are going out to Janice Merrill's to open a
keg of beer.”

She didn’'t want to see Colin. She didn’'t want to see
anyone. She wanted to be alone. But she couldn’t be
alone here, and anything would be better than an in-
terminable game of bridge with her mother’s friends.

“I'll see if | can be spared,” she said.

“I'll be there in about half an hour,” Cohn said, and
hung up before she might protest. He had managed to
sound confident enough when he talked to her, but put-
ting down the receiver, his forehead puckered in a frown.
Disconsolately he shuffled into the room he shared with his
older brother Bob. Bob, suspenders dangling, was fuss-
ing with the buttons of his tux. Bob, Colin thought un-
happily, had no problems. Out of college two years and
with a good job, he was engaged and would be married as
soon as he and Carlotta could find an apartment in New
York.

“What's got you?” Bob said amiably. *“Is Bonny
playing hard to get?”

“1 don't know what she’'s playing,” Colin said, and
went to the closet, where he rummaged through Bob’s
array of suits, slacks and tweed jackets until he found
his own old windbreaker.

“How’d you like to wear my new jacket? Scotch im-
ported, and it would look savvy with those trousers,” Bob
said magnanimously.

“Bonny probably wouldn’t notice if 1 were wearing
sackcloth and ashes,” Colin said. He fingered the heather
sleeve of the Scotch import reflectively, and shrugged.
“But no point in looking a gift horse in the mouth.
Thanks.” He laid the jacket out on the bed and chose
a tie from the tie rack that hung from the closet door.

“Maybe you need a change of chick,” Bob said, sit-
ting down on the edge of his bed and tugging on his
shoes. “Maybe Bonny is too sure of you or you got too
sure of her. Maybe a scare wouldn’t hurt her.”

“Oh, I've tried dating other girls.” Colin dropped the
tie across the back of a chair and sat down and lit a
cigarette. “Just last night | took out a mighty entranc-
ing redhead. It didn't help. Bonny's my girl, but |
don’t know what's happened to her lately.”

“Another guy, maybe.”
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“1 don’t think so.” Colin shook his head in a baffled
way. “I think I'd know, or somebody in the crowd would
know, if it was that. Holdridge isn't that big.”

“How has she changed? Is she turning down dates?”

“Not so much that." Colin blew a wide and com-
petent smoke ring and absently poked his finger through
its center. “It's mostly the way she acts. Bonny used
to be more fun than anybody, and now she just doesn’t
seem interested. Not in anything—dancing or swimming
or tennis or me,” he finished morosely.

“Sounds to me as though all she needs is a firm hand
and a couple of ultimatums.” Bob grinned and began to
comb down the cowlick at his temple. “Nothing like an
ultimatum now and then to keep a woman in line,” he
said into the mirror. “Once they think they can twist you
around they'll do it every time, but there’s not one of
them that doesn't like to be told who's calling the num-
bers once in a while.”

“Think so?” Colin said hopefally.

“1 know so.”

But Colin knew as soon as he saw Bonny edging her
way toward him through her mother’'s guests that this
was no time for ultimatums. She looked, he thought, as
though she had had no sleep for three nights running.

Seeing Colin’s lean young face with its ready smile,
Bonny experienced a fleeting sense of loss, almost of
homesickness.

"Hiyah, handsome!” she greeted him as she always
did.

She sank down into the familiar lumpy seat of “The
Skylark.” Colin’s name for his beloved assemblage of tin
and tires, and hoped that the smell of gasoline and grease
which clung to everything would not make her feel nau-
seated.

As the car rattled away from the curb, he put his
hand over hers on the seat. “What's wrong?” he said.
“You look as though you'd been trying to put salt on
owls’ tails.”

“Heavens, is it that bad?” She tilted the wind-
shield mirror and tried to apply more lipstick as they
went by a street light.

‘Tve been trying to catch up with you long enough
to tell you I've got a job for the summer.”

“How wonderful. Where?” She tried to sound as
though it mattered.

"At the Y, teaching swimming and other wholesome
sports to all the young hellions in Holdridge who can’'t
afford camps. Also, the old man has upped my allowance
because 1 made an A average last term. So,”—he turned
to wink at her—*“sew the buttons on your glad rags. I've
got a big summer planned for us.”

The suggestion that there might be a time beyond
the terrible present had not occurred to her. She listened
with a kind of wistful earnestness as he outlined plans for
picnics and dancing.

At the Merrills’ they climbed out of the Skylark and
walked around the house to the large lawn where several
couples were gathered around an outdoor fireplace. The
girls woie brightly colored skirts and off-the-shoulder
cotton tops.

“Hello, stranger.” Janice Merrill extricated herself
from the leaning arm of a sandy-haired youth. “Where
have you been hiding? Honestly it's beeri weeks!” Words
that only a few weeks ago Bonny would have accepted
as part of the teenage pattern now put her on guard.
Was Janice just making conversation, or did she really
think it queer?

There was no need for Janice to introduce any one
of the number of boys and girls who waved or shouted
greetings; there was no reason to feel strange or shy, but
it was like the time she had had to recite Gray's “Elegy”
before the entire grammar school. When she had found
herself on the stage staring down into all the faces which
she knew to be familiar faces, they had suddenly worn
the look of strangers. She had been terrified, rooted to
the spot, unable to go forward, unable to turn back.
These faces turned toward her now had the same effect
upon her, and she became tongue-tied and awkward.

It seemed years before they were climbing into the
Skylark again, which would take her home to the divine-
ly comforting shelter of her own room and bed.

“What was eating you tonight?” Colin stepped on
the starter. “The company or the food?”

“Neither. | thought it was a grand party. Why?
Did | act funny?” Tears of exhaustion stung her eye-
lids.

“Something is wrong,” Colin blurted.
changed. You don't even look the same.”

“Everybody changes,” Bonny said, and burst into
tears.

"Now, honey,” Colin admonished miserably. He drew
up by the side of the road and turned off the ignition.
“1 didn’t mean anything. You know me better than that.”
He reached for her, but she pulled away from him, and
they sat in silence until her sobs subsided.

“I'm tired,” she said then. “I shouldn’t have come
out tonight in the first place.”

“Maybe you're tired of me,” Colin said. He started
the car and edged back onto the road.

“Don’'t be silly!” Bonny said, fighting back more
tears.

When he left her at her door, he did not try to kiss
her good night, and she was humbly grateful for the
omission.

For all her weariness, she slept fitfully and awoke
toward dawn to wonder feverishly exactly when she
would hear from Tyler and what he would say when she
did hear. But she did not hear from him on that day or
the next. She met the postman at the door and was
afraid to leave the house for fear Tyler might call. After
three days of this anguished waiting, she realized that
her mother and even the boys were beginning to wonder
why she never went out; so that when her closest friend
Janice Merrill asked her to go shopping with her for a
new evening dress, Bonny did not dare refuse.

There had been a time, and not very long ago, when
a shopping expedition had been the gayest of all diver-
sions, second only to dating; and as she and Janice drove
off together, Bonny tried to work up some enthusiasm.

“You've

Janice was a big girl who would probably some day
be beautiful. Now, at eighteen, she had the look of a
coltish Venus—good lines and a smooth brow beneath
which a slightly tilted nose appeared out of place. She
lit a cigarette and offered Bonny one.

“1 haven't seen you, have 1,” she said, “since I've
gone all out for Britain? He is but divine—an exchange
student, who's spending the summer here. That's what
the dress is all about,” she added. “He's taking me tc
dinner and the theater afterward. Can you imagine?
So | must look my soignee best. If I don’t find what 1
want here. I'm going all the way into New York.”

“You've got it bad, haven't you?” Bonny said.

“Well,” Janice said philosophically, “summers can
be so boring if there is no man in your life. Speaking
of which, how goes it with you and Colin?”

“Fine,” Bonny said quickly, and wondered if the
question were as innocent as Janice had made it sound.

“Rumor has it that he has been seeking solace else-
where,” Janice continued blithely, “but | don't believe it
Colin is the loyal type.”

“What if he does date other girls?” Bonny said
hotly. “1 don’t own him. And vice versal!”

“Now don’t get mad at me.” Janice gave her a side-
long glance, and Bonny forced a smile to meet it.

“I'm probably just jealous because I've spent all my
clothes allowance and can’t buy something today, too,”
she fabricated.

Indifferently Bonny watched Janice try on a black
tulle, a jade linen and an unbecoming pink lace job, and
wondered what perversity made her want to recommend
the pink.

On the first floor of the store, Janice lingered over
some scarves and then stopped to watch a woman demon
strating a new foundation cream. Once, Bonny would
have been equally fascinated, but now, sick with sus-
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pense, afraid that Tyler might have called while she was
out, she insisted that they start home.

Janice regarded her oddly. “You have changed,”
she said, and in sudden unreasoning terror Bonny stared
at her blankly, unable to speak. If Janice noticed her
panic she pretended not to, and in a few blessed mo-
ments they were out of the store and in the car. But the
sense of terror, of things closing in on her, did not leave
Bonny  First Colin, now Janice. Please, Tyler, hurry,
she prayed inwardly. She could not keep up this mas-
querade much longer.

After Tyler had put Bonny on the train for Hold-
ridge, he'd gone straight to his broadcast. There wasn't
time to go over the script as he usually did, and he'd
fumbled a place name and barely caught himself before
skipping a line.

He had planned to meet Gerda for supper, but as
sensitive as she was to his moods she would guess that
something was wrong. He called her and told her he
had to stay at the radio station for a policy meeting. Her
trusting acceptance of the lie added to his misery.

He went back to his room and tried to lose himself in
his books, but it was useless. Bonny's face, a face no
longer vacuously pretty but hurt and frightened, kept
coming between him and the pages of the text.

The longer he thought of her as she had been today,
forlorn and confused, the more difficult it became for

him to remember what tricks of manner and attitude had
led him to believe that she was a sophisticated and ad-
venturous girl who would be able to dismiss the episode
with the same expedient logic with which he had dis-
missed it.

He got out the notebook in which he had written the
address of her doctor, and stared atjt. He had no in-
tention of checking with the doctor. He now believed at
least that much of her story. But what did he intend to
do? What could he do?

He thought of Gerda, and his heart ached with com-
passion. Whatever happened, she must not hear of this.
He didn’t know what it would do to their relationship,
but he did know it would hurt her deeply, and she must
not be hurt. He could not, for the time being, reason be-
yond this. Whatever he might or might not owe Bonny,
who had trapped him along with herself, he owed Gerda
far more.

And even though he knew that in the assurance
and depth of her love for him, Gerda would eventually
forgive him, she shouldn’'t have to. There had been noth-
ing in the sweet, even flow of their love, nothing in her
unawakened state, to help her comprehend the imper-
sonal fevers that can overtake a man.

Abruptly he got up from his desk and went to the
bureau. There he rummaged for an address book. He
had a medical friend, a young intern at a New York
hospital. It was worth trying.

Had he been better versed in such matters, he would
have known a reputable doctor would be the last person
to give him the kind of help he wanted.

“If 1 were you, Ty,” the young intern said crisply,
“1'd marry the girl. It might be easier in the end. We
get the women when those abortion boys are through
with them. At least, we get some of them. Others go
straight to the morgue.”

It was neither a helpful nor a heartening interview.
But the young doctor finally agreed grudgingly that when
Tyler did find someone, he would check on the man.
A few of them, the “better” ones, he said, were registered
doctors with separate legitimate practices.

In the end, Tyler found the man he was looking for
through a fellow student at the law school. When Tyler
called the young intern again, he sounded angry and re-
gretful of his promise, but he kept it. He looked up the
man Tyler inquired about and reported that he was a
registered physician and added sardonically that he had-
apparently had no casualties—to date.

Tyler borrowed some money on his insurance. Then
he wrote a check in Bonny's name and enclosed the doc-
tor's name and address in the same envelope. He knew it
was a stark, cruel message, yet he could not think of any
way to soften it. Once he had seen the envelope disap-
pear into the mailbox, some of his guilt left him and an
exaggerated feeling of relief took its place. Now he
could call Gerda. He had not seen her for three days.

But he discovered that whereas until now he had
stayed away from Gerda lest she sense his unease, he
must now hold his elation in check. The moment she met
him at her door, her face lighted.

“Something good has happened to you, Tyler dar-
ling,” she said, taking his hands in hers, drawing him
into the little room which was both living room and bed-
room. “Tell me about it.”

Her choice of the word “good” staggered him. He
was flooded with shame.

“Nothing has happened,” he said wearily.

“1 could have sworn you'd gotten a bonus or an A

on an exam.” She smiled uncertainly and shrugged. “It
just proves you should never assume you know any one
completely.”

“1 think one can know a person completely,” he said
defensively, out of his overwhelming need to believe this
was so. “One can know a person completely and yet not
know all the facts.”

“You don't sound like a lawyer,” Gerda laughed,
and went to get her coat.
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When she returned he took her in his arms, com-
forted by her physical closeness, which, he told himself
unhappily, would have to suffice until he could shake this
sense of guilt.

When the letter finally came from Tyler, Bonny took
it to her room and shut the door. At first, she was baf-
fled by the check, the address and the lack of any ex-
planatory note, and then she realized they needed none.

She put the check and the address in her pocketbook
and sat staring emptily out of the window. All these
frightful days of waiting, and he had still in a sense
left her alone with the problem.

Across the street Ted and Francis were kicking a
football around with the Turner boys, and downstairs she
heard the cook clattering pots and pans as she prepared
the evening meal. In a little while her mother would
come dashing in from a bridge game just in time to
bathe and change her clothes before Lee Dad got home.
F.verything was usual: only she herself, as Colin and
Janice had remarked, had changed, had become exiled,
cast adrift.

For several days Bonny did nothing about the address
Tyler had sent. She felt strangely apathetic and con-
fused. She didn’t know what she should expect, and she
shied away, as much as possible, from thinking about it.
She supposed, afterward, that when she did allow her
mind to dwell on the mechanics of the undertaking, she
visualized the elderly kindly doctor who would say “there,
there, child” and put her to sleep and take care of every-
thing.

Now that panic was no longer her chief emotion, the
isolation of her predicament filled her with a new loneli-
ness. She wished there were someone with whom she
might talk over her troubles, share her anxiety. When
she finally set a day for the inevitable trip into New York,
she realized she could bear this aloneness no longer. She
called Janice. She told her only that she was driving into
New York and wanted company. To her mother she said
only that she was going into New York to shop and. de-
spising herself for the old worn lie, that she might stay
over the night with Claire.

She had no idea how long her bout with the doctor
would take, but should it take longer than she anticipated,
she would simply have to think of some further excuse
when the time came.

“I'm so glad you called.” Janice exclaimed, climb-
ing into the seat beside her. “My British beau is off on a
visit and I've been awfully bored.” She sighed. *“Now
tell me what this little jaunt is all about. Over the tele-
phone, you were positively mysterious.”

“1—" Bonny began, and stopped.

“Now don’t tell me anything you'll regret,” Janice
said airily. “Remember the Dartmouth fiasco?”

“Will I ever forget?” They both laughed. It felt
good, to Bonny, to laugh again.

“What babies we were!” Janice said. She was re-
ferring to their first college week-end. when they'd gotten
together afterward to compare notes, holding out on their
one most “precious” memory only to discover when they
finally had broken down and told that it involved the
same boy.

“1'd like to be that kind of a baby again,” Bonny
said wistfully. “Or better than that, I'd like to turn
right around and start over again.”

“You sound morbid. Maybe you had better tell me.”

“1 don't know where to begin.”

“Begin at the end,” Janice encouraged. “That's al-
ways the hardest part.”

“1 don't know the end; that's why I'm going in to
New York today,” Bonny said, and Janice reached out a
hand to steady the wheel which Bonny had all but for-
gotten in her agitation.

“Man trouble?” Janice prodded.

“The worst kind,” Bonny said, and flushed. “I'm
going to have a baby.”

“Dear God!” Janice exclaimed and removed her
hand from the wheel. “Colin?”

“Of course not.” Bonny was curiously angered by
the assumption.

“Then who?” Janice said, blunt with astonishment.

“No one you know.”

“So that's where you've been keeping yourself,”
Janice said wonderingly. “But | never would have be-
lieved it. You of all people!”

“Why me-of-all-people?” Bonny was stung by the

implication. “It can happen to anyone. I'm not so dif-
ferent. 1I'm not so wicked or bad, if that's what you are
thinking. 1—"

“Honey,” Janice interrupted, “don’t get me wrong.
I just meant | can’'t see why. You've got everything.
Usually it's the girls who aren't pretty and popular
who—" Janice hesitated.

“Who go too far?” Bonny supplied, and Janice
nodded. “But I loved him.”

“1 know,” Janice said. “Once | almost went too far
myself.”

“Were you in love?” Bonny said dubiously.

“Of course.”

“Then what held you back?” Clearly she believed
that had Janice really been in love, she would not be
speaking with such righteous complacence now.

“Nothing really held me back,” Janice said thought-
fully. “Something inside of me just refused to go for-
ward, | guess. 1 remember thinking all of a sudden that
if he loved me he would take care of me, but if he didn't
love me I'd have to take care of myself and fast, and so”—
Janice shrugged—*“that was the end of a not-very-beauti-
ful romance.”

“1 couldn’t have thought if my life depended on it,”
Bonny said.

“And now what?” Janice queried. “Are you going
to New York to see him?”

“1've seen him. Now I'm going to New York to see a
doctor who will get me out of this.”

Gradually, she told Janice the whole story, omitting
only, with a kind of perverse loyalty, Tyler's name,
though she couldn’t resist divulging that he was in radio.

“Have you ever thought of having the baby?” Janice
said when she had finished.

“1 told you he won't marry me.”

“You could still have the baby. | understand there
are ways, places,” she added vaguely.

“Sure—homes for delinquent girls,” Bonny scoffed.
"Wouldn't that be fun!”

“It was just a thought.”

The girls were silent as Bonny steered through the
downtown New York traffic. The address Tyler had
sent was in a district with which Bonny was not familiar.
Twice they had to ask a policeman to direct them. The
street was only a few blocks long. It looked surprisingly
respectable. The place they wanted was no exception.
As they mounted the shallow steps and rang the doorbell,
Bonny resisted the childish desire (o clutch Janice’s
hand. Even Janice, she saw, looked a little pale and
anxious.

An elderly woman in a starched white uniform
opened the door. The moment the door had closed be-
hind them, Bonny felt frightened and trapped. It was
dark inside, and all the doors leading off the hall in
which they found themselves were closed.

"Which one of you wished to see the doctor?” the
woman said, and Bonny reluctantly stepped forward.
“Your friend must wait here,” the woman said. There
was not even a chair in the long, gloomy hall. Bonny
cast Janice a glance of commiseration and followed the
searched white uniform down the hall and into a small
office. Here there was at least a window. The woman
sat down behind a desk and motioned Bonny to the chair
opposite.

"Your name?” she said, pencil poised.

“Mrs. Tyler,” Bonny stammered.

The woman asked her some of the same questions
the first doctor had asked her. If it hadn’t been for her
air of cold indifference, her thoroughness would have
been reassuring. When she had done with the questions
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she took her into still another room, where she listened
to her heart and took her blood pressure.

“Are you the doctor?” Bonny asked.

“No.” She seemed annoyed by the question.

“When will | see the doctor?”

“You won't see him. You will just have to trust
us,” the woman said with the faint contempt of one ac-
customed to dealing only with the desperate.

“But—" Bonny protested. The woman, as though
she had not heard, went on:

“ Everything seems to be in order. I'm sure we can
take care of you. You must return in five days. Alone,”
she emphasized.

“How long will I have to stay?” Bonny said tremu-
lously, the idea of spending more than five minutes in this
dreadful place already beginning to haunt her.

“You will be here overnight,” the woman said crisp-
ly. “We don't believe in taking any chances. It will
cost you three hundred dollars, to be paid when you
arrive.”

“Yes,” Bonny said weakly; and the woman led her
back through the outer room into the dusky hall.

Bonny's eyes flew to the spot where she had left
Janice. The blurred shape of a woman was outlined,
leaning wearily against the wall.

“Janice?” Bonny spoke hesitantly, something unfa-
miliar in the shape filling her with a vague uneasiness.
The woman turned, and she was not Janice. This was a
woman with metallic hair and a slack mouth. Her tired,
ancient eyes slid over Bonny's face in a look that con-
tained a forlorn friendliness. You, too, the look seemed
to say.

“Where is my friend?” Bonny cried in sudden, un-
reasoning panic. “What have you done with her?”

“She’'s probably waiting outside,” the woman in the
white uniform said crossly, and Bonny let herself out
into the bright, clean-smelling day.

“l needed air,” Janice explained, getting up from
the steps where she had been sitting.

“l thought something dreadful had happened to
you,” Bonny said, and smiled shakily. “That place gets
you.”

“1 know,” Janice said. “It even got me.”

“For a minute | felt as though you'd been spirited
away and thrown in the witch’'s cauldron,” Bonny said,
and giggled nervously.

They walked toward the car in silence. “Well?”
Jailice said finally, giving her a searching look.

“1 don't know,” Bonny shook her head. “I can't seem
to think. 1 just feel afraid. | can’t seem to think at all.”

“When are you supposed to come back?”

“In five days,” Bonny said miserably. “But | don't
think 1| shall. 1 don’t think I can go through with it,
Janice.” She stopped and stared at her friend helplessly.
“What am 1 going to do?”

“You could tell your mother,” Janice said. “She
will help you.”

“1 just can’t tell her,” Bonny wailed. “I don’t know
where she’s been all these years, but she still thinks of
me as about twelve.”

“She’s given you an awful lot of freedom for a
twelve-year-old,” Janice said crisply. “You've always
been allowed to go more and stay out later than the
rest of us.”

“She just doesn't notice,” Bonny said miserably.
“She doesn't realize how much | do go out most of the
time. And then all of a sudden she wakes up and clamps
down for a little while until she forgets about me again.
I couldn’t tell her, Janice.”

“But what else?” Janice said, and Bonny shuddered,
remembering the dark hallway and the woman who
waited her turn.

“Well,” she conceded, “maybe I'll have to tell her.
But not if Lee Dad has to know. 1 couldn’t stand it if
he knew.”

“1 don't see why he would have to know,” Janice
comforted. “After all, it isn't as though he were your
real father.”

“1 wish he were!” she said surprisingly, and recog-
nized in the admission a familiar but heretofore unnamed
pain. “l mean,” she qualified, unwilling to let Janice
suspect this secret sorrow, “if he were my own father, he
might not be so mad if he found out.”

The morning after the trip

into New York, Bonny woke

struggling free of nightmare

dreams, only to be caught in

the larger nightmare of the
day ahead. She was determined to get the scene with
her mother over with as soon as possible, but the real
problem proved to be finding a moment when her mother
was at home and alone. She realized as She dressed that
the house was abnormally quiet for this hour of the day,
and discovered when she got downstairs that her mother
had taken the boys swimming at the club. She spent a
restless, waiting morning. When her mother finally ap-
peared, it was for the purpose of changing her clothes
to go to a luncheon.

“What time will you be back?” Bonny said with ach-
ing uncertainty, watching her mother fold her hair into
the little curls on the top of her head.

“1 really don't know. They may play bridge. But
I'll be back before Lee gets home,” she added virtuously.
“1 always am.”

The afternoon stretched ahead interminably. “Are
you going out tonight?” She'd simply have to get this
over with today. She couldn’t bear another like it.

“No. The Brannons are coming here.” Her
mother's eyes smiled at her in the mirror. “Did you
want to have some of your friends in? There's always
the sundeck, now that it's so warm.”

“1 hadn’t thought of it,” Bonny said, and drifted dis-
consolately back to her room. She put a record on her
portable phonograph and threw herself across her bed,
but the music, reminiscent of a life that was now forever
over, was intolerable. She turned the instrument off and
went downstairs. Ted and Francis, surrounded by comic
books, were sprawled in the two comfortable chairs. She
found their abandoned comfort wildly irritating.

“It's high time you two learned some manners,” she
exclaimed.

Francis grinned up at her hazily. “Manners?” he
queried vaguely. "

“Hasn't any one told you to offer a lady your chair?”

“Cripes, no,” Francis said with good-natured baffle-
ment.

“Well, I'm telling you now,” Bonny said with sud-
den inexplicable rage, and snatched him by the back of his
striped jersey and pulled him to his feet.

Francis, taken completely by surprise, flailed the air,
turning on her a crimson face. “Who do you think you
are anyway? Madame Queen? You and your old stuck-
up ways. When | see a lady I'll get up, and not before.”

He dived for the chair again, drawing his knees up
against further attack. —

“Oh, you!” she screamed and fled the room, tears of
rage and frustration blinding her eyes. She hated them,
hated them, hated them! But worst of all she hated her-
self.

“Why, Bonny!” Her mother, dressed for the lunch-
eon, stood in the door frowning with annoyance. “This
isn't like you!”

“How do you know what's like me?” she said cross-
ly, and walked past her mother and up the stairs. In her
room she closed the door and leaned against it, weak and
out of breath.

“Bonny, | must speak to you.” Her mother turned
the knob and Bonny moved away from the door.

“You'll be late for your luncheon,” she said, grasp-
ing at a straw.

“I've still fifteen minutes,” her mother said, coming
into the room and closing the door behind her. “What
was that fracas all about downstairs? You are usually
so good with the boys.”
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"1 don’t know,” Bonny said morosely and sank down
onto the bed and began to play with the pillowcase.
“Francis really doesn’'t have any manners. You should
do something about it.”

“It isn't only today that I'm concerned about,” her
mother said. “You've been acting strangely for months
now. Ever since you became such friends with Claire
Barnes, now that | think of it. Not that Claire isn’'t a fine
person, but she is much older, and it does seem to me
that you’ve been spending an awful lot of time with her.”

“Please sit down,” Bonny said breathlessly. “There’s
something | must tell you.”

For the briefest second Bonny thought she detected
a look that was close to panic in her mother’s eyes, and
then Fran drew up the little boudoir chair and sat down,
smiling at Bonny with encouraging blankness.

It had been hard telling Tyler, and in a way even
more difficult telling Janice, but this was far worse than
either. She stared at her mother mutely, her heart
pounding.

“Yes?” her mother said, and looked at her watch.

It was this gesture, familiar and annoying, that re-
leased the block. How many times over the years had
she been made to feel outmaneuvered and in the way by
just this quick, furtive glance at the little jeweled wrist
watch.

“I'm pregnant,” she blurted.

“You are what?” Her mother’'s voice sounded as
though it were pushed through layers of cotton.

“Pregnant,” Bonny repeated. “With child,” she said
and wished she had thought of the phrase before.

“How do you know?” Her mother leaned forward,
twisting the rings on her left hand. “Why, | doubt if
you even know what you are talking about.” she said, her
voice rising hopefully. “Young girls can get all kinds
of mistaken ideas about such things.”

Oh, God, Bonny thought. In another minute she’ll
tell me about the birds and the bees. “But I'm not a
‘'young girn And | am not mistaken about this.”

“Who is the boy?” her mother quavered.

“No one you know.” Bonny hadn’'t considered this
before, but now she knew she could never tell her mother
Tyler's name or anything about him. She couldn’t face
the humiliation to herself or to him were he to be dragged
before the high tribunal of her mother’s anger.

“How can it be no one | know? | know all of your
friends.” Her mother’s chin trembled. *“If you are really
sure, you must, of course, get married right away.”

“He won’'t marry me,” Bonny said.

“Of course he will marry you.” Her mother ap-
peared dazed. “Have you talked to him about it?”

“Yes; but it's no use.”

“Your stepfather will talk to him. He'll make him
see. Oh, poor Lee.” she interrupted herself. “How can
I ever tell him?” She began to cry.

“But you mustn't tell him. Please, please. Mother.”
Bonny was almost crying, too. “He'd only be furious, and
it can’t do any good. No good at all.” Somehow, she
thought, wild with distress, she must deflect her mother.
“You see,” she said, “he’s already married.”

“Oh, Bonny!” her mother gasped, and covered her
face with her hands. “How could you?”

“1 loved him,” Bonny said. “I thought I could make
him love me.”

“Love? What has this business got to do with love?”
Her mother stood up. Tears running wetly down her
cheeks, she began to pace the room. Bonny tried not to
look at her, but there was nowhere else to look. The
telephone rang, and Bonny leaped to the door, glad of
an excuse to escape.

It was the woman who was giving the luncheon that
day.

“1 hope you told her I'd not be coming; that | was
ill,” her mother said when Bonny returned.

“1 told her you would be late.”

“You should have told her I wasn't coming.” Her
mother moved slowly to the door. “I'm going to lie down
for a while and try to think.”

From behind her mother’s closed door she heard her
mother’s voice crying to someone over the telephone, and
knew with sickening certainty that it would be Lee Dad.
Hastily she threw pajamas and toothbrush into an over-
night bag and scribbled a note saying she had gone to
Janice’s for the night. She got out of the house before her
mother had even, put down the receiver. Fran started to
call Bonny, then decided it was just as well that Bonny
would not be here when Lee got home. In a sense this
was as much of a blow to him as it was to her. The dis-
grace that had descended upon their house would, if not
quickly dealt with, affect them all, even the boys. She
began to cry afresh.

When Lee came home, she was reading aloud to Ted
and Francis. Except for her tear-swollen eyes it might
have been any other day. Except for that and the fact
that Lee’s first words were: “Where is Bonny?”

“She’'s gone— for the night—to Janice’s,” Fran said,
and tried to make it known to him with her eyes that the
boys had already sensed something amiss, and that they
should not speak in front of them.

“Couldn’t face up?” Lee said in a harsh, bitter voice.
Fran spilled Ted off her lap and stood up.

“We can't talk here!” she said shakily.

“1'm going up to change for dinner. Will you come?
And | could use a drink. A double Scotch. Get the maid
to fix it.”

Fran made the drink and a smaller one for herself,
and took them upstairs on a tray that trembled in her
hands.

“Of course,” Lee said as soon as she had closed the
door and given him his glass, “the boy will have to marry
her. It isn't Colin, is it?”

“No,” Fran said, “it is an older man, and Bonny says
he is already married.”

“Who is he? What is his name? Where does he
live? Married or not married, he should be made to pay
for this.”

“Now that | know he can’t marry Bonny, | don’t want
to know any more about him,” Fran cried. “I don’t ever
want to hear another word about him. It's Bonny I'm con-
cerned with now. What are we going to do about Bonny,
Lee?”

“1 don’t understand it,” Lee said. He shook his head
and took a large swallow of his drink. “Why should she
do a thing like that when she had everything to make
her happy? Why should a girl like Bonny turn profli-
gate?”

“But she’s not profligate, Lee. You mustn’'t say such
things. She’s young, stupid perhaps, irresponsible, but
you must not call her names.”

“And why not? That seems small enough punish-
ment for what she has brought down on our heads. What
do you expect me to do? Condone it, excuse her, pat her
head and say ‘there, there,” and turn her loose to wreak
more mayhem?”

“1f she were your daughter, your own child, you
wouldn't be so cruel!” Fran said, her cheeks hot with

anger. “If she were your own, you'd want to help her.”
“If she were my own, this never would have hap-
pened,” Lee said. “It's because she isn't my own that |

have given in to her. watched you spoil her rotten and
not lifted a hand to stop it.”

“You think you give in,” Fran said, “but you don't—
you never have. All that Bonny ever really wanted from
you was love.”

“In a minute you'll be saying that everything that has
happened is my fault.”

“Oh, no,” Fran wept, aware now of the terrible things
they were saying to each other. “l didn't mean that.
Forgive me. I'm upset, Lee; I'm half crazy with worry.”

But the thing was out of hand now.

“It's because you see the father in the child that you
love her so,” Lee said slowly, “spoil her so, give in to her.
In her eyes you see the eyes of your beautiful young hus-
band; even her willfulness is dear to you because he was
willful.  You once told me so.”
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“But that's all so long ago,” Fran said wearily, “so
far away. How can you hold it against me, against
Bonny—now?”

“You only married me to make a home for his child,”
Lee said cruelly, and they stared at each other, their eyes
dark with anger. The words hung between them in the
suddenly silent room, and all at once Fran crumpled and
stumbled into his arms and clung there crying.

“How did we ever come to be doing this to each other,
saying such dreadful things?” Fran said. “It's Bonny,
not us. who is in trouble. Remember?”

“Yes.” His voice seemed to come from far away.
“After all, we've the boys to think of. We must work
something soon,” she said. “But what?”

“I'll attend to it,” Lee said softly. “Just trust me
and try to forget it until tomorrow. Haven't | always
taken care of you?”

“Always,” she said, and hated herself for not add-
ing. “in your own way.”

=1

ou

That night Bonny lay awake in the Merrills’ guest
room and wondered fearfully what Lee Dad’s reaction
would be. She remembered once, as a little girl, trying
to make him angry. Eloise, his daughter by his first
marriage, had come to spend the Easter holiday with
them. Though Eloise was plump and wore braces on her
teeth and couldn’t swim or ride as well as Bonny, though
she was four years her senior, Lee Dad always seemed
happier, gayer even, when Eloise was there.

He and Eloise, it seemed to Bonny, never stopped
talking—about the books Eloise was reading, about the
natural history she was studying in school, about her
hobby of collecting and mounting butterflies. And
Bonny could prance and jump about them all she wished,
shouting. “Look at me!” as she leaped a stone wall or
balanced on a fence rail, but they never seemed to notice.

In later years Bonny had learned to accept Eloise’s
visits with philosophic indifference, but that first visit had
been dreadful. Bonny had tried in every way she knew
to insert herself into the disturbingly complete picture
comprised of her stepfather and Eloise.

She had put a worm in Eloise’s bed, only to have
Eloise consult her “Natural History Encyclopedia,” where
she discovered the worm to be a very rare specimen. She
had given the diving board on which Eloise was poised
an extra bounce just as Eloise took off, causing her to land
flat on her stomach, only to have Eloise boh up with a
smile which laid hideously bare the braces on her teeth.
“1 seem to be slipping.” said Eloise. “I'll have to try
that again.”

It wasn't until she spilled the bottle of red ink across
the pages of the book that Eloise and Lee Dad were read-
ing aloud together that she felt she had really got their
attention. For a moment she’'d had the delicious, power-
ful sensation of having aroused their anger. Lee Dad
rose from his chair, the blood-red book dripping in his
hand. His thin face seemed to swell, but just when
Bonny was sure he would explode, his face softened.

“I'm afraid,” he said ruefully to Eloise, “that Bonny
has little respect for the life of the intellect.”

If he had slapped her, it would have hurt less.

Bonny turned restlessly in the strange bed, and final-
ly toward morning she slept. Janice woke her at ten to
tell her she was wanted on the telephone.

It was, it turned out, her stepfather’s secretary, Miss
Baynes. Mr. Bonsall, said Miss Baynes, wished to see
her at his office at eleven.

“Why at his office?” Bonny moaned to Janice. “It
sounds so cold, like a summons.”

“Well, at least you'll know where you stand, what to
do next,” Janice comforted.

“You know what I'd like to do?” Bonny said, scram-
bling into her clothes. “I'd like to get in my car and just
start driving and not stop until all this was over.”

“And afterward?” Janice said gently.

“That's right,” Bonny said slowly. “There isn't go-
ing to be any afterward, is there? This is for the rest of
my life.” She turned away from Janice and jerked on her

shoes and went to stand before the mirror, comb in hand.
“You're stuck with this for the rest of your life,” she said
to the face in the mirror, but the mirrored eyes stared
back at her, large and unbelieving.

Her stepfather’'s office was in downtown Holdridge,
only a twenty-minute drive from Janice’s house. She
walked stiffly through the cool foyer of the familiar office
building to the door at the far end marked Bonsall and
Dawson. Bonny felt sure her stepfather would see her
right away. She was surprised when Miss Baynes mo-
tioned her to a chair and gave her a magazine to read.
It was almost noon before she was called into the inner
sanctum.

She stood quaking before his desk, waiting for him to
look up from some papers he had piled there, but he did
not look up. *“Sit down, Elizabeth,” he said.

His voice was cold, and he had called her Eliza-
beth! “I'd rather stand,” she said tremulously.

He selected one of the papers and spread it on the
desk before him and cleared his throat. “l have made
arrangements for you to go to a place out West whicl
handles cases such as yours.” He still had not looked a
her. Was it shame, she wondered, that kept his eyes
downcast, his voice cold? “You will have the best of
care. The offspring”— he slurred over the word as though
he found it distasteful—“will be put up for adoption
through the proper agency channels.”

He was not shamed. Bonny realized dazedly; he wa»
not even angry. He spoke as though she were a strangei
toward whom he felt only an unsavory sense of responsi-
bility.

“You may tell your friends,” the disinterested voict
continued, “that you are going West to a dude ranch
You can receive mail in your name at a neighborinj
ranch, or in whatever name you may choose that is no'
your own at the place at which you will be staying. | have
made reservations for you on a train leaving New York
in two days. Have you any questions?”

Questions? Yes, she had a question. “What if I
don’t want to go?” she exploded. “What if I don't want
your charity?” She wheeled toward the door, giddy with
despair. “What if I have a plan of my own?”

“You've not only yourself to consider.” The in
exorable voice followed her to the door. “You’'ve the chile
to consider now.”

Somehow she found her way to her car. For a while
she drove with blind aimlessness. She thought once o*
returning to Janice’s and simply staying there until he-
departure, but even in her present confusion she realizes
that if she wanted to make this preposterous “trip” appea’
normal to her friends, she would have to make everything
leading up to it appear normal, too. Chastened and
miserable, she headed the car toward home.

Bonny’'s plan to go West for a few months, “maybi
more if | like it out there,” was accepted without ques
tion by all of her friends except Colin. She had not seer
or heard from Colin since the night of the Merrills’ party,
and she shrank from calling him, so that he heard of hei
intended trip from someone at the country-club bar om
afternoon. He had just finished nine holes of golf anc
was halfway through a Scotch and soda. He put the
drink down on the bar and walked out of tie big, nois'
room. He was already behind the wheel of the Skylarl
before he remembered that he had a date in an hou:
with “the redhead.” He returned to the club, callec
her, and told her he would not be able to make it. Tot
honest for phony explanations, he gave none. He knew
that she probably would not see him again, but at this
point nothing mattered beyond the fact that his girl was
leaving town, and he had had to hear about it from a
stranger. All of the hurt and the confusion he had felt
in the past few months seemed focused in this one fina!
insult.

He shoved the accelerator to the floor, and the Sky
lark, exploding with effort, clanged through the streets
of Holdridge unmindful of stop signs, speed limits or
pedestrians. By the time he drew up in front of the Bon
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sails’ house, though the Skylark was emitting steam from
the radiator, he had cooled off somewhat. Bonny's
mother met him at the door and, with what seemed to him
an anxious, pitying look, asked him in. He waited for
Bonny in the hall, where he lit one cigarette after another,
crushing them out in a majolica umbrella stand. When
Bonny appeared, she was wearing blue jeans and a faded
red shirt. Her hair was tied back from her face with a
yellow ribbon; she looked about twelve. All the angry
words which had been so ready to spill out dissolved in
his throat.

“Why didn’'t you tell me that you were going away?”
he said, but his voice was soft and he reached to take her
hands in his. “I heard it at the club. From a stranger.”

“1 only knew it myself a few days ago,” she said,
but she refused his proffered hands and her eyes would
not meet his. “And I've had such a dreadful lot to do.”

The door opened behind them, and Ted and Francis
tumbled in. “We can't talk here,” Colin said. “Will you
come for a ride?”

He drove to the outskirts of town and turned left
onto the Hill Road. At the top, where the road curved
to start its downward swing, he pulled over to a small
parking ledge and stopped. From here they looked down
on the town, made hazily unreal by the setting sun, and
watched for a moment in silence the lights begin to go
on in the little toy houses.

“1 suppose you are happy about this,” he said
presently.

“Oh, yes. I've always wanted to travel.” There was
something almost prim about the way she said it, and he
sensed that she was withholding some part of her plans.

“Who are you going with? Your family?” he haz-
arded, and offered her a cigarette.

“I'm going alone,” she said, and still there was the
primness.

“Are you visiting friends? Family? Or what?” He
didn't really care. He was only trying to make conversa-
tion, break through to her,»but he felt her stiffen, and
thought unhappily that it was because she didn’t consider
this any of his business. Not any more.

“I'm going to a ranch—a dude ranch,” she said.
“Cowboys and horses and everything. It's really awfully
exciting. I'll give you my address.”

“Do you really want me to write?”

“Of course. Why not?” She gave him a searching
glance and looked quickly away.

“You'll probably meet a lot of people,” he said. “A
lot of men—older men. I'm sure you'll have a big time.
It's selfish of me to wish you weren't going, but I can’t
help it. When will you be back?”

“l don't know. A month, two or three. It all de-
pends on how | like it out there. | might even stay and
take a job. Itwould at least be something to do,” she said.

“Why are you leaving me?” he said, suddenly sick of
all the hedging, all the months of hedging. “Have you
forgotten what a good time we used to have together?
Have you forgotten the Saturday nights at the club and
the picnics outdoors? And the nights in high school when
we used to study together in front of the fire in our living
room, and the time you wore the low-cut dress and | got
so mad at the way people looked at you that | took you
home, and the time you got mad at me for dancing four
times with the Turner girl?”

“No, I haven't forgotten.” But she sounded as though
she had.

“Listen,” he said with final desperation. “1I'm not go-
ing to talk marriage to any girl until I can back it up, and
I can’'t now, but you must know how 1 feel about you.
You must know that I've loved you for as long as | can
remember.”

“Dear Colin.” She was more moved than she dared
let him see. She leaned toward him on the seat, intend-
ing only to Kiss his cheek lightly in farewell, but he caught
her in his arms and held her to him, brushing her hair
with his lips. His nearness and gentleness unnerved her,
and for a moment she contemplated the sweet release of
telling him the whole ugly story and throwing herself on

his ardent young mercy. Then she leaned away from him
and regarded him thoughtfully in the fading light, won-
dering where and how to begin. But as she looked on the
familiar face, made less familiar by a look of weariness
and misery, she found herself tongue-tied. She couldn’t
tell him.

“You are making much too much of this,” she said.
“And I'm really not worth it. It has been grand, but you'll
find when I've been gone a while that it was mostly habit.
You are much too attractive to sit around moaning for
long. No one will let you.”

“That does it!” he said, and moved away from her
and started the engine.

Something lost and bleak in the stiff profile turned
toward her clutched at her heart, but there was nothing
she could say that would not hurt him more than she had
already hurt him.

Somehow she got through the remaining two days.
There was so much to be done and so little time to do it,
but on her last night her mother and Lee Dad went out to
dinner and she was left with the long, empty evening
ahead.

She had supper with the boys and afterward in a
mood of nostalgic fondness played rummy with them until
their bedtime. She .wished, after they had gone, that she
had asked Janice over. Disconsolately she went up to her
room. It already looked vacated. The pennants and
snapshots which had lined mirrors and walls had been
taken down and put away in the chest which held the
stuffed animals and the silver mug of her childhood. Her
suitcases stood by the door as though waiting for a porter
to carry them away.

The room, she thought, shouldn’t look so bare. She
was taking so little with her—none of the bright cottons
and pastel voiles she had bought when she had so naively
thought she would be wearing them for Tyler, nor the golf
clubs and tennis rackets which heretofore had been an
integral part of her traveling gear.
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There was nothing left to be done. Idly she checked
the contents of her handbag. Tyler's check was still
there. What did she want with it now? What had she
ever wanted with it? Hush money—that was all it
amounted to. She started to rip the check across the
middle, but some instinct prompted her not to destroy
this, her one point of contact with him. Impulsively she
got out an envelope and put the check in it. She addressed
the envelope to Tyler, and in the left-hand corner she
wrote Mrs. Tyler and the address her stepfather had given
her.

And then, because she could think of nothing else to
do, she undressed and got into bed. The minute she
turned out the light she knew this had been a bad idea.
She got up and turned it on again and padded downstairs
in search of a book. As she entered the darkened living
room, a board creaked under her foot and she began to
tremble. She had heard the same sound a thousand
times before, but now she stood frightened and irresolute,
trying to hold her jaw tight against the chattering of her
teeth. Finally her stepfather’s car rolled into the yard,
arousing her to some sense of reality.

Quickly, so that they should not discover her here,
lost, teetering at the. edge of hysteria, she ran upstairs
and leaped into bed, pulling the covers close to hide her
trembling. In her haste she had not closed the door, and
presently her mother came and stood in the doorway,
looking chic but troubled in the light that shone from the
hall. Bonny pretended sleep as her mother tiptoed into
the room and bent above the huddled form, her per-
fumed hand gliding lightly across Bonny’s cheek. It had
been years since her mother had come like this in the
night to look at her sleeping child.

Bonny pushed back the covers and clutched at the
hand against her cheek.

“I'm so afraid,” she whispered. “I don't want to go
away. Couldn’t you come with me?”

Her mother shook her head, and Bonny felt a tear,
which she knew was not her own. splash against her face.

“Not even at the end?” Bonny pleaded, knowing it
was useless, impossible.

“l wish—" her mother said faintly and left the
sentence unfinished.

“Is it terrible having a baby? Does it hurt much?”
Bonny loosed her mother’s hand and turned, trying to read
her mother’s look in the dim light.

“One forgets,” her mother said, and began to move
away from the bed. “You must try to look on this as an
unpleasant interim— a punishment, if you will. And then
when you come back, we can decide what you will do with
the rest of your life.” She was at the door. In another
moment she would be gone.

“l want you to know”— Bonny spoke hurriedly be-
cause there seemed to be so little time— “that I'm not a
bad girl. | didn't mean to go so far, I didn’'t really want
to; it was just that | wanted him to like me.”

“You must try to go to sleep,” her mother said, crisp
with embarrassment. And Bonny remembered too late
that her mother had never been able to cope with the
slightest allusion to sex. “Good night, my dear.”

Long after Bonny heard her stepfather come upstairs
and go down the hall to his room, she lay dry-eyed, staring
at the ceiling. Finally she got up in the dark and felt
her way to the chest in the corner. She fumbled through
the layers of clothes until her fingers touched the plush,
mangy body of a long-discarded Teddy bear. With this
tucked under her chin, she eventually went to sleep.

When Tyler first picked up the letters which had
been pushed under his door, he shoved the one with the
Arizona address to the back of the pile. He knew no one
in Arizona. In the same mail there was a note addressed
in Gerda's square, reasonable hand. He had seen her
only the night before, and she rarely wrote, even when she
went away. Some prescience of trouble compelled him to
tear open the envelope without waiting to close the door
or take off his hat.

He read:

My darling:

Often in the past few weeks T have wanted so desper-
ately to ask you what has gone wrong between us, but
always when | would start to speak | would become
afraid. Afraid that you might try to tell me that | was
imagining things, and should you say this | would be
able to read the lie in your eyes. This | could not bear.
So | will not ask you what has changed you—only how
much have you changed? And toward me?

Always yours,
Gerda

His first impulse was to reach for the telephone. He
could only guess at the distress that had prompted the
letter, and he wished to comfort her at once. He heard
the dial signal and spun out the first two letters of her
exchange before he realized that he could say nothing
of any real comfort to her.

He could tell her that he loved her, but he had told
her that often in the past weeks, and it had not proved
enough to blind her to the fact that something had hap-
pened to him. He replaced the receiver in its cradle
and thoughtfully thumbed through the rest of the mail.
Absently, he opened the letter from Arizona. A slip of
paper fell out, and bending to retrieve it, he saw that it
was a check for three hundred dollars made out to Eliza-
beth Bonsall. He was too astonished for a moment to
recognize it as his own check. Gingerly he turned the
envelope over and read the return address again. His
mind refused to function beyond the completely incon-
gruous fact that a Mrs. Tyler of Arizona was returning
the check he had sent to Bonny. Suddenly he remem-
bered the warnings of the young intern. His heart ham-
mering, he sat down and stared at the empty envelope, his
thoughts ricocheting from one dreadful possibility to
another. What had become of Bonny? And why had she
not used the money? And then his eyes focused on the
name, Mrs. Tyler, and hejd. He remembered now Bon-
ny’s saying in a small, embarrassed voice, “l called my-
self ‘Mrs. Tyler.””

Gradually his mind cleared. She had not used his
check. She was apparently somewhere in Arizona calling
herself “Mrs. Tyler.” This could only mean one thing.
This must be her way of telling him that she intended
to go through with things.

Though he seldom smoked, he saw on the table a
half-empty pack of cigarettes someone must have left, and
reached for them. He lit one, hardly aware that he had
done so. He choked briefly over the unfamiliar fumes,
and the telephone rang.

It was, as he had somehow felt it would be, Gerda.
She sounded breathless and oddly shy. “Writing notes is
silly,” she said, “but | didn't know how else—” She
faltered and stopped.

“It was a sweet note. We’ll have to talk about it
sometime.” Could this be Gerda that he was talking to
in this guarded way? He must, he told himself, pull him-
self out of this confusion long enough to give her some
comforting word, something she could hang on to. But
what? He already felt that he was beginning to lose her.

“My darling,” he said; his hand holding the tele-
phone was cold and an emptiness was in his stomach,
“I'll be around to see you later if you'll be at home.”

“1 will be,” she said, her voice lifting.

He hung up, regretting that he had committed him-
self to seeing her while he was still so upset. But there
was really no alternative. They couldn’'t go on with this
unstated barrier between them. The question was, could
they go on once the barrier had been removed?

He had thought when he arranged for the doctor and
sent Bonny the check that he could dismiss the matter—
not entirely, perhaps, but at least enough to spare Gerda
the burden of his guilt. Now it would seem that he had
spared Gerda little but the facts. She had sensed the
inner working of conscience— the conscience that, like
an unfilled tooth, nagged him awake at night, and in the
daylight hours stalked between him and his love like some
demanding ghost. In vain he had told himself that he
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could not have handled things differently, that he owed
Bonny nothing and Gerda so much. Though he had long
since forgotten the look of the girl to whom he had made
such ill-advised love those months ago, he could not forget
the look of the one who had confronted him with her
appalling news in the Commodore bar, weeks later.

The summer heat had not settled in yet, but his room
felt stuffy and confining. He took a shower and decided
he would walk the mile to Gerda’'s room. He did not
know yet what he would tell her when he got there, and
once out in the cool night air he was aware only of the
physical release of walking. He arrived at the house
where Gerda lived, with nothing decided. He walked
around the block, stalling for time, but it was no use.
Unless he told Gerda the whole truth they would be no
closer than they had been before. And with what he
now knew, there was no use telling her the truth until he
knew what he intended to do about it.

His hand on the buzzer, he hoped that he could some-
how bluff his way through the evening, but as soon as he
saw Gerda waiting for him at the top of the stairs, her
hair a bright frame for her gray, troubled eyes, his throat
constricted with tenderness.

“If only,” he thought, “this child were ours,” and
realized that he had for the first time accepted the coming
child as a reality, as his own. He paused for a moment,
his eyes absorbing every familiar detail of the girl who
waited for him, wanting always to remember her thus and
himself climbing the stairs to meet her. Afterward, he
supposed it was then that he had made his real decision,
then that he knew what he would do about Bonny.

The Farm,” as the place
was called, was an enormous,
rambling, white clapboard
house on a hill overlooking a
river. Mrs. Browning, the own-

er, a wiry, gray-haired woman with soft brown eyes,
showed Bonny around on the afternoon when she arrived.

“We do all of our own work,” Mrs. Browning ex-
plained, throwing open thfe double doors that led into the
kitchen, where four girls were occupied cleaning vege-
tables and washing and drying dishes. Mrs. Browning
introduced them all by their first names: Leah, Ethel,
Dotty and Marie. Marie, Mrs. Browning told Bonny, was
to be her roommate. Marie was a large, freckle-faced
redhead who gave Bonny a fleeting, incurious smile.

Through the back door, Bonny saw that there was a
vegetable garden where two girls wearing blue jeans
worked with trowels. They appeared slim and.carefree—
just as she herself had looked only a few months ago.
Self-pity enveloped her.

“Would you like to meet them?” Mrs. Browning said,
following her gaze. “Their babies are a month old.
They'll be leaving any day now.”

“I'll meet them later,” Bonny said in a stifled voice.

Suddenly she was tired. She wished the energetic
Mrs. Browning would let her return to her room and rest,
but she hadn’t the courage to suggest it. She was hustled
through a tour of the living room and dining room, shown
the sewing room and the clinic. A doctor came once a
week. Mrs Browning explained, even though the babies
were delivered at a hospital.

“But we do have a nursery. Would you like to see
it?” Bonny nodded helplessly, and Mrs. Browning threw
open the door to a large, airy corner room. It looked
like a room some fond grandmother had thrown together
for visiting daughters and grandchildren. Mrs. Browning
tiptoed to one of the cribs and beckoned to Bonny, who
gingerly peered down at a minute bald head.

“This is Benny,” Mrs. Browning whispered. “His
mother is taking him home next week.”

“Home?” Bonny gasped.

“Only the babies who are going home are brought
back here from the hospital,” Mrs. Browning said mat-
ter-of-factly. She went to lean over another crib. “This
is John,” she said, and patted the squirming bit of hu-

manity which at sight of her had begun to cry. “He’'s
hungry,” she said, smiling fatuously into the squinched
red face.

“I'm afraid | don't feel very well,” Bonny said,
clutching the side of the crib. “May | go back to my
room now?”

“Poor child,” Mrs. Browning exclaimed. “You are
tired, and this is all new to"you.” They were on the
threshold of Bonny’s room now, and away from, the nurs-v

ery. “l only wanted you to see that you are not alone.”
“Oh, I knew there would be other girls here,” Bonny
said easily. “l expected that.”

“1 meant alone in another sense,” Mrs. Browning said.
“1 like to think of this place as a refuge. Now go and
rest,” she added brusquely, giving Bonny a little shove
toward her room. * “We’re having fried chicken tonight.
You must be ready to do it justice.”

“1 love fried chicken,” Bonny said. She would have
liked to say more, but for some reason of pride she could
not let Mrs. Browning know that she was the first person
who had treated her with respect and understanding in
all these recent weeks.

She tried, after supper, to write to her mother. But
once she had written that the trip had been easy, that the
Farm was all right and that she liked Mrs. Browning, she
could think of nothing more to say.

Though her mother wrote faithfully once a week,
Bonny found it increasingly difficult to answer the stilted,
anxious little notes. And though she purchased picture
postcards from the neighboring dude ranch and wrote
convincing accounts of ranch life to Colin and to Claire
and to Ted and Francis, Janice was the only person to
whom she could write with any real feeling or honesty.

When she had been at the Farm a month, she wrote

Janice:
»

At first it was horrible. You would think it would
make you feel better to be surrounded by people in the
same boat, but it doesn't. My roommate, Marie, was in

* a chorus before (everything here is “before:” it's very
~depressing), and she would be ,fun if she didn't cry all
the time. She went with this guy for five years, and then
he went and married someone else the minute she told
him the bad news.

Even though some of the days seem to be years, the
weeks slide by amazingly fast. | am learning to cook!
Can you believe it? And last week | helped can a hun-
dred jars of tomatoes. It's amazing what you can get to
like doing (almost) when there’s nothing else for enter-
tainment.

Of course we never see anyone but each other, which
is tiresome, and Mrs. Browning, and once a week the
doctor and the “sob sister.” The “sob sister” is our name
for the social worker. Also, we call her “Rehabilitation
Rose.” She comes and talks to us.about what we plan
to do later . . . oh, heavenly day! . . . and about putting
our babies up for adoption.

Though it wasn’'t the fashionable attitude, Bonny
rather liked Mrs. Rutledge, the plump, breezy social
worker. She had the air of a woman who finds nothing
Extraordinary. Even when Bonny was stubbornly secre-
tive about Tyler, Mrs. Rutledge seemed to understand.

“There are a few things,” Mrs. Rutledge said, “that
we like to think are no one’s business but our own, but if
you could just give me sonje idea of his background and
physical characteristics, it wertild be a great help to us.”

Bonny was embarrassed at how little she knew about
his background, how little she actually remembered of
how Tyler looked. She lay awake that night, listening to
Marie’'s muffled crying in the next bed, and tried to con-
jure him up before her mind’'s eye, but the details eluded
her. All she could remember was the effect his presence
had had on her, and the agony of losing him. When she
was sure Marie was asleep at last, she, too, gave herself
up to tears.

“1 got a letter from Colin,” she wrote to Janice later.
“It sounds as though everybody is having a wonderful
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summer, but it all seems so far away.” She paused and
stared out of the window for a moment and then wrote
with a kind of frenzied haste: “I felt the baby move to-
day.” She read the sentence over several times, and then
with a little inward smile tore the sheet in two. She
could never convey to Janice the overwhelming quality
of that experience!

It was her week for dishwashing, and she had been
standing in front of the sink, her arms immersed in the
warm suds, when slie’d felt, like butterfly wings, the stir-
ring against her ribs. Startled, her hand flew to touch
the spot. Leah, who was drying, smiled.

“It's a good feeling, isn't it?” Leah said, her rather
harsh features seeming to blur softly. “You know now
that you're not alone.”

Again the child moved, and this time Bonny was
flooded with warmth and lightness. “You are not alone,”
Leah was saying— just as Mrs. Browning had said on that
first day, meaning something different— or perhaps not so
different, after all.

We are in this together, Bonny thought, he and I, my
child and I. She wished the dishes were done so that she
might escape to her room with this new knowledge.

The next day, Mrs. Rutledge told her they had found
a home for her child. “They are people who have waited
a long time,” Mrs. Rutledge said. “The mother lost one
child and can never have another.”

They were also, it seemed, people of means and posi-
tion. Mrs. Rutledge had seldom, she said cheerily, been
more pleased with a placement. She smiled gently and
leaned back in her chair with an air of satisfaction.

“l didn't know everything was settled so soon,”
Bonny said faintly.

“Nothing is really settled,”— Mrs. Rutledge regarded
her curiously— “but in a case like yours where adoption
appears to be the best solution and the mother wishes it,
we naturally get to work on it.”

“But | am not sure | do wish it,” Bonny said quickly.
“l was sure, but now I'm not.”

“What has changed you?” Mrs. Rutledge said quietly.

“1 don't know,” Bonny said doggedly. “I just know
that he’s mine— and | want him.”

“And have you thought about how you would manage
to keep him?”

“No,” Bonny said. Her voice was shaky. She felt
dangerously close to tears. “l could go to business
school,” she suggested hopefully.

“1I'm glad that you feel that you want the child,” Mrs.
Rutledge said. “We won't go any further, then, with the
adoption plans until you are quite decided.” She smiled
absently and riffled through some papers on her desk.
“As you say, the child is yours.” She paused, seeming to
choose her words cautiously, “But, of course, no one of
us ever truly owns a life. We can only try to direct those
lives for which we feel responsible in whatever direction
will bring them most happiness.”

Bonny felt a helpless rage against this imperturbable
woman who smiled so benignly as she talked about re-
sponsibility and happiness. Unable to speak, she rose
abruptly, hardly trusting her legs to carry her out of the
room. In the hall she encountered Mrs. Browning carry-
ing an armload of towels. She threw her arms arourra
the older woman’s neck, scattering the towels to the floor,
and like some wounded, heedless child blurted that every-
one was against her.

Mrs. Browning led her to her own room off the kitchen
and went to make her a cup of tea. “There’s something
about hot tea that quiets the heart,” Mrs. Browning said.

Left alone for a few minutes, reason returned to
Bonny. “I guess | really don’'t want to talk about it, after
all,” she told Mrs. Browning, as she returned with the tea
tray. “I guess this is something I'll have to figure out by
myself.”

“1 picked up yoor mail.” Mrs. Browning handed her
several letters. “Thought it might take your mind off
your troubles.”

But Bonny was in no hurry to read the letters. This
pleasant room reminded her a little of Janice’s mother’s

room in Holdydge. Simple and gracious and smelling
faintly of cedar. She tucked the letters into her jumper
pocket and didn’t look at them again until she was comb-
ing her hair before supper. Then she took them out of
her pocket. One, as she had known it would be, was from
her mother; another was from Colin, and on the bottom
of the pile was one from New York. With trembling
fingers she ripped open the envelope, her eyes skimming
down the page to the signature. When she saw that it
was from Tyler, she went into the bathroom and locked
the door. It was the only place she could be sure of real
privacy.
The letter read:

My dear Bonny:

I shan't try to offer any explanations for my long
delay in getting in touch with you. Suffice it to say that
I have been doing a great deal of thinking, and do finally
believe that we should, in all fairness to ourselves and the
child, get married at once. Many marriages are contracted
with less purpose, and work out quite happily for all con-
cerned. | have arranged for leave from the station so
that | can come out there or meet you somewhere else at
any time within the next two weeks. We can make more
specific plans for the future when | see you.

Stunned, Bonny reread the letter. “And do finally
believe,” she read aloud to the empty room, “that we
should in all fairness to ourselves and the child get
married at once.”

The supper bell rang. Mechanically she put the let-
ter back in her pocket and opened the door. Outside of
the dining room she could hear the forced gaiety of the
girls as they gathered around the table. Poor things!
she thought. Then she walked into the room, her head
held unconsciously high, her feet moving lightly beneath
the weight of her body.

She slept that night with the letter under her pillow;
her dream was that she and Tyler were standing before a
minister, and that there was a baby clutched in her arms.
Tyler and the baby were faceless, unreal, but the minister,
when she looked closely, turned out to be Mrs. Rutledge,
the social worker, who spoke in a solemn, clerical voice:
“No one of us ever truly owns a life,” she said, and Bonny
said, “I do.” She woke up feeling cold and shaken.

She did not write to Tyler for two days, nor did she
tell Mrs. Browning her news until after she had written
him.

“Are you sure this is what you want?” Mrs. Browning
said uneasily, after she had heard Bonny through. “Are
you sure this is best for everyone?”

“Of course it's what | want,” Bonny said, cross with
disappointment. “And even if it weren't, I'd do it anyhow
—to give my child a name and— and a home.”

“But,” Mrs. Browning persisted softly, “your child
has already been offered a name— and a home in which
there is a great deal of love.?

“1 thought you'd be on my side!” Bonny cried.

“There are no sides,” Mrs. Browning placated. “Only
solutions. And in some cases there is no right solution,
no way of wiping out the sin you have done yourself and
the wrong to your child. No, sometimes there is no really
happy alternative. In cases like this, my dear, all that
one can do is try to choose the alternative that offers the
most good there is to be got out of the situation; the
one least likely to pile new wrongs onto the old ones.
You are a good girl, Bonny,” she said, and patted Bonny's
hand, “and I'm sure you won't make a wrong choice.”

“But I've made my choice! You talk as though it
were still undecided. He’ll be here soon. Please be
happy for me.”

“Of course, I'm happy for you,” Mrs. Browning said,
and smiled at last. “I'm always happy when things go
the way the people | care about want them to go.”

A week later, Tyler telephoned from Phoenix; Bonny
took the call in Mrs. Browning’s room. Her heart ham-
mered wildly, and her voice sounded as though there
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were a vibrator pressed to her throat. Fortunately, he
did most oi the talking. He could, he said, come out to
the Karin if there was anywhere for them to talk. She
founii her breath to suggest that they meet at the dude
ranch up the road. There was a restaurant there where
they could have dinner, and a bus ran out there from
Phoenix. “At six then,” Tyler said, and hung up.

Absently she held the receiver in her hand until her
heart stopped its crazy beating; then, slowly, like a sleep-
walker, she climbed the stairs to her room. Marie looked
up from her book as Bonny heard herself saying, quite as
though it were the.most natural thing in the world, “I've
got a date, Marie. I've a date for supper down at the
ranch. What on earth will | wear'."”

“A dale!” Marie exclaimed, and then understanding
lit her pale eyes and she jumped up, tossing her book
aside. “But how grand! Anij what will you wear?” The
two girls stood for a moment staring with solemn calcu-
lation at Bonny’s blue jumper. “I just can't go anywhere
in this,” Bonny moaned.

But Marie was already at the closet. She held up
the navy "blue gabardine that Bonny had worn when she
arrived. “Now if we just put a panel in here, and let out
this seam, and—"

“In three hours?” Bonny said despairingly.

“Leah used to be a designer and Dotty is fast with a
needle,” Marie said. “I'll be back in a minute.”

Although she was distressed by the publicity, Bonny
could not help but be touched. They all came— Leah,
Dotty, Penelope and even Sarah, the new girl who had
spoken to no one in the week since she had been there.
All of them chattered and buzzed about her, eager and
wistful. Sarah insisted on a shampoo and wave, which
she herself administered. Dotty contributed earrings and
white gloves, and Penelope a clip. They asked no ques-
tions. but they knew, they knew. Their faces reflected
all the imagined happy endings, the prince-on-the-white-
horse who had failed to rescue them but who nevertheless
existed, still, in the minds of all of them.

At five-thirty, they all gathered in the downstalrs hall
to witness the result of their labors. Bonny, too moved to
speak, waved a white-gloved hand. She knew that she
looked pretty, and was humbly grateful that they had
made this possible.

She had looked forward to the three-mile drive to the
ranch in Mrs. Browning's station wagon, which she had
borrowed for the occasion. To be behind the wheel of a
car again gave hei a sense of independence and of free-
dom. She concentrated on the ribbon of road and tried
not to think of the meeting ahead. But the very effort of
concentration brought it into focus, and then she expe-
rienced a moment of absolute panic. She honestly could
not remeinbei what Tyler looked like! In vain she
searched het memory for some clue, but she could remem-
ber nothing--not the shape of his head or the color of his
hair or eyes. Her hands on the wheel grew clammy as
she imagined herself walking right past him like some
victim of amnesia. Finally, at the edge of hysteria, she
saw the ranch ahead. That steadied her.

She paiked the station wagon in the driveway of the
main building and looked in the windshield mirror.
Fuller cheeks, a firmer mouth, eyes that had lost some of
their sparkle; not the face he was familiar with. But it
would do, she concluded, feeling a new assurance.

Walking across the patio that led to the main build-
ing, she was aware of the stiffly upright carriage en-
forced by the weight she carried. She hoped he would
not see her until she was sitting down!

In their brief, self-conscious interchange on the tele-
phone. they had neglected to specify just where they
would meet. The main lobby of the ranch and the dining
room were in separate buildings. She stood, undecided,
at the main building. Then she saw him coming toward
her, a tall man with a lean face—a total stranger.

“Hello, Bonny.” He took her hands in his and held
them for a moment. Briefly, their eyes met.

“You're looking well,” he said with intended hearti-
ness, and she found herself flushing.

“Perhaps 1| should have warned you,” she stam-
mered. “l mean, told you how different I might look to
you.”

“You look fine,” he said, his voice rising a little.
“They tell me the dining room is here.” He indicated
the building to the left of them and took her arm, force-
fully, in his.

The dining room was self-consciously rustic, and so
were most of its occupants. Bonny and Tyler were di-
vided by a potted palm from an hilarious group who were
clad in riding clothes.

“A man’s not dressed in here without his spurs,”
Tyler commented, and picked up the menu. “Shall we
have champagne? After all, this is a celebration.” His
smile was gentle.

“Of course,” Bonny said quickly, grateful for any
suggestion that might melt this paralyzing shyness.

While he discussed vintages with the waitress, Bonny
observed him cautiously, still feeling the sensation of
strangeness.

“That's done,” he said finally, leaning toward her
across the table. “Now, shall we decide on food?”

The champagne came, and with a little flourish Tyler
filled her glass. “To us,” he said, and she wondered if
she only imagined that his voice sounded hollow.

“To us,” she repeated prayerfully.

The champagne helped somewhat. Tyler told her an
amusing story about an argument he had overheard in
Phoenix between a policeman and a woman driver who
looked as though she could outspit any man. He had
seen her, he continued, while on his way to the courthouse
to inquire about a marriage license. Getting a license
here was easy, he said, as though commenting on the pur-
chase of a theater ticket. There were no waiting laws in
Arizona; nothing was needed but a justice of the peace.

She scarcely heard what he was saying. Suddenly
the studied atmosphere, the champagne, “because this is
a celebration,” the raucous groups around them, herself
and Tyler caught in the midst of this papier-mache gaiety
sickened her. It isn't fair! she thought wildly. We're
two strangers arranging a marriage as though it were
some necessary but incidental business to be arranged in
a hurry so we can enjoy our food.

The waitress came with their dinners. Bonny waited
until she had gone, and then, because it seemed imperative
to her to break through this mannered pantomime, she
opened her mouth to ask Tyler about his law school—
about anything, in fact, that was real to him and there-
fore to her. She was shocked when she heard herself
asking about Gerda. The question simply slipped out
without plan or warning. She stared at him abjectly, her
hands fluttering in useless apology above her plate. He
looked away, startled out of whatever role he was playing,
but not before she had seen the naked wretchedness in
his eyes.

“We mustn't talk about Gerda,” he said harshly,
grasping a package of cigarettes that lay between them
on the table as though it were a steadying object. With a
short, jerking motion he spilled a cigarette’ out of the
package and handed it to her. Then he lit it for her, the
match trembling in his hand.

She sat watching with feigned absorption the smoke
that drifted from her cigarette, while Tyler began with
desperate precision to carve his steak. The people at the
adjoining table laughed with good-natured abandon at
something funny only to themselves. Bonny felt alone.
She was sure she was suffocating.

Phrases, like those past images which purportedly
appear only to the drowning, crowded her mind. Her
stepfather’'s voice, cold with reproof: “You’'ve not only
yourself to think of now.” Mrs. Rutledge’s, kindly, de-
tached: “They are people who have waited a long time.
The mothei lost one child and can never have another.”
Mrs. Browning's: “Are you sure it's best for everyone?”
Claire’s, so long ago and far away: “They are very much
in love. They have waited a long time and it hasn’'t been
easy.” The room began to swim before her eyes.
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“I've got to get out of here,” Bonny said. She pushed
back her chair.

“But you haven't eaten,” Tyler said, his face a per-
plexed and troubled blur before her.

“l can't eat! [I'll wait for you in the car.” She
stumbled blindly past the tables and out into the night
air. She was aware then that Tyler was following her.

“Are you ill?” His hand on her shoulder was gentle.

Bonny shook her head.

“You are upset, though,” he said, and led her to a
corner of the patio where there was a wrought-iron bench.
He sat down and drew her down beside him and held her
hands between his own as though he found them cold and
wished to warm them. But still she said nothing, and,
prodded by her silence, he continued with his diagnosis.
“1 know tonight has been a strain. You’'ll feel better to-
morrow. IFe can be married tomorrow.”

“Can we?” she said uncertainly.

“l told you I've already arranged everything. All
you. have to do is pack your things.”

“It sounds so simple, doesn't it?” she said wistfully.
“1 just pack my things and off we go. Where? Where
do we go, Tyler, you and 1?”

“There’s a town in lowa,” he said, “where there’'s an
opening for a young lawyer.”

“1 didn't mean exactly that,” she said. She still had
not sorted out all the feelings and convictions that had
compelled her to fly from the dining room—and in a
sense to fly as well from Tyler and all that he offered.
But she did know now that this was no sudden compulsion
brought about by his reaction to her question about Gerda.
It was the result of some deeper compulsion which had
been growing in her, unbidden and denied, ever since that
day when she had first felt life.

“Do you think it would work?” she said finally.

“It has to work,” he said patiently. “Have you for-
gotten the reason for all of this?”

“But this is no solution.” She shook her head.
“This isn't right.”

“You're talking nonsense,” Tyler said. “We are mar-
rying to give our child a home. What could be righter
than that?”

“A lot of things,” Bonny said, all at once grateful
that his words had clarified the issue for her. “A lot of

things could be righter,” she repeated thoughtfully. “Lov-
ing each other, for one thing; making a home first and
then a child to go into it. This way is unfair. Unfair to
everyone— to you and to Gerda and to me, but mostly to
him. What chance has he got with us, Tyler?”

<" “What chance has he got without us?” Tyler said
reasonably. “That's the point, after all; not you or me
or Gerda.”

“1 should have told you before you came out here,
that there's a couple who want him. People who have
wanted him for a long time— people who have been
married a long time and know that they love each other
and that they want a child.”

“And you would be willing to give him up?” The
statement was more accusation than question.

“Under the circumstances, | would.” She spoke
slowly, thinking as she went because she felt that only
now was she getting to the heart of the matter, the issue
she should have understood and faced long ago. “I
think it would be cruelly selfish and willful to keep him.
Don’t you?”

“If the marriage didn't work, couldn't work,” he
amended, “we could get a divorce. You'd still have the
child.”

“1 guess we both know the marriage wouldn't work,”
she said. He had loosed her hands, and now she took one
of his and cradled it in both her own as though he were
the one to be comforted. “So let's suppose it wouldn't,
and we get a divorce. What sort of break is that for
him?”

“There are many children—” Tyler murmured, and
then he was silent.

“Oh, it would be all right if there weren't any alter-
native. But, you see, there is an alternative! And | can't
seem to add up anything we have to offer against what he
has already been offered.”

“But what will become of you?” Tyler said.

She hadn’'t really thought of that yet. There had
been so many other decisions crowding her mind and her
heart, but at his reminder that, after all, her life would
not end with this parting or even the more terrible part-
ing that must come later, she shivered and stared thought-
fully at her hands, twisting the white gloves in her lap.
“l guess I'll go back to Holdridge, take a secretarial
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course, or something. | can't just pick up where 1, left
off, and | don’'t really want to. | hope,” she continued,
more to herself than to him, “that none of this has leaked
out. But even if it has, | can take it . . . now,” she added
and looked at him.

She saw, to her astonishment, that his eyes glistened
darkly in the uncertain light. She had never seen a man
with tears in his eyes before, and while she knew they
were tears of emotional release, she knew, too, that they
were partly for her and because perhaps for the first time
he really cared about what would become of her.

“I'll be all right” She tried to smile through stiff
lips, then gave up the meager effort. “lI would like it
now,” she said instead, “if you would kiss me.”

He bent his lips to hers and kissed her deeply and
tenderly and without passion. We are closer, she thought
wonderingly, than we have ever been— closer than we
could ever have been again, if | had let him sacrifice
himself.

In silence he walked with her to where she had
parked the station wagon and held the door while she
climbed in. “I'll call you tomorrow,” he said. “If you
should change your mind, | will still be here.”

“Good-by,” she said and pushed her foot down on
the starter.

“Good-by, Mrs. Tyler, and -bless you,” he said.

As she headed the little car down the dark, uncertain
road she experienced no sense of achievement or even of
relief at having arrived, as Mrs. Browning had known she
eventually would, at the only solution that held real prom-
ise for the future of her child.

Driving through the night, she held to the small im-
mediate hope that some ope would have left the porch
light on at the Farm and that perhaps Mrs. Browning
would still be up and would make a cup of tea for her.,

Tyler stood and watched the diminishing lights of the
car until they were "absorbed in the night. Feeling deso-
late and empty of purpose, he went into the bar and
stared unseeing at the many labeled bottles lined against
a mirror.

“What'll it be?” Even the bartender wore a Stetson.

“A double bourbon.” Tyler was surprised that his
voice betrayed so little emotion. ,

“You from the East?” The man standing next to
him was evidently feeling lonesome. Tyler nodded and
picked up his drink and took it over to a table in the
corner. He was in no mood for strangers. He was in no
mood for anything except possibly a couple more of
these, or as many as it took to dull the edge. Dull the
edge of what, he asked himself, and to that he could find
no answer. Actually he felt nothing. He wondered if he
would ever feel again. He had sacrificed Gerda in order
to pay for his sins, and now he was left with nothing.

Fleetingly he thought once more of Bonny, and the
word “valiant” came to his mind.

Bonny’sdaughter was born

at four o'clock of a February

morning. She never saw the

child. She was told, still in

her anesthetic haze, that the
little girl was a fine baby and weighed seven pounds.
That was all that they ever told her.

On the second day they moved Bonny downstairs,
away from “maternity.” They said this would make
things easier for her. She wondered if they also did this
for the mothers whose babies hadn’t lived; she wondered,
too, whether those mothers felt wasted and hungry with
yearning, as she did. Or if they felt worse.

Once, lying awake in the night, she remembered that
Mrs. Rutledge had told her that the people who wanted
her baby had lost a child of their own. Somehow she
found this momentarily comforting.

Another time, she refhembered that her mother had
said she would forget the pain. Now she lay very still
and tried to forget. But her pain had been mixed with
despair. She tried to forget how she had screamed for

the anesthetic and then at the last fought sleep so that she
might see her child. But she hadn’t seen her. Had she
heard the birth cry, or had she only dreamed it? She must
forget. She recited aloud to the empty room all that she
could remember of a part she had in a high-school play.
She recited Lincoln’s Gettysburg address and finally the
Twenty-third Psalm. She was halfway through the Psalm
a second time, when* from her heart came the prayer:
“Dear God, please do not let my sin affect my baby.”
Then she slept.

Mrs. Browning came to see her one day, bringing
flowers and a novel in a gay jacket. Mrs. Browning told
her all the news of the Farm, and when all the words had
run out, she sat and held Bonny’'s hand and did pot seem
to think it strange or even sad that they now had no more
to say to each other and probably never would.

The nurses said she was a wonderful patient, but
that was because she never asked for anything. There
was nothing that she wanted.

She heard the doctor outside her door one day talking
to one of the nurses. He described Bonny as “apathetic,”
then said some other things to which she paid no atten-
tion, and finally he said, “After all, she will be leaving
in two days.”

Leaving in two days!

After that everything changed. The nurses no longer
thought she was a wonderful patient. She didn’t eat; she
didn’'t sleep. She did nothing but cry, sometimes silently,
lying straight on her back, fists clenched, the tears soak-
ing her taightgown and the pillowcase, and at other times
in great racking sobs that brought the nurse running
with a pill and finally, on the second night, a hypodermic.

“You've got to pull yourself together,” the nurse
said. “You're leaving tomorrow.” She couldn’'t have
said anything worse, and of course Bonny was not able
to leave on the morrow—or the next day, or the next.
Then another doctor came, a stranger, and sat down in
the chair beside her bed and asked her why she did not
want to go home. Her mother, he said, had telephoned
the hospital long-distance to say they were expecting her.
Her mother, he said, had sent her love. Of course, he
could understand that going home wasn't going to be
easy, but none of what she had been through had been
easy, had it? And now it was almost over; the worst
part was over. She made no answer, and for a while the
strange doctor sat silently and seemed to be staring out
of the window.

Presently he said, still staring out of the window,
“Your baby is doing very well in her new home, they
tell me.”

“Then she isn't here?” Bonny said. They were the
first words she had spoken for days.

“She hasn’'t been here for three days.”

“Then | might as well leave tomorrow,” Bonny said.
After that the tears dried up, and she hid her grief from
every one.

But now that she was more than ready to leave, they
would not let her go until she had spent two days on her
feet up and around the hospital

There was no need to go back to the Farm. The few
clothes that she would be taking home fitted into one
large bag, which Mrs. Browning brought in to her. Mrs.
Browning took her to the station, talking briskly all the
way about reservations and the change of trains in Chi-
cago. At the train Mrs. Browning held out a brown,
calloused hand, and Bonny clutched it, honestly not want-
ing to let it go. The older woman’'s eyes were veiled and
noncommittal. Please, please, Bonny wanted to cry, let
me stay here with you. / can’'t go back. | can’'t, 1 can't!

“Bon voyage,” Mrs. Browning said, and withdrew her
hand. Suddenly her veiled eyes clouded. She turned and
seemed almost to run up the cement ramp and out of
sight.

The doctor had given Bonny some pills to help her
sleep., As soon-as she got aboard the train she had her
berth made up, although it was only three in the after-
noon. She took two of the pills, and slept until eight
o’clock the next morning.
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The ride from Chicago to New York seemed the
hardest, the longest. It gave her too much time to think.
She tried to read the novel Mrs. Browning had brought
her in the hospital, but the motion of the train made it
difficult to read. Late in the afternoon, wanting a change
of scene, she wandered down to the club car and ordered
a glass of beer, but she was still weak, and the taste of the
beer made her feel ill.

Beside her, a young man with a crew cut tried to
strike up a conversation. She was glad in a half-aware
way for this indication that she was still attractive, but
she had lost the easy give-and-take of youthful companion-
ship, and she found the hackneyed setup, boy-meets-girl-
on-train, distasteful. Finally she was quite rude to him.

The next morning, half an hour out of New York, she
went into the ladies’ room and sat down in front of the
mirror. It was the first time in months that she had
looked at herself in anything but the most desultory way.
She saw a slender face, hollow cheeks and hair that
needed waving. For the mirror's benefit she tried on a
smile, but only her lips responded. She looked, she de-
cided, neither as old or jaded as she had feared nor as
unchanged as she had hoped. Vigorously she combed
her hair and applied lipstick. Mrs. Browning had wired
her mother the hour of arrival, but Bonny didn't know
whether or not her mother would meet her in New York.
She hoped that she would. It would be easier to bridge
the awesome gulf of the past seven months in the hurly-
burly confusion of Grand Central Station.

Fran Bonsall awoke on the morning that she was to
meet Bonny’s train with a gnawing sense of misery. And
then she remembered. Bonny was coming home. She
found Lee’s voice raised in song above the skitter and
splash of the shower obscurely annoying, and turned
over and pretended to sleep.

She simply could not make herself cheerful even for
him this morning, nor did she wish to be questioned about
her frame of mind. She didn’t understand this mood
herself. Everything was over. She should be happy,
relieved. There was no need now for this feeling of
dread, this reluctance to face Bonny. She didn't expect
the child to look the same, and, being prepared for this,
it should not be awkward for either of them.

Lee came out of the shower and planted a kiss on the
top of her head. “Lazybones,” he said, with a proprietary
air, and went whistling into his dressing room.

Slowly she climbed out of bed, and when Lee came
back she was dressed. She suspected he had forgotten
this was the day of Bonny's return, but she knew her
“city” suit donned at this hour of the morning would
speak for itself. He regarded her for a moment, his eye-
brows questioning; then his face darkened and the bright-
ness seemed to go out of his eyes. “Of course, you will
meet Bonny today,” he said, quite as though it were his
own idea. In a gesture that she hardly recognized as
pleading, she tucked her arm through his and smiled up
at him.

“Yes, and it will be good to have her back. I've
missed her.”

Francis and Ted didn't need to be reminded. They
pleaded with Fran to be allowed to cut school and go with
her to the train. She did not dare let them see how des-
perately she wished they could. Lee, of course, would not
hear of it.

Thus, walking up the ramp from the train. Bonny
saw her mother waiting alone at the gate. She hadn't re-
membered that Fran was so small. She looked, Bonny
thought pridefully, young and somehow special standing
in the group at the gate. Delicately they kissed cheeks,
and the dreaded moment of meeting was over.

Bonny would have welcomed the release of driving,
but she saw that her mother was driving a new car, prob-
ably Lee’s, and she did not dare ask to be allowed to take
the wheel. As they eased out of the parking zone and
started across town, toward the parkways, Bonny inhaled
the familiar odors of the city air. It was still New York.
It always would be, and it looked mighty good. Then her

mother, short-cutting a traffic jam, unwittingly turned onto
the street where Tyler had lived, drove slowly past the
house in which he had had his rooms. It was the first
time Bonny had seen the house in daylight, but the ad-
dress was printed indelibly on her heart. She shrank
back against the seat and looked up at the third-floor win-
dows. The windows told her nothing,—not even whether
he still lived there.

Tyler did not see Gerda for several months after he
returned from Arizona, and then it was quite by accident.
He knew the moment he walked into the department store
and saw her bright head with its wheat braid, bent above
some gloves two counters away, that he had never for a
moment relinquished her. He had simply been waiting.
He went and stood beside her, his heart hammering, all
the trivial words of greeting frozen in his throat. When
she looked up, her eyes widening in startled recognition,
he could only nod his head like some voiceless puppet.

“Hello,” she said. He saw that the pulse at her
temple was throbbing unevenly and remembered, then,
that she had had no way of knowing that he had not mar-
ried Bonny, after all.

“When you've done with this,” he said, indicating the
gloves spread like empty shriveled hands on the counter’'s
edge, “will you come and have a cup of tea with me?”

She looked at her watch. “I'm afraid—” she began,
but something in his look must have stopped her. “Very
well,” she said.

Out in the street he took her arm and they walked
quickly, her shoulder stiffly upright, touching the tweed
of his coat. He had wanted to wait until they were seated
in some warm place with the hot tea steaming between
them to tell her that he was free, but this strangeness be-
tween them was unbearable, and he blurted it all out as
they made their way through the late-afternoon crowds.

“1 didn’'t marry her,” he said. “She wouldn't have
me. She had something else worked out. A home for the
child more complete than | could give it. | couldn’t come
back to you. Not right away. | didn't know whether
you would have me. | still don't.” He glanced sidewise,
but her face told him nothing except that she was thinner
than he had remembered. And there was something dif-
ferent about her mouth’ It had lost some of its softness.

In the tearoom she drew out a cigarette. Above the
match he lit for her she smiled tremulously, her mouth
curving into the remembered softness. “It is good to see
you, Tyler,” she said, and his heart fell. Her voice was
the voice of a kindly friend.

“Have you changed, Gerda? Have you changed to-
ward me?”

“You know | don’t change,” she said evenly.

“But you have changed.”

“I've become confused,” she said, “but | have not
changed.” .

“Then you will let me see you?”

“Oh, Tyler, I don’t know. You’'ve caught me so off
guard. | don't know what to think, how | feel.” Her
eyes, through the smoke of her cigarette, pleaded for un-
derstanding. “Until half an hour ago | thought you were
married and that | would never see you again. | had
learned to live with the fact.”

“1 must unlearn you,” Tyler said and smiled weakly
at the forlorn joke.

“1I'm no longer sure that we could be happy together,”
she said, but this time the flatness of her voice encour-
aged him. It was as though she were repeating some-
thing she did not really believe.

“We were before,” he said. “So happy.”

“But were we? Were we, Tyler?”

“My God, have you even had to tell yourself that?
Are you bent on destroying everything between us in
order, as you said, to learn to live with what | did to
you?”

She did not answer him. She did not need to.

“Darling,” he said, “forgive me. | can hardly blame
you for anything you have come to believe, but you know
that most of it isn't true; in your heart you know it.”



Redbook’t Complete September 1951 Novel

“I'm out of the habit of using my heart,” she said.
“Don’t you see? | can’'t turn around at a moment’s no-
tice and change everything | have become in the last
months.”

“And what have you become, my changeless one?”

She smiled ruefully at being caught in the incon-
sistency and thoughtfully mashed out the cigarette. “I
didn’t change; | just died.” She touched her chest. “In
here | died.”

“What you mean, then, is that you cannot forgive
me,” he said tonelessly.

“Or myself,” she said.

“For what? You did nothing,” he said, and thought
with terrible sadness, we are talking as though this is
the end.

“1 kept you waiting too long,” she said, “and let an-
other woman, a girl, a child, become the victim of my
caution.”

“Let us say we both waited too long. But don't let’s
call it caution. We used to call it love,” he said wearily.
“Remember?”

“l1 don’t want to remember. If I'm to forget the bad
part | have to forget the good, too. Memory is like that.
It makes no compromises; all or nothing. And so | have
forgotten. Won't you believe me? 1 have forgotten!”
Her voice had come to life, and her eyes glittered with
unshed tears. “Now | must go. This is only hurting us
both.” Her hands fumbled for her gloves, and he covered
the groping fingers with his own.

“Let’s finish our tea. 1won't talk any mote,” he said.

They finished their cooling tea in silence and in
misery. She did not want him to walk with her the six
blocks to her room, but he did, anyway. At her door she
turned toward him, her hands playing with the strap of
her pocketbook, her head bent in sudden shyness.

“Did you have a son?” she said. “Or was it a girl?
| kept wondering.”

The question caught him unaware. His heart lurched
with a familiar pain. “1 don’t know,” he said and
touched her arm lightly in farewell, then turned abruptly
and walked away. Halfway down the street he heard her
calling after him, but he didn’t turn around, and then he
heard the sound of her running feet.

“Perhaps,” she said breathlessly, “some day . .. when
I've had a little time—"

“l know. | understand.” He tried with stiff lips to
smile reassuringly.

“1 keep thinking about her,” she said in an em-
barrassed little rush, “and how terrible it must have been
for her. Must still be.”

“Yes, 1 know,” he repeated.

“New memories,” she murmured, half to hersell.
“We'll have to build new memories before we can go on
together— "

“I'll be waiting,” he said. “When you are ready to
start building, I'll be there.”

She smiled fleetingly, hopefully, through misted eyes,
and this time when he walked away from her she did not
try to stop him.

On the parkway it began to snow, and Bonny and
her mother had to drive slowly. The stillness of the snow
and the slowness of the car’s motion enclosed mother and
daughter in an awkward silence. Fran’s manner from the
beginning had made it clear that what had been had been
—that she considered the "episode” closed. That left
them, Bonny reflected wryly, precious little to talk about
on the ride home.

“How are the boys?”

“Just fine. They wanted to come with me to meet
you, but of course they couldn’t. School, you know.”

“And Lee Dad?”

“Never better.”

Here the conversation seemed almost to collapse.

“And the trip to Mexico. Was it fun?”

“Dreadful,” Fran said. “l got ptomaine from some
Mexican vegetable, and Lee got bitten by a special sort
of Mexican spider. His whole arm swelled up like a bal-

loon. But heavens, that was last summer. I'm sure |
wrote you.”

“1 remember now,” Bonny said.

By the time they reached Holdridge the snow was
falling heavily. The car almost had to crawl through
the streets.

“It hasn’t changed at all,” Bonny said wonderingly
as they entered the drive of her stepfather’s house.

“Did you expect it to have shrunk?” Fran laughed.

“No,” Bonny said. She hadn't expected anything.
She hadn’t thought about the house in Holdridge, but now
that she saw it again, she believed that she had missed it.

Her own room looked strange— so very tidy and un-
lived-in.

“Can 1 help you unpack?” Fran hovered in uneasy
attendance.

"There is only this.” Bonny indicated her suitcase.

“Then hurry and come downstairs. I've a fire in the
living room, and lunch is almost ready. And by the way,”
— in her effort to sound natural, Fran sounded strained—
“I've asked Janice for lunch. She’s home for the week-

end. | hope you don’t mind.”
“Of course not. You were sweet to think of it.”
Bonny said.

“1 thought perhaps,” her mother said, “that if you
start seeing people and get used to it slowly, you'll be
better prepared.”

“Prepared?” Bonny was confused.

“With your story about your life in the great West.”
her mother reminded gently.

“Oh,” Bonny said.

“1 mean it would be a shame to bungle things now,
darling, wouldn't it?”

“Like learning a part in a play?” Bonny said slowly.

“Exactly.” Fran smiled encouragement.

“Do | look as though | had been riding the range,
or should | put on more rouge?” Bonny said.

“1 think for a while perhaps you should wear some
rouge,” Fran said, and went downstairs to answer the
doorbell.

Bonny heard her mother's effusive welcome and
Janice’s well-bred reply. Poor Mumsy, she thought with
a new awareness. | must remember that this is the worst
part for her.

The firelight in the living room lent a softness to
everything. Janice’s cheeks were pink and her eyes just
as merry as Bonny had remembered them. And from the
kitchen came the odors of hot dough and of coffee. It
was suddenly wonderful to be home.

“Well, well,” Janice said. “Did you lasso any cow-
boys, rope any steers, and is it true what they say about
Arizona?”

"1 don’t know what they say about Arizona,” Bonny
laughed, “but it is beautiful in an arid sort of way.”

They chattered on until lunch, the three of them,
nobly playing the game. Bonny consoled herself that
after lunch shd”and Janice could slip away to her room
and be themselves. But after lunch Janice looked at her
watch. “Maybe for a few minutes,” she conceded, “but
I only get home once in a while, and there’'s always so
much to do. I'm meeting Lolly Gay at Seward’'s in half
an hour. We've got to buy dresses for the senior spring
dance.”

But even up in Bonny's room with the door shut and
cigarettes lit, and sprawled across the bed in the old way,
Janice seemed to wish to continue the game. They talked
about Janice’s college, which she said was “terrific," and
they talked about Janice's new beau, an All-America foot-
ball player who danced like a bear on snowshoes. But
they didn’t talk about Bonny at all. It was obvious that
Janice did not want to. Perhaps, Bonny told herself,
Janice thinks she’s being tactful.

“Incidentally,” Bonny interrupted an account of a
ball game, “it was kind of interesting at the Farm— not
nearly the dreadful place 1 had expected.”

“Your letters gave me the creeps,” Janice said. “Be-
sides, that's over now.” There was something embar-
rassed in the way Janice said it.
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“1 thought you'd be curious,” Bonny said. She was
puzzled. She hoped she did not sound hurt.

“1 should think you'd want me to forget,” Janice said.
“Anyhow, | have.” Perhaps if she had looked at Bonny
as she spoke, it would have sounded less like a dismissal.
But she did not look at her, and ten minutes later she left.

At four, Bonny found herself unconsciously watch-
ing-the clock. Only one more hour before Lee Dad would
be home. He had written her once at the Farm near the
end of her stay. He had said he hoped all went well and
that they were looking forward to her homecoming, when
they would discuss plans for her future. In spite of the
crispness, of the note, she would have been pleased by it
had She not been so sure her mother had prevailed upon
him to write it.

At four-fifteen she took a bath and chose from the
closet of left-behind clothes a dark blue dress she had
always hated, but which gave her a decorous look she was
sure Lee Dad would approve. She had just brushed the
last hair in place when she heard the boys come pound-
ing up the stairs, and her door flew open.

Ted plummeted into her arms, but Francis, grown,
it would seem, a foot, held out a manly hand and grinned.

“Gee,” Ted scowled in appraisal, “you don't look
like you've been living on a horse.”

“He expected you to be wearing spurs and a Stetson.
He’s just seen ‘Annie Get Your Gun,”” Francis explained.

“Now tell us,” Ted ordered, and leaped for the one.
chair-

“Yeah, tell us,” Francis echoed, and sat down on the
floor,'his back against the bed.

For a moment she looked down blankly into the eager
upturned faces. “l don’'t know where to begin,” she said
finally. “I guess you'll just have to ask me questions.”

“Did they treat you like a dude?” Francis said. “Or
were you really on the in? Roundups, and all that?”

“Who cares about that?” Ted interrupted. “What I
want to know is, did you see rustlers or coyotes or In-
dians? Stuff like that.”

“One at a time!” Bonny laughed. She wished she
were better prepared for this inquisition, but by combin-
ing everything she knew at second hand, and the little she
had seen at first hand, she was able to give them what
they wanted— a lively account of her life among cowboys
on a ranch. This sort of game-playing was quite different
from the sort she had had to play with Tier mother, and
she became carried away with the telling of a week-end
pack trip. The boys' wide-eyed acceptance made her al-
most believe the tale herself.

“Next time we'll all go,” she said. She was sitting
cross-legged orf the floor and did not hear Lee Dad's step
on the stair or see him behind her in the doorway.

“Hello, Elizabeth,” he said, and she turned, flushing
to the roots of her hair. How much of her fairy tale had
he heard? This was not the way she had planned to meet
him at all. Guiltily she scrambled to her feet.

“Hello,” she said. She had forgotten how stern he
could look. The boys, sensing some indefinable un-
pleasantness, scattered, and Lee Dad said:

“1 hope your journey home was a pleasant one.”

“Yes. Yes, it was, thank you,” she said, and like
the child she had once been, shifted her feet.

“Tomorrow morning, if you will come to my office,
we can discuss plans.” He smiled stiffly and moved on
down the hall to his room. She stared after him, clench-
ing and unclenching her fists, hating herself, hating him.

“1 won't,” she said aloud, but his door had already
closed, and anyway, she had spoken as much to herself as
to him.

In their room Lee Bonsall took one look at his wife
and knew that she had been listening to every word that
had passed between himself and Bonny, and also knew
that what she had heard had distressed her. She was
sitting before her dressing table in a white peignoir pre-
tending to comb her hair, but her eyes in the mirror
rested on him with speculative concern.

“Well?” he said to the mirrored eyes, “I did my best,
didn't 1?7

“Oh, yes,” Fran said quickly.

“l can't say she has matured much for her experi-
ence,” Lee said, “or even taken it very seriously. When
I came upstairs,”— his voice rose indignantly— “she was
making up yarns about coyotes and pack trips and tell-
ing them to the boys almost as though she believed them
herself.”

“Would you have her tell them the truth?”

“That's a silly question!” he growled. “But | would
like to see her show a little decent regret.”

“Really, Lee,” Fran said with eloquent restraint,
“she’s hardly had time to show anything.”

“Maybe | am a little hard on her,” Lee conceded.

Fran watched him as he shaved for dinner, his head
tilted crookedly to one side. It was not often that she
looked at her husband like this, from a distance which for
the moment dissolved all association. When she had heard
him talking to Bonny, she had shrunk from the coolness
in his voice as though it were herSelf to whom he spoke.
And later, when he issued the order, and that was what
it amounted to, that Bonny meet him in his office, she had
cringed with shame for the child and for herself. Look-
ing at him now, she thought, He is a hard man and self-
ish; how is it that | love him so? It made her feel good
to see him so clearly. It made her feel strong and as
though she were, for all her softness, defending her child.

When he had finished shaving, he came and kissed
her shoulder where the peignoir had slipped, and lightly
she touched his cheek with the tips of her fingers. His
face no longer appeared selfish or hard. It was simply
Lee's face, dear and intimately familiar. “Please,” she
said, “do be nice to Bonny at dinner. | mean, treat her,
if you can, as though she had never been away.”

“Of course,” Lee said.

And he did try. It was Bonny who made things un-
comfortable. She deliberately waited until after dessert,
when Francis and Ted had asked to be excused and Lee
Dad had lit a cigarette, and then she said, “Lee Dad,
there is no point in my coming to your office tomorrow.
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I have already made my plans. Is there any reason why
we can’'t discuss them here?”

“Well—” Lee looked for help to Fran, but her eyes
were on Bonny.

“1 would like to take a secretarial course,” Bonny
said breathlessly. “I want to get some sort of a job in the
afternoons to pay for my tuition, but I'm afraid it won't
be enough to support me, so I'll have to stay on here for
a while—if I may,” she added hastily.

“Sounds all right to me,” Lee said slowly. “Yes, in-
deed— sounds as though you've been doing some think-
ing. Had you any special school in mind? Any special
job?”

“1 haven't really thought it all out.” Bonny flushed
and hoped he would not realize she hadn’t thought at all
until a few hours ago. “Of course, the job would depend
largely on what | could get, but a dress shop would be
what I would like. | do know a little about clothes.”

“I'm afraid | can't help you there.” Her stepfather
was almost jovial. “l've no connections in women’'s ap-
parel.”

“Claire Barnes has,” Bonny said quickly, and at
Lee’s scowl and her mother’'s anxious glance, she knew
she had said the wrong thing.

“This Claire woman,” Lee said, “from all reports is
hardly a good influence.”

“You are very much mistaken,” Bonny said, and was
astonished at the steadiness of her voice. “She is a very
fine person. She has a friend, a Miss Agatha, who has a
dress shop in the East Sixties. Claire buys all of her
clothes there and could perhaps get me an afternoon job
there. That would mean going to secretarial school in
New York instead of Holdridge, but I could commute.”

“Of course,” he said in a baffled way. Her mother
looked from her to Lee Dad with an odd little expression
of triumph that tilted the corners of her mouth and made
her eyes shine.

Much later, when Bonny was in bed and almost
asleep, her mother came into her room and turned on
the light.

“We've hardly had«a chance to talk,” she said, and
settled in the armchair near the foot of the bed. For one
sweet breathless moment. Bonny thought her mother had
come to hear about the baby.

“1 didn’'t want to write you much about your friends
while you were away,” her mother said. “I was afraid it
might make you homesick. But | have kept track of them
at the club and here and there. Colin is as dear and
handsome as ever. Asks about you every time | see him.
I hear rumors that one of the Miller twins is engaged,
but | haven't the remotest idea to whom. They'll all be
home for the spring holidays in a few weeks, and then
you can find out for yourself.”

As her mother talked, Bonny nodded now and then,
pretending to listen, but she was not really interested in
what her mother was saying. She wished with mounting
hopelessness that her mother would give her the opening
she must have before she could pour out to someone, to
anyone, her anguish and her sense of loss. Her mother
had had three children.- Surely she would understand
the desolation and the pain.

“Perhaps we can have a party for you when all your
crowd gets back,” her mother’s voice went on. “A small
tea dance—or a dinner party with dancing afterward.
Would you like that?”

“1 don't think so,” Bonny said. “l mean, thank you
very much, but | really wouldn't bother if | were you.
It isn't as though I'll be seeing much of the old crowd
this winter.”

“Well, I do hope you'll make an effort to see them
some,” her mother said. “I'm afraid they'll find it very
strange if you don’t. | imagine you feel out of things and
shy, but you’ll soon get over that.” , Apparently afraid
that the conversation might be getting out of hand, she
got up and came to plant a good-night kiss on her daugh-
ter's forehead.

“Mumsy,” Bonny ventured softly. Her mother had
already opened the door, and light from the hall shone
into the room. “I had a girl child. Did they tell you?”

“Yes, dear. They told me.” But her mother did not
close the door and come back into the room as Bonny
had hoped that she would.

“Did they tell you anything else?” Bonny asked
eagerly. “Anything about the color of her eyes or hair;
what she looked like; anything at all?”

“No, dear,” her mother said, silhouetted in the door-
way, “and you must stop thinking about it, brooding.
It's all over now. And the sooner we all forget about it,
the happier we will be. Good night, my child.” Her
mother blew her a kiss and was gone, leaving her alone
in the dark room with her memories and her fears and
the silence pressing in all around— the silence from with-
out and the silence from within.

Presently Bonny got up, turned on the light, and
settled in the armchair with the novel Mrs. Browning
had given her.

Down the hall, with the lights off and sleep not far
away, Lee drew Fran’s head to his shoulder, ‘Bonny
seems to be on the right track,” he mused aloud, “Busi-
ness school, a dress shop. May be just the thing.”

“Mmm,” Fran murmured.

“Hard on the kid, though, | suppose.”

“What? Working?”

“No, giving up the child,” Lee said.

“Mmm,” Fran murmured again. She didn't want to
discuss Bonny with Lee. She felt a new fierce loyalty for
her first-born, and the beginnings of respect. Perhaps if
long ago she had felt thus . . . but the “ifs” would not
bear scrutiny. She closed her eyes tight and buried her
face on her husband’s shoulder.

(jetting a job proved re-

markably simple. A telephone

call to Claire, and two days

later an interyiew with Miss

Agatha, settled it. Finding a

secretarial school that would take her on at mid-term was
more difficult, but she finally was accepted by one not
very far from Miss Agatha’s shop.

She found her schedule painfully wearing. She had
to leave home by seven-thirty in the morning and seldom
got back before eight at night. She attended classes
from nine to one, snatched a drugstore-counter lunch, and
reported at the shop at two. However, she was grateful
for the fullness of these days which left little time to
think beyond the immediate present. And at night she
was tired enough to sleep.

“As busy as you are, you still should make time to
go out, see people,” her mother said finally, noting her
pallor and a drawn look about her eyes. “This is no life
for a young girl. Haven't you met any young people at
your school that you would like to see moi‘e of?”

“Don’'t worry about me. I'm happy as | am.” No
sense in telling her mother about the energetic young
Princeton graduate who had come to the school to give
them a lecture on merchandising and had asked her to
have dinner with him, or about Miss Agatha’s charming
and wayward nephew who was studying ballet and whose
invitations to lunch, dinner, the theater, anything, were
becoming more insistent all the time— because she had no
intention of going out with either of them. Her mother
would never understand this unwillingness to expose her-
self to people, this reluctance to emerge from the shell of
self-sufficiency which, with the aid of school and the shop,
she was slowly building around herself.

“Well, Colin and the gang will be coming home next
week,” her mother shrugged off the problem. “Then per-
haps we’ll see some life around here.”

“Next week? So soon?” The thought was un-
settling. She had not heard once from Janice since she
had returned to college, and she had received a letter
from Colin which had bothered her even more than
Janice’s silence. He had said only that he was looking
forward to seeing her. She hadn’'t answered the letter.
She didn't want to see him. She didn’t want to see any-
one.
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“T thought we might start planning a party,” her
mother wa" saying. “I had thought, at first, of something
small, hut | think now that the larger the better.”

“I'm already much too much of an expense,” Bonnv
hedged. Her job barely covered her tuition. She still
had to depend on Lee Dad for transportation and lunch,
and though she kept an account of everything he gave her,
intending with her first full-time job to pay it back, the
dependency distressed her.

“You know Lee Dad loves to do this sort of thing.”
her mother persisted.

“Yes, | know.” vilt had always puzzled Bonny that
her stepfather should always be so generous with her—
more generous than with his own children.

“Then,” said her mother, feeling that she had won
the point, “let’'s have it at the club: that's always so much
easier, and if we make it a tea dance it won't go on all
night and we can ask more people.”

“Please, Mother,” Bonny cried, “1 don’t want a party.
I just want to be left alone. Don’t you understand?”

“1 think you might try to understand, too,” her
mother said coolly. “Your absence was certainly no nor-
mal absence; your return, like a thief in the night, hid-
ing from every one. was hardly a normal homecoming.
A party for you would silence any rumors that might
have got under way. Surely you will do that much for
us.”

“For you and Lee Dad?”

“And the boys.”

“I'm sorry | was ungrateful; of course, now that you
put it that way—” Bonny stammered, trying to make
amends.

Alone in her room -with the blank piece of paper
that she was to fill with the names of the people she
wished to ask. she wondered why she wasn't able to cry
and relieve this tightness in her chest, the aching in her
head. But where tears had once flowed so freely, there
seemed now to be only stone, heavy and burdensome. It
was as though she had left all of her tears in a hospital
room in Arizona.

She knew that in a sense her mother was right. She
couldn’t go on hiding forever. Janice she wrote tentative-
ly at the top of the list and paused, wondering again
about Janice’s self-conscious behavior on the day of her
return, but it still didn't make any sense. She shrugged,
and after Janice wrote Claire and Frank. This she
thoughtfully drew a line through.

The invitations went out. They had gotten Steve
Blount’s orchestra and hired a caterer. The club, of
course, would attend to the bar. They were making.
Bonny reflected unhappily, as much fuss as though this
were her debut. It was touching—and frightening, too.
For herself she didn’t care, but for her mother and Lee
Dad thi« party seemed to have become a sort of symbol,
a canceling of the past. Bonny had a strange certainty
that if all went well and the party was a success, her
mother and Lee Dad would forget that anything had ever
happened to threaten them or their home, or herself.

The dance was scheduled for the middle of April.
On the twelfth. Colin got home. He called her first thing,
his voieo sounding deeper and less eager than she had
remembered, but she was too tired to see him. She really
was, she told herself; in fact, she ached in every bone.
The next night, when he called again, she hesitated, try-
ing to find an excuse, and over the telephone Colin heard
the hesitancy and laughed. “Maybe | can help you think
of an excuse. I'll be over in half an hour,” he said and
hung up.

Seeing Colin again was not the ordeal she had ex-
pected it to be. His welcoming grin was infectious, and
if he thought she looked strangely thin and pale after
seven months in the great outdoors, he did not say so.

“I'm glad you are going to school,” he said. “Now
maybe you’'ll stay put for a while.”

“I'm working, too,” she said with pride.

Lee Dad, her mother and another couple were playing
bridge in the living room, so Bonny and Colin routed the
boys out of the den. Bonny sat cross-legged on the big

lumpy sofa, and Colin sprawled in his favorite chair. It
could have been any one of a dozen other such night9
when Colin had come over to do homework or listen to a
favorite band, except for a kind of superficial airiness
which hung between them like so much theatrical gauze.
Colin was working hard at college, he said, and liking it.
It had taken him, he said, three years to learn how to
study, but now it was paying off. She told him about
Miss Agatha’'s and how hard it had been at first to re-
member that she wasn't on a shopping spree with Janice
and that no matter how dreadful a “creation” looked on
someone, she mustn’t let them know— at least not unless
they asked her.

“And then | suppose you say, ‘Why, if | had your hips
and calves, | wouldn't be caught dead in the rag,”’ Colin
said, and they laughed together.

Later, they made coffee and sandwiches in the
kitchen. It was really very much like old times, except
that Colin never once tried to kiss her or to touch her in
any way. After he had gone, she wondered idly if he had
found another girl and knew that he must have; it would
explain a certain new maturity and the platonic ease with
which he had handled the evening.

Dear Colin, she thought. | hope she’'s a nice girl.
I hope she makes him happy. She also hoped that Colin
would drop in again.

He dropped in again the next night without calling
first. “1 was afraid you'd tell me you were too tired,” he
said, looking sheepish and pleased with himself all at
once, “so | brought a small hypodermic,”—he grinned
and drew a flask from his coat pocket— “a shot in the arm,
after which | hoped you would be ready for anything,
which in this case is a call on my brother, Bob, and his
bride. Someone finally unloosed some servant's quarters
over an old stable, so they got married.”

Bob, and Carlotta’'s apartment was, Bonny thought,
rather wildly artistic. There seemed no end to the color,
nowhere to rest the eye, but Carlotta was immensely proud
of the paint job which she and Bob had done together on
his days off, and of the curtains and slipcovers which
she had made herself. Carlotta, Colin told her on the way
home, was a great planner. She never, Colin said, made
a move without knowing just where it would lead. She
was wonderful with budgets, and Bob seemed very happy
—but personally, Colin said, he would go nuts in that
kind of organized setup. “Why,” he finished with lofty
scorn, “you should hear her lecture on planned parent-
hood. No helter-skelter babies for her! She’s got it all
figured out right down to the month the poor child will
be born— about five years from now.”

' Listening, Bonny smiled, not once thinking of her own
unplanned parenthood until she was at home and Colin
had gone, and she must once more fight her way toward
sleep.

As the party approached, she was finding it increas-
ingly hard to get to sleep. Often she awoke in the night
feeling shattered and exhausted and as though she must
have had a nightmare, though she could not remember
dreaming. Tonight there was only one night more be-
tween her and the party. And no matter how hard she
tried to close her mind to it, she lay tense and wide-eyed,
wishing it over and herself free once more to pursue her
lonely way.

Her mother had insisted on a new dress and then
hadn’'t liked the one Bonny had brought home at a dis-
count from the shop. “Too daring,” her mother said, and
trotted her down to a local shop to drape her in white
tulle like some vestal virgin. Looking at herself in the
three-way mirror, a woman dressed up to look like a
little girl, Bonny had experienced a kind of pitying ten-
derness for her mother's wishful thinking.

On the afternoon of the dance, Lee Dad and Fran
left early for the club. Bonny would come later with
Colin. Thank heaven for Colin, she breathed shakily as
she stood before her mirror, pinning on his corsage. His
stalwart presence would take some of the edge off her
nervousness. Something would have to. The hand hold-
ing the corsage shook so that it was difficult to get the pin
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in the right place. There was no reason, she told herself,
to be so uneasy. These would all be people she knew—
boys and girls she had grown up with. But nothing that
she told herself helped. Afterward, she was always to
believe that she had had a premonition of what awaited
her.

She and Colin were in plenty of time. The big up-
stairs room engaged for the party had been simply but
effectively decorated with foliage and a few sprays here
and there of larkspur and hyacinth. In one corner the
orchestra leader conferred blandly with Lee Dad,, while
her mother in a last-minute spurt of nervous energy re-
arranged hors d'oeuvres on the caterer’'s long table.

“Think I'll beat it down to the bar for a quick one
before the people begin to get here,” Colin said, and was
gone.

Though the guests had been invited for five-thirty, no
one came until six, and then they all seemed to come at
once. Bonny stood with her mother and Lee Dad and
greeted them, the young men looking restrained in their
sober blues and browns, the girls pretty and eagerly
clinging to their arms. Bobby Thomas and Isabel Wright,
the Hastings twins with the two Reynolds girls, Sue
Jarvis and Danny Roark, Betsy Barket and Lionel Smith
—a brief clasp of the hand, a fleeting, distant smile. At
first Bonny thought that out of her own unease she
imagined the coolness, the covertly curious eyes that never
quite met hers, the boldness of those that did. In the
background the orchestra tuned up softly, and a waiter
began passing the punch.

Janice was among the last to arrive. “So nice to be
here,” she murmured and floated off to dance in the arms
of a youth who must have been her All-American. Bonny
had somehow counted on Janice, but for what or how she
could not say. Behind Janice there was Colin, returned
at last. There was nothing fleeting in the way that he
smiled down at her, nothing covert in his glance as he
asked her to dance. Darling Colin, she thought as they
moved out across the dance floor.

They danced through two waltzes and a bumptious
rendition of “Good Night. Irene” before Bonny’s eyes be-
gan to stray to the stagline. It was not impressively
large, but the other girls seemed to be getting their share
of breaks. “Everybody has to dance with the hostess
sooner or later.” Bonny told herself, but it wasn't like old
times when she had hardly had a chance to dance five
steps with the same man.

“Did you say something?” Colin asked.

She shook her head.

Eventually Bobby Thomas cut in, and after a decent
interval one of the Hastings twins followed him. But
something was wrong. No one was comfortable. No one
seemed to know what to say, and in the little intervals
between dances she and her partner were left to stand
in awkward isolation among the groups of laughing, chat-
tering couples. It was while she was standing thus, wait-
ing for the music to begin again, that she felt eyes upon
her and turned to find Sue Jarvis regarding her with a
look of such naked speculation she could feel herself be-
gin to shrink. Sue knows, she thought with startled con-
viction. She must! *

The music began again, and Bonny hid her face in
her partner’s shoulder and tried to stop thinking, but she
could not. It was all too clear to her now— the coolness,
the awkwardness, the no-one-knowing-what-to-say. They
all know, she thought, and over her partner’'s shoulder
she saw her mother’s face straining toward her from across
the room. Oh, God, she thought. Oh, God!

“Please excuse me a moment,” she said as she broke
away from her partner and made her way to the powder
room. She needed a moment alone. But as she opened
the powder-room door she heard the high, tinkly voice of
Isabel Wright:

“Honestly, you'd think Colin would catch on,
wouldn’t you? Everybody else has. Janice says Colin—”

“And just what does Janice say?” Bonny was sur-
prised at the hardness and the clearness of her voice in
the suddenly quiet room, surprised at the courage that

seemed to flow from some unknown source to give her
strength.

“Why, nothing— " The tinkle rose and fell like water
from a spigot which had been suddenly turned off, and
Isabel's face seemed to fall apart and come together
again in a crimson blob.

“Janice is my friend— my best friend. 1'm sure any-
thing she says can be told to me.” Bonny looked straight
into Isabel's wavering eyes. “Or can't it?”

“Honestly, Bonny, | don’t know what you're talking
about.” Making little dabs at her nose with a powder
puff, Isabel pulled herself together. “In fact, | can't
even remember what / was talking about.”

“What's all the tension?” Unheard by Bo'nny or
Isabel or the girl who had been Isabel’s audience, Janice
had come in. “You all look like something out of ‘Sus-
pense.’ ”

“Perhaps you can help,” Bonny said levelly. “Per-
haps you know what Isabel was about to say about Colin
and why she thinks him stupid because he doesn’'t know
what everyone else seems to know.”

“Oh, God,” Janice moaned. She sank down on one
of the dressing-table benches and looked at Bonny with
stricken eyes.

“So you told,” Bonny said, aware that the other two
girls, like figures in a pantomime, seemed rooted to the
spot.

“No!” Janice cried.
the whole story was out.
one that you wrote from—

“1 never said a word— not until
It was in one of your letters—
she hesitated— “from out

West. Sue Jarvis saw it on my desk, lying open. 1—"”
But Bonny didn't want to hear any more. It didn't
really matter. In a way, it was a relief. Blindly she

pushed her way through the powder-room door.

Outside, the orchestra played “Some Enchanted Eve-
ning.” Bonny walked over to the first masculine back
that she saw. “I seem to have lost a partner,” she said,
smiling in the old provocative way. Bobby Thomas held
out his arms, and she waltzed into them and was spun
and whirled around the room which had suddenly become
a cage from which she must escape. Over her partner’s
shoulder she saw Janice and lIsabel and their dates bid-
ding her mother and Lee Dad good night, but she could
tell nothing from her mother's expression. Like her own,
it had become a mask, grotesquely animated.

“Wonderful party,” Bobby Thomas murmured in her
ear as on and on they whirled.

Her eyes searched the spinning room for Colin and
saw him gazing at her from the sidelines with such trust-
ing absorption that her throat tightened in compassion.

Other couples, following Janice’s lead or compelled
by their own embarrassment, were beginning to leave.
The next time the music stopped, Bonny stole a look at
her watch. It was only seven, and the orchestra had been
hired to play until eight.

“Is there another party tonight that they're all going
on to?” Bobby Thomas inquired in a baffled tone, and
she nodded a grateful affirmative.

“Must be another party on tonight,” Colin said, cut-
ting in, and Bonny knew by his troubled smile that he be-
lieved it

By seven-thirty it was over. Lee and Fran stayed on
to pay the help, and Bonny, unable to meet their eyes or
speak, slipped out with Colin.

“Food?” Colin said, holding the door of his father's
sedan. She nodded mutely. They drove in silence to an
inn on the outskirts of town. The fresh spring air against
her cheek and Colin’'s quiet presence were soothing. By
the time they reached their destination, she felt somewhat
restored. But as Colin held the heavy glass door of the
inn for her, she stopped, and her hand in a little un-
conscious gesture of despair flew to her throat. The place
wasn't very full; in fact, if it hadn’'t been for four tables
made up of Janice and the others from the dance, it
would have been virtually empty.

“l can’'t go in there,” she said. “l simply can't.” She
turned and saw Colin staring over her shoulder, compre-
hension beginning to cloud his clear-cut features.
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“1 don't know,” he said slowly. “It might be a good
idea to go in there. What have you got to lose? They
are the ones who were rude.”

“l can't!” She fled past him to the car. He followed
her and climbed in beside her and lit a cigarette for them
both.

“You're too touchy,” he said calmly. “Where shall
we try next?”

“Please, I'd like to go home.”

Colin looked at her oddly and started the car. “You
didn’'t use to be so touchy,” he said. “Why should it
bother you if a bunch of people are rude enough to leave
a perfectly good party before it's half over? Of course
I'm just as baffled as you are about why they left, but I
can't see that it's very important.”

“No, you can't,” she said suddenly. “But why you
can’t is beyond me— beyond every one. They think you're
dumb, Colin—dumb and blind and so damned trusting
it's pitiful. And | do, too!” She wanted desperately to
cry, and again she could not.

Colin made no answer. As he steered the car
through the dark, silent streets, she studied his profile in
the light from the dashboard. He looked hurt and as
though he did not know why he was hurt as he tried to
puzzle out the meaning of what she had said.

“1 only love you,” he said presently. “I always have.
Is that dumb?”

They had reached her house, and he turned off the
engine and shifted sidewise on the seat to look at her,
but still he did not try to touch her. “Is that so dumb,
Bonny?”

She looked at him— at his mouth firming into man-
hood, his level gray eyes, his stubbled hair. She was
conscious, perhaps for the first time, of the quality of the
man— the sweetness, the kindness, the growing strength.
“How can you be so innocent?” she cried, overcome with
the hopelessness of their situation. “Everyone knows but
you. Everyone! Don’'t ask me why any of them came to-
night, but | do know why they left. Can’t you see, Colin,
that I'm not the happy-go-lucky, wholesome high-school
girl you fell in love with? Can’t you see that I've changed
beyond any going back— that I'm tired and finished? Did
you really think I'd gone West for the fun of it? Did you,
Colin?”

“Yes, | did,” he said softly. “What are you trying to
tell me, Bonny?”

“I'm trying to tell you that I'm what they call a bad
girl, but | don’t feel like a bad girl. 1 feel only like a
woman who has had a baby and had to give it away. I'm
telling you because that is what I am and that is what
happened.”

“You had a baby?” Colin’s gray eyes were no longer
clear and level; they burned with their own anger and
their own pain. He stared at her for a moment as though
he waited for her denial of the ugly lie, and then his lips
formed a word. “Cheat!” he said into the trembling
silence.

She opened the car door and climbed out, forgetting
her bag, so that she had to reach through the window to
retrieve it. Colin was already starting the engine, press-
ing his foot to the clutch, and she saw that tears were
mingled with the anger in his eyes and that below his
eyes hjs mouth was twisted with fury and with despair.

“I'm sorry,” she whispered to the empty dark as the
car jerked away into the night. Clumsily she picked her
way up the path. She looked up at the windows of her
mother’'s and Lee Dad’'s room, hoping that they would be
dark, but through the drawn shades a light shone palely.
Climbing the stairs to her room, Bonny closed her ears
against the low murmur of voices that came through her
parents’ closed door. At the top of the stairs Bonny hesi-
tated, wishing she had the courage to tell them how sorry
she was for what she had done to them.

In this moment of indecision she realized that she had
never told Lee Dad she was sorry about any of it' She
had expected him to know without being told. She sup-
posed that she still did, because she could not bring her-
self to open the closed door at the end of the hall, could

not find the words to tell them what was in her heart.
She went to her own room and opened the window, turned
off the light, and got into bed without taking off anything
but her shoes and the wilted corsage Colin had sent her
such an unbelievably few hours ago.

Fran had sensed, aimost

from the beginning of the

party, that it had been a mis-

take. She couldn’t help but

see that while the young peo-
ple greeted Lee and herself with cheerful courtesy they
displayed toward Bonny none of the old easy camaraderie
of the past.

“They know,” she whispered to Lee in a stricken
aside, but his answering glance was composed, and he
made no reply.

She watched, with mounting anxiety, the indifferent
stagline, saw Bonny’s smile grow taut with strain as she
danced on and on with the same boy, saw Bonny finally
make her escape to the powder room and saw her return
seconds later looking dazed and numbly determined.

Through all the rest of the dreadful evening Fran
felt that this was some final punishment, some merciless
purgatory from which there was no escape. She must
stand, proud and smiling, and witness the final accumu-
lation of all her mistakes and her inadequacies.

She was vaguely sorry for the man who stood so
stolidly at her side through this agony of awareness,
but tonight her heart was stripped of all save one loyalty,
one love; and it seemed to her now that from the start,
she had failed her child. She had closed her eyes and
her ears and led Bonny straight to this hot, heavy, scented
club room with its myriad of knowing faces.

“1 only wanted her to be happy again,” Fran said
afterward to Lee in the terrible quiet of their own room.
But even as she said it. she knew it was not entirely true;
she had wanted them all to be happy again, and secure,
and as though nothing had ever happened to change
anything.

“We couldn’t know. We couldn’t have guessed,” he
said, and she noticed that now that he no longer had to
play the game, he, too, looked drawn and bruised.

“She never wanted the party. It was something |
made her do. She wanted to be left alone, to find her
own way, and | wouldn’t let her.” Fran looked at Lee,
waiting for him to deny her guilt as he always did, need-
ing the denial as she never had before. But he said
instead:

“i was proud of Bonny tonight. 1 would like to tell
her so.”

“Proud?” It was the last thing she had expected
him to say.

“She carried through,” Lee said thoughtfully. “If
she had had her way | think she would have left, walked
out on the whole pack of them, but she stayed and car-
ried through for us.”

“We never should have let her in for it,” Fran
moaned. “From the very first, Lee, we shut our eyes to
what had really happened. "I know that | did. | didn't
want to believe it, so | pretended it wasn't so, and |
wanted Bonny to pretend it wasn't so, but she couldn't,
because it did happen. It happened to her. When she
came back | should have encouraged her to talk to me.
I hadn’t realized until tonight how alone she has been.”

“1 would like to tell her,” Lee said again, “that 1 am
proud of her. Is she home yet?”

“No,” Fran said, but as she spoke they heard a car
door slam and in a few minutes slow footsteps on the
stair.

“Maybe tonight isn't the time,” Lee said, all at once
abashed. “Maybe she’s too upset to care.”

“1 think she would like to know,” Fran urged. “She
has always wanted you to be proud of her.”

“You see, I've never really loved her,” he said, and
Fran thought that she had never heard his voice so
gentle, or so humble.
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#l know,” Fran said softly. “Sometimes we can't
help those things.”

“But all things considered, I've done the best | knew
how.” His eyes asked for confirmation of this, and she
smiled tenderly and touched his hand with the tips of
her fingers in a gesture of agreement.

“Now go and tell her that you are proud of her,” she
said. He smiled uncertainly and opened the door, but he
was back in a few minutes.

“She was asleep,” he said with some relief. “To-
morrow will be time enough.”

“Of course, my darling,” Fran said. She knew that
by tomorrow he would probably not get around to it, nor
the next day nor the next, but it didn't matter. His new
respect for Bonny would make itself felt eventually, and
now that he had acknowledged to himself and to her the
basic flaw in the whole intricate relationship, the burden
of it seemed miraculously lightened;

Bonny awoke late the Sunday morning Inlinwiiig tm-
dance. Sunlight streamed into the window, and the April
air was sweet against her face. Dreamily she opened her
eyes to the disordered room, to the crumpled white tulle
in which she had gone to sleep, and to the aftertaste of
misery. Slowly it all came back, but like a reel wound
backward, memory started with Colin’s tortured exit and
ended with Isabel’s high-pitched voice emanating from
the powder room. Aimlessly she tossed aside the covers
and climbed out of bed.

In the steaming shower she wondered what to do with
the day and wished almost that it were not Sunday. She
hadn’'t played golf since her return from Arizona, and

today, clear and warm, was just the day for it, but she
shied away from any contact with the club, and the public
courses were always jammed on Sundays. For a long
time Claire had been after her to come and spend some
time with them, but she didn’'t feel able yet to cope with
the mental associations of Claire’s apartment or with any
chance remarks Claire or Frank might make about Tyler.
Rubbing herself dry with the thick, fluffy towel, Bonny
dismissed golf and Claire. But she couldn’t imagine stay-
ing at home all day, shut in with her mother's and Lee
Dad’s shame and her own unhappiness. She would have
to find something to do. It was then that she decided to
go to church.

The boys had finished breakfast by the time she got
down, but her mother and Lee Dad were still lingering
over coffee and the Sunday papers. They both looked up
as she entered, both smiled, and Bonny thought, If | am
ever going to tell them how sorry | am, now is the time,
and opened her mouth— but it suddenly seemed to her
that the words of regret had no place in this room at this
time with her parents smiling at her and the April sun-
shine pouring in through the windows. For a moment
Bonny stood in the doorway, savoring the bright room,
the odor of hot coffee and her relief that her mother
and Lee Dad were not angry about the party.

“What are your plans for today, my dear?” her
mother said. >

“How about a round of golf?” Lee Dad suggested
gruffly. He had never before asked her to play golf with
him. She knew the effort it must have cost him, and the
satAifice. He loved his Sunday-morning game in his own
“foursome.”
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“1 hope you'll give me a rain check,” she said, weak
with gratitude, “but | thought today I'd go to church.”

“A fine idea,” her mother chorused. “Our minister
hasn’'t set eyes on any of us for weeks. Would you like
to have me come along?”

“I'm not going to our church,” Bonny said, and her
glance fell to her plate. “I thought I'd go somewhere
else, this time.”

“It seems a shame to waste a church attendance on
a strange church,” her mother said worriedly, and Bonny
saw Lee Dad give her mother a look that was half repri-
mand, half amusement. And her mother, absorbing the
look, added quickly, “I think it's fine that you want to go
to church, and | am sure it doesn’t really matter where
you go.”

Six miles west of Holdridge, Bonny found a white
country church with dogwood blooming at the door and
children romping among the gravestones while their elders
within listened to a solemn young minister. Bonny sup-
posed afterward that she had expected some miracle of
comfort from this pilgrimage, some gift of inner serenity,
some surcease from pain, but though she enjoyed the
bare, clean little church and the lusty way the congrega-
tion sang the hymns and the young minister's sermon on
peace, she did not feel any less burdened than she had
before she came.

She drove home slowly, wondering what to do next.
She thought with a fleeting sense of nostalgia about Sun-
days at the Farm, the long afternoon walks, and after-
ward tea in Mrs. Browning’'s room and sometimes after
supper, as a special treat, a movie. Mercilessly memory
carried her even farther back, to the Sundays of long
ago when she and Colin used to loaf through a whole
afternoon listening to records or the radio. Colin! Sud-
denly she felt empty and sick. What, she asked herself,
driving through the empty Sunday streets, had com-
pelled her at the last to throw away everything" that she
most needed and most wanted— security, devotion, her
own place in the scheme of things? Was it honor? Or
was it love? She did not know.

She discovered in the weeks that followed that where-
as losing Tyler had been acute and final pain, the loss of
Colin was a dull ache that seemed to enlarge rather than
diminish with time. She found herself like some old
lady whose youth is done, recalling all the little things
that had made it happy. She would catch herself, as she
rode the train to and from her work, smiling gt some
memory of Colin and herself as they had been before any-
thing had happened to change them.

And then one morning she woke up and realized that
it was hex birthday and that she was only nineteen years
old. The idea seemed ludicrous. She would just as soon
have forgotten it, but Lee Dad gave her a bright plaid
golf bag and her mother some money to buy “the gayest
thing in your shop.” It was then that she realized just,
how withdrawn she had become; she determined, albeit
halfheartedly, to do something about it.

She found a municipal golf course in a neighboring
town that wasn’'t too crowded on Sundays, and with the
money her mother had given her she bought a blue moire
cocktail frock The next time Miss Agatha's ardent
young nephew asked her to have dinner with him, she
astonished him by accepting. She had her hair swept to
the top of her head and made a great pretense of finding
the restaurant and his company enchanting— though she
hardly dared confess even to herself how dull the evening
had been. However, the outing had broken the ice of
her isolation. And after that she went out with him sev-
eral times. In a sense she was beginning to live again.
And she no longer gave in to daydreams of the past and
of Colin.

She began to believe that she was waiting for some-
thing to happen that would release her from this emo-
tional apathy. She had no idea what this would be or
what form it would take. She felt only, with a kind of
curious, detached faith, that she had done all that she
could do, and that now she waited.

The day that the “something” happened began like
any other. There was the wild scramble to catch the
eight-o’clock train, and once on it, the inevitable letdown
of having to sit and stare out at the same monotonous
scene as the train poked along, collecting its human cargo
to feed into the hungry jaws of Manhattan.

She had been out the night before, and she was feel-
ing more than ordinarily tired and a little concerned
about a shorthand test that would be coming up in the
first period.

Later she remembered all this, each detail of the day
having, in retrospect, acquired special significance. Her
train was late, and she arrived at school in time only for
the last half of the test, which meant she would have to
come in Saturday morning to take .the first half.

From shorthand she went into one of the lecture
rooms, where the young man from Princeton whom Bonny
had all but forgotten appeared again, this time to talk on
filing systems. Afterward, he caught up with her in the
hall and asked if she would have lunch with him. Bonny
explained that she had to be at her job by two, which left
her no time for anything more than a counter sandwich,
but he assured her that this made no difference. They
sat on high red-leather stools, and he introduced her to
his own special luncheon sandwich, a combination of pea-
nut butter, ham and lettuce, which he insisted contained
all the energy and vitamins she would need for the re-
mainder of the afternoon.

“I've worked it all out,” he said. “In fact, that's
what I'm most interested in—time and energy and how
to conserve them.”

“What do they call someone who conserves time and
energy?” she inquired, mildly entertained at the idea.

“1 call myself an industrial engineer,” he said grand-
ly. “Some day I'd like to have offices of my own, but
right now I'm getting experience.”

In a way he reminded her of Colin, with his enthusi-
asm and his clear, even features, but as soon as she had
drawn the comparison she regretted it. She had been
enjoying his company, and now she felt unreasonably let
down. She looked at her watch, and was grateful to find
that it was almost two.

“What are you doing tonight?” he said hopefully.
“Please say you'll see me tonight.”

“You are persuasive,” she laughed, and held out her
hand. “And awfully nice. But not tonight. | missed
half a quiz today, so I'd better get caught up.” And
besides, she was thinking, looking up into the candid
boyish smile, you are much too much like Colin. Wist-
fully she watched him go whistling off down the street.

Miss Agatha’s was a tiny shop in a good neighbor-
hood. She had started it, after her husband died, as more
of a dressmaking establishment than anything else, but
gradually, with the aid of an excellent seamstress and a
yearly trip to Paris, she had built up, by word of mouth,
a reputation for unusual gowns. When Bonny had first
come to work for her, Miss Agatha had hovered in the
background during every sale like some nervous director
feeding lines to the cast. Gradually, however, she had
given Bonny more and more of a free hand and today
greeted her with the announcement that she was going
out for an hour or two. Bonny was delighted and a little
awed by this chance to play proprietress. Mrs. Cum-
mings, the seamstress, would be there, but she never
poked her nose out of the fitting rooms.

* For a few moments after Miss Agatha left, Bonny
experienced a kind of stage fright. The shop was never
crowded, but hardly anyone who came in left without buy-
ing something, even if it was just a piece of costume
jewelry or a scarf. Suppose that today of all days she
should not make one sale! Catching her own look of
anxiety in one of the mirrors, Bonny stopped and prac-
ticed a smile. She was interrupted by the arrival of a
woman and her teen-age daughter who were looking for
“something in navy blue suitable for traveling, but not
tailored exactly— something,” the woman added with d
hopeless glance at her plump, rather sullen daughter,
“with @ touch of bravado.”
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Forty-five minutes later they left, having purchased
an eighty-dollar pink wool dress which, though it was
certainly not suitable for traveling or for daughter’s
lumpish form, had all the bravado of an advancing army.
Feeling rather pleased with herself, Bonny sat down for
a moment’s rest.

She saw the woman first through the window. She
was young and very fair, and something radiant and ab-
sorbed in the way she regarded the velvet-clad mannequin
in the window caught Bonny's attention. Bonny felt
drawn to the woman at once and wished that she would
come into the shop so that she might see her better. As
though sensing Bonny’s gaze and the wish that accom-
panied it. the woman looked up suddenly. Their eyes
met through the glass, and the woman smiled, her eyes
and face lighting with such sweetness and gaiety that
Bonny felt a sudden lifting of her own spirits.

“I'm looking for a suit,” the woman said, coming
into the shop. “This is Miss Agatha’s, isn't it?”

“Yes, it is. But I'm not Miss Agatha. She’s out just
now. Perhaps | can help you.”

“Oh. I'm sure you can.” The woman’'s voice, like
her face, was warmly expressive. “A friend of mine who
knows Miss Agatha sent me here because she swears by
the place. I've never been able to afford it before, my-
self.” She smiled and added as though it were the most
extraordinary confession, “You see, I'm getting married,
and this is to be my trousseau—my entire trousseau.”
She'laughed. “So you see, the sky is the limit.”

“What fun!” Bonny exclaimed, and they grinned at
each other like conspirators.

“Where shall we begin?” Bonny said. “With the
limit? Or slowly with the suitable and sound?”

“Slowly by all means,” the woman said. “This is the
first and last trousseau I'll ever have.”

Bonny brought out a boxy tweed so sound and suit-
able that again they both laughed, but already Bonny had
decided on just the one that she would choose and
planned to save it for last so that this young woman
would have the fun of trying them all on.

“Now this,” the stranger said, doing a prim little
turn before the mirror and sucking in her lips as though
she were very old and quite toothless, “would be just tile
thing for our fiftieth anniversary.”

“But you skipped one,” Bonny cried, and held up an
elaborate cerise suit. “The matron’s delight. You've
aged much too rapidly.” She was so bewitched she did
not hear Miss Agatha come in until her voice cut through
the entrancing game, stunning them both.

“And is thees how you entertain your friends when
I am gone?” Miss Agatha said. Bonny flushed and began
as fast as her frightened hands would allow to gather up
the clothes.

“But we weren't playing,” the stranger said in her
lilting voice. “Or at least not entirely. You see, | really
do want a suit.” She fixed upon Miss Agatha the full
radiance of her smile.

“Excuse eet, please.” Miss Agatha bowed her way
back into her role of gracious proprietress. “Now if
you’'ll wait a moment, I've just the color and texture for
you.”

“It's for her trousseau,” Bonny interpolated. “Some-
thing very special.”

“That | guess,” Miss Agatha said, and went to one of
the enclosed hangers and brought forth just the pale lav-
ender cashmere-soft suit that Bonny had had in mind all
along. And just as Bonny had known she would, the
woman gave a little tremulous sigh at sight of it and
reached out her hands to touch the filmy wool.

“How clever of you, Miss Agatha,” she said. “Be-
cause this is just the suit your young lady had already
chosen foi me. Am | not right?” she addressed Bonny.

“Yes,” Bonny said, and began to smile, “perfectly
right.”

“Then you may complete the sale,” Miss Agatha said
with stiff magnanimity, and retreated to the back of the
<hop.

“Thank you,” Bonny breathed when she had gone.

“You've nothing to thank me for.” The woman
chuckled. “The minute Miss Agatha brought the suit
out and | saw your face, | knew that it was the one you'd
decided on.”

“But you do like it?” Bonny said. “1 mean, you still
don’t have to like it.”

“Like it? | love it. Now let's try it on, shall we?
Though 1 intend to take it even if it fits like a flour sack.”

But it didn't fit like a flour sack; it fit beautifully
and did wonderful things to the woman’s eyes and to the
lights in her hair. “You must be very happy,” Bonny
said impulsively, “to look so lovely. You seem to shine,
almost.”

“Ah, I am happy,” the woman said softly— and then
suddenly, like the wavering of a light, the bright face
clouded. “So happy it sometimes hardly seems fair,” she
said, and then with a little shrug the radiance returned.
“But it has to be fair to be so right, doesn’'t it?” she said,
as though that ended some private argument of her own.

When Bonny came back from having the suit
wrapped, the woman was holding a scarf up to the light.
“It's just the right color, isn't it?” she said wistfully, and
Bonny agreed. She could already see it knotted at the
neck of the lavender suit.

“Bui | mustn’'t.” the woman said firmly, and began
to fold the scarf back into its place.

“Oh. but you must,” Bonny said. “It's so right.”

“Then | will because you want me to.” the woman
laughed, drawing Bonny into the joke, and opened her
purse. “Only I've not enough money.” she said. “Why I
should ever have thought | did. | can’'t imagine. | seem
to be growing more irresponsible every day.”

“You could charge it,” Bonny said. She had no
authority to accept a new charge account, none what-
soever, but she felt much too lighthearted to care. She
could deal with Miss Agatha later.

“l suppose,” the woman said thoughtfully, “that 1
could charge it to my friend Claire— Mrs. Frank Barnes,
that is,” she interrupted herself to explain to Bonny
“She’s the one who recommended the shop, and she bar
an account here. But no— " she amended quickly before
Bonny could agree or say that she, too, knew Claire
“1I'd better charge it on my own and not go bothering
people. Charge it to Miss—” she said to Bonny’'s poisec
pencil and again stopped and smiled at some inner re
minder of happiness. “But by the time the bill comes
I'll be married. Charge it,” she said with a gay, self-
conscious little smile, “to Mrs. Tyler McLaughlin, at—’

She gave the rest of the address, but Bonny never
heard it. She stood, the pencil frozen between her fin-
gers, her eyes on the blank, lined slip of paper which she
held balanced in one hand. Somehow she managed to
bring her eyes up to meet the eyes of the woman, the
stranger, Gerda; somehow she managed a smile, sickly
and out of tune with everything that had gone before.

“l can't thank you enough.” The rich voice flowed
around her like something in a dream. “And | do hope
Miss Agatha will forgive us both.” A hand, firm and
gentle, touched her own. “Some day when | can afford it,
I'll be back, but you won't be here then. I'm afraid.”

“Perhaps not,” Bonny said numbly, and watched
Gerda move to the door, turn in a little half-gesture of
farewell, and disappear.

She stood quite still, staring at the closed and empty
door until she suddenly felt tears, like rain on parched
earth, spring from her eyes; felt their wetness on her
cheeks and on her neck. She stood, straight, her hands
loose at her sides. The pieces of the puzzle fell into place.
Claire had planned this. She knew nothing about the
baby. Bonny's long absence and new seriousness could
mean only one thing: that Bonny had not forgotten Tyler.
Claire, older and wiser, took the chance that Gerda’s
shining happiness would show Bonny how wrong she had
been ever to hope that anyone except Gerda would be
right for Tyler. “And no wonder,” Bonny said, and she
was surprised to find she had spoken aloud. “No won-
der,” .she repeated again, crying, crying, there in the
carpeted center of Miss Agatha’s elegant establishment.
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Finally, crying still, she bent her arm and crooked it
across her face to catch the purging tears—tears for her
baby, for Tyler, for Gerda, for Colin; tears for all the
lost people and all the lost chances in all the world.
There was no bitterness in her, anywhere— only love.

By the time Miss Agatha discovered her, her grief
was spent and she was quite composed.

“But, child,” Miss Agatha exclaimed, “your eyes!
So red— and your poor, swollen face. Is it that you cry?”

“Yes, | cry,” Bonny smiled reassuringly. “But it's
over now. Here—let me help you.” She unburdened
Miss Agatha’s arms of their load of newly-arrived dresses.
“Shall I make out tags for these?”

“It's six,” Miss Agatha said. “Time for you to go.”

“It won't take long,” Bonny said. There was a
curious lightness in her heart which for the moment
could find no expression beyond this little wish to help.

It was six-thirty when she left the shop. A glance
at her watch told her that if she were to catch the seven-
o’clock train for Holdridge she would have to take a taxi.
It was a bad hour for finding one, but she didn’t mind.
She was glad to loiter at the curb inhaling the crisp
evening air. All around her people moved, like herself
homeward bound, glad to leave the giant buildings behind
them.

“It is a beautiful, beautiful evening,” Bonny mur-
mured, and finally waved a taxi to a screeching stop.

She was still feeling inexplicably gay as she boarded
the train, and for a while she gazed contentedly out of
the window, wondering about the people so fleetingly
seen in windows, so occupied, so unaware. Then, because
she was tired—warmly, gently tired— she leaned her head
back against the seat and slept. Miraculously she awoke
to the conductor’s announcement that the next stop was
Holdridge.

At home she drove the car into the garage and, hum-
ming a little tuneless song, picked her way across the
lawn to the house. But all at once she stopped and
caught her breath. Colin was waiting beside the big
maple tree. His being there seemed right. She could
look at him now that her heart knew no bitterness— at
the dear, familiar shape of his head, the square, firm line
of his shoulders.

“Bonny?” he said, and she stood and waited for him
to come toward her, filled with wonder that he should be
there and then with dismay at what he might have come
to say.

“Bonny,” he said again, but this time it was not a
question, it was an acknowledgment, and with the word
he came forward and put an arm across her shoulders,
tenderly, as a father might. “lI thought you'd never
come,” he said. “I’'ve been waiting for hours.”

“Have you?” Still not entirely sure why he had
come, she tried to withhold the joy from her voice.

He was leading her away from the house and toward
his car, which was parked on the street. “Will your
family worry if you don’'t show up for a while?” he said,
with a nod in the direction of the house. “We can call
them from somewhere. We’ve so much to talk about and
so little time. I've got to be back at school first thing in
the morning.”

“I'll call them,” she, said.

Once they were settled in the car, he lit a cigarette
for each of them, but made no move to start the motor.
“l guess this is as good a spot as any,” he said. “I can
see a sliver of moon to my left and you to my right.
How's your view?”

“Perfect,” she said, and in spite of anything she
could do, her voice shook over the word. Colin’s hand
came down over hers where it rested on the car seat.

“l wanted to come before,” he said presently, “but
it wouldn’t have been fair to either of us.”

“Fair?”

“1 was angry,” Colin said. “For a long time | was
angry and baffled. 1 couldn’t come back until 1'd stopped
being angry— until I'd squared things away with myself.”

“And now you have? How did you manage it, Colin?
How was it possible?”

“How was it possible?” She felt sure he was smiling
in the dark. “It was unbelievably simple, though until
you asked me | hadn't exactly analyzed it. But what I
did was to stop thinking about me and what had hap-
pened to me and start thinking about you and what had
happened to you. Not the details, you understand.” His
hand tightened on hers, and he went on, “Not the who or
the where or the when . . . but what you must have been
through. The suffering you had to take alone. The
decisions you had to make alone. How lonely you still
must be. When I'd felt my way through all the other
things, the jealousy and the-anger and the hurt, then
there wasn’t anything left but love and a new kind of
faith in you.”

“Faith?” How could he have faith?

He mashed out his cigarette and turned toward her.
“Yes, faith,” he repeated slowly. “When you come right
down to it, it's the way people handle their mistakes that
count. There must have been some easier ways out than
the one you chose. But you didn’t take them. You saw
the thing through the best way you knew how.”

“Oh, Colin, dear Colin,” she murmured helplessly,
unable anywhere in her bursting heart to find words full
enough and whole enough to tell him of her gratitude
and the slow-growing largeness of her feeling for him.

“And have you forgiven me, too?” he said, and moved
his hand to cup her chin, lifting her face closer to his.

“For what?”

“For calling you names and then tearing off like a
ba<J-tempered schoolboy just when you needed me the
most.”

“Of course,” she said.
sibly have done?”

“This,” he said and pulled her head down against
the rumpled wool of his shoulder. “Some day,”— he
spoke quietly, close to her ear— “when we've got the kids
to sleep and a long, rainy evening ahead and you feel like
talking, | want to hear all about this past year, or most
of it, but right now, if you're interested, 1'd like to talk
about us.”

“1f we must talk,” Bonny said, and laughed softly
and turned her head against his shoulder so that he need
only bend a very little way to meet her lips.

| don’t deserve so much, she thought, as Colin’s arms
tightened about her shoulders, and then she remembered
wbat Gerda had said— Gerda, so radiantly in love. “Any-
thing that is so right,” Gerda had said, “must be fair.”
That of course was the thing she must remember, though
perhaps if long, long ago she had thought a little more
about what was right and what was fair, it would have
saved a lot of people a lot of suffering.

“It's such a complicated world,” she sighed into the
safety of Colin’s shoulder, “and so beautiful in a number
of ways.”

“So are you,” Colin said tenderly.
—and so beautiful in a number of ways.”

“What else could you pos-

“So complicated
. The End
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