Complete in this issue

A novel of romantic adventure

‘by SARAH-ELIZABETH
RODGER

also a short mystery novel

RIAL OF STEVEN KENT
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This is our challenge—five minutes in a

1950 Nash Airfiyte will completely change any
idea you ever had about how an automobile
rides—drives—performs.

Airflyte Construction is the reason—the
rigid strength of streamline train construc-
tion now applied to a car.

NEW! The beautiful new
Sky-Lounge Interior.
See the new Airliner 5-

way Reclining Seat . . .

Up goes safety—performance—and up goes

asoline economy, up to 30% more! ! ’
R b B1P " Alone in Nash, the entire

New Super-Compression Engines whisk j fram: agd body, fgofir, roof,
rear fenders are built as a

you along. You romp over bumps with- 0 o P ittt ooty Twin Beds . . . Roll-a-
out sway, or wobble. Airflyte’s double- / has 1% to 2V times the tor- Lock panel for dash con-
rigidity does it. ! sional strength of ordinary trols . . . Glove Locker
construction. Makes possible that pulls out . . . Uni-
new safety, new economy— scope safety 884 (0GE

does the average current car. You get
over 25 miles on a gallon in the States-
man at average highway speed!

stays new years longer, adds Weather Eye System.

You move with 20.7% less air-drag than
to re-sale value.

Zw — L e Nash Motors, Division Nash-Kelvinator Corp., Detroit, Mich.

Take an Airflyte ride—try the new Am-
bassador Airflyte with Hydra-Matic
Drive and Selecto-Lift starting.

And remember, new lower prices, too! m%‘

n%; .(_-7?/((//'.,!//}//// * 0%; -..Cﬂ)f(f’;{‘].irﬁ/ﬁ#

Greald Cars Sinece 1902

* THERE’S MUCH OF TOMORROW IN ALL NASH DOES TODAY «x
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Look out for a Cold!

GARGLE LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC — Quick!

This prompt and delightful precaution can
often head off a cold or simple sore
throat. Here's why:

When you're tired or overheated, when
your feet are wet or cold, threatening
germs, called the “secondary invaders,”
find it easier to stage a mass invasion of
the throat tissue. They are the ones that
are responsible for much of a cold’s
misery, authorities say.

Kills “Secondary Invaders”

Listerine Antiseptic can often check such
an invasion because, as it reaches way back
on throat surfaces, it kills literally millions
of these troublesome germs.

In other words, Listerine Antiseptic
gives Nature a helping hand in warding
off the infection you know as a cold.

For your protection during the cold-
and-sore-throat months, make a habit of
using Listerine Antiseptic regularly night

and morning, and between

times at the first symptom of
trouble.

Note How Listerine
Antiseptic Gargle
Reduced Germs!

Actual tests showed reduc-
tions of bacteria on mouth
and throat surfaces ranging
up to 96.7 % fifteen minutes
after the Listerine Antisep-
tic gargle, and up to 80%
oane hour after the gargle.

-

Fewer Colds in Tests

Bear in mind that tests made
over twelve years showed that
those who gargled Listerine
Antiseptic twice a day had fewer
colds and usually milder colds
than those who did not gargle
... fewer sore throats, too.

LAMBERT PHARMACAL Co.
St. Louis, Mo.

P S HOW'’S YOUR BREATH TODAY ? Don't guess about it. Don't offend others with bad breath due to food fermentation in the mouth.

o Listerine Antisepti tens and fresh

your breath instantly. It helps keep it that way, too

. . . not for minutes . . . but for hours, usually.



Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer presents
BARBARA
STANWYCK MASON
AVA
HEFLIN GARDNER

“EAST SIDE, WEST SIDE”

CYD CHARISSE

NANCY DAVIS . GALE SONDERGAARD
A MERVYN LEROY Production

Screen Play by ISOBEL LENNART
Based on the Novel by MARCIA DAVENPORT

Directed by.... ..MERVYN LEROY
Producedby VOLDEMAR VETLUGUIN

e N~

East Side, West Side—that's the title of
M-G-M’'s new picture, and it's about the
dreamy as well as the seamy side of any-
body's town .

The high hat side and the low brow
side rarely meet (in public places, that is).
But when they do,and they do in M-G-M’s
new piece of taut dramatics — you get a
story to sit straight up with.

Barbara Stanwyck plays the woman in
it, a woman who knows the heartbreak of
dream street. One of the dazzle girls of
the social columns, she always looks as
though she’s having such a delicious time.
But uh-uh--she's married—to a guy who
gets the ringside tables — and the phone
numbers. Watch James Mason play this
part! It's the kind that set hearts clicking
when he first flashed across the American
screen.

Of course there's the other woman—
there usually is—but not like this other
woman. Ava Gardner plays it with claws
extended. Watch her go for James Mason.

Yes, this is the story of life under the
lights, and the kind of playing around
that leads to newspaper headlines—and
once in a while to murder!

There's another character, too, that
puts punch in this picture. It's played by
none other than Van Heflin, who knows
how. He's an ex-cop whose eye for people
and nose for news make the world his beat.

Written by a lady whose novels are al-
ways on the bestseller lists, Marcia Daven-
port has provided some characters that
really breathe hard. And she gives you the
biting low-down on the glitter spots you
read about in the papers.

Mervyn LeRoy was the man to direct
East Side, West Side because there is no
one in the make-believe business who can
getastoryclicking faster. And he'salso the
man who knows how to make actors act.

We've used up our space now, except |

for one word—GO!
2
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1949 Was Another Good Year for Telephone Users

BETTER LOCAL SERVICE —The over-all quality
of telephone service continued to improve
in 1949 and it keeps right on getting better.
There’s faster, clearer, more accurate serv-
ice on millions of local calls.

275,000 NEW RURAL TELEPHONES
were added by the Bell System
in 1949. 1,300,000 have been
added since the war — a truly
remarkable record of rural de-
velopment by the Bell System.
Great gains were made also in
the quality of service. Fewer
parties on the line. Many thou-
sands of new-type telephones
put in. A higher proportion of
our farmers have telephones
than in any other country in
the world.

MORE SERVICE FOR MORE PEOPLE — Nearly 2,000,000
telephones were added to the Bell System in 1949. This meant
service not only for many people who did not havc a telephone
beforc but it also increased the value and uscfulness of your
own particular telephone. You can call many more people —
and many more can call you. There are now more than 50%
more Bell telephones than at the end of the war.

IMPROVEMENTS IN LONG DISTANCE
Long Distance grew steadily bet-
ter in 1949. The average time to
complete out-of-town calls is now
down to little more than a minute
and a half. Nine out of ten calls
go through while you hold the
line. Over many routes, the Long
Distance operator dials the dis-
tant telephone directly. 1t’s faster,
friendly, courteous service all the

CONTRIBUTION TO PROSPERITY — All of
this expansion and improvement in
telephone service provided work
and wages for many people outside
the telephone business.

More than $1.000,000,000 was
put into new facilities. Western
Electric — the manufacturing unit
of the Bell System — bought from
23,000 different concerns in
2500 citiesand townsthrough-
out the country.

BELL TELEPHONE SYSTEM — The best and the most
telephone service at the lowest possible price.




By ELIAS VAIL

Just what is a dog’s world, any-
how? ... The eyes haven't it, but
his nose knows . . . Silent sounds
.. . The test of taste.

2

- ;J( EVER TRY GETTING YOUR
. Ii DOG’S SLANT ON THINGS?
'{Qﬁ&ﬁn By that I don’t mean drop-
ping down on all fours and
joining him in chasing rabbits or baying at
the moon. But if you can put a little time into
imagining how the world seems to him you’ll
find living with him easier and more fun. After
all, he can’t imagine your outlook, so mutual
understanding has to start with you.

SEEING MAY BE BELIEVING
to you and me, but your dog
more likely feels that “smell-
ing is believing.” He learns
relatively little through his
eyes, especially from objects
close at hand. His eyesight is
at its best at a distance and at catching motion
—a stirring leaf or the flash of a squirrel’s tail
.. . His nose, on the other hand, can single
out thousands of faint odors . .. and I suspect
he gets the same pleasure from sniffing around
as we get from looking through a picture
book.

s

“> HE TAKES THE HIGH

NOTES, you take the low
notes when it comes to
hearing. Your dog can hear
tones pitched so high as to
be unheard by human ears,

J but perhaps the other ex-
treme of our world of sound—at the level of
the lowest notes on a piano—is silent to him.
Living with a dog, you'll find a lot that this
différence might explain—such as the way
some dogs spot the family car when out of
sight and human earshot.

ONLY A CRYSTAL GAZER
would try to predict the
tastes of any one dog, es-
pecially in food. At times
it can include anything
from light cord plugs to
things like chile con carne and sauerkraut. But
you can’t let these whims or even your own
taste dictate the regular diet of your dog.
Looking at the experience of hundreds of dogs,
Gaines Meal would seem a good bet to please
any one dog . . . because figures for the nation
show that dogs eat more Gaines than any
other make of dog food. Now, of course, own-
ers have a lot of reasons for feeding Gaines,
but if the dogs didn’t like it, I don’t think
Gaines would have stayed as popular as it
has for the last twenty years.

A Product of General Foods

E . S
DOG FOODS \

Meal * Krunchon

“Nourish Every Inch of Your Dog"

Copyright 1850 by Genersl Foods Corp.

Ever move from an old house to a new
home? Did someone turn her head to
hide a tear as she uncovered an old
memory in the attic? Did you forget, and
have to rush back and leave a change of
address for the postman? And, in spite
of all the tagging and labeling, did you
wonder where to find the box marked
*“cooking utensils™?

If you’ve had any of those experiences
you’ll have some idea of the mixed emo-
tions that accompanied THE AMERICAN
MAGAZINE’s move to its new home at
640 Fifth Avenue after 25 full and event-
ful years of “‘living” at 250 Park Avenue.

We didn’t exactly have an attic to
rummage in, but there was a warehouse
full of rare and wonderful memories. In
fact, 8 tons of them, in the shape of
truckloads of archives, had to be sadly
consigned to the incinerator. And among
the papers were names so illustrious they
made us wonder how many of the fa-
miliar figures that stalk in and out of our
new offices now will seem as glamorous
in the future.

There were Richard Harding Davis,
Lincoln Steffens, and Finley Peter Dunne,
the “ Mr. Dooley” who brought laughs
to millions. Booth Tarkington, Albert
Payson Terhune, Ida Tarbell, and frvin
S. Cobb were well represented, as were
Rudyard Kipling, Ellis Parker Butler,
Peter B. Kyne, and many other greats.
There were the names of illustrators such
as Frederic Remington, who did the

Sou Chan and Tke

great paintings of the West; Maxfield
Parrish, remembered for his sunsets ; and
Charles Dana Gibson, whose girls were
the pin-ups of yesteryear.

It is impossible now to know which of
the many present contributors to THE

Our New Home

AMERICAN MAGAZINE will wind up in the
literary halls of fame of the future, or
which ones will lapse into obscurity. But
we do know three AMERICAN MAGAZINE
writers whose names will be brought to
public attention 100 years from now!
They are Louis R. Bruce, Jr., an Ameri-
can Indian; Sou Chan, an immigrant
Chinese; and Dr. Willford 1. King, an
economist. Their articles in THE AMERI-
CAN MAGAZINE recently won awards pre-
sented by General * Tke” Eisenhower for
Freedoms Foundation, Inc., in recogni-
tion of their contribution to American-
ism. And the three articles were sealed in
a crypt at the base of the American flag
that flies at the Foundation’s headquar-
ters in Valley Forge, Pa., from which
they are to be recovered and examined
in the year 2049!

Now that we’re comfortably installed in
our gleaming new Fifth Avenue building
there are many new delights in store for
us. Fifth Avenueis the street down which
the world’s most fascinating and impor-
tant parades are conducted. And we’ll
have ringside and box-office seats for all
of them, free of charge. Across the ave-
nue are the tall spires of the famous St.
Patrick’s Cathedral, and to one side of
us are the wonders of Radio City, to
which our building contributes its moder-
nity. And on both sides of the street, as
one walks in either direction, is the finest
window-shopping territory on earth! It’s
pretty keen. —R.B.H
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W td you join
the DOLLAR
BOOK CLUB

now!

Your Choice of These Entertaining

BEST-SELLERS

HE MOST sensational offer in Dollar Book Club history! By

joining now, you may have your choice of any TWO books de-
scribed here—for just a 3-cent stamp! And—as a new member—you
may choose as many more as you wish for your current selections at
only $1.00 each. These best-selling booksaretypical of the selections
received by Dollar Book Club members. Club membership regularly
offers you the most popular current novels for only $1.00 each—a
saving of 6094 to 759 from the established retail prices of the
same books in the publishers’ editions. Name the TWO books you
want for just a 3-cent stamp, and your first $1.00 selection. on the
membership form below and mail it today.

LORD JOHNNIE

PRIDE'S CASTLE

THE CASE OF THE

by Frank Yerby
ERE'S reckiess love
and bold a:lventure in
sinful old New York that

by Leslie T. White

THE ravishing Lady
Lesnna wed Lord John-

CAUTIOUS COQUETTE

Erle Stanley Gardner's Best!

EWARE this luscious
blonde—she's a booby

man and came back

by lrving Stone
HE true story of

T

the “‘male hurricane™

equal energy.

did for Van Gogh,
fascinating book does for a
great and exciting Ameri

can artist.

nie the Rogue on his way
to the gallows, and planned
to forget him; but slippery
Johnnie eluded the hang

Gt his wedding. nights

A tale of strange love and
swashbuckling adventure!

THE PASSIONATE JOURNEY

Noble, Kansas painter,

hurled himself at a new
painting or a new love with
What the

of a handsome,

Johin

S . ——— - s
The Only Club That Brings You Best-Sellers for only $1

UST imagine—with most current best-sell-

ing fiction costing $2.75 and $3.00 in the
publishers’ editions at retail, the Dollar Book
Club continues to bring its members the
cream of the current books for the one low
price of $1.00 each! And in handsome, full-
size editions, bound in an exclusive Club
format!

There is no fee for joining the Dollar Book
Club, and there are no dues of any kind.
You are not even obligated to take a book
every month; the purchase of as few as six
books a year fulfills your- membership re-
quirement.

shipping cos!
Start Enjoying Membership Now! When you see the TWO books which you .
receive for just a 3-cent stamp---and your s
Upon receipt of coupon at right, with a  first $1.00 selection: when you consider these Miss
3-cent stamp, you will be sent your choice of are typical of values you will continue to re- .
any TWO of the six best-sellers shown above. ceive for $1.00, you will be delighted to have cay.
As an extra privilege, extended to you as a become a member!
Occupation

DOUBLEDAY ONE DOLLAR BOOK

new member, you may choose as your first
regular selection for $1.00 another one of
these best-sellers. (Or choose as many more
as you like at $1.00 each.)

As a member, you will receive regularly
the Club’s. descriptive folder called The
Bulletin. The Bulletin describes the forth-
coming book selections. It also reviews other
book bargains offered to members for only
$1.00 each. You buy only the books youwant.

Mail Coupon Today—
Get 2 Books for 3 Cents!

CLUB, GARDEN CITY, NEW YORK

tops even the thrillsof The
Golden Hawk and The
Foxesof Harrow.Thestory
ruthless
fighter and the woman who
bartered her beauty, her
decency and her father's
fortune for his kisses.

BRIEF GAUDY HOUR
Margaret Campbell Barnes

= ANNE BOLEYN was

who A one of the most fasci-
nating women who ever
lived. Here is the story of
#] the lovely and passionate
best-seller Lust for Life i | wirl who became Henry
this VIII’s wife and discovered
') the extremes of ecstasy

and sorrow. Rich with the
color of Tudor England

trap! The inimitable Perry
Mason is faced with a

beautiful

woman, a dead husband.
and a man with *‘a million
dollar’ alibi which almost
sends the wrong party to
the deathhouse.

but dangerous

HIGH TOWERS
by Thomas 8. Castain

HERE'S agreat new tale
by the author of ‘"The
Black Rose.”
less daring and reckless
love; action which takes
you to lusty old Montreal,
with its fur traders, priests
and schemers; and again
to rough and raw New
Orleans during its hectic
beginnings.

Here's reck-

bargain book selections and sev

books is entirely voluntary on my

MAIL THIS COUPON

DOUBLEDAY ONE DOLLAR BOOK CLUB. Dest. 1A, Sacden City, New York
Please enroll me as a Dollar Book Club member andsend me at once
the following T WO books for the enclosed 3-cent stamp:

Also send me the follownni book (or books) as my first sclection and
bill me $1.00 eacl

With these books will come my first issue of the free descriptive folder
called **The Bulletin"’ telling about the two new forthcoming one-dollar
eral additional bargains which are
offered at $1.00* each to members only. I am to have the privilege of
notifying you in advance if L do not wish cither of the following
month’s selections and whether or not I wish to purchase any of the
other bargains at the Special Club price of $1.00 each. The choice of
part. [ do not have to accept a book

every month—only six during each year that I remain a member. 1
pay nothing except $1.00 for each selection received plus a few cents

Please
Print

Zone No. . State
N

*Same Price in Canada: 105 Bond Street. Toronto 2



INOW! PROOF THAT BRUSHING TEETH
RIGHT AFTER EATING WITH

COLGATE
DENTAL CREAM
HELPS STOP
TOOTH DECAY!

t Dental
Avuthorities Proves How Using Colgate's
Helps Stop Tooth Decay Before It Starts!

Exhaustive R ch By Emi

Now, the toothpaste you use to clean
your breath while you clean your teeth,
offers a proved way to help stop tooth
decay before it starts! 2 years’ continu-
ous research at leading universities—
hundreds of case histories—makes this
the most conclusive proof in all dentifrice
research on tooth decay! Colgate’s con-
tains all the necessary ingredients,
including an exclusive patenfed ingredi-
ent, for effective daily dental care. No
risk of irritation! And no change in
flavor, foam, or cleansing action!

No Other Dentifrice
Offers Proof of These Results!

Modern research shows tooth decay is
caused by mouth acids which are at
their worst right after eating. Brush-
ing teeth with Colgate’s as directed
helps remove acids before they harm
enamel. And Colgate’s penetrating foam
reaches crevices between teeth where
food particles often lodge. No dentifrice
can stop all tooth decay, or help cavities
already started. But brushing teeth with
Colgate Dental Cream as directed is a
safe, proved way to helpstop tooth decay!

(q TN
: ALWAYS USE

COLGATE'S TO CLEAN
YOUR BREATH WHILE
¥YOU CLEAN YOUR
TEETH - AND HELP
STOP TOOTH DECAY!

HOW THE MONEY ROLLS IN

Dear Mr. Sughrue: Jerome Beatty’s arti-
cle, Why You Give Money Away (Decem-
ber), was of interest to our hospital group.

We required $400,000 (plus $200,000
Federal Aid) to build a new hospital. The
local consensas was that $250,000 to
$275,000 was the limit we could raise in
a group of towns with a population of
less than 9,000.

The fund-raising experts said we could
raise $400,000if we furnished the solicita-
tion power. We employed them, and the
net cost was not high. We raised $430,000
in pledges, and our new, modem build-
ing is 35 per cent toward completion.

Mr: Beatty’s story should give courage
to hospital officials. Money is harder to
get, but it can be gotten with expert assist-

ance.  j F. BRESNAHAN, President
New Milford Hospital

New Milford, Conn.

SPECS ACCEPTED
Dear Sirs: David Chandler’s novel, The
Diamond (October), reverts to silent
movie plots when the boss doesn’t realize
the beauty of his secretary until she
throws her glasses away.

Young people today take their specs
in stride with no feeling of inferiority,
having forgotten the stigma of “four
eyes” and the old notion that **men sel-
dom make passes at girls who wear

glasses.” M. VANDERHOFF
Big Timber, Mont,

POTATO PICTURE

Dear Mr. Blossom: I am writing regard-
ing the article, Potatoes and Gravy (No-
vember), on the potato price-support
program as it affects Aroostook County,
Maine.

Basically, Aroostook County is no
different from any other agricultural
area in the United States. We have our
rich bankers and our titans of industry,
but also a very large number of hard-
working, economy-minded farmers. . . .

Only 4.2 per cent of our 5,074 potato
farmers produce over 100 acres, with
approximately 3,000 noncommercial
farmers in the state producing 3 acres of
potatoes or less. . . .

We are not proud of the support pro-
gram for potatoes and the regimented
economy on which we have had to exist
since the conclusion of World War II.
The Maine potato industry was the first
to appreciate the imperfections of the
support program, and petitioned Con-
gress for a reduction of the level of pay-
ments in the spring of 1948.

Growers of Aroostook County are

HE EDITORS

wondering if they are being used as the
““horrible example” of a political system
over which they have little, if any, con-
trol. They are wondering if the press is
making any attempts to give them a fair
Hl LLOYD R. WILLIAMS

.Presque Isle, Maine.

STEAK FROWM GRAPEFRUIT

Dear Mr. Blossom: I have just read Cow-
hands on the Grapefruit Range (Decem-
ber). Don Eddy’s article is a factual
account of the history of cattle raising in
Florida. It sets forth the very important

development—the discovery that the
waste from citrus canning makes good
cattle feed. . . .

The fact that the cattle industry in
Florida—beef and dairy—has increased
faster during the last 15 years than in
any other state is no accident, and Mr.
Eddy’s article fully explains it.

NATHAN MAYO
Commissioner of Agriculture
Tallahassee, Fla.

For a view of a prosperous Florida ranch
Sfamily, meet the Whaleys (above): Cecil
Whaley (second from left), his wife Nancy
(right), son Goozy and daughter Bennie
Lee. They raise cattle on 10,000 acres
near St. Cloud, Fla—THE EDITORS.

IN LOVE WITH SHOES

Dear Editors: 1 enjoyed Shoe Designer
Herman Delman’s article, What I Xnow
about Women from Shoes (December).
And I admit that the five types of women
he names—the feminine, sophisticated,
conservative, dramatic, and outdoor—
might be inclined to wear different kinds
of shoes. Personally, however, I like *em
all, from sexy *‘scandal sandals” to flat-



heeled moccasins. In fact, I think most
women would just love to have a chance
to wear every color and style shown in
your photographs between the time they
get up in the moming and bedtime. I
know I would! MRS. §— J—
Chicago, III.

COMPLETELY SATISFIED
Dear Sir: **Everything complete in this
issue” ! What a lot of satisfaction to pick
up THE AMERICAN and not be confronted
by a line reading, “ The first of umpteen
chapters.”

With winter closing in on this moun-
tain world, we won’t have to go to bed
wondering whodunit.

ROBERT L. FISK
Lincoln, Mont.

WHAT AMERICA MEANS
Dear Editor: 1 want to tell you how much
the whole family enjoys THE AMERICAN
MAGAZINE, and especially those articles
on What America Means to Me. The one
in November by Robert Nishiyama was
really inspiring.

MRS. CLAYTON SHURLOW
Hastings, Mich.

Dear Mr. Sughrue: Bob Nishiyama was
chosen for a scholarship at Lafayette
College by American Army and Navy
officers in Japan, who believed him to be
the most deserving of the Japanese boys
whom they knew there. . . . We are proud
of what he is accomplishing, and we see
in him a finer hope of future friendship
between peoples who have misunder-
stood each other in the past.

RALPH COOPER HUTCHISON
President, Lafayette College

Easton, Pa.

STILL ENCOURAGED

Dear Sir: Have been a reader of your
magazine for a good many years. It was
an article written by E. M. Statler, the
hotel man, in 1919, that gave us the cour-
age and inspiration to buy the farm we
now live on.

It took us 25 years @0 pay off the
mortgage, but we also put up new build-
ings, land improvements, and stock.
When we would get discouraged we
would say, “If Statler can do it, so can
we.” Istill find your articles very encour-

aging.  MRS. SEYMOUR DARTT
Van Etten, N. Y.

MOTHER KNOWS
Dear Editors: I've always been one of
Bette Davis’s fans. After reading Things
My Mother Taught Me (November), I
am more than ever inclined to think she
is an extraordinary person. I am sure,
by following her mother’s policy, that
daughter Barbara’s childhood and ado-
lescence will be both happy and success-
puk BOBBY COWSER
Commerce, Texas.

°
ADDRESS YOUR LETTER T0:

The Editors, The American Magazine,

640 Fifth Ave., New York 19, N.Y.

Are you in the know ?

What to do # Mom says you're too young for dating?

Try crowd psychology
Chances are, it’s solo dates the family vetoes
.. . they're not against your having friends.
Why not get your schoolmates to rally at
your homestead, now and then? Show Mom
you can cope with a mixed crowd. Dating
first on the “‘gang” plan is good practice for

Should you break a movie date
with Bill—
[C] For a Big Man On Campus
[C] #f you're asked to o formal fray
() To meet o blind find

You'’re booked for Saturday night at the
cinema. Then the real Bikini comes along.
Should you call Bill and beg off ? Check no
on all three counts above! Breaking dates is
a rating-buster. And ““calendar’’ time, too, is
no excuse . . . for new Kotex is made to stay
soft while you wear it; gives softness that
holds its shape. And your new Kotex Wonder-
form Belt won’t twist, won’t curl, won't cut!
Made with DuPont Nylon elastic: feather
weight, fast drying!

[C] Play Hannah the Hermit

[ Stick to hen parties
solos later. And whatever the doings, what-
ever the day, remember —those flut pressed
ends of Kotex prevent revealing outlines.
Even when you're togged for a gala evening,
you know you can brave the limelight with
confidence . . . (and Kotex!).

It's a mighty sharp student
who—

[C] Snags the prof

() Has the Tweedy Look

D Majors in poetry
Competition’s keen when the prof’s cute.
True, you may not be a ball of fire at scan-
ning. But your tweeds’ll tell him you're on
your toes, style-wise. For this year, tweed's
terrific . . . new, inexpensive, with a "high
fashion” look. In coats, suits or dresses, it's
for you! And just for you on problem days,
there’s a Kotex absorbency you’ll fnd
exactly right. How to tell? By trying all 3:
Regular, Junior, Super. Each has a special
safety center —pledging extra protection!

More women choose KOTEX™
| than all otther samirany napkins

J ABSORBENCIES: REGULAR, JUNIOR,K SUPER
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— MAN BY HER SIDE
Complete Romantic Novelette by Richard Llewellyn, author of
“HOW GREEN WAS MY VALLEY”

How two mature adults mismanage their love affair like inexperienced teen-agers
makes exciting reading, especially when told by this popular author. You’ll won-
der how any husband in love with his wife can order separate suites on a honey-
moon! And never enter his bride’s room except by invitation!

You'll see this “cold war” of uncertainty melt away when this industrial designer
and his career wife both realize their passionate feelings for the other. And you’re
sure to be delighted by the feminine way the heroine finally gets her “man by her

side!”
To
(74 —2 The § fa§l~moving short stories that come with this novelette in the January Woman’s Home
/6 Compapnon. And you'll top off a real treat with Part I of Nelia Gardner White’s new novel
2722 : “The Pink House.” ’
~—> COMPANION’S FAMOUS, OUTSPOKEN ARTICLES: HOW TO HAN-

DLE QUARRELS. . . Married couples should quarrel, says Dr. David R. Mace in the Mar-
riage Clinic, explaining that it is the quickest way to clear the air of fear, hate, and resentment.

WHAT IS SCHOOL DOING TO YOUR CHILD'S EYESIGHT? . . . Tests show that an

alarming number of young grade school pupils have faulty vision. And that their eyesight

deteriorates rapidly under the strain of school-work! Are the schools to blame? What can
7:’ ( you do to safeguard your own child’s precious eyesight? Read this challenging article!

> ARE PAROLED CONVICTS A DANGER TO YOU? . . . Every year 30,000 of-
fenders, including murderers, burglars, and prostitutes, are re eased under parole.
Are you afraid of what they might do to you, your family, or your friends?

* . ) f [ T BEFORE YOUR OPERATION . . . A vivid, reassuring report of t.be precautions
/ F | taken to safeguard you in case of an operation. One sure to s ay the emotional dragons
& - - S - of fear that terrify many patients!

’ Wy o

SMART FEATURES: All the helpful, smart feature pages that 4,000,000 alert
American women turn to every month for inspiration and entertainment, including :

Preview of Spring Suits Food Calendar
Patience, A Camera— Companion Poll
And Your Child! We've Come A Long Way Since 1900

Let's Have A Kitchen Party! . . . and cartoon chuckles!

IT°S EASY TO KEEP THESE 4 RESOLUTIONS . . . for a}l
this fascinating reading is in just one copy of the Woman’s
Home Companion.

So start the holiday season right—treat yourself to the liveliest,
most entertaining, and helpful magazine on your newsstand,

WOMAN’S HOME COMPANION

ALL IN THE BIG JANUARY ISSUE
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FOOD FRONT

Griddle-Ready: Buttered steaks bow
in. Quick-frozen and thin-sliced for two-
minute cooking, they’re buttered like sand-
wiches, 8 to a box. All you have to do is
salt and fry. The ingredients: chuck,

ground fine, frozen, then sliced and but-
tered, griddle-ready.

Twosome Roast: Thislittle porkbutt,
tasting like ham, appears in a fresh guise.
Boneless, rolled, smoked, and cured, it’s
now pre-cooked and glazed. Warm in the
oven for a roast twosome-sized. Or slice
for pan-fried ham, sandwiches, or cold
cuts. Headed nation-wide.

Make-to-Order: Even a tyro can mix
professional-style dressings with a new
make-to-order kit. Name your choice—
paprika French, garlic, herb, or old-fash-
toned French, tear open the matching
envelope (it’s filled with seasonings, spices,
and herbs) and pour into the pint-size mix
jar, which is marked with red lines for
sure-fire proportions. Add oil to one
marker, vinegar to the next, then shake
till smooth.

Angel Mix: Your family likes angel-
food cake, but too many eggs for your
purse? Here’s a mix for it, everything
ready. Just add water and bake.

Jiffy Rice: Converted rice, rich as the
brown in nutrients yet tasty as white,
comes pre-cooked for jiffy serving now.
Open the can, empty in a sieve, and dip
in boiling water; it’s table-ready in 30
seconds.

Minute Popcorn: No waiting on this
popcorn; it puffs in 60 seconds to giant
size. Reason: a special popping oil plus
hybrid com, bred to explode 3 to 5 times
normal size.

Stuffed: They're stuffing pickles in the
Midwest now—with cheese. Bite one kind,
sharp cheddar nips your tongue; another,
Roquefort. Slice for canapés or sandwich
gamish.

Yankee Sinkers: Because Yankees
turn up their noses at “boughten” dough-
nuts, machine-made sinkers look like

]\

homemade now. A special machine cuts
them big, thick-crusted, and irregular-
shaped, no two alike. Already the jumbos
reach down-Easters; no date set, though,
for national launching.

Pearl-Small: Tapioca now is whittled
down to Junior’s size. Pearl-small (chem-
ists worked a year on this) and strained for
infants, it’s mixed with Italian plums for a
tart yet sweet dessert. Everywhere by
February.

Quickie: Sliced beef teams up with
white sauce makings for a hurry-up meal.
The ingredients : a powder that needs only
fat, milk, and a little cooking to yield
white sauce for 4 people, plus extra-thin
slices of smoked beef.

Snack Puffs: A new type of cocktail
puffs, curled and crunchy. Come in 5 fla-
vors to meet everyone’s taste (shrimp,
cheese, tomato, onion, and bacon) and
vacuum-packed for long life.

Foiled: Deep-dishpies, apple and cherry,
come frozen in foil. Just heat and serve.
Extra asset: crust flakier than usual. Avail-
able now from Maine to South Carolina ;
wider distribution ahead.

Bog-Fresh: Cranberry juice concen-
trate, quick-frozen like citrus, arrives for
fruit juice change-off. Tart and tangy, it’s
cold-processed to save all its bog-fresh
flavor, its sun-ripened nutrients. Add
twice as much water, it’s ready to drink. In
frozen-food bins country-wide.

Victoria’s Choice: England drops the
price, boosts the export, first since the war,
of Queen Victoria's favorite tea. It’s mild
and delicate, a blend of Ceylon, India, and
Formosa oolongs. No change in 60 years
from Victoria’s choice.

PRISCILLA JAQUITH

e Names and addresses of manufacturers
and distributors of the products mentioned
in FOOD FRONT will be mailed ta
any reader who requests them. Send your
inquiries, with self-addressed, stamped enve-
lope, to Food Front, The American Maga-
zine, 640 Fifth Ave., New York 19, N.Y.
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Famous Author Praises Palmer
“I have found Palmner Insti-
tute's instruction material
most interesting, intelligent
and helpful. I belicve it would
be of very real benefit to the
beginning writer and hardly
less valuable to the established
writer.”

Rupert Hughes

How To Write

Short Stories, Mysteries, Articles

Free Sample Lesson Shows How to Learn
at Home for Part or Full Time Income

Have you ever had an urge to write? Have you or
friends had interesting experiences?—or ideas about
people, places, hobbies, sports, business or social
activities, that wmight make interesting stories or
articles for general magazines, trade and technical
journals, fraternal publications, etc.?

Opportunities Greater Than Ever

Editors agree: the demand for new writers is
greater than ever, and you don't have to have a
big name or be a great writer to make good money.
Most famous authors were once just ordinary people—
with an urge to write.

Earn While Learning

Many Palmer beginners earn while learning, selling
short stories, articles of all kinds, which %riug in
small but welcome checks for material that may be
turned out quickly once you acquire the proper tech-
mque And now it's easier to learn than you may
imagine, thrnugh Palmer's unique method of train-
ing—for NOT just one field of writing, but for all:
Fiction, Article, Radio. Falmer Institute's home-study
training is endorsed by famous authors—including
Gertruﬁe Atherton, Ru(h Comfort Mitchell, Katha-
rine Newlin Burt, and by hundreds of successful
graduates. For instance: A. Vogt leading
acience fiction writer, says, “Your course is excellent.
It was a milestone in my career.”

Now Sells To Big Magazines

“Since studying with Palmer, I’ve been selling to
the Post, American, Life,Esquire, Liberty and others.
It's the finest course anywhere.”"—Keith Monroe,
Santa Monica, Calif.
Household Buys Student’s First Article

“Soon after finishing the first lesson on article
writing, I received a big check from Household for an
article on the ‘date’ complications of my tecn-age
daughters. Your lessons ure s0 clear it's a real pleas-
ure to work out the assignments. Instructors take
personal interest and give honest encouragement.”
—Genevieve G. Thompson, 0il City, Pa.

You Write While I.earning

You receive individual hing by 1
writers who go over all your writing, gnmg helpful
suggestions and showing you how to correct weak-
ness es, how to capitalize on your good points. Thus

our own indistdual unling syleis developed. Study
? t or slow, Save time and effort.

FREE Lesson Shows How

We have helped many a former clerk, soldier,
housewife, mechanic or teacher to write for money—
on a part time basis or as a full time career, and
many established writers to get into new, higher-
paying fields. Why not }ou’ Enjoy an ideal career-—
money, travel, publicr

To find out how you too m ay make money writing
fill in this coupon for FREE sample lesson, wit
typical writing assignment, plus ireelllustrated book
giving details of our home-study instruction and
service. Yours without cost
or obligation. Write teday!

Palmer Institute
of Authorship

Founded 1917
Member, Nationol Home Study

Council
Desk A-50. 1680 No. Sycamore
Hollywood 28, California

FREE
LESSO

Please send me free sample lesson material and book,
**The Art of Writing Saiable Stories’ explaining how
your home-study train! ps new writers get
started. No obligation. No salesman will call.

VETERANS

This course
approved for
veterans’
training.

Palmer Institute of Authorship
1680 N. Sycamore, Desk A-50
Hollywood 28, Californis

....Zone....
Veterans: Check here O
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Please Print Clearly.
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BELLOWS & CO., New X ork * Colorado Springs * Chicago
86.8 Proof — 60% Grain Neutral Spirits
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WHY

DONT

THEY...

PRINT snapshots on adhesive-backed
paper covered with a thin protecting
film? Remove the film, and photo-
graph would be ready for permanent
placement in an album.—Marjorie
Spease, Forest City, Mo.

MARKET an electric pad for a baby’s
play pen to keep him warm in winter?—
Mrs. G. W. Stroube, Denbigh, Va.

MANUFACTURE an inner-spring sad-
dle?—David Bishop, Spartanburg, S.C.

INVENT *“by-the-slice” bread machines
foruse in grocery stores? Set a dial to the
number and kind of slices you want,
press a button, and out pops your pack-
aged selection.—Mrs. Donald Quinlan,
Fresno, Calif.

INSTALL handle-bar brakes on wheel-
barrows to prevent them from running
away downhill?—Clarence R. Nelson,
West Hartford, Conn.

INSTALL a strip of concrete sidewalk
in shoe stores so new shoes may be tested
under normal walking conditions?—
Helen Katzen, Camibridge, Mass.

MARK breadboards with colored circles
of varied diameter to indicate proper size
of pastry for different pies?—Mrs. Don
McCafferty, Kent, Ohio.

PRODUCE blankets with box pleats for

fat people and curled-up sleepers, and so
limi “blanket hing"?—Mrs.
Walter Luce, North Lancaster, Mass.

UPHOLSTER auto seats with muslin,
and avoid the waste of fitting seat covers
over expensive fabrics?—Mrs. John F.
Hughes, Springfield, Mass.

RPN R

GEORGE HARRINGTON

EQUIP washing-machine wringers with
rear-view mirrors to eliminate feeling or
pecrml% around the other side to deter-
mipe if the clothes are going through all
right?—Miss A.L. Hayes,Rochester,N.Y.

DESIGN a glove with a replaceable strip
of sandpaper in the palm? After sawing
a board, a quick rub with the glove
would smooth it.—Mrs. William Ellis,
Colorado Springs, Colo.

MANUFACTURE tea bags with two
drawstrings to compress water out of the
bags after withdrawal from cups?—
H. M. Obrecht, Detroit, Mich.

PRODUCE stocking tops similar to slip
hems, so the tops could be cut off to the
desired length?—Anne Phillips, Harris-
burg, Pa.

DEVELORP rolls of some soft material
which could be fitted into vacuum clean-
ers in place of brushes for polishing
floors?—DottieSpares, Waterville, Maine.

PROVIDE labels for name and address
of customers on all take-out purchases
in department stores to facilitate return
of lost parcels?—Robert E. Graham,
Muskegon, Mich.

PERFECT a telephone with dual mouth-
piece and receiver, so mother and child
can talk to father at the same time?—
Mrs. Lawrence G. Roth, Rochester, N.Y.

*

Have you amy ideas no ooe else seems %o
have thought of? Send them to the “Why
Don’t Tbey?”’ editor, The American
Magazine, 640 Fifth Ave., New York 19,
N.Y. We’ll pay S5 for each sugpestion
accepted. Nooe can be cetwned.

And why not wall-
paper for children’s
rooms with a blank
picture-frame
pattern, so kids can
paste in the
pictures they like?
(Suggested by Nat
Rutherford,
Cincinnati, Ohio.)



This lady’s accessory (or weapon) cooled
more by m«» than by moving air.

e

The “washboard blues” meant more than
a song to women who bent over them!

Poor substitute for a baseball bat, but ball
games waited while Junior beat rugs with this!

What one thing made
these old-fashioned?

You're right if your answer is “cheap electricity.”
Part of the miracle of electric service today is
its low cost.

You've helped make electricity cheap, by using
it for more and more jobs. So have the people
of the business-managed electric companies, who
long ago foresaw the need for low-cost electric
service. Their skills, and experience, and sound

business methods have made it today’s best buy.
What else can you buy that costs so little —
and does so much?

It is to your henefit to know the facts about your
electric service, and- to ours to have you know
them. That’s why this advertisement is pub-
lished by America’s business-managed, tax-pay-
ing ELECTRIC LIGHT AND POWER COMPANIES.*

* Company names on request from this magazine.

® “MEET CORLISS ARCHER” for defightful comedy. CBS — Sundays — 9 P. M., Eastern Time.

“Sad-iron,” they called it . . . and women
who lifted it on and off the stove agreed.

Clean and fill—trim the wick—turnitup. ..
a lot of work for the light the oil lamp gave!

In the parior, blushing beaux and patient vis-
itors “saw the world” with the stereoscope.
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NOW
THEYVE
DONE IT

INTRODUCED,; for better servicein res-
taurants and night clubs, a miniature
lighthouse for each table designed to
summon the waiter. The patron lights
the device when requiring service; the
waiter extinguishes it after taking the
order. The waiter knows at all times
which tables need service, and the mana-
ger has a check on the whole floor.

INTRODUCED an elevator crib in
which, by turning a crank, springs and
mattress can be hoisted to the top of the
protective sides. This permits mother to
tend to baby’s needs without bending or
stooping.

PRODUCED plastic lamp shades that
can be wiped clean with a damp cloth.
Theshadeslook like conventional fabric,
filter light in the same way, come in a
variety of sizes, shapes, and colors for
table and floor lamps.

DEVELOPED a new aid for the farmer:
a flexible glass-cloth hose designed to
carry water to crops from well or pond,
eliminating labor and expense of digging
irrigationditches and keeping them open.
A 100-foot-long section weighs only 45
pounds, making it easy to move any
number of sections to a desired location.
No drying after use or special care in
storing is needed.

ANNOUNCEDa device totakethe *“lug”
out of luggage. Weighing less than 2
pounds, it consists of 4 swivel wheels on
a unit that quickly attaches, by adjust-
able screw lock, to any suitcase, packing
case, or trunk weighing up to 300 pounds
and varying in size from 3” to 15”in any
dimension. The unit travels in any direc-
tion, can be converted into a dolly for
home, office, or shop by substituting an
easily made wooden platform.

PRODUCED a lock that fits over the
trigger guard of rifles and shotguns and
prevents accidental discharge or unau-
thorized use. Light and compact, easily
carried in the pocket when not in use, it
slips on quickly, can be locked with a
key or simply latched in place.

CONTRIVED a ‘“no-nail” hanger to
eliminate nail holes and plaster cracks in
walls. The hanger has a metal hook sealed
into adhesive-backed material which,
when pressed firmly on, sticks to papered.
painted, wood, glass, metal, or tile walls.

Each hanger holds up to 10 pounds, is
suitable for pictures, small mirrors,
plaques, knickknacks, even small shelves.

CONCOCTED an “in-a-pinch” um-
brella—made of waterproofed paper.
Available in colors and selling well under
§1, the development is designed to per-
mit the average home to have a supply
of umbrellas on hand just as it has guest
towels, eliminating the problem of lost
and borrowed expensive umbrellas.

MADE foam-rubber cushions that zip
together for convenience and greater
utility. Individual cushions may be used
by two people or zipped together to
make a seating unit with back rest for
use at outdoor sports, on outings, or in
the home, office, or sickroom.

MARKETED a special candle with
which you can start a fire in your fire-
place without kindling. It looks like a
frosted cupcake and is designed to blaze
quickly and intensely, igniting logs in a
few moments.

DEVELOPED a paint that frosts glass.
Easily sprayed or brushed on, it gives the
same effect as commercially ground glass,
blotting out unsightly views, reducing
glare, ensuring privacy.

BROUGHT OUT a plug-in attachment
that automatically tumns closet or other
lights on and off when the door is opened
or closed, like the light in a refrigerator.
It comes completely assembled.

MANUFACTURED a multi-purpose Ve-
netian blind bracket that simultaneously
holds drapes, curtains, or comices,
eliminating unsightly traces of curtain
hangers when the blinds are down.

DEVISED a key chain that also carries
on it 5 gold-finished handbag items: ball-
pointpen, perfume flacon, metal-covered
memo pad, pill or powder box, signal
whistle for hailing taxis.

LAWRENCE N. GALTON

Names and addresses of inventors and
manufacturers of items mentioned in
NOW THEV'VE DONE IT will be sent
to any reader who requests them. Mail
your inquiries, with a self-addressed,
stamped envelope, to Now They’ve Done
Tt, The American Magazine, 640 Fifth
Ave., New York 19, N.Y.
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Studebaker Commander 4-door sedan

This Studebaker’s “next look” is a years-ahead look !

GIVE your new-car money an opportunity to buy
you the utmost in value this time.

Stop in and drive this low, long, alluring 1950
Studebaker. It’s the “‘next look” as well as the “next
ride” in cars—originated by Studebaker.

This aerodynamic 1950 Studebaker’s styling com-
pliments your liking for distinction—but you pay
no premium for the never-ending pride of driving
this thrill car.

The truth is, the trim, sleek Studebaker design
and sound, solid Studebaker craftsmanship substan-

tially keep down your outgo for gas and repairs.
This is the brand-new, thrifty, pleasant kind of
motoring that everyone is entitled to from now on.
Stepinto a showroom and see the low-price Cham-
pion and value-packed Commander sedans, coupes,
convertibles — the special, extra-long-wheelbase,
ultra-luxurious Studebaker Land Cruiser.

NEW 1950 STUDEBAKER

Americas most distinctive car

Rich nylon seat upholstery gives
a distinctive charm to the interiors
of the Studebaker regal de luxe Com-
manders and the special long-wheel-
base Land Cruiser. Appointments
of exclusive ‘‘next look” smartness.

Rough going? Not for a Stude-
baker! Every ride in a 1950 Stude-
bakerisarelaxing,restful, cushioned
ride. Balanceddesign andanewkind
of coil spring front suspension serve
to suppress jouncing and jolting.

White sidewall tires nnd wheel discs optional at extra cost

Youngsters love those big win-
dows! And grownupsdo,too. Huge
areas of glass give everyone a pano-
ramic outlook on the passing scene.
Studebaker extra vision all around is
extraassurance of extrasafedriving.

Studebaker craftsmanship begins
early! Many fathers at Studebaker
school their sons to work with or
succeed them. No wonder Stude-
baker cars stay sound for years!

Studebaker Corp’n, South Bend 27, Indiana, U. S. A.
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GEORSE KARGER

The author, Danish-born pianist whose playing and story-telling

first made him famous on Bing Crosby's radio show

What America means to a noted musician-comedian

who had to flee from Europe for making jokes

NE of the most valuable freedoms

in the world is one we don’t often
think about in this country because we
take it for granted : the freedom oflaugh-
ter. Americans probably have the most
highly developed sense of humor in the
world, but I wonder whether many
Americans realize how lucky they are to
live in a country where people are al-
lowed to make jokes about whatever
strikes them as funny, and to laugh at
anything they choose.

As a practicing humorist in my native
Denmark, I used to marvel at the things
I heard about the way the American
funny bone worked. Situations which in
other countries might have caused riots
or revolutions appeared to be solved here
with a joke. I remember the occasion, for
example, just beforc World War II, when
the German Ambassador to the United
States paid a visit to New York and was
picketed by an anti-Nazi group. The
Ambassador asked the city for protec-
tion. In reply, the Mayor of New York,
Fiorello La Guardia, sent a single police-

man to stand in front of the Ambassa-
dor’s hotel room. The policeman was a
Jew.

Thisincident, when we read of it in the
newspapers, was highly appreciated in
Denmark, where we were having our
own troubles with the Nazis. In fact, be-
cause I, myself, had made jokes about
them on the stage and over the radio, I
had to leave the country when the Ger-
mans invaded it in 1940. Since my wife is
an American, I decided to come to the
United States and become a citizen.

I already knew that Americans are the
greatest humorists in the world. Ameri-
can comic strips, for example, are read
in every language from Japanese to
Flemish, with the exception only of those
countries where the Communists con-
sider such a fellow as Mickey Mouse an
enemy of their dictatorship—and of
course he is. No dictator can allow his
slaves to enjoy the freedom of laughter.

Americans know how to laugh, I dis-
covered, even in the middle of a terrible
war. Observe, for example, that of all the

books written about the last war, includ-
ing those by Cabinet members, generals,
and admirals, the one which sold the
most copies was a humorous book by an
ordinary GI: See Here, Private Har-
grove. 1 believe that of all the slogans
that came out of the war, the most
widely quoted was a humorous com-
mand given by an army chaplain in the
midst of battle: “Praise the Lord, and
pass the ammunition.”

IN OTHER words, the more serious the
situation in which we find ourselves, the
more important it is to remember how to
laugh. This lesson I learned as the result
of the first great tragedy of my life: the
death of my father. I was 23 at the time
and we were very close, since my father,
too, was a musician and had a great
sense of humor. His death left me com-
pletely despondent.

I attended the funeral feeling as if the
world had come to an end for me. The
pallbearers were fellow musicians and
friends of my father from the Royal
Opera in Copenhagen, and as they
placed the casket beside the grave I
watched them with tears in my eyes.
They were all (Continued on page 118)
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She felt she had a right 10 be

prima donna now, she'd
a supernumerary for so




such adjectives as ‘“‘generous,” ‘“‘kind,”
“good sport” when they wanted to
] compliment you, if even your husband
i had to admit that he didn't think you
} were a magazine-cover girl, what would
you do if you found yourself suddenly
beautiful? Wouldn't you get a little vain?
A little spoiled? Wouldn't you twit that
husband of yours just a little when
your picture did appear on a maga-
zine cover? Well, Letty Brown was
only human.
It was before they were actually
husband and wife that Letty,
transported and vulnerable,
had asked Bart if he thought
she was pretty.
Bart had taken her danc-
ing. He had whispered
again and again against
her ear, into her hair, close
to her mouth, that he loved
her. She believed him. Not only
his lips said the words, but his whole
body said them to her. And she loved
him. She loved him so much that he
seemed to her as handsome as a Greek
god. She thought his love must make her
beautiful, too, and she wanted to hear
him say it, she wanted to hear the words
2 " for the first time. And so she asked
; trustingly, her eyes shy but expectant,
‘““Bart, do you think I'm pretty?”
Maybe if the music hadn’t stopped
: just then . . . But it did. And of course
i Bart had to drop his arms. Maybe if his
1 arms had still been around her . . . She
| was glad, of course, that he was truthful.
1 It would have been hideous if he had
i been embarrassed, if he had tried to say
‘ the words she wanted and had stumbled
E over them.
|

I F YOU'D been the only plain
member of a perfectly beautiful
family, if your friends had to resort to

As it was, all that happened was that
she was set back on her heels, where she
had been setting ever since she was five
and had heard the lady at church say,
| “Isn’t it odd? They look so much alike,
4 but one is so pretty and the other is so

RN -

“Do you think I'm pretty?” Letty asked the man

she loved—and his answer changed her life

BY (ECILIA BARTHOLOMEW

homely,” meaning Letty and Evelyn, her
sister. Ever since six, when she went to
school, and David, her brother, had
fought a playmate who had made a
crack about her nose, and then had been
angry with her because he had to fight
for her. Those times had really been bad.
By comparison, this was easy.

Bart had looked at her earnestly and
honestly and had said, *“Well, 1 don’t
exactly think you’re a magazine-cover
girl. But what's beauty, anyway?”

“I know,” Letty said flatly; “it’s only
skin-deep. Have you ever seen beneath
anybody’s skin?”

“Yes,” Bart said.

And after that Letty was all right and
let him link his fingers with hers as they
walked back to their table.

“You've got pretty eyes,” Bart said.

Letty smiled, reassuring him.

“You’ve got a pretty skin, and pretty
hair, and a pretty smile.”

“I know,” Letty said; “it’s just my

‘nose.”

““That’s right,” Bart said.

“You might just as well say, it’s just
the face.”

“Oh, come on,” Bart said. ‘‘ Besides,
there really isn’t anything wrong with
your nose.”

“No, but there isn’t anything right
with it.”” She laughed, and he laughed,
too.

““That’s one of the things I love you
for, Letty,” he said. “ You’re grown up.
Some girls would let a—a—""

“A nose like mine,” Letty supplied
quietly.

‘A nose like yours spoil their disposi-
tion. But you’re mature. You're . ..”

““Such a good sport,” Letty said.
‘““Thatnobody ever notices your nose.”
Letty sighed.

“If you wanted me to, I could say it
was a pretty nose,” Bart said.

“I wouldn’t want you to.”

“Attagirl. Now, let’s forget about
noses.”

“If you can, I will,” Letty said.

But she never really did, of course.
There was in their love-making an added
urgency, a striving, as if she hoped
through their love to achieve a pretty
nose; there was a little sadness, because
she never did. . . .

Lmv and Bart were married, and that
was one time when Letty heard herself
called beautiful. But it wasn’t really
Letty they were calling beautiful, it was
the bride. All brides are beautiful, and so
Letty the Bride was beautiful. And there
were times after they were married, in
their love-making, when Bart whispered,
““ My beautiful,” but Letty knew he just
meant he loved. And that was good.
That was important. Letty, after all, was
grown up, mature.

With Letty’s marriage, the family and
friends had acquired a whole new set
of adjectives for her, none of them
beautiful, but all wonderful : wonderful
hostess, wonderful housekeeper, won-
derful cook, wonderful gardener. And,
besides all that, Letty could sing. Of
course, she could sing before she was
married, but after she was married she
sang even more sweetly.

Bart had a friend in the radio studio
business, and when he heard Letty sing
he put her on (Continued on page 133)
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It took more than a beautiful
girl to sweep George off his
feet. It took a pair of skis

lSSMAN’S voice on the long-dis-

tance wire was deceptively mild.
“Yes, Georgie,” he said, “it is warm
here, and as a defensive conversational
gambit, weather-talk is maybe a little
feeble. Instead, we will discuss Christina
Wiel, please.”

“Lovely girl. Lovely,” George Barker
said.

**Should I be sending you out there all
expenses paid to sign up something that
rides on a broomstick? May I remind
you of the budget? May | remind you
that I am growing more anxious every
minute to get our skiing epic into pro-
duction? With Miss Wiel the picture will
be what, Georgie?”

“A thrilling yet tender film of the
snow-clad mountains, featuring that—"

“Georgie, she will do for skis what
you-know-who did for ice skates. Be
factual, Georgie.”

George Barker scratched the sole of
one stocking-clad foot with the toes of
the other. He swallowed hard. “Mr.
Zissman, maybe it looks easy when
you're in the palm-tree belt, but this
Christina Wiel came over here from
Switzerland to compete in the national
skiing events as an amateur. She thinks
the movies are silly. She thinks every-
body that doesn't spend their time going
a hundred and eleven miles an hour
down the side of a mountain is silly. She
thinks I'm silly.”

Zissman sighed heavily and audibly.
“Georgie, that amateur movie we got
shows me a new queen of the films. She
photographs like a dream a sailor has
after maybe twenty days in an open boat.
There is nothing outstandingly silly
about a thousand a week with options.
You disappoint me, Mr. Barker. | am
sending outJoeyBellish tohelpyou. And
when Joey gets out there to New Hamp-
18

shire, Georgie, I want him to find you
going up and down those mountains at a
hundred and eleven miles an hour hand
in hand with Imposing Pictures’ new
star, Christina Wiel.”

“But I can’t ski!™

““We are paying you four hundred a
week and expenses, Georgie. From now
on you can ski.”

*“‘Argus Studios has a guy out here try-
ing to sign her. He can ski and he is
getting no place—at least, as far as sign-
ing her up, Mr. Zissman.”

““You can ski, Georgie,” Mr. Zissman
said sadly.

George heard the gentle sound as
Mr. Zissman hung up the phone.

GEORGE sat on his bed in the warm,
paneled room at the Crestrun Inn. Snow
was piled on the outside window sill. He
glared at the snow and shivered. He was
one of those rare creatures, a native
Californian. He had teethed on an
abalone shell and walked his first steps
on the sand within spitting distance of
the Pacific. That rain, better known as a
heavy dew, should turn into white stuff
and coat the landscape seemed a phe-
nomenon both unnatural and fearful. He

padded to the window and stared up at,

the white, sun-glittering slope. Little
dots made S curves down the incredible
slope, throwing up arcs of powdered
white. They converged at the foot of the
slope, fastened onto a cable, and went
trundling back up again.

*“I won't do it,”” he muttered. **Damn
if I'll do it.”” Then he gavea defeated sigh
as he remembered Mary Alice. She was,
he hoped, waiting patiently for his return
to California. And she was a project re-

quiring the major portion of that four
hundred a week. . . .

The bronzedsalesman in the Pro Shop
yanked the strap tightly across his instep
and said, “ Those boots are what I'd call
a good fit, Mr. Barker.”

George grunted and managed to lift
his foot. ““And | can always use them for
deep-sea diving.”

“Heh, heh!" the salesman said. *‘ Let
me see, now. We've fixed you up with
everything except goggles and skis.
Goggles are necessary. That cold wind
makes your eyes water and spoils your
vision. You could slam into a boulder
that way. Here's a good tinted number
for seven and a half.”

“Unbreakable glass?” George asked
in a husky whisper.

**Heh, heh!” said the salesman. “Of
course. Now for the skis. Come on over
here. Like these? Seven and a half foot,
steel-edged. The skis, harnesses with heel
springs, and an all-purpose wax kit will
come to—let me see—thirty-five eighty.
Oh, I did forget the ski poles. Here they
are. They have a nylonweb and a manga-
nese steel point. Eleven dollars the pair.”

Five minutes later George trudged
toward the door. He stopped suddenly
and turned back. The ends of the skis
brushed a pile of wax kits from the
counter. The salesman, wearing a pained
smile, picked them up and stacked them
again.

*I just wanted (Continued on page 89)







America’s
Biggest

Umpire

When strikes throw a monkey

wrench into the nation’s industrial

machinery, the thankless job

of patching things up falls to a
pipe-smoking, storytelling giant

of a man by the name of Ching.

At the age of 73, he is our
top Federal Mediator

Y

James I Nowton

@HE country’s economic life line
was tied in knots last fall by the
strike of 1,000,000 men in the steel and
coal industries. Business was going from
bad to worse. People wondered when
President Truman would do something
to release them from this economic
strangulation. Suddenly, as so often
happens when things seem darkest, the
sun burst through the storm clouds.
Word leaked out that the CIO Steel-
workers’ Union had reached a settlement
of their pensions dispute with the Bethle-
hem Steef Co., and the month-old steel
strike was broken.

News accounts stated merely that

!

Cyrus Ching’s young partner-wife, “Vergie,” sends him off 1o a confer-
ence in good spirits. Jokingly she says she's the “‘older” of the two

CIO President Philip Murray and Bethle-
hem officials had sort of miraculously
released their grips on each other’s
throats and suddenly had seen eye-to-
eye on how this battle over free pensions
for workers should be settled. What the
chroniclers did not say was how the
warring factions got together. That was
because they did not know at the time
that the peace was arranged by the quiet,
behind-the-scenes work of a giant gov-
ernment servant bearing the unusual
name of Cyrus S. Ching. He is Uncle
Sam’s chief peacemaker in the industrial

1
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world, the go-between in the unending
struggle among unions and manage-
ments, the workers and the bosses.
The steel strike settlement was typical
of the operations of Ching, for whom
life in Washington beganatanage—71—
when most men, especially those of
means, have long since found the pleas-
ures of retirement. At that age he an-
swered the call of President Truman and
accepted the rough-and-tumble task of
directing the Federal Mediation and
Conciliation Service, the agency assigned
the thankless job of keeping labor peace.



Now, 214 years after accepting public
seevice, Ching has become a Washington
landmark, a sort of animate Washington
Monument. There is the resemblance,
since Ching stretches upward 6 feet,
7% inches, or *'5 feet, 191 inches,” as
he prefers to put it. He stands out in the
bureaucratic capital in other ways, too,
as will presently be seen.

Ching was widely known in the busi-
ness world before coming to the Govern-
ment as one of the country’s ablest and
most forward-thinking executives. He
was a pioneer in good labor relations,
and the success of any business depends,
in large measure, on how well its man-
agement and employees get along to-
gether.

Ching for years, until he came to
Washington in August, 1947, was di-
rector of industrial and public relations
for the United States Rubber Co., one
of the industry’s “big four.” He is win-
ning new laurels now as he tangles with
tough John L. Lewis and the other hard-
bitten chieftains of labor and industry.
Unusual in this day, Ching, despite his
management background, commands
the respect and confidence of labor lead-
ers as well as of corporation executives,
and he has used it to save the country
countless millions in strike costs.

Omcuu. Washington was in for sur-
prises from the moment Ching hit town.
Expecting a gouty, perhaps crotchety,
septuagenarian, they soon found that Cy
was one of the most refreshing things
that had happened to Washington in a
long time. They found he could more
than hold his own before a congres-
sional hearing or at a cocktail party, and
that he was an outstanding storyteller in
a town long noted for its raconteurs.
Washington soon found the lumbering
230-pounder to be, despite his age and
height, one of the ‘“‘youngest” bureau-
crats about, and the most agile of brain
and limb.

Washington also soon discovered the
charm and wit of Cy Ching’s young wife,
‘‘Vergie.” She was his secretary at U.S.
Rubber, his second wife whom he mar-
ried in 1943 some years after the death of
the first Mrs. Ching. The Chings are a
team, both about the same ‘‘age™ in
spirit, although she says sometimes she
is the “older” of the two. * Vergie™ still
does saretarial work for Cy at their
tastefully decorated Massachusetts Ave-
nue apartment, advises him on impor-
tant official problems, and accompanies
him on most of his many trips.

Cy nicknamedhis young wife ** Vergie’
because she was Miss Vergosen, of New
York, and he likes it better than her first
name, Mildred. She is pretty, brown-
haired, and 39. The Chings point out
there is the same age difference between
them as there is between Vice-President
Barkley and his bride. In fact, having a
fellow feeling for the Veep, Cy sat down

and wrote him a long letter in longhand
the day before the Barkleys were married.

Ching enjoys life to the fullest. A well-
developed sense of humor and a philo-
sophic approach to problems keep him
young. Helping out in that respect, too,
is a real love and understanding of peo-
ple, especially young people. The average
age of those with whom he associates
would probably be little over half of his
73 years. Life has been good to Ching
and he knows it. He came up the hard
way, from potato digger in Canada to
trolley operator in Boston to corpora-
tion executive in New York. He has
retained an understanding of the prob-
lems of men who work with their hands,
and yet, from experience, also has an
appreciation of the problems of the
industrial manager. That is what makes
him effective in a job where he must
sympathize with both ends of the
capitalistic axis.

In a controversial job where he is
eternally open to attack from the pro-
fessional critics and second-guessers,
Cy, nevertheless, has enjoyed about the
best “press” of anyone to occupy a
Washington hot spot in recent years.
That is not because he has not made
mistakes. He would be the last to make
such a claim. But he is utterly frank in
dealing with newsmen, a rare quality in
Washington, and he takes them into his
confidence as far as he can in his delicate
negotiations with warring union chief-
tains and industrial leaders. He trusts
reporters and they trust him. They have
pretty much a free run of his agency’s
offices in Washington's Labor Depart-
ment building. He does not barricade his

Ching’s

own big private office against those who
are on the scent of a story, as do so
many top government officials. Most any
day reporters can be seen talking with
Cy and filling their cigarette lighters from
a fuel can on his desk which is known as
“the Ching filling station.”

As most everyone knows, it is always
“‘open season” on the bureaucrats, a
term which is used here not in the de-
rogatory sense. And, as often as not, the
criticism is unfair and based on mis-
understanding. Many are the officials
who have been driven from Washington
by that very thing. Ching has had some
of that. When it comes, he does not take
it too seriously or brood over it. When a
bitter attack is made on him, about the
only noticeable change in the philo-
sophical Ching is that he puffs more
rapidly on the ever-present pipe. He had
92 pipes in use at the last count.

Cumo’s toughest assignments have
been in the handling of the belligerent
Lewis, for whom any federal official is
fair game, whether it be President Tru-
man or a lesser light. Cy has been on the
receiving end of Lewis’s verbal blasts of
both the public and the private variety.
He brushes them off with a shrug of his
huge shoulders and a remark like “Oh,
John has to be like that,” meaning that
it is part of his act for the miners.

In the mine strike in the spring of 1948
over the miners’ pensions, Cy, after
fruitless efforts to settle Lewis’s dispute
with the mine operators amicably, sug-
gested that the President appoint a fact-
finding board to air the argument, a step
toward getting a (Continued on page 130)
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assigrunents have been in handling John L. Lewis, head of the United

Mine Workers. When blasted by Lewis, Ching quips, “John has to be like that”
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The fateful dance began. Arturo’s
whole future depended on this girl
of ice and flame
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Arturo had two sure prizes in his hand: the rumba

cup and a beautiful seitorita. ..yet in a rash moment

he gambled both on a peppery redhead’s grace

HE factory Perfecto Rubirez occupied a small,

dilapidated one-story building, bleached and
stamed by forty-odd years of Florida sun and Tampa
rain. It was located several blocks off Broadway in
Ybor City, which, so far as maps, civic ordinances, and
services are concerned, is an integral part of Tampa.
In every other respect, however, it is a foreign coun-
try, with its own customs, foods, and language—a
unique combination of Spanish, Cuban-Spanish, and
Italian known as Ybor City talk.

A perfect August day, which is to say a mixture of
hot sun, fitful breeze, and threatening thunderheads,
hung over the factory Perfecto Rubirez, as Arturo
Rubirez, its sole owner, showed Sefor Spoto, vice-
president of Ybor City’s chief bank, about the premises.

Arturo was twenty-six, dark, and enthusiastic. His
shoulders were broad in the jacket of the immaculate
white suit, his hips almost nonexistent. His eyes were
black, his skin a deep olive, his teeth gleamingly white.
He wore a hand-painted tie with his white basket-
weave shirt. His black hair had the faintest wave as it
clung to his well-shaped head. When be spoke, his ges-
tures were as courteous and elaborate as the flow of
Ybor City talk that fell from his lips.

Arturo was the perfection of Ybor City bachelor-
hood. He could have belonged nowhere else, nor would
he have wanted to, though he would have roused to
quick anger had any outsider questioned his nation-
ality. Arturo was American, Florida-born and -edu-
cated, with thirty-six months of service with the Tanks,
eighteen of them overseas with the Fourth Army.
Purple Heart, Bronze Star. American all the way
through, but Ybor City style—generous, warmhearted,
food-loving, rumba-loving.

Seiior Spoto was short, stout, and gray where he was
not bald. Arturo led him through every department.
First, to the almost airtight cubicle where the bales of
tobacco were opened, and the leaf shaken free and then
carried to the blending piles that lay on the wooden
floor like Indian burial mounds in Philippe Park.

Having remained in the choking dust a bare minute,
Senior Spoto seemed happy to go on to the corner
where the girls sat stripping the leaves that would make
the wrappers for the cigars.

On the other side were the cigar makers at their bat-

tered, littered tables. There were less than a score of
them, for the most part men of advanced age, dark-
skinned, gray-mustached. The making of a cigar
seemed easy as these past masters performed it. The
taking of just the exact amount of long leaf filler.
Shaping it between the fingers, selecting half of a
workably damp leaf of palest wrapper ; rolling it to the
right point, then cutting it so as to leave the flange
exactly proper to finish off the end. A touch of a finger
into the paste pot, and there it was.

Senor Spoto watched. Arturo lifted his hands in ad-
miration. “ Mira! A baby could do that, no?”

Sefior Spoto snorted his appreciation of the jest.
They went across the room to where the girls sat,
banding the cigars and slipping them into their cello-
phane wrappers ; boxing them.

There were four girls, their heads bent over the
empty boxes against which they teld the cigar while
banding it. Three of them were pleasingly plump. The
fourth was skinny in comparison. Only the top of her
red hair showed as she worked. Her slim white fingers
glued the band, took up the wrapper, and deftly
worked it over the cigar, past the band. A twist of the
end, and the cigar went to lie exactly beside its fellows
in the wide white-and-gold box.

She did not look up as Arturo discoursed volubly to
the banker. Arturo said, ““ Vamos, Seior Spoto,” and
led the way to the tiny corner that was his office.

He waited for the banker to seat himself, held out a
box of Elegantas and offered a light. He said, “ Por
favor,” and sat down, himself.

Sefior Spoto savored the cigar. He nodded, sighing,
and then he frowned as if at his own weakness. ** Why?”’
he asked.

Arturo jumped up. He gestured. * Dios, is it not obvi-
ous, Senor? I have shown you my orders. They mount
like lovers’ sighs to the very sky. All over the country
connoisseurs clamor for Perfecto Rubirez Elegantas.
Our cigar, handmade. Of the four pale leaves only.
With the color the rarest and most sought after. I can-
not fill such orders. I must expand.”

“Can you?”

“ Pero si. You think of the masters like Pedro Perez
and Vega outside. That I know. They are dying out,
and who shall take their places when these ancients are
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gone? But | have thought of that, long
since. Two years ago | started an ap-
prentice system. Young men 1 pay to
learn, and these old ones to teach. Some
of the young are already more than capa-
ble. Able to take a handful of filler
leaves, crush them, shape them, wrap
them, and finish, and have a cigar of
good feel, good weight, good shape. A

cigar that will smoke perfectly to the last

inch. A miracle. An art. But they can
do it.”

The ash on Sefior Spoto’s cigar was a
clear gray in the exact shape of the to-
bacco consumed. He said, “So . ..”

“So I must expand. I own the lot be-
hind this building. 1 wish to construct a
concrete block factory, two-storied. Air-
conditioned. Space for double the work-
ers 1 have. A small cafeteria for good
lunches. Good conditions, good work. I
pay a premium for the perfect leaf, a
premium for the best workers. True,
machines will make good cigars, more
cigars and more money—but I make
only one shape, handmade, the one
super cigar for connoisseurs from Florida
to Canada and from Alaska to Mexico.”

Senor Spoto stirred, obviously shaken
by Arturo’s enthusiasm. He said, A lot
of money.”

“A lot,” Arturo agreed courteously.

Ssﬁon Seo10 considered the poster
card tacked to the wall above Arturo’s
desk. It announced in red- and black-
lettered Spanish : Baile! Third September,
at the Circulo Cubano. Annual Invitation
Rumba Contest. Music by Carlos Morales
and his Habana Malecondos. Tables only.
Five dollars the person.

Seior Spoto, his eyes still on the
poster, said, **You will dance in the
rumba contest, doubtless, next month?”

“If the good Lord but spares me,”
Arturo agreed, smiling.

“*With Miss Ramona Haya?"

Arturo gestured. *‘She has always
been gracious enough to choose me as
her partner. I shall dance with her to-
night at the Circulo as well.”

“The Hayas.” Seior Spoto mur-
mured. ** Very wealthy.”

Arturo’s eyes flashed. He said softly,
** 8t, Senor. The family Haya, as you re-
mark, are very wealthy. Perhaps some
day Miss Ramona Haya’s family will
take pity and smile upon one of her
languishing suitors, and 1 may be that
favored one. But this—™" Arturo waved.
**This, Senor, is something | have made
myself, without aid. | have cousins. In
Ybor City, as you know, everyone is
cousin to almost everyone else. 1 could
get money if I wanted partners. 1 do not.
1 come to you because the business of a
bank is to lend money. There is no family
init. It is entirely impersonal. | represent
myself to you as a good risk, a good
prospect. You have but to say yes or no.”

Two-thirds of Sefior Spoto’scigar was
ash. Regretfully he broke the ash off into
24

the tray on the desk. *‘ 1 understand. I will
lay the facts and figures before the board
when next we meet. You shall hear
from us.”

“Gracias,” Arturo said, and flashed
his smile.

He conducted his guest to the door,
watched him go down the steps to the
chauffeured car. Arturo bowed, waved,
and turned back. A gleam of sun touched
the bright head bent over the banding
box. Arturo frowned. He wondered why
his foreman, his cousin Alfredo Mirez,
had hired such a skinny one.

At six o'clock, the bookkeeper left the
deserted factory. At seven, Arturo said
good night to Medrano, the night watch-

See page 138 for
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man, and went down to his convertible.
He drove to Innocentio’s, took his usual
table, listened with one ear to the Havana
station and the other to Angel, the
waiter, while he ate his bean soup and
arroz con pollo.

At eight, he was in his small but ade-
quate apartment on 14th Street. He read
the paper, but after a time he let the
paper fall to his lap. He sat thinking of
many things: about the new factory he
would build, gleaming-white outside and
cool inside; about the dance at the
Circulo; and about Ramona Haya.

Hesighed. far from unhappily. He was
twenty-six. It was time he was married.
Marriage was something of gravestim-
portance. A considered, well-contem-
plated act. It was something that set the
seal upon a man’s accomplishments and
prospects, upon his social standing.

The Hayas, as Seior Spoto had said,
were very wealthy. Even more, they were
important. An alliance with the Hayas
would be a crowning achievement for a
young man.

Arturo nodded, while the radio went
on unheeded. When his new factory was
built and the business going as he knew
it would go, he would be in a position to
wait upon Sefor Haya and ask for
Ramona's hand.

It was a pleasingprospect, all the more
so because Ramona, herself, was a jewel
of'the finest water. Dark-eyed, red-lipped.
Arturo had never for a moment been
with her alone. He had never more than
brushed her fingers with his lips. He
knew little of her, save what his eyes and
his Latin temperament made of her, but
that was only right and proper. A girl of

good family and fortune gave no liberties
to her suitors, nor would they dream of
taking any. To Arturo, Ramona was
more than a girl, she was a symbol of
attainment.

At nine o'clock, he bathed and got
into a fresh suit. At ten, he parked his car
and went down the street, calling greet-
ings to others who were also making
their way to the sprawl of the Circulo
Cubano. It was beginning to sprinkle;
there was ominous thunder and the
flicker of lightning to the east. Harry
Lopez said from the dark, *‘Looks like
inside tonight,” and Arturo said, * For a
while. It will pass.”

THE Circulo was big, two-storied, the
center of Ybor City activities and the
heart of Ybor City dancing. There was
the big room downstairs and two above.
Qutside, in the patio, was a dance floor
of marble with a covered stage for the
orchestra. Sometimes, for extra big
dances, there were several orchestras,
and all rooms and the patio were filled,
but tonight it was a comparatively small
baile for a local charity, with but one
Ybor City orchestra to give out the
rumba.

The big room was crowded, the tables
well filled, as Arturo came down the
steps. Each table was practically a family
gathering. To Ybor City, dancing is as
necessary as eating or talking. Papas and
mamacitas, aunts, grandmothers, daugh-
ters and daughters-in-law, sons and
Sons-in-law sat at the long tables while
waiting for the music to begin. Waiters
brought big bowls of ice and paper cups.
They brought trays with bottles of
Cuban rum. Jars of olives were emptied
onto the crushed ice. Everyone talked,
ate olives, and drank toasts to one an-
other.

It was very merry. It was heartening,
cordial, and polite. A mixed gathering,
for the most part of cigar workers and
their families. Not so expensive or
exclusive as the big baile of the rumba
contest would be, but happy and ex-
pectant.

Arturo made his way between the ta-
bles, giving and receiving gracious
salutations. Ahead he saw the table
where Ramona Haya held court, guarded
on either side by two of her aunts, Zia
Francesca and Tia Pilar.

There were also present three of Ar-
turo's rivals, but he gave them not a
glance as he bowed before Ramona
Haya. He murmured, *‘If 1 wondered
where the beauty of the night had fled,
now am | answered.”

Ramona's long lashes fluttered. Her
smile acknowledged the compliment, her
eyes taunted the giver. She was a vivid
brunette of eighteen, full-bosomed, full-
hipped. The white dress set off her blue-
black hair, her liquid black eyes and
red lips.

Arturo respectfully saluted the aunts.



He was aware that the music had started
up. As he gave his polite but mocking
smile to Alberto Rodriquez, Carlos Veda,
and Pedro Garcia, the floor began to fill.

Pedro said, ** You may as well sit down
or look elsewhere, Arturo. This vil-
lainous Alberto has acquired the first
dance.”

Arturo sighed, his eyes upon Ramona.
“The evening is yet young and one may
hope.”

Ramona rose, rounded and seductive.
“There is always hope,” she said coolly,
but as she turned on the dance floor to
face Alberto, her eyes met Arturo's and
her long lashes fluttered again.

Arturosatdown. He accepted a drink.
He raised it to the aunts. He drank and
looked around. Atseveral tables close by
demure yet bright-eyed sefioritas smiled
invitingly, the backs of their heads to
their mamacitas and rias. Behind the bars
of the open windows at the street level,
the people outside watched the dancers,

called greetings to those inside ; accepted
the proffer of a paper cup through the
bars.

The maracas and bones emphasized
the beat; trumpet and bass and piano
filled in the melody. On the floor the
dancers gave themselves up to rumba.
Gray heads and young black and blond
heads swayed and bobbed; arms and
legs moved in harmony. A partner might
be a dozen feet from his lady, but they
were in rhythm. Each danced as he or
she felt the music, but the whole room
was as one, united in the best of the
orchestra.

Arturo watched, his lips faintly curled.

Pedro, slimmer than Arturo, but just
as dark, said, “ You do not dance.”

Arturo shrugged. “I await my chance
to dance with Ramona. That alone will
be rumba. This”’—he gestured—""it is a
dance of a kind but it is not rumba.”

Pedro considered the olive he had
taken from the bowl. “The contest then

*“Thank you, amigos,” Arturo told
the girl's captors. “Now leave us”

will be rumba of a purity, you think?”

Arturo drained his cup. *‘ Dios, need
you ask? Consider the judges. Mira-
flores, Sanchez, and Greco. To them as
to me the rumba is not an abandon to
intoxication; it is a rite. A dance, not a
mad jig.”

Pedro nodded. “‘Ah, si. There will be
but half a dozen couples to compete.
With Ramona as partner you will again
undoubtedly receive the accolade as last
year.”

“Undoubtedly.”

Pedro consumed the olive. He said
slyly, ““Definitely an unfair competition,
since it is the lovely Ramona who be-
stows upon you a favorable handicap.
Were it I dancing with Ramona and you
with anyone else, the prize would be
mine.”

Arturo stiffened. He considered Pedro
with utmost scorn. “ You make a noise
like an empty paper bag, amigo.”

“So you say,” (Continued on page 78)
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checks sample of
cortisone, the rare hormone which
promises relief from arthritis

THIS is written, one of the most
exciting and important treasure
hunts in history is under way. The treas-
ure which is beingsought is a remedy for
arthritis, and the hunt for it is world-
wide. In hundreds of laboratories
throughout the civilized nations, and
even in the jungles of Africa, scientists
are feverishly seeking a plentiful source
of supply for rare hormones which hold
promise of alleviating arthritis and sev-
eral other grim diseases.

But this search for hormones is only
one phase of a much larger quest which
is being pushed forward relentlessly in
every field of medical research. During
the past few years the quest has been
enormously successful. Millions of peo-
ple are now alive, for example, who
would not be if it had not been for the
discovery of penicillin alone.

But medical science’s treasure hunt-
ers are just getting warmed up. They
have not yet found remedies for all the
ills which afflict mankind, but almost
from day to day they are making spec-
-tacular progress against a host of fatal
or crippling diseases.

I discovered this when I set out re-
cently to find out about newly found
remedies and what hope they promise for
sufferers. Like many other people who
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by Clarence Woodbury

Almost every week you read of some amazing

new remedy for a dread disease. Are these really

“wonder” drugs? Here for the first time is a

comprehensive report on the latest medical discoveries

and their promise of hope to sufferers

do not read medical journals, I wanted
the answers to a few simple questions:

Were any marvelous new drugs com-
ing out? Were any others in the offing?
What about the socalled “cold cures™?
Were any improved weapons in sight for
fighting such killers as tuberculosis,
beart disease, polio, and cancer?

These questions, and others, I put to
experts in many different places. I talked
with research scientists in laboratories of
several of America’s largest pharma-
ceutical companies; with doctors at
Johns Hopkins Hospital and other great
centers of clinical study ; with biochem-
ists of the United States Public Health
Service and the Pure Food and Drug
Administration; with specialists in the
vast plant of the National Institutes of
Health at Bethesda, Md.

The answers which I received were in
all cases couched in conservative lan-
guage. Medical researchers lean over

backward toavoid sayinganythingwhich -

might arouse false hopes in the ill. They
take pains to point out that some of the
newest drugs have serious shortcomings.
Others; they warn, may not live up to

their early promise. But, for all their con-
servatism, I found that literally dozens of
new remedies are coming out of the
laboratories—drugs of tested efficacy
in treating a wide assortment of ailments.
And other new substances, not yet so
well understood, give every indication
of becoming healing agents of priceless
value.

r]:m most talked-about of these are the
rare hormones—cortisone and ACTH,
an abbreviation for adrenocorticotrophic
hormone. Cortisone is made from the
bile of butchered cattle and ACTH is
derived from the brains of hogs. Both
stimulate certain secretions of the ad-
renal glands in human beings—the two
small organs which are situated right
above the kidneys—and both have been
applied with surprising effectiveness dur-
ing the past few months.

News of cortisone’s great possibilities

- was first flashed to the world last April

from the Mayo Clinic in Rochester,
Minn., where the hormone was isolated
by Dr. Edward Kendall, a Mayo chem-
ist, and administered intramuscularly to



15 arthritis patients by Dr. Philip S.
Hench of the Clinic’s medical staff.

One of the patients was a married
woman of 29 who had been bedridden
for 414 years. After four days of the
cortisone treatment she got up and
walked. At the end of a week she went
on a shopping expedition. The response
of the other 14 patients to cortisone
treatment was equally astonishing. The
hormone did not cure their arthritis, Dr.
Hench and his associates explained, but
it had a remarkably palliative effect upon
their disease, similar to that which in-
sulin has upon diabetes.

SrNCE arthritis has always been one of
the most mysterious as well as the most
common of maladies, the announcement
from Mayo’s created a tremendous stir
in medical circles. In some quarters the
news was regarded as too good to be
true, but during recent months further
experiments with cortisone have sup-
ported the claim that it is highly effective
against arthritis. It also has given relief
in cases of rheumatic fever, and both it
and ACTH are now being tested in the
treatment of a number of other diseases.

At Johns Hopkins Hospital, five pa-
tients suffering from acute asthma were
recently given injections of ACTH after
other drugs failed to relieve them.
Within from one to eight days their
asthmatic symptoms disappeared. Three
other patients who entered the hospital
for sinus operations didn’t need surgery
after receiving ACTH. Five others who
were suffering from lupus erythematosus
(a serious disease which causes skin
lesions, arthritis of the joints, and heart

involvements) also received dramatic
relief from the hormone.

Elsewhere, cortisone and ACTH are
being used experimentally against hay
fever, arteriosclerosis, mental illness, and
cancer. Scientists of the Sloan-Kettering
Institute and the Memorial Hospital in
New York have announced that, in cer-
tain cases, the hormones appear to be of
value in temporarily arresting certain
types of cancers, although neither drug
has yet permanently stopped the growth
of a cancer or saved the life of a single
cancer victim.

Cortisone and ACTH have become
the most discussed and the most sought-
after medicines on earth at the present
time, but both have certain serious draw-
backs. It has been found that grave
nervous disorders sometimes result from
heavy doses of the hormones and also a
condition known as Cushing’s Syndrome,
which is characterized by water retention
in the body’s tissues, a moonlike face,
increased blood pressure, and the growth
of beards on the faces of women.

Tuzss side effects may be overcome in
ume, scientists told me, but a graver
problem is that of a source of supply.
Since only a minute amount of the ma-
terials from which cortisone and ACTH
are made is obtainable from one steer or
hog, and since the chemical process of
making them is enormously complex,
there is barely enough of the stuff now
available for limited experimental pur-
poses and none at all for general therapy.
The hormones cost $20 and upward for
a single dose. If all the cattle and hogs
in America were slaughtered tomorrow

COURTESY OF E. R, SQUIEE & SONS

Extreme precautions are taken in manufacturing the new drugs. Here workers wear
white clothes, masks, and goggles to prevent them from being severely burned by the
ultraviolet lights, which keep the laboratory air completely sterilized

they would not provide enough of the
drugs to alleviate the illness of our
7,000,000 arthritics.

As aresult of this situation, the world-
wide treasure hunt I mentioned is going
on to find new sources of the hormones
or new ways of making them. The manu-
facturers of the drugs alone are investing
millions of dollars in this research. And
there is hardly a drug company, medical
school, or biochemical laboratory any-
where in this country or abroad which is
not working on some phase of the
problem.

ALFALFA seed, Mexican yams, and the
skins of Japanese toadsare just a few of
the substances which are being investi-
gated in the search for cortisone, and
five different expeditions of scientists—
three of them American, one English,
and one Swiss—are now collecting speci-
mens of a poisonous vine called the
strophanthus plant in West Africa, in
the hope that its seeds may provide a
more abundant source of the precious
hormone than cattle bile.

Most of the scientists with whom 1
talked, however, predicted that a prac-
tical short cut to the supply problem
would come through a more complete
understandingof cortisone itself —knowl-
edge which will make it possible for
them to produce the hormone synthet-
ically from raw chemicals, or perhaps
from some plentiful starting material
such as soybean oil or by-products of the
paper industry. Penicillin, they recall,
was just as scarce and expensive a few
years ago as cortisone & today. The
enormous demand for the drug made it
plentiful and cheap, and the same thing,
they told me, is sure to happen again in
the case of the hormones.

Almost as important as cortisone and
ACTH are several new members of the
germ-killing family of drugs which are
called antibiotics.

The most dramatic performer of these
is probably aureomycin, which has been
available to doctors forless than a year.
Derived from a gold-colored mold in the
laboratory, this drug may become the
most practical weapon yet discovered
against infectious diseases. Laboratory
scientists told me that it not only knocks
out most of the bacteria against which
penicillin and streptomycinhave hitherto
been used, but also kills several smaller
disease organisms called rickettsiae.
These include the germs of so-called
virus pneumonia, Rocky Mountain spot-
ted fever, undulant fever, and typhus.

This versatility does not mean that
Aureomycin is an all-purpose remedy for
infections, but I was told that it comes
closer to being one than any other yet
discovered, and has the added advantage
of having no toxic effect upon human
beings. This makes it of tremendous po-
tential value to doctors. When a patient
comes down with (Continued on page 127)
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She had meant the letter to be a

declaration of her undying devotion—not a searing

humiliation that she could never forget

2V LHIIL1s Dodinig

ILLUSTRATION BY GWEN FREMLIN

hest, the summer | was fourteen,
dearest Granny, | probably would have
been married yearsago, and to the wrong
man. Or men. As it is, Miss Lydia
Wheeler takes great pleasure in announc-
ing her engagement to— No! [ waited so
long to find out his name that 1 think I’ll
make you wait, now. Because it was pri-
marily the fault of the hope chest,
Granny—make no mistake about that!
—and it was you who gave it to me.

1 truly was beginning to think that I'd
dieanold maid. Notbecause twenty-two
is so old to be still unmarried, but be-
cause [ had gotten this Thing—Complex,
to you, Granny dear. Now that every-
thing is all right, I want to tell you what
I have never told a living soul, and even
though everything is all, completely, ec-
statically right, [°d still just as soon.you
didn’t tell anyone.

The hope chest, you may remember,
was sent to our Hendonport house in the
summer of 1941, Chuck Peters brought
it from the express-depot in his old yel-
low truck and dumped it on the front
veranda. Mac was home from college,
with no more idea than a rabbit that
he’d be in the Navy by December. and
he was playing tennis with Neal Barry
when it arrived.

Remember Neal? He lived, summers,
in the big white house across from the
Unitarian church, and I think he was the
handsomest boy I ever saw. Blond, with
laughing blue eyes and a tan like liquid
shoe polish. He was Mac’s age, and all
us little girls used to moon over him.

nF YOU had not given me that hope
c

The big girls did, too. He was the most
popular boy in town—and he played the
field.

Mother called them to uncrate the
chest, and 1 sat on the top step and ad-
mired the muscles in Neal's arms as he
pried up the slats and he and Mac lifted
it out.

Mac said, ‘“What is it, anyway?”’ and
Mother said, “It’s for Cricket.” (I was
twenty before I finally got rid of that
nickname.) “It's a hope chest, from
Granny,” said Mother.

Neal looked down at me with those
exciting blueeyes and grinned and asked,
*“ Do you hope to get married, Cricket?”

Granny, it was like being struck by
lightning. 1 don’t remember what I said.
I'm sure I didn"t say what I was thinking,
which was: “I hope to get married to
you!” .

He kept on looking at me for a mo-
ment, and then it was lightning striking
twice in the same place, because he
turned to Mother and said, ‘Mrs.
Wheeler, may I take Cricket to the
yacht-club dance, next Saturday?”

Mother laughed and said, ‘““Come
back and ask again, in a couple of years,
Neal.”

“I'll do that,” said Neal. He made a
little waving salute in my direction. *“It’s
a date, Cricket. August, 1943."

Granny, I can describe to a freckle
how I looked, at fourteen, because I
reeled upstairs and examined myself
minutely in Mother’s long mirror. You
see, | wasn’t looking at myself. I was
looking at the girl Neal Barry had just
asked to a dance. She was a stranger to
me, and obviously pretty attractive. I

was blond, of course, much blonder than
I amtoday, and my hair wasone of those
wind-blown, too curly creations because
I'd prevailed upon Mother to let me
have a permanent that spring. I weighed
a good twenty pounds more than I do
now, quite a plump little pigeon. The
fact that my date wasn't for two years
didn’t depress me a bit. Two years
seemed nothing to wait for a date with
Neal Barry.

That winter I hemmed two dish towels
and placed them tenderly in my hope
chest. When 1 looked at them, lying
there, I could seemyselfin a ruffied apron
cooking Neal’s dinner and Neal coming
home from the office and kissing me. 1
got my penknife and carved his initials,
very small, in an inconspicuous corner
of the chest. N.B. My love, my future
husband. I was considerably better at
carving than hemming, by the way. . . .

I DIDN'T have to wait two years. The
next July, when we were back in Hen-
donport, Mac and Neal, both ensigns,
came home on their last leave. And Neal
asked Mother again.

“1 wouldn’t want to stand Cricket up
on our date for "43,” he told her. *“How’s
about letting her step out once, this
summer?”’

Even Mother could notsay Noto Neal
Barry in uniform.

There’s a lot of nonsense about a girl’s
first date and a girl's first kiss, but this
wasn’t nonsense. Mother couldn’t have
been more understanding. She let me
pick out a new dress without a murmur,
though I must have looked like a kid
dressed up for Halloween in it. She even
let me wear earrings. I was fifteen and
Neal was twenty, and, from where I sit
now, I'd say we were both very young
for our respective ages. The whole eve-
ning was wonderful, the music, the uni-
forms, the almost unbearable awareness
of the girls that their partners were off
for the war.

Neal brought me home when he’d
promised Mother, but he hadn’t prom-
ised not to kiss me good night.

Oh, Granny! I floated up to my room.
If I'd had to speak to Mother, have any-
thing remind me, then, that my life was
ever going to return to its usual channels,
I think I'd have died. I sat for a long
time and looked unseeingly at myself in
the mirror. I was loved; I was fairest
among women. (I'd read the Song of
Solomon that (Continued on page 123)
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% call Save

Secretary of State Acheson recently made it clear that we

must start trading with other nations along a two-way street.

At present we are sending abroad six billion more dollars’

worth of goods each year than we are importing. Under the

Marshall Plan we are giving away billions of dollars’ worth of

goods. American taxpayers and consumers will continue to

pay through the nose unless foreign nations are enabled

to help themselves. As this article shows, our antiquated tariff

laws restricting imports discourage efforts to repay.

If this sort of traffic on a one-way street is allowed to go

on indefinitely somebody is bound to get pinched. And

it probably will be you

PPOSE you have a friend who

lives on the other side of town,

who has had hard times. Although you

are deep in debt yourself, you are help-

ing to support him because he is the kind

of friend you may need some time. He

raises chickens and offers to deliver eggs

that you can use, and sell for him. With

the money he gets for the eggs he can
reduce his debt to you.

Suppose you say, kindly, *That’s fine,
George. | wantto do everything possible
to encourage you to pay me back and to
become self-supporting, but when you
deliver the eggs to me you must bring
them in a wheelbarrow and deliver them
at 4 A.m. on a moonlight night. Instead
of pushing the wheelbarrow down the
main highway you must—while singing
lustily You Made Me Love You, 1 Didn't
Wanna Do It—go on that old, almost
impassable dirt road, an extra eight miles
up and down hill, fording a couple of
streams on your merry way. It will be
nice to see you, George. Come often.”

Anybody who, for no good reason
whatsoever, would so discourage a friend
who wants to pay on a debt, would be a
fathead, of course.

Yet that, roughly, is what the U.S.
Government is doing to foreign nations.
In trying to help them get on their feet,
we are giving them free nearly $5,000,-
000,000 worth of farm and manufac-
tured goods. Yet when they try to sell us
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their goods for dollars with which they
can pay us back and get off the dole,
what do we do? We put every con-
ceivable obstacle in their way in the form
of outdated, asinine tariff laws, endless
red tape, and sometimes overzealous
customs officers.

These obstacles are costing American
taxpayers about $1,000,000,000 a year. I
have this estimate from Harry S. Rad-
cliffe, executive secretary of the National
Council of Importers, one of the
top authorities on im-
ports. *“If Congress will
revise adequately the
customs regulations,”
he told me, “imports
will increase at least a

billion a year.” In other words, foreign
nations could sell us $1,000,000,000
more of their goods, and consequently
would have $1,000,000,000 more with
which to pay us for the goods we now
give them free under the Marshall Plan.

ALTHOUGH our government, mostly
through the reduction of tariffs under
the reciprocal trade agreements, has
moved to encourage imports, the com-
plicated and out-of-date customs laws,
passed in 1930, remain on the books. In
1930, the depression was upon us and
the backers of the Hawley-Smoot tariff
law convinced Congress that the best
way to bring back prosperity was to keep
foreign goods out of the United States;
to apply such high duties and to lay
down such complicated regulations that
foreigners couldn’t compete very suc-
cessfully in American markets.

Today economic conditions are com-
pletely reversed. We have high employ-
ment, enormous production—and want
to keep things that way. Our manufac-
turers no longer need a high protective
tariff wall—they need markets abroad.
Farmers, overproducing, must sell in
foreign lands..But the antiquated tariff




a Billion Dollars

laws and regulations still remain in force,
serving to shut off these foreign markets.
For we can't sell, unless we buy.

Dean Acheson, Secretary of State, re-
cently said, “We must become really
import-minded. We must devote our
time and energy to bringing in imports.
It’s common sense for us to want them
and to go after them.” He pointed out
that the United Statesexports goods that
might otherwise be available to con-
sumers in this country, and that Ameri-
can taxpayers give and lend money to
foreign countries to pay for these excess
exports. More imports will tend to bal-
ance the trade and relieve the American
taxpayer.

But, through ridiculous horse-and-
buggy laws, we block imports from
debtor countries which need our dollars.

One of the most costly absurdities lies
in the basic regulations, which order
customs appraisers to assess the highest
possible value on imported goods. These
assessments involve complicated and
often absurd classifications of value
which determine the amount of duty
to be paid.

Customs men never for-

lect the highest possible duty. Afraid of
criticism from their superiors if they are
lenient, hopeful for promotion if they
help to increase the customs receipts,
most of them work very hard, indeed, to
obey the law. If they assess a duty that
seems to be too high, the importer
usually must hire a customs lawyer and
80 to court, to get a reduction. Months
after an importer has sold his goods, he
may learn that the eager beavers in the
Customs Department have found a way
to classify his merchandise, or to assess
its value, that will double the duty. If he
takes his case to court, then months and
maybe years of delay are added. After a
few of these cases, many an importer suf-
fers so much grief that he goes into some
happier line of work.

ZEADOUS customs men collected $420,-
000,000 in duties in 1948—6.7 per cent
of the value of total imports—and you
may think, offhand, that it’s nice that we
get that dough from abroad. But we
don’t getitfromabroad. It is paid by the

A\

get that they must col-

o
\TO EUROPE

American importer, added to the retail
price, and you, the American consumer
—not the foreigner—pays it. Just one
more hidden tax.

You can reach in blindfolded and pick
out strange samples of valuation. The
law says an imported object must be
classified according to its “‘material of
chief value.” A radio network that im-
ported a recording of famous foreign
church bells thought, reasonably enough,
that it was bringing in a phonograph
record. They didn’t know the Customs
Department. What'’s the chief value of a
church bell? Its sound, of course. What
was the material of chief value in the
record? The sound, certainly. So the
radio folks paid a duty under the classi-
fication of ‘“‘church bells and gongs.”

““1 suppose,” observed the importer
who told me of the incident, “that if any-
body tried to import a Bing Crosby
record, they'd pay duty on the million-
dollar Crosby voice.”

A linoleum (Continued on page 120)
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VT ARREN MY DOOR

Gumbo Parmalee firmly believed a woman’s place

was in the home—her own home, not his

HEN the doctor had left the house

on his morning rounds, Gumbo
Parmalee straightened the kitchen. He
gave ‘the ancient linoleum a few vague
slaps with a broom and laid the break-
fast dishes on the pantry floor, covering
them with an old gunny sack. This pro-
motion from handyman to housekeeper
—and the wonderful vacuum left by Miss
Bates, his predecessor—was almost too
good to be true. After a bit, he took up
his willow basket and started down the
lane to the village.

All about him the wooded Tennessee
hills boiled into the sky, brazen and hot,
and the cupped air was sultry with dust.
Across the lane from the doctor’s hen-
house was Miss Bates’s white picket
fence.

Miss Bates was leaning on her gate,
waiting for him. Always, now, she
seemed to be waiting for him. A big
woman, sly and ruthless, hard as nails,
with eyes like little pine knots.

‘“*Morning, Mr. Parmalee,” she said.
‘“Have you took care of your breakfast
dishes?™

Mr. Parmalee came to a dignified halt.
“They ve been took care of, MissBates,
and put away.”

“Today is cherry-pie day. Has the
doctor been getting his Wednesday
cherry pie?”

‘“He has, Miss Bates.”

She looked startled. ““And his Satur-
day hog jowl and beans?”’

““He has, Miss Bates.”

It stunned her. ““He used to be at me
all the time, hammer and tongs, about
his food. Nothing but the best would
satisfy him.”

“That’s what I give him, Miss Bates.
Nothing but the best.” ’

She shook herhead in mock sympathy.
She knew he was a hillman born and
bred, knew his traditional background
and ingrained principles. The subtlety
she attempted to convey was that he was
degrading himself with woman’s work.

He said heartily, “I never knowed

32

Yy
Herte Eonstiner

ILLUSTRATIONS BY GEORGE GARLAND




housekeeping could be so pleasurable!”

She leaned over intimately and grabbed
the bib of Mr. Parmalee’s overalls. The
sickening sweet smell of her stiff-starched
apron enveloped him. “Fired jest be-
cause of some little ole misunderstand-
ings!”

Fired, Mr. Parmalee reflected, because
she was such a busybody. Because she
was impossible to live with, because
she scolded the doctor himself and in-
sulted his patients.

“Throwed out on my ear,” she said.

Mr. Parmalee disengaged himself and
picked up his basket.

Halfway down the lane he heard her
yelling at him, yelling at his back. “I
should be over there right now. In that

big house, a-waitin’ on him body and
soul, hand and foot. I love him like he
was my first-born!”

First-born, Mr. Parmalee thought an-
grily. Dr. Tom was at least her age. In
the middle fifties.

A footpath branched from the lane to
the village, and, as Mr. Parmalee took
it, fragments of the old days, ended a
briefsix weeks ago, popped into his mind.
Miss Bates bellowing at him, shrieking
at him, screaming at the doctor. Miss
Bates taking home, furtively, the duck
livers out of the gravy, the loin from
pork roasts, even the spare change from
the doctor’s vests. Sucking up anything
that wouldn’t be missed, and all the time
shouting and howling complaints.

Before Gumbo knew it Miss Gilpen had taken
over. She had a home remedy for each patient
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The very memory of those days gave
Mr. Parmalee the horrors.

The big house was paradise now. Just
a couple of bachelors, Dr. Tom Imlay
and Gumbo Parmalee.

There were only two flies in the oint-
ment: Prince, the doctor’s rooster, and
the embarrassing fact that Mr. Parmalee
couldn’t cook.

Main Street had two false-fronted gen-
eral stores, a cement-block garage, a yel-
low frame bank, and a dusty thumbnail
high school. Dogs lay in the hot shade
of the doorways. Mr. Parmalee entered
the cool dimness of Rush Haverstick’s
general store and laid his basket on the
counter.

Rush said, “Howdy, Gumbo.”

And Mr. Parmalee answered, “Howdy,
Rush.”

They then lapsed into silence and
stared at each other. They were old and
close friends and this silent locking-of-
eyes mind reading gave them a great deal
of pleasure.

After a bit, Mr. Haverstick cleared his
throat. ‘‘See you got a bandaged thumb.
Old Prince been working on you again?”

Mr. Parmalee nodded, and smiled
sourly.

They went back to silence and the
pleasure of staring each other in the eye.

“Well, I got to be getting on,” Mr.

-Parmalee declared at length. He took a

list from his pocket and read it aloud:
“A hatchet and roofing nails. A sixteen
size pink rayon ladies’ slip. Enough red
oilcloth to cover a baby’s cradle. And
four pocketknives.”

The storekeeper placed the articles in
the basket.

“Same way,” Mr. Parmalee said.
*“Charge ’em to the doctor. Clump ’em
together and enter ’em as sundries.”

With a jerk of the chin they bid each
other farewell, and Mr. Parmalee stepped
out into the dusty street.

THERE was no sign of life along the hot
sidewalk. Mr. Parmalee went west to the
schoolhouse, circled to the rear, passed
through an old cemetery, crossed a foot-
bridge, and came out into a small grassy
clearing flanked with osage and wild
grape. In the center was the wreckage of
an abandoned sawmill, and a few feet
away was an incredibly ancient car. An
incredibly ancient man, bearded and in
homemade overalls, sat on the crumpled

‘running board sifting the sun-warmed

sawdust with his bare feet as a child
plays with sand.

As Mr. Parmalee came forward the old
man put his jaws into action; finally
words emerged through his snuff-stained
lips. He said, *“Howdy, grandboy.”

Mr. Parmalee laid his basket on the
running board, ‘“*‘Morning, Grand-
pappy,” he said. His voice was solicitous
and deferential. “How’s all my kin at
Panther Ridge?”

“If you want to know, come out and
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see,” the old man said curtly. “I ain't
here to chitchat.”

He got laboriously to his feet, un-
packed Mr. Parmalee’s basket into the
back of his car, checking its contents
aloud as he did so. This done to his sat-
isfaction, he refilled Mr. Parmalee’s bas-
ket from a basket of his own. One by
one, he stowed away eight quart glass
jars filled with home-canned food.

““Here’'s your cherries fer yore cherry
pie,” he said. *“ That-there’s yore home-
canned hog jowl, and them’s yore beans.
That fixes up Wednesday and Saturday.
This is ours, an’ it’s mighty fine. Now,
here’s some tomato preserves. Cousin
Sarah put rhem up, and 1 won’t say yes
nor no about ‘em. But that's a chance
yo're taking, son. The canned beef is
from Aunt Johnny Lee and is as stringy
as a hank o’ fishin’ line, but that jar o’
sausage, also from Aunt Johnny Lee,
winned fust ribbon at the Panther Ridge
food show.”

The old man leered. “Some of it’s
passable, some of it’s wonnerful, and
some of it would strangle a barn rat. But
we're a-givin’ you what yo're asking fer.
All of it's home-cooking.”

The oldster produced a penciled list.
“That’s for next week. Cousin Sarah
wants two pair o’ fancy stockings, size
ten. Uncle Reedy is fixin’ to drain the
spring out'n his south field and wants
some drain tile—"

“l don’t think 1 can get drain
tile—"" Mr. Parmalee looked worried.

““Shore, you kin. You live in town,
don’t you? See you next week.” He
hopped into the front seat, the car
roared, he backed, swiveled, backed
once more, and was off through the
weeds and osage to the highway
beyond. . . .

During the long reaches of the af-

ternoon, when there was nothing else
to do, Gumbo Parmalee washed the
breakfast and lunch dishes. Just be-
fore supper he got out his box of
pie mix and made the pie. Dr.
Imlay preferred his cherry pie =
cold, but Mr. Parmalee al-
ways made it at the last mo-
ment and served it hot—as an
indirect guarantee that it was
home-cooked.

Twilight was darkening into
night when Mr. Parmalee fed
the chickens.

It was a late hour but Mr.
Parmalee invariably selected
it with the vain hope that
Prince, the doctor’s giant
Black Minorcarooster, might
have deserted his flock and
retired early.

Occasionally there appears
among the great brotherhood
of roosters what Mr. Parma-
lee and his friends called
simply ‘““a mean one.” This,
as Mr. Parmalee realized, was
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an understatement. No bull was more
teeacherous nor a starving wolf more
vicious. Like a maniac, a mean rooster
would attack at the slightest whim, and
would attack anything. Anything that
moved: a dog, a man, a child, even a
piece of wrapping paper rolling in the
wind. Prince was a mean one and Mr.
Parmalee lived in mortal fear of him.
Dr. Imlay, who saw Prince scarcely once
a week—and always through the mesh

Gumbo took a path hidden from the house

of chickenwire—was very proud of him.
Mr. Parmalee saw Prince daily, and
battled with him daily.

In the old days, Miss Bates had fed
Prince, and battled him, and Mr. Parma-
lee secretly believed that it was her in-
cessant tirades against the fowl, and her
muttered threats against it, that had
added to her general unpleasantness and
eventually touched off the spark that
caused Dr. Imlay to dismiss her.

Tonight, as he opened the chicken-run
gate and stepped inside, Prince cata-
pulted at him from the shadows. A
great, violent bundle, composed of stiff
feathers, hard beak, and powerful,
threshing spurs. High in the air Prince
came tonight, beating and striking at
Mr. Parmalee’s chest and throat. Wildly
Mr. Parmalee scattered his feed and
withdrew.

As he locked the gate he discovered
his face was bleeding. The mirror in the
kitchen told him that his cheek was cut
to the bone. Foggy with anger and
throwing caution to the wind, he de-
cided, himself, to take the matter up
with the doctor. He walked down the
hall to the doctor’s study, knocked on
the door and entered.

Dr. Imlay sat in his undershirt be-
fore a fine old buhl table, relaxing
with his arrowhead collection. The
walls of the study were covered
with glassed-in cases of broken
Indian relics, smashed pottery,
jawbones, unclassified flints, junk,
which he had assiduously accumu-
lated from his farmer friends since
boyhood. The verysight of it would
have given an archaeologist nausea,
but Dr. Imlay, with collector’s zeal,
was under the impression it was
priceless. Everywhere were neat, small
signs which said: Hands Off! Irre-
placeable! Do Not Touch! Rare Speci-
men!

Tonight, as usual, the doctor was
dog-tired. He was a bulbous little man
with roiled blue eyes and uncut white
hair which blossomed in ringlets behind
his rosy ears. His general absent-mind-

edness and conversational contradic-
tions caused the straight-thinking Mr.
Parmalee a great deal of confusion.
As Mr. Parmalee entered, Dr.
Imlay said breezily, “I've been
thinking about you, Gumbo.
Come in and sit down. You're
fired.”
Prince was forgotten. The cut
on his cheek was forgotten.
Mr. Parmalee staggered into a
chair. “Did you say fired?”
“Here’s the situation,” Dr.
Imlay explained. “You won't
do. You'’re not the right sex.
You're not a female.” Dr. Im-
lay chuckled. “I've got you
there, haven’t 17
Mr.Parmalee, who had a hill-
man's love for debate, thought



for a moment and saw that he was
whipped. He nodded dumbly.

“TI'll let you in on a little profes-
sional secret,” the doctor said gravely.
“A physician, especially a rural doc-
tor, simply has to have a reputable
woman around the premises. It's an
old custom and a sound one. In the
first place, a doctor never knows
when he’s going to get a crackpot
female patient, and then it’s nice to
have a female witness of his own. But,
most importantly, especially in hill
country like this; wormen patients are
timid about coming into a purely
bachelor establishment. 1 don't know
whatever got into me, I don’t know
why I ever let Miss Bates go!”

*“You let her go because you
couldn’t abide her. "Member the time
she opened a can of hominy with
some of your surgical instruments?”

*“We can get her back,” Dr. Imlay
said eagerly. *“We’ll apologize and
offer her an increase in pay.” A look
of happy reverie spread over his pink
face. ** You back in the garden again
pulling weeds, or cutting firewood.
Miss Bates bustling about, singing
folk songs. Folk songs are educa-
tional, Gumbo. Most people don’t
realize that.”

*1 can sing folk songs,” Mr. Par-
malee said. “l never knowed you
cared for ‘em.”

Dr. Imlay ignored him. *“ How can
we get her back,” he asked vaguely.

‘“We can't,” Mr. Parmalee said
somberly. “1 was discussin’ the sub-
jeck with her this moming. She says
love nor money couldn’t bring her
back into this house. She says a doc-
tor’s home is coated inch-deep with
disease an’ germs. You cain't see’em,
she says, but they're there. A-crawlin’
in your hair, a<crawlin’ in your food,
a-crawlin® in your clothes—"

Dr. Imlay listened, fascinated. At
last he said, *“But that’s absurd. Ab-
surd.” Unconsciously he ran his hand
beneath his undershirt and scratched
his chest.

Mr. Parmalee looked uncertain.
‘“‘ Leastaways, that's what everybody
says—""

* Everybody ?™

“Lot of folks thinks I'm brave to
work here.” Mr. Parmalee gave a lit-
tle martyred smile. “I ain’t brave,
Dr. Imiay. I'm just loyal, I guess.”

AFTER a moment he changed the
subject : ““How do you like my cherry
pie?”

““Very good, Gumbo.”

“And my hog jowl and beans?”

““Very good.”

‘“Sausage tomorrer for breakfast.
Wow!”

‘‘Sausage?”

““Old-timey sage sausage,” Mr.
Parmalee disclosed benevolently. He

An American Vignette
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PEGGY felt her color rising under the
older woman’s hostile appraisal.

“I could interrupt the meeting, Mrs.
Craig,” Peggy said, ""and have your son—"

“That is not necessary.” Mrs. Craig
pushed her mink stole back off her shoul-
ders and regarded the girl with unflinching
candor. I came to see you, Miss Wilson.
Not Richard.”

smiled. “I've looked forward to
meeting you,” she said.

The smile was not returned. Mrs. Craig
leaned forward.

*“Let us be completely honest, Miss Wil-
son. It saves time, and misunderstanding.
I've come to look you over. Since you be-
came Richard’s secretary, he has shown an
alarming interest in you. I am prepared to
nip that interest in the bud.”

Peggy’s eyes widened in disbelief. * But
why, Mrs. Craig? I love Dick.”

“Do you? Or do you love the idea of
marrying the Craig money?”

Peggy gasped. “I'd love Dick if he
didn’t have a cent.”

*“A familiar assertion, Miss Wilson. One
which you may have the opportunity to
prove. When Richard’s father took over
the Craig Lines from his family he worked
twenty hours a day to build this business.
Now that he is gone, I will not allow the
results of his labor to be squandered. I
shall cut Richard off. You will have no se-
curity whatever. 1 still control the com-
pany.”

“Do you?” Peggy said, and her voice
now matched the older woman’s in sharp-
ness. “I'm sure that gives you a tremen-
dous sense of power. But you don’t
control me, Mrs. Craig. And I don’t think
you control Dick. I'm going to marry Dick.
I'll have love, and security, too. The se-
curity of being first with someone, first in
his heart and mind. Maybe that is a se-
curity you've never known.”

Peggy's voice softened: “I'm sorry for
you, Mrs. Craig. Sorry that your heart is
so empty that you can’t see what an oppor-
tunity you are oﬁ'ering me—the opportun-
ity to prove my love.”

Pecey was standing, her hands grip-
ping the desk, when Dick opened the
office door.

**Hi, Mother!” he called. Then he saw
Peggy’s stricken face. He went to her and
put his arm around her. “What’s up,
honey?”” He turned to his mother : ** What
is this? Have you been frightening her?”

““No,” his mother said. “She doesn’t
frighten easily, P'm happy to say.” She
smiled, and suddenly all the severity was
gone. “I like your Peggy, Richard. I like
her very much.”

Mrs. Craig got up and pressed her cheek
against Peggy’s. “Forgive me, my dear,”
she said. “T had to be sure. I was trying the
acid test that Richard’s grandmother once
pulled on me. Forty years ago I had your
Job. Pm happy to see that you are handling
it exactly as I did.”
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arose. ‘“‘Dr. Imlay, what we really
need is a femnale office girl. I believe I
know just the party. Maybe I can
swing it.” He hummed softly to him-
self and broke out suddenly into a
muted, ragged baritone: ‘ He swum
the river and clumb the hill, and hid
in 'Simmon Cave. But Shurf J. W.
Inglebrook dogged him out, and laid
him in his grave. In a rocky, lonesome
grave.”

“Is that a folk song?” Dr. Imlay
asked.

Ms. Parmalee seemed surprised.
‘“Why, yes, it was. 1 never knowed 1
was doing it. I can sing hundreds.
1 sing ’em without thinking. That's
a very beautiful song called The Fen-
ton County Jailbreak.”

It was just as Mr. Parmalee was
about to leave that Dr. Imlay no-
ticed the cut on his cheek and asked
Mr. Parmalee how he had come by
it. Mr. Parmalee said carelessly that
Prince had given it to him, and the
doctor chuckled and said that Prince
certainly was a spunky bird. Mr. Par-
malee chuckled, too, and agreed.
Thiswas no time to air a grievance. . . .

FEE little house, scarcely more than
a hut, sat on a wedge of eroded clay
at the confluence of two gullies just
outside the village. The family was
named Gilpen. They were newcomers
to town, yet Mr. Parmalee was al-
ready fairly well acquainted with
them and felt they could use a little
ready cash. If they could be properly
prevailed upon. Three months in
town, and already they were famous
for their resistance to even the mildest
forms of labor. The Gilpen house,
Mr. Parmalee decided, held his an-
swer. The Gilpen house was jam-
packed with females.

A coal-oil lamp bumed in the
kitchen window. Mr. Parmalee made
his way through the litter which con-
stituted the village dump and the Gil-
pen side yard, and rapped on the
kitchendoor. A rasping voice ordered
him inside ; he faltered, and entered.

Half of the room was floored with
an old barn door and the remainder
was simply beaten earth. The rough-
wood walls were decorated with col-
ored illustrations from old magazines
—-love scenes, babies, and more love
scenes. An oil drum served as a stove
and near it stood a bed composed of
three old mattresses covered with a
cotton blanket.

Mr. Gilpen, fully dressed, to bro-
gans and black felt hat, reposed on
his back on the blanket. From his
position of ease he was aiming and
clicking an empty but efficient-look-
ing pistol at an imaginary tribal enemy
on the ceiling. Sometimes, apparently,
he missed, for occasionally he flinched
and frowned ; (Continued on page 82)
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Big chiefs of The People: Vice-Chairman Zhealy Tso and Chairman Sam Akeah
of the supreme Navajo Tribal Council. They represent 65,000 Indians

PHOTOS BY THE AUTHOR

We call them “original Americans.” But are we cheating them and

denying them their rights as full-fledged American citizens? . . .

Our reporter traveled thousands of miles to meet the redskins

face to face, and to bring you this startling answer

by Don Fddy

ABY, it was cold outside! The

Winds Which Hold Up The World
howled out of the Place Of The Great
Snakes and screeched through the ice-
fingered pinnacles of the Six Sacred
Mountains, pelting sleet against this one-
room cabin in the settlement of Shiprock,
northwestern New Mexico. This was
Navajo country, the fabulous mile-high
Land Of The Sky, and this tiny building
hugging the frozen earth of a bare
plateau was headquarters of the supreme
Navajo Tribal Council.

Inside, I satacross a scarred pine table
from a bulky, brown, square-jawed man
in store clothes and a silver-banded som-
brero worn ballooned on top in the
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Indian way. Thick horn-rimmed spec-
tacles crusted with gold magnified his
moody eyes, and a heavy silver-and-
turquoise bracelet on one wrist comple-
mented a handsome strap watch on the
other.

He was Sam Akeah, chairman of the
tribal council, and thus great chief of the
65,000 Navajos who proudly call them-
selves The People. He was the spokesman
for human beings who were reportedly
dying of hunger and pestilence. I had
come a far piece to find him.

On just such a wintry day almost a year
earlier there had been twin headlines in
the nation’s newspapers. One reported
another multimillion-dollar appropria-
tion to feed and clothe the peoples of
Europe. The other reported American
citizens, American Indians, starving and
freezing on our own western plains.

We all knew about conditions in Eu-
rope; every bleeding heart with two
fingers and a typewriter had chronicled
the plight of people, some of whom, only
four years earlier, had been trying their



best to annihilate us. But what did we
Americans know about our own coun-
trymen, the Indians, with whom we had
lived at peace for two generations and
whom we had promised to protect in
payment for the expropriation of their
continent? Nothing. Almost literally,
nothing.

That morning, the Editor of THE
AMERICAN MAGAZINE assigned me to go
out and get the facts about the Indians.
It was a long, confusing trail—from the
cloistered aloofness of the Washington
bureaucracies to the steaming jungles of
the Florida Seminoles to the big-tim-
bered valleys of the Oregon Klamaths,
through more than half the states and
fully a third of the remaining 96 tribes.

I talked with rich Indians and poor
Indians, educated Indians and illiterate
Indians, and with scores of the white
men who supervise them. I learned as-
tonishing truths and obtained an entirely
new conception of “the Indian problem,”
which really isn’t one problem, but hun-
dreds of problems.

Now the trail had doubled back to this
sleet-battered cabin on the rock-ribbed
backbone of the continent and the most
publicized and controversial of all the
tribes, the Navajos.

I said to Sam Akeah, ‘Chief, we are
told that Navajos are starving to death.
Is this true?”

He said, in his heavy voice, staring at
my forehead because it is impolite to
look into the eyes of one to whom you
speak, “It is not true. My people share
what they have. When one has no food,
he is welcome to eat in the hogan of his
neighbor. Many are hungry, but no one
dies of starvation.”

I asked, “Is there plenty for all The
People?”

He replied enigmatically, “What is
plenty? Is it plenty that a working man
tastes meat twice a month, or that a child
makes a meal of pifion nuts and sucks
the hide of a dead sheep?”

I said, “ How did your people become
so poor? You say you had 1,500,000
sheep a few years ago. Now yousay you
have only 500,000. What happened to a
million sheep?”

S\M AxeaH took off his gaudy spec-
tacles and rubbed his eyes with huge
hands. He said without emotion, “The
Government ordered us to get rid of
them. They said the grass would not sup-
port them in time of drought. It was
something they called the range conser-
vation program. This seemed strange to
us, for my people have pastures no white
man has seen. But we had no voice, no
choice. We had to comply or be arrested.
So today we do not have enough sheep
tokeep us from hunger. Thatis how it is.”

Ammerican citizens who can’t speak English, these Navajo children lack adequate schooling
and most of them will grow up to tend sheep. In 1868 Uncle Sam promised to provide the
Navajos with one teacher for every 30 children. He never ke pt the promise

I said, “ Give me a case history, Chief.
You were one of those who had sheep.
Tell me what happened to you.”

He deliberated a long time, and it was
very quiet except for the moaning of the
wind in the eaves and the rattle of the
sleet, like elfin drumfire, on the frosted
windows. Then he said:

“To understand about the sheep, you
must begin with the horses. My people
had many horses. In 1931, without warn-
ing, the Government ordered us to sell
all our old horses. In District 12 of the
reservation, where I live, we were or-
dered to get rid of 1,084 horses by a cer-
tain day or be arrested. It was the same
in all 18 land-management districts of
the reservation. We were not told why
we must do this thing. We were only told
that this was the order.

“‘So we sold these old horses—the wise
old horses which knew how to work—
for whatever we could get for them. In
many cases we received only the value of
their hides. Some of these old horses
were taken into a canyon and shot, and
their bones are still there. Then the win-
ter came, and the young horses, the ones
we were permitted to keep, could not
stand up to the work. So they died. That
is how it was.”

He cleared his throat and wiped his
lips with a handkerchief.

Then he (Continued on page 86)

Will atomic enetgy make the Indians rich?
Eloise Lovine, of Navajo Indian Agency, holds
sample of uranium found on reservation
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“Like it?" Carla asked. “No,” Ken




eldo

She would sacrifice anything to

his memory—even her husband

T HEY were eight days married.
Dinner was alfresco; the inn was
pink-shuttered; every lavish vine in
Florida laced the courtyard wall, and
gaudy birds quacked in white cages.

Carla was saying, “Oh, it's beautiful,
it’s perfect, Ken,” when the waiter came
with the telegram.

Ken took it wonderingly. ‘ Telegrams
on a honeymoon?” he said. And then
something happened to his face.

He was very gentle, very quick: “Carla
—your father—Carla, come upstairs,
darling.”

So she heard that Vin was dead.

“He had no pain,” Ken said, again
and again. “ His heart just—stopped. He
was reading the morning mail, quite
peacefully, when it happened. You must
make yourself remember that.” . . .

It was bright fall in the North. When
they came home from the services, from
the crowds and the organ-wail, the after-
noon was living gold. But Vin, who had
lovedsuch days—who had loved all days
—was dead.

The cook brought sandwiches and
coffee to the downstairs study. They
grouped there, silently, with the puzzled
air of bereavement, not knowing what
was expected of them—Uncle Douglas,
Ken, Carla, and the widow.

‘““Mother looks dreadful in black,”
Carla thought irrelevantly. The plump,
pink little face, the small, dainty bones
of her generation were accustomed to
the dowdy-pretty pastels she always
wore. I wonder what she will do now?”
Carla thought. Doris Mallow had been
Vin’s satellite, had been nothing without
Vin. She would have no friends of her
own to fill the great house, only a
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few women from the garden club and
the local,charity leagues. What would
she do?

*I think 1’1l lie down a while,” Mother
said now in her soft little voice, almost
as if she was asking permission.

She went out, and the silence con-
tinued. The coffee burned bitterly in
Carla’s dry mouth. Through the open
door she could see across the hall into
the drawing-room that fronted on the
bay. Everywhere were the flowers Vin
demanded, clustered and fat in bowls, or
tall and feathered against nested green.
In the middle distance photographs con-
fronted her, framed on tables in silver, in
leather, in glass: the faces of musicians,
governors, generals. For Vin, they said,
in delicate or crabbed inscriptions: For
my good friend, Senator Vincent Mallow.
For Vin, in Memory of Paris—or Lon-
don, or Rio de Janeiro.

Then Vin himself: in tweeds with two
English setters; on the steps of the
Senate Office Building; in a frog-fas-
tened opera cape worn casually as
another man might wear a raincoat. And
at last the wing chair where she could
imagine him again, vivid, lean, and dark,
as she was, with his charming smile and
the cigarette flourished in its holder. She
twisted her head in an agony of loss.

T}m telephone rang. * Reporters again?”
Douglas said, taking the receiver. *Oh,
yes,” he said. “I see. . .. No, I'm the
Senator’s stepbrother. . . . I'll do what
I can for you. Some time next week.”

He hung up. “That magazine fellow.
He's halfway through the article on Vin.
Wanted to know whether I could help
him finish.”

“Vin had a full life, anyway,” Ken
said. ““Politics, the arts, travel, and the
metal works. Incredible.”

“He knew everybody,” Carla said.
““He could do everything. All the flair
and charm of this house are his. We
didn’t even need the decorators.”

“I wish I'd known him longer.”

The silence fell again. So much to re-
member. . . . Then, when Carla spoke, it
all came pouring:

“I remember Nino Curci reading his
lyrics at the fireplace. Nobody knew him
then. He was so thin—I think he was
hungry. And I remember the night
Kerdichev played his Prelude in C Sharp.
We were the first to hear it. There was
such life here! Why did it have to end?”

“After a while,” Ken said, “you will
be able to think how lucky you were to
have had it at all.”

“They say you take for granted what
you've always known, but I never have.
I came down to breakfast one morning
and there was a man at the table. He was
the new governor— Vin had brought him
home late the night before. The house
was always full. Vin never gave notice
beforehand, either. The servants were
always threatening to leave. Then
Mother’d have to soothe them. I can
see her in her bathrobe tearing down the
backstairs to the pantry—"

DOUGLAS rose abruptly. “I was going
to spade my gladiolus bed this week, and
today’s as good a day as any for it.”

“Today?” Carla said.

““Why not? Vin wouldn’t mind. He be-
lieved in gardens.”

““A sound belief, too,” Ken said. “In-
cidentally, Douglas, we're both awfully
glad you're down the road. I know Car-
la’s worrying about her mother being
alone.”

“I’ll do my best for Doris,” Douglas
said seriously.

You could depend on him, Carla ad-
mitted. That was in his face, the good,
middle-aged face, the level, thoughtful
eyes. Vin must have known what he was
doing when he’d put Douglas in the head
office. And he certainly would be good
for Mother; they’d putter in their re-
spective flower patches, she'd tell him
about her varied preserves, and they'd
have nice, dull evenings together. A curi-
ous pair to have been in Vin Mallow’s
family, his wife, his brother—

““Carla,” Ken said when Douglas had
gone, “ go up and rest. You haven’t slept
properly since Tuesday.”

“I'mtoo tired to rest.  want to move
around.”

They stepped out through the French
doors. The water brecze lifted the hair
from Carla’s neck with the first sharpen-
ing sting of fall. The grass was unbeliev-
ably green. And in the crescent of the
bay, the water sparkled.

Ken said softly, ‘“There couldn't be
anything on earth more beautiful.”
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“No,” she answered, her voice break-
ing on the sound.

I remember the first time I came up
that driveway. I was completely intimi-
dated. I wasn’t used to calling on girls
who lived like this.” He laughed.

Carla turned to him, raising her hand
to his face. “But / didn’t scare you, did
1?”

“No. Only the way I felt about you,
and sometimes that still scares me. You
can’t know.”

“But I can. Because it’s the same for
me.”

THEY walked half a mile past lawns
into wild fields along the beach, and still
they were on Mallow property. Then, at
the boundary, stood Vin's “cottage,”
gray-weathered, with its turquoise door
locked, guarding the piano, the favorite
pictures and books.

Ken stood regarding it. “If I weren’t
a lawyer,” he said, “I'd like to build.
The fellow who did this knew what he
was doing. It's got that feel—the pitch
of the roof, the overhang, mathemati-
cally just right.”

“Gregory & Burroughs designed it,”
Carla said.

“Ah, no wonder, then.” .

“Vin always used to say it would be a
perfect bride’s house,” Carla ventured.
“It’s all equipped, you know. Stainless-
steel kitchen and all.”

““Shall we sit a little?”” Ken said.

He took a cigarette and lighted Carla’s.
A flock of land birds made a long, lazy
turning and beat southward to the infi-
nite sky.

Carla thought, “The world so wide,
and so little to hold to.” And picking the
moss from between two rocks, she crum-
bled a dry, warm pinch of earth. This
earth. This piece of sky. All her memo-
ries here ; her own place on the rootless
planet— Hadn't some poet or other
called it that?

Suddenly she spoke into the quiet:
“Ken, I want to stay in the cottage. We
could be so happy here, we would have
everything.”

He looked at her, not comprehending.
“For good? Live here?”

“Yes,” she said. “Yes, it would be
wonderful ; it would mean so much.”

Now he was astonished. “But, Carla!
There’s the little matter of my law prac-
tice in Maryland. You've not forgotten?””

“Uncle Douglas knows so many peo-
ple. Or any of Vin's friends would be
glad to do something for you, get you
into some New York firm, or even find
contacts for an office of your own here in
town. There are so many possibilities.”

“Oh, no, Carla,” Ken said quickly,
strangely. “Oh, no. I wouldn’t want
that.”

“Why not? You could make a lot
more money.”

“That isn't precisely my idea.”

“Ken,” she said then, “Ken, please

understand. This isn’t just a place; it's
part of me.”

She thought, *“I could do so much for
him here. The security and warmth. The
richness of my parents’ life. All re<cre-
ated for Ken. This house a talisman, a
good augury.”

“Oh,” she cried, “if you stayed here
even a little while you'd be part of it, too!
I know you, and I know you would.”

“If you knew me,” he said stolidly,
“you’d know you're asking the impos-
sible.”

But it was impossible for her to leave.
To go away to a strange place, among
strangers, now.

As though Carla’s thoughts were vis-
ible, Ken said, “You knew when you
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married me you'd have to leave here.”

“But I didn’tknow what was going to
happen a few days afterward.”

He said quietly, “Of course, it’s ter-
rible ; of course, this is the worst day
you've ever had, and especially cruel that
it had to come when we were just begin-
ning our new life. I want things to be
easy for you. Only, it wouldn’t make
sense for me to lie simply to spare you.
We're going back to Maryland, Carla.”

“I can’t, I can’t,” she thought, in pain.

“And if I won’t go?” she said. It was
a wild thing to say, but it said itself.

“If you what?”

She did not answer, and Ken said,
“Quite a remark for a bride. Quite. I
think I'll pretend I didn’t bear it.”

They had begun to walk back. “The
first thing I ever asked of you,” Carla
said bitterly.

“Why didn’t you ask for my right
eye?”

“I hate cheap, melodramatic talk.”

“All right, it was melodramatic. But
it wasn’t cheap; it was true. Asking me
to throw away everything I’ve worked
for to gratify your whim.”

“ My whim? What deep understanding
you have! I'm really moved by it.”

So it went. Sharper and more danger-
ously sharp, all the way to the house and
to their room, to the lacquered beds
which had been Carla’s since childhood.
At last, in the darkness, exhausted si-
lence. And, very late, sleep.

Their first quarrel. And not two weeks
before it they had stood together in the
radiaat church. . . .

They made up, of course, although not
easily, for it was not in either of them to
be humbled. When, in the moming, Ken
came to Carla with all the wonder and
marvel of their beginning together, so
that the hurt was covered, it was still not
entirely covered.

“Darling,” he said. “I’m so ashamed.
Yesterday, of all days, to have talked
like that—"

For a jubilant moment Carla thought,
“He is going to stay—we’re going to
stay at Mallow Hill.”

But he only said, “Won't you be
happy, Carla? You’ll make a home in
Pawling. After a while you’ll forget all
this—"

She thought, “I am yours; I love you,
and I will do my best for you, but I shall
never forget.”

“If it’s your mother you're concerned
over,” Ken said, “we could have her
live with us.”

Carla thought gratefully, “He is so
good. No man wanted a mother-in-law
in his house, yet Ken had made the offer,
and he had meant it.”

“No,” shesaid, “no, darling. Mother’s
got Mallow Hill. It’s a part of all of us
who've lived here. And, anyway, Mother
and I have never been very close. Just
two awfully different people. That
wouldn’t be a solution.”

“Your mother is a remarkable
woman,” Ken said then.

SHE would have thought he was being
ironic, if irony had been in him, but it
was not, and she replied,  Remarkable?
Sweet, yes. And kind, of course. But
hardly remarkable.”

She had spoken the small disparage-
ment with fondness, yet Ken looked
curiously disapproving. “The sweetness
and kindness are just what I find re-
markable.”

“Well, I'm glad,” Carla said vaguely,
not understanding his persistence. And
she thought how odd it was that Ken
should like her mother, when she had
been the ome—although Ken did not



She thought, “1 am yours; I love you, but I shall never forget”

know it—who had been reluctant about
the marriage, heaven only knew why.
Doris Mallow was a reticent person, and
Carla hadn’t been able to get at any rea-
son other than a vague, *“Why hurry it
so, why not wait a little?”’—which was
no reason at all. . . .

By midmorning they were packed and
ready. Doris was downstairs to see them
off, her face quiet above the gray woolen
collar.

Apparently, then, she didn’t intend to
continue in mourning. Of course, Carla
thought, raving and ranting were no
proof of anything, yet somehow she felt
that Doris was not as much affected by
Vin’s death as she was, herself. Some
people’s nerve ends were more immune
to stimuli, that was all.

“I"d put the top down if T were you,”
Doris said cheerfully. “There won't be
much more sun like this till spring.”

They kissed, quite calmly, and Ken
admonished, *‘Now, get some rest, and
when you feel like it, come visit us.”

He started the car; they rolled down
the drive, past the startle-white of asters
against green, past the dark, fern-rimmed
pool and the rabbit hutch. * There were
fat, gray rabbits here when I was a little
girl. I fed them spinach,” Carla said.

She sat back quietly; the car went
through the great gates and onto the

highway. Mallow Hill was gone. They
passed Douglas’s stone cottage, the club,
where she’d had her first party, her first
angelic French dress. Patsy’s Clam Bar,
where she went after the movies. All her
young life . . . .

**Sleepy?”” Ken asked.

“A little.”

“Put your head on my shoulder, then.”

Carla obeyed. But she wasnotsleepy;
her memory was wide awake. So many
things to remember, now when she was
saying good-by to everything. All the
good days at Mallow Hill, birthdays, the
sailboat, week ends home from boarding
school. And bad days, too.

THE time she had come close to dying.
She thought of that. Of Mother and
Douglas speeding her to New York in
the middle of the night. It had been a
holiday and the surgeon they wanted had
been away. So they had called Vin by
longdistance and, although he had been
on a very important political week end,
unable to get to her, he’d moved heaven
and earth by telephone. He'd routed the
surgeon from his fishing camp, got spe-
cial nurses, two to a shift, the best suite
in the hospital. Vin knew everyone,
could do anything.

Then Mother and Uncle Douglas had
sat there for three whole days, Mother

not leaving to sleep until the doctor
commanded her. But no one had been
able torouseCarlaeven to a smile. Until
Vin had come.

That was the fourth day, and life had
come rushing back with him. He’d car-
ried orchids, an incredible basket of
them, so that the nurses on the floor had
come to marvel, and real-lace bed jack-
ets, perfume. All with that lavishness,
that joy.

Old, forgotten things. The first beart-
break, so childish now, so tragic then.
She had been fifteen and a boy she had
been crazy about had taken her to a
dance. But he had left her there for
another girl, and Carla had gone home
alone in a taxi at one in the morning.

All the rest of the night her mother,
who had heard her come in, had sat in
the room while Carla wept, uncomforted.
Doris never knew what to say. She’d
brought cocoa and a sandwich, had hung
the pathetic party dress away, and sat
again quietly until Carla had fallen asleep.

But when Vin heard about it in the
morning he had only laughed, and Carla,
feeling somewhat better after her rest,
had laughed with him.

*“Tell me, do any of your friends have
fur coats?”’ he had asked, and when she
had answered that they were too young,
he'd said, (Continued on page 115)
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1875-1900: Cold

1900-192S: Warm

1925-1950: Hot

1950-1975: Cool

How the author sees feminine fashions changing through the weather cycle of a century. . .

NY of us have been frightened

by the trend-of the world-in re-
cent decades. Civilization has seemed to
be sick. All around the globe people have
been so obsessed with “‘security’ and so
listless about their independence that
they have allowed themselves to fall into
the grip of dictators.

Our music has become shrill, our art
crazy, and our morals decadent. It has
been a neurotic age high-lighted by de-
pressions, dictators, and droughts..

Many people are asking, ‘ What is the
world coming to?” Science now has
some answers to that question. In the
past 20 years we have discovered and
perfected a method for peering into the
future. This is based, not on crystal gaz-
ing, but rather on the forecasts made by
astronomers and meteorologists of basic
shif'ts that are scheduled to take place in
the world's climate. We now believe we
know what patterns of human behavior
tend to go with any given climatic con-
dition.

What we see in the future—on the
basis of projected weather trends—is a
world utterly different from that you
have known during the past quarter-
century. We are entering a period in his-
tory where the Rugged Individual will
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the styles of the gay nineties, he says
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WHETHER
OR NOT

Since the war, rapid strides
have been made in the science
of long-range weather fore-
casting. The Smithsonian Insti-
tution in Washington, D.C.,
has had surprising results in
predicting weather conditions
as far ahead as a year, and
commercial weather services
have been supplying advance
seasonal information to farm-
ers and businessmen.

For 20 years Dr. Wheeler
has studied the weather and its
influence on human behavior,
and is widely consulted by
commercial weather services.
Only time can tell how many of
his prophecies will come true.
But whether or not you believe
them, you'll be fascinated by
his picture of your future.

The Editor

again come into his glory. There will
soon be a.great democraticrevival. Peo-
ple everywhere in the coming decades
will be cherishing their freedom above
security. Dictators—including those in
the Kremlin—are in for a very rough
time.

We are coming into a period of old-
fashioned prosperity, old-fashioned ways
of living, strict, old-fashioned virtues.
Also, we're coming into a lot of old-fash-
ioned winters. The long-range weather
forecast now is ‘“‘cool and wet” followed
by “cold and dry.” These are just a few
of the exciting things in store for us be-
cause of the great shift that is now
starting to take place in the world’s
weather conditions.

The world’s weather shapes our des-
tiny, and our day-to-day behavior, in
ways we never suspect.

Cool weather makes us more energetic,
while prolonged hot weather drains our
energy, makes us lethargic and irritable.
Scientists have found that people in cool
climates tend to be more vigorous, more
persistent, more democratic, more alert,
more resistant to oppression, and more
ruggedly individualistic than people in
uncomfortably warm climates. On the
other hand, people living in hot climates



rilly

tend to be more quarrelsome, more sus-
ceptible to despots, more inclined to
sensual pleasures, more cruel, more given
to acts of impulse.

Peopleliving at theextremes of climate
—either hot or cold—are bound to be
primitive and backward—at least, until
air conditioning reaches the tropics and
subarctic.

Coolness is not the only requirement
for high human vitality. It's also impor-
tant that the weather be fairly wet,
stormy, and changeable throughout the
year. Most of the U.S. qualifies on all
these counts, which is one reason why
Americans are known throughout the
world as “go-getters.”

Mosr of us don't realize it, but in
America and elsewhere our climate
undergoes profound changes. Sixty years
ago, when it was much colder in Amer-
ica, Lake Mendota in Wisconsin regu-
larly froze solid with ice five months of
the year. In recent decades the ice has
sometimes remained only two months.

The amount of rainfall in many areas
also fluctuates tremendously. Twenty-
four centuries ago the inland Caspian
Sea was believed to be 265 feer higher
than it is today. That was about the time

A weather prophet tells your fortune for the next

50 years. He foresees Grandpa and Grandma coming

into their own—with plenty of old-fashioned winters,

straight-laced bodices and virtues, ornate

homes, fancy ncedlework, and sporty beards

by traymond H Wheelor 2440
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of the Golden Age in Greece. Then, dur-
ing the terrible droughts that came to a
climax in the fifth century A.D., the level
dropped to 45 feet less than it is today.
These droughts caused hordes of Asiatic
peoples to sweep toward Europe. To
ward off such migrating hordes a fort
was built at theedge of the Caspian. To-
day that fort is 18 miles from the shore!

Our climate not only undergoes
changes, especially in the temperate zone,
but does so at fairly regular rhythms.
These rhythms are due in part to the
known cycle in sunspot activity. When
tides in the sun’s gaseous surface bring
electrical disturbances to a peak on an
average of every 11.2 years, we have
cool, cloudy weather.

Astronomers may have found an even
more basic long-range cause of climatic
cycles in the changes in the earth’s orbit
around the sun. When the earth follows
a fairly circular orbit, it is close to the
sun all year round and enjoys a very
warm climate. When, however, the earth
gradually moves into an oval orbit, it is
far away from the sun much of the year.
Winters become longer. At the extremes,
we go into ice ages.

Weather doesn’t just happen. As the
earth spins through space, air tides ripple
across the earth’s surface. We believe
that these north and south air tides are
produced by variation in the gravita-
tional pull of the moon in much the same
way that tides and currents are produced
in our oceans. And just as the U.S. Navy
works out tables charting the ocean's
tides and currents for a year in advance,
our astronomers are now calculating the
world’s weather a year in advance.

The tides coming from the north carry
cold, dry air, and those from the south
carry warm, moist air. By charting where
the two air masses will collide each day,
meteorologists can forecast where wind-
storms will occur. And as these warm,
moist air fronts from the south are
chilled by mixing with the cold air from
the north, their moisture condenses. We
get rain.

Twenty years ago, while I was direct-

ing the Psychology Department at the
University of Kansas, I became puzzled
by evidence of recurring waves in human
behavior. People all through recorded
history seemed to behave startlingly dif-
ferent during the first part of a 100-year
period than they did during the latter
part. During the first part of this 100-
year cycle there was a great burst of
energy, and people tended to think in
terms of wholes. They worked out uni-
versal laws and tried to build universal
empires under strong, firm-handed lead-
ers. During the latter half of the cycle
empires tended to crumble, and tyrants
were overthrown as people stopped put-
ting the state above the individual.

In this latter phase the emphasis in
thought was on the individual parts of the
whole. Here the great blows for human
freedom and individual rights were in-
variably struck. Any wars were usually
rebellions or civil (nation-crumbling)
wars.

I couLp draw curves charting my
strange cycle in human behavior. But for
the life of me I could not explain why this
rhythm in human affairs existed.

My big clue came accidentally. At a
scientific meeting one night I related my
problem. A zoologist on the Kansas
faculty asked me if 1 had heard a guest
lecture given at the university a few
weeks before by Dr. Andrew E. Doug-
lass of the University of Arizona. I con-
fessed 1 had not. Douglass, 1 was told,
had been charting the ups and downs of
climate for the past 3.000 years by meas-
uring the ring growth of giant old Cali-
fornia sequoia trees over 30 centuries old.

1 was told that Douglass had discov-
ered a long-range climate cycle which
seemed to have much in common with
my cycle in human behavior. I hastened
to investigate Dr. Douglass's tree-ring
curves. Point for point in history, the
similarity of great spurts of growth in
tree rings and great spurts of growth in
nation building was astonishing.

We seemed to be on the brink of a
fundamental (Conrinued on page 74)
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S HE sat on the bandstand, waiting

to sing her next number, smiling
graciously as the dancers came by or as
they swayed rhythmically in front of her
without moving from the spot. Mostly it
was the younger crowd who did that, the
college kids who lost each other momen-
tarily to stand in fascination watching
the leader and his glamorous entourage
—Tony Davis, his orchestra, his trio,
and lovely Julie Drew.

A little more than an hour, she re-
flected, and it would be all over. The end
of a dream. She glanced at a table on the
terrace. The Crystal Room of the Mer-
rick House was jammed as usual, but she
was able to pick him out immediately.
He looked up at almost the same instant
and waved gaily.

If it was telepathy, she thought, it cer-
tainly made sense. Herb was going to
take her home in the moming. He had
driven 300 miles to New York to take
her back to Clairville, and that would be
the end of it. And the beginning.

The band went into a novelty tune and
Julie stepped to the mike. She gave it a
lot of bounce, and they loved it. Looking
around, she tried to catalogue the sights
and sounds in a way that would leave
them filed securely in some special recess
of her mind. Not to be heard and seen
again, but not to be forgotten, either. ...

The two years flooded back rapidly.
A vacation trip to New York and a con-
tact through a friend of her uncle’s had
gotten her an audition with Tony Davis.

She’d admitted to him, laughingly,
that she’d sung only at high-school
dances or beach parties for the gang, and
he’d probably chase her back to Clair-
ville on the first train. But he was a
pretty good sport and told her to go
ahead, sing a couple of numbers.

Next thing she knew, Julie Drew was
Tony Davis’s new vocalist, and the pur-
ple dreams began rising out of nowhere.
Julie Drew was on her own special
dreamboat to excitement and glamour
and famous places—New York, Miami,
Chicago, Hollywood. Julie Drew on
radio and Julie Drew on records. Maybe
even the movies.

She remembered Herb's bewildered
expression when she'd broken the news
to him. Herb was a successful young law-
yer witha future. ““It’smy big chance, dar-
ling,” she’d pleaded. “I just can’t turn
it down. 1 think it would sort of haunt
us if I did, as though we’d both been
responsible for my having missed some-
thing. Know what I mean, darling?”
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He'd known. He was too sweet and
honest not to have known. He'd put up
an argument, of course, but finally he
nodded and said, ‘‘Okay. Take a whack
at it,'a good whack at it.” And then,
simply and with no dramatics, he'd told
her how it ought to be.

“Let’s understand this thing thor-
oughly, however. 1 love you. You know
how much. And I'm willing to sit here
in little old Clairville while you try it
out.” Then he'd held up two fingers
soberly. “But we'll set a limit. Two years.
Two years, and you'll be the judge. If
you think you’'ve hit the top by then, or
if the top is only one rung away—"
He'd paused, then said quietly, “Well,
that'll be that, Julie, because I don’t
think we ought to get involved in one of
those conflicting career things.”

Then there'd been his warning: “No
false illusions, though, Julie. I know
Tony Davis is pretty good. He's got a
fair enough name and reputation, but
he’s no Dorsey, no Lombardo or Cugat.
Maybe he'll be your rainbow trail, and
maybe he won't. It isn't always the
talent, Julie. It's the breaks and the way
things can be set up for you.™

She'd given it everything she had, but
Herb had been right. Tony Davis was
good but not sensational. And there'd
been no rainbow trail. Just some pretty
good hotel and night-club engagements,
a few hit recordings. and their share of
the theater dates, college proms, and
one-night stands. It had still left her a
few rungs short of the top. . . .

She adjusted the mike and sang an old
favorite, Begin the Beguine. Over the
dancers’ heads she saw Barney Raymond,
the hotel's general manager, having a
drink with a friend. They were seated
a few tables closer than Herb. A good
egg. Barney. Always treated a band
swell. She’d miss him and a lot of
other nice people in the business.

Always before, it had been something
remote and detached, something that
couldhappen, of course, and yet couldn’t.
Not really. But now that it was over, the
final minutes at hand, she began for the

first time to experience the faint flutter-
ing of mixed feelings. She fought it
quickly. There must be no such mixture.
Herb had given her the chance she
wanted. He'd been more- than fair.

She searched him out again, found the
dark features, the nice line of nose and
chin. She heard of the things people had
said when she’d left : that she was luckier
than any girl had a right to be; Herb
Baker was a fool to wait two years; she
didn’t deserve him.

There'd been other things which, for-
tunately, she'd been able to shrug off.
Things which Herb deliberately kept his
ears closed to. Things that had to do
with girls who went off to sing with
dance bands. Talk. Clairville kind of
talk. . . .

SHE stood up with the trio and carried
the melody on a number from a new
Broadway musical. Herb grinned and
held up a thumb and forefinger, circled.

And then for a second she had an odd
thought which had never occurred to her
before. What if he regarded her, actually,
as a failure? Would it make a difference?
For an instant she felt a small twinge of
alarm, but it came and went in a flash,
dissolved by the single familiar gesture
with his thumb and forefinger.

She needed no further proof. She'd
had her two years, but she'd never have
to consider herself a failure in his eyes.
He loved hcr, and that was enough.

The whole thing was clear now,
stripped of any shadowy doubts. Going
back with Herb was not just a substitute,
a second-choice letdown. It was what she
wanted. It was the thing that counted
most in her whole life. This was the
top rung and she'd almost failed to
grasp it.

The happiness suddenly drenched her
completely. clingingly, like the dew on
the lilacs back home and just as fragrant.
She was lucky. Maybe she didn’t deserve
Herb Baker. Not because of any com-
parisons made in Clairville, but, the
way she felt about him right then, few
girls could deserve him.
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For Julie, there was no one else in the
room when she sang. Just Herb Baker

“I'm the luckiest girl alive,” she told
herself happily. . . .

After that, every number had a special
lilt to it. Every phrase of every ballad
seemed fresher, more meaningful. The
young people smiled up at her, and if
they thought her starry eyes were smil-
ing back at them they were wrong. The
line of focus was beyond them.

Once she noticed Barney Raymond
and his friend. Barney raised his glass
to her and blew a kiss.

Julie didn’t think that final hour
would pass soon enough. “It won’t be
hard going back to Clairville,” she
thought. “Not with Herb. And I'll de-
serve him. . . . I'll show them I deserve
him.”

Tony Davis had told her she could
select her own final number. She made
it The Man I Love. For her, there was no
one else in the room when she sang. Just
Herb Baker. When she finished she
stepped off the bandstand and began to
weave her way across the crowded floor.

Barney Raymond reached out a hand
and made her sit down. “Julie, you were
terrific out there. Meet Al Miller. I told
him you were signing off for good to-
night but he wanted to talk to you
anyway. He's Denny Tyler’s manager.”

Denny Tyler . . .

Al Miller was smiling. “ Denny needs
a new vocalist,” he began, “and if you're
willing to listen, our search is probably
over. I think you've got what we need
and we'll give you two-fifty a week for
it and a build-up that’ll knock 'em dead.
When can Denny hear you?”

Denny Tyler . . . Toprung . . .

Julie Drew stared at him. Two-fifty a
week and a build-up that'll knock . . .

‘““Someone as young and lovely and
talented as you,” Miller was saying,
“would be crazy to retire.” He smiled.
“Why, you're just beginning to sing.”

SHE felt almost incapable of reply.
Over Barney's shoulder she saw Herb.
He was looking at her, his face glowing
with delight and a bubbly sort of impa-
tience, as though he could hardly wait
until she broke away and came over to
him,

Shereleased her pent-up breath. Slowly
she shook her head. “ You're very sweet,
but I don't think so. I honestly don’t
think I've got the voice for Denny
Tyler—"

“Ridiculous,” Millersnorted. “‘Icaught
your act last night and you were fine.
Tonight you were terrific.”

Her eyes lifted briefly over Barney’s

“shoulder. She smiled. *“Last night,” she

said, *I was weighing a decision. To-
night I was sure of it. Tonight I was
singing to the man I love.”

She got up then and left. Herb was
standing, waiting. She held out her hands
for him to take, and the music in her
heart was a perfect obbligato to what
she had sung.
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The author (second from
left) answers questions of
retreatants at an Episcopal
retreat for men on Long
Island, N.Y. Father Arnold
Ross (lef1) assists Father
Hampshire at the retreat

“The world has never seen anything like the present spontaneous

desire on the part of so many men and women to seek spiritual renewal in religious

retreats”. . . A firsthand account of an amazing new way to faith

and peace of mind in these harried times

N a Friday afternoon not long

ago, a group of 20 prominent
business executives boarded a train in
New York for an unusual destination.
They were not bound for a golf tourna-
ment, a fishing trip, or even a business
conference. As one of them put it, they
were off to spend *“a quiet week end with
God.”

Their journey took the businessmen
to a sequestered farmhouse in hill coun-
try 50 miles from New York. There,
from Friday night until Monday morn-
ing, they sought spiritual re-creation
through silent meditation, prayer, and
other religious exercises. They read no
newspapers, listened to no radios, played
no golf or bridge, drank no cocktails.
But not one of them was bored. When
they returned to the city on Monday,
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each man felt he had undergone a highly
refreshing and revitalizing experience.

These business executives comprised
only one of hundreds of groups of men,
and women, who are seeking new strength
for facing life’s problems by making re-
ligious retreats. Until only a few years
ago the term was not even understood by
many laymen, but today group religious
retreats are being held in every state of
the Union under the auspices of many
different denominations.

Roman Catholics, Episcopalians,
Quakers, Presbyterians, and Lutherans

are most active in the movement, but
clergymen and laymen of many other
religious groups are taking up the idea,
and retreats are increasing by leaps and
bounds. Nobody knows just how many
retreatants there are in the United States,
but in all probability not fewer than
200,000 Americans now retire into mo-
nastic silence, prayer, and meditation for
at least two days a year.

This is astonishing to many people,
because the movement has developed al-
most spontaneously. There has been very
little publicity about retreats and no



widely organized endeavor to get lay folk
to attend them. The harried, feverish,
insecure world in which we live has
simply caused more and more people to
observe Christ’s council, ““Come ye apart
and rest a while with me.” They have
spread the story of their experiences by
word of mouth and, like most of the
great religious movements of the past,
the retreat movement has come in “on
dove’s feet.”

A businessman whom I will call John
Davis is one of these voluntary mission-
aries of retreatism. The spiritual experi-
ences he had during one week end with
God changed his whole attitude toward
life, and he never tires of telling other
people about it. No two persons are ever
affected in exactly the same way by mak-
ing aretreat, but John Davis’s experience
may be regarded as more or less typical.
So, to see what happens to people at
retreats, let us look at this one man's
case for a moment.

A man in his middle thirties, Mr.
Davis had lost much of the fresh and
zestful feeling he had once had for life,
He worked hard, but having achieved a
comfortable income, he felt that his work
held little real interest for him and he was

A week-end retreatant studies a reli-
gious book in his assigned austere bed-
room, furnished only with a bed, prayer
desk, and dresser

bored with the smart social crowd in
which he moved. He felt he was drinking
a bit more than was good for him for no
sound reason, and sometimes life struck
him as a tiresome merry-go-round—a
meaningless repetition of work and worry
and pleasure-seeking, money-making,
and money-spending.

While he had been devout as a boy, he
had not attended church regularly for
years, and he was a bit amused when a
friend first suggested a retreat for him.
“I'm no Holy Joe,” he said. After a psy-
chiatrist failed to improve his outlook
on life, however, he decided to try a
retreat. He doubted thatit would do any-
thing for him, but he had a free week end
and felt he had nothing to lose.

JOHN Davis arrived on Friday evening
at an attractive Episcopal retreat house
tucked away in a wooded countryside.
The establishment consisted of a dormi-
tory, a refectory, and a small chapel sur-

rounded by beautiful grounds. He was .

welcomed by the priest who was to serve
as retreat conductor, introduced to 15
other men who also were making the
retreat, and assigned to an austere little
bedroom furnished with a bed, prayer
desk, and dresser.

Silence started at supper that first
night. The retreatants ate together, with-
out speaking, at one large table, while
the conductor read aloud from a reli-
gious book and explained the procedure
of the retreat to them. They should all
try to get a good night’s rest, he said,
because they would have to work during
the next two days, and work very hard,
if they were to get the most out of their
week-end spiritual exercises.

After the meal, evening prayers were
said and the retreatants moved into the
chapel, lighted only by the candles at
thealtar, where Compline—the monastic
service for those seeking slumber—was
held. John Davis had not attended
Compline since boyhood and the old
Compline hymn awakened memories in

To Thee, before the close of day,
Creator of the world we pray
That with thy wonted favor, Thou
Wouldst be our guard and keeper now.
When he retired to his cell-like bed-
room John felt different than he had felt
in a long time. Perhaps it was that nos-
talgic hymn, or thecandle-lighted chapel,
or the silence, but the high-tempo world
in which he lived seemed very far away.
He knelt at the prayer desk and tried to
pray, but he hadn’t prayed for so many
years that he felt self-conscious, and gave
it up as a bad job. For a long time he lay
awake wondering if it was possible for
anyone as worldly and self-sufficient as
himself to regain the simple religious
faith he had once had.
After Holy Communion and breakfast

the next moming, the real work of the
retreat began—that of silent meditations.
The conductor provided the fodder for
these meditations. First of all, he told
the retreatants, they must concentrate
on purging themselves of sin and world-
liness. In other words, they must kill
their old selfish selves. They might find
it helpful if they would reflect deeply on
a single affirmative idea: “The old man
must die.”

John followed this suggestion. ‘‘ The
old man must die,” he said over and
over again to himself. “The old man
must die.”

It was hard work which required in-
tense concentration. Time and again his
thoughts would wander and he would
have to force his mind back to contem-
plation of that one idea. Before an hour
had passed, perspiration was rolling
down his face but his earnest efforts
brought results. After a while he found
he was able to pray.

“Let the old man die,” he asked God
with deep sincerity. ‘‘ Please, God, let the
old man die.”

By midaTternoon a change started tak-
ing place in John. Kneelingin the chapel,
he felt that God was listening to his
prayers and was willing to let the old
man inside of him die if he would con-
fess his sins and make atonement for
them. He sought out the priest-conduc-
tor, made confession, and received ab-
solution. During this sacrament he did
not feel that the priest was speaking at
all, but that God was speaking through
him, and when it was over he knew that
a great burden had been lifted from his
soul.

Amk that, John was hardly aware of
his physical surroundings. He did not
see the other retreatants. He was un-
aware of the food he ate. Although he
wasan inveterate smoker, he did not even
want tobacco. He only knew that the old
man within him was dead and now it
was possible for him to take the next two
steps which the retreat conductor pre-
scribed for him : First, he must let God’s
healing light flow into his purged soul.
Secondly, he must strive to make himself
one with God.

During all the next day, John concen-
trated on meditations which have been
used for centuries to achieve these re-
sults. Repetitive reflection upon the
words of St. Paul, I live, yet not I, but
Christ liveth in me,” helped him won-
derfully during this stage of his retreat,
and eventually he was able to attain the
extremely high form of contemplation
practiced by St. Francis of Assisi.

Kneeling before the Blessed Sacra-
ment, he said slowly over and over again
to himself, “ My Lord and my God.” In
those five words he found a degree
of peace and (Continued on page 93)
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Mike had one dream; Carol had another.

Unfortunately, they both collided

AROL MARCH opened the door
P8 to his office, closed it Behind her,
crossed the rug, and stopped in front of
his desk, and suddenly Mike McKay had
a crazy illusion that he wasn’t in his of-
fice at all. He was in a nice Georgian
house somewhere in Jersey or Long
Island or maybe Westchester. On his feet
were a pair of comfortable slippers and
his teeth were clamped lovingly on his
favorite pipe. At that particular point he
didn’t even own a pipe, but there it was
in the daydream, life-size ; from another
room at the back of the house came the
high-pitched but manly voices of his sons.

She had that effect on him.

He had noticed the phenomenon first
when she came to be interviewed six
months ago in response to a call for a
secretary. It had, in turn, puzzled, in-
trigued, and finally fascinated him. He
figured at last that it was responsible for
his hiring her without discovering the ex-
tent of her typing ability, if any. For a
few days he wondered uneasily whether
he might be losing his mind, and then,
with the discovery that she was capably
efficient, he began to relax and enjoy the
strange effect she had on him.

“There's a man outside to see you,”
she said. * Harry Smith sent him over.”

Mike McKay was still in the Georgian
house. “ How do you like steak?”

Carol March bliaked. “Just fine,
thanks.”

“You don’t understand. If you had
your choice of steak cooked any way at
all, how would you choose it?”

“Oh!” She pondered that for a min-
ute. “Cut three inches thick. Broiled
over charcoal. Black outside. Raw in.”

Mike beamed at her. This was an in-
credible girl. For six months every an-
swer had been one he’d have made
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himself, if anybody had asked him those
particular questions. He found himself
pondering heavily on Fate. Clearly, it
was something profound which had
brought her into his life. In the whole six
months she had given the wrong answer
only once, but she apparently suffered a
small stubborn streak, because Mike
hadn't been able to change the answer,
even with all the most irrefutable logic
marshaled on his side.

For the twentieth time he reworded
the question craftily : *Every girl wants
to get married some day, doesn’t she?”

“Are you conducting a poll?”

“Answer my question,” he barked.

“I don’t know every girl,” she said,
grinning at him. “I know Carol March,
though, and March isn't going to marry
anybody until she's proved that she can
lick a career.” :

Mike dusted himself off and tried an-
other tack: “ You're the best secretary
I've ever had. You’ve proved your point
admirably. When do I pick up the li-
cense?”

Her eyes flashed scom. * I'm talk-

ing about a real career. Some day I'm
going to be one of the best-known pub-
licity experts in the business.”

‘“You make it sound hard,” Mike told
her. ““It doesn’t take brains.”

The dark eyes softened. “ You've got
brains, Mike. You've got everything.”

“I've gotall thestufftheads warn you
against.”

“You're my choice,” she said, “but
I've got to see what I can do before I
settle down to theslow death of dustpans
and diapers.”

“You call this (Continued on page 95)




Ricardo bowed and blew kisses

from the tips of his fingers to
the hysterical crowd
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The South Pacific area, where the author encoun-
tered grotesque beasts in the sea

AM a prospector in the world’s

biggest unexplored wilderness—
the Pacific Ocean. The riches under this
vast sea have barely been touched.

Today, with the world population
mounting by millions, the pressing need
is for protein food. There is no better
source of this food than fish. Yet we have
only begun to harvest the ocean crops.
In the endless stretches of the tropical
Pacific there is more protein food in tuna
alone than all the gresslands of the
United States can provide in the form of
beef. Here in the ocean depths is a cash
crop of tremendoussize just awaiting the
harvest.

Here, too, are some of the strangest
creatures ever imagined. And here,
among grotesque beasts of the undersea
jungles, an explorer may encounter ad-
ventures as exciting and as dangerous as
any on earth.

Since early in the war my job has been
to explore this wilderness for the United
States Government in search of new
sources of food. Here I shall tell you
about some of the queer things I have
seen, and of the adventures I have had.

All my life I have been a fisherman,
and so was my father before me. I not
only love to fish for the fun of it, but I
have made a living out of fishing.

I liked it so well that when it was time *

to go to college I enrolled in the School
of Fisheries at the University of Wash-
ington and became a trained ichthyolo-
gist. For ten years after that I worked
professionally in the fisheries up and
down the Pacific Coast.

Early in the Pacific war, the Govern-
ment decided to send a fisheries expert
out to the wars to set up small fisheries
at the forward bases in the Pacific, so
that the boys could have something fresh
to eat, along with their canned and dehy-
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Fishing dangerous? Nonsense, said this scientist

and lifelong fisherman, as he set out to explore new

food sources in the undersea jungles of the

Pacific . . . Here’s what he caught—adventures

as exciting and hazardous as any on earth

by Wilbert McLeod Chapman

U.S. FISHERIES EXPERT AND SPECIAL ASSISTANT TO THE UNDER SECRETARY OF STATE

drated rations. I was chosen for the job.

As a result I spent more than a year *
roaming from base to base setting up
fisheries—Midway, Palmyra, Canton,
Johnston, the Fijis, New Caledonia, New
Hebrides, the Solomons, and so on. The
things that happened to the Fishery Mis-
sion would not, in a righteous world, be
permitted 'to happen to a dog—but we
did find fish and discover how to catch
them. We stumbled upon a veritable
El Dorado in the South Seas.

ALONG the way we found other things.
As a scientist I started out thoroughly
skeptical of the thrilling stories about
sharks, eels, man-eating clams, poison-
ous snakes and fish that were supposed
to live in the South Seas. I returned with
some of my best theories turned topsy-
turvy.

In the Solomons, for example, we
worked from a 75-foot fishing vessel that
was home for us ten—five whites from
stateside and five Solomon Islanders
fresh out of the bush. One evening we
came to a cove on the south shore of
Kulambangra. After the ship was an-
chored and secured there was still a little
daylight left. I rowed over to the reef,
went into the water with goggles over

my eyes to collect fish, and thoroughly
enjoyed the respite from the hot day’s
work. My black native guardian stood
by nervously in the skiff, complaining
bitterly to me that I should come out of
the water, because crocodiles came there
in the dusk to feed.

“Nuts!” I told him. “ Crocodiles stay
up creeks in fresh water. You never find
them in the pure salt water near the
coral.”

I was thoroughly disgusted by his
nervous chattering, and it was not until
thelast light was gone that I finally came
out of the water and went back to the
ship with him. While we were eating
evening chow the natives called us up on
deck. There in the dark along the reef
where I had been swimming a few min-
utes before were the twin red eyes of a
croc. We shot it and brought it aboard.
It was eight feet long.

The still twitching beast stood on deck
and would not die. He roared and he
grunted. He snapped his great jaws to-
gether and his teeth snicked like casta-
nets. Every time he did this my knees
quivered at the thought of how easily
he could have torn the legs off me in the
water. To this day the sight of a big
crocodile sends chills down my spine.



From this time on I began to pay some
heed to my natives.

The wide, bare, outer reef that forms
Marovo Lagoon near Segi on New
Georgia Island was our fishing ground
for a time. One day my partner, Harlan
Cheyne, and I were swimming along its
outer face scouting underwater for fish.
We had on our goggles, and in the trans-
parent water that bathed the kaleido-
scopic coral we could see nearly as well
as in the air above.

We would swim along until our air
gave out, surface for quick breaths, then
go under again for another search along
the bottom. When we spotted a school
of fish we would call to the natives, and =
they would come with the nets to sur- 2
round them. To a man from northern
seas it sounds like a peculiar way to catch Moray eel: “Lurking in coral reefs, moray ecls are Iy harmless.” So
fish in commercial quantities, but it thought the author until a moray nearly tore off the arm o} a friend
worked, and that is all that a fisherman
asks of a way of fishing.

As I crawled along the bottom, going
from handhold to handhold so that I
didn’t have to fight my buoyancy to keep
down, my shoulder bumped against a
coral head. It snapped shut with a thud
that was clearly heard under the water.
It startled me. This was the first time that
a coral head had ever tried to bite back!
I surfaced at once, called to Cheyne, and,
when my nerves had settled down, we
went under again to see what this was.

It was not a coral head at all, but a
clam!

It didn't make scnse. Anybody from
northern seas instinctively knows that it
is not possible for a clam to do any
damage to a man. A clam is something
you dig with a shovel and throw into the
chowder pot by the dozen.

Nl-:venmsuass. this was a clam. A clam
3 feet long and 2 feet high, and it must Giant clam: J1t could easily snap off the arm of this litrle boy or the leg of a
have weighed more than 200 pounds. It grownup. These clams average 3 feet long, weigh hundreds of pounds

was firmly cemented to the coral, and
although both of us pushed against it as
hard as we could to roll it over, it was
as immovable as the rock under it.

When we left it alone for a few min-
utes it opened again. The opening was a
full 8 inches wide. The edges of the shell
along the opening were corrugated, like
the jaws of a Stillson wrench. When the
beast was open and relaxed you could
look down the open siphon, which was
a hole larger than your fist could fill, and
see the internal workings of the thing.

Cautiously we pushed a big stick of
coral, half as thick as your wrist, down
the siphon. At the first touch the animal
smashed shut its shells and crushed the
heavy stick of coral to bits as easily as if
it were a straw.

In the immediate area where we were
swimming we counted 11 of these giant
clams, some larger than the first one,
some a little smaller. When you knew

what you were looking for, the bright PHOTOSRAPHED AT THE AMERICAR NUSEUM OF NATUAAL NISTORY
blue and purple mantles were plain as Hammerbead shark: The author had one of these man-eating undersea beasts,
could be; but (Continued on page 113) measuring 25 feet long, bite a 60-pound tunafish right o his lire



and a reminder. Here is a dramatic story of a

model bride whose greatest failure had been as a wife

V) i

ILLUSTRATIONS BY TOM LOVELL

alHARON printed her narne neatly

b as she wished it to appear on the
program—Sharon Evelyn Mackie. Then
she accepted the cigarette one of the girls
offered her and tried to hide her inner
panic behind its drifting smoke.

‘I don’t belong here,” she thought
miserably. **I should never have told
Jim I'd been asked.” She was paying a
heavy penalty for that moment of pride.
She should have known from the begin-
ning that Jim would insist on her accept-
ing the committee’s invitation.

**How can you possibly expect to
meet people and make new friends if you
run away and hide when you're asked to
do something?”’ he had pointed out sen-
sibly to her.

She had met his argument with a help-
less silence, unable to blurt out the dis-
quieting fears which cast their perpetual
shadows on her heart.

“You ought to be glad you have the
figure for modeling,” he reminded her.

She smiled faintly at that. Once, a long
time ago, she had felt the usual purely
feminine exultation in the slim, clean
lines of her body, but now the small tri-
umph had.changed to a numb indiffer-
ence.

She thought, * Yes, it's a nice enough
figure and the committee knows by
measurements that it will fit into some
of the Paris originals no one else can
wear. But does that matter. essentially?
Am | any more good to Jim than [ was
before?”

“Very well, if you like,” she had
agreed quietly.
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To Sharon the glamorous wedding dress was a reproach

She remembered his half -puzzied, half -
gratified look. She was glad he would
still be away the afternoon of the show-
ing. If she were congealed by fear, if she
stumbled on the runway, at least Jim
wouldn’t see her.

*“You'd better all try on the bride's
dress,” said Miss Edwina Tiernan briskly,
““so we can see who looks best in it.
There’s not much time left, you know.”

Sharon knew very well. The sands
were slipping inexorably away.

She glanced at the others and envied
their composure. Not one of them had
shown nervousness or faltered a step
during the afternoon’s practicing to
music. She conceded it ought to be sim-
ple enough, the mere act of walking to a
rhythmic tune.

“Don’t forget to relax your knees,
Sharon,” Miss Tiernan had reminded
her. “Wedon't want to seem stiff-legged.”

We! Sharon was the only one whose
knees wouldn’t relax. Nor was that sur-
prising, in view of who the other three
models were. Terry Preston’s looks were
familiar to anyone who had glanced
through American magazines in recent
years. She was having a battle with her
weight, but her face hadn’t lost one whit
of its smooth, professional prettiness.
And Terry knew when to flash her lively
dark eyes, when to part or moisten her
beautifully molded lips. when to smile.

But there was something beyond the
poise of the professional model. “She
looks as though she were loved very
much,” thought Sharon, with an ache of
longing.



ron walked toward the thin young
n as for as the n?uy would let her




Cynthia Moffat was still practicing her
walk up and down the runway, humming
under her breath.

“That’s very good, Cynthia,” ap-
proved Edwina Tiernan. *‘I must say no
one would ever believe you have a baby
four months old.”

““Scales, tape measure, and massage,”
said Cynthialightly.“That's all it takes.”

The other girls smiled. Everyone knew
Cynthia's will power, Cynthia’s perse-
verance, Cynthia’s incredible standards.

When Fergus Moffat took the next step

up the diplomatic ladder, and rumor had
it that it would be soon, he could thank
Cynthia, the perfect wife.

“She has that deadly sureness,”” Sharon
decided impartially. * She'd never miss a
step even if the orchestra skipped a bar
of music.”

The“fourth model had neither Terry
Preston’s luscious prettiness nor Cyn-
thia Moffat's calm certainty, but she
didn’t need any props. She was Dorcas
Llewellyn Forbes, and that was enough
assurance for anyone.

Sharon supposed the knowledge of
possessing that many millions must act
as a buffer between Dorcas and the
rough edges of life.

**She’s here because she wants to be,”
thought Sharon, “and only as long as
it amuses her. She hasn’t a beautiful fig-
ure, actually, but she wears clothes well.”
Why not? Dorcas was used to the best,
and thirty years of dressing superbly left
its mark on a woman.

““Remember that you girls are the
mainstay of the showing,” said Edwina
Tiernan. “ The others will fill in as we
need them, but the committee is depend-
ing on you as our four principal models.
For heaven's sake, don’t go skiing and
break a leg; don’t get colds; and don’t
arrive that afternoon weighing one ounce
more than you do now!”

“How cynical you sound today, Edwy
dear,” said Dorcas Forbes in her deep,

“Nothing’s wrong,” she said. ‘“Except
that you are another woman's husband”

amused voice. “As if you didn’t trust us.”

“As if we’ddare take an extra bite be-
tween now and Thursday,” murmured
Cynthia, shuddering delicately. “We
have to hold our breath already to close
those zippers.”

Terry Preston laughed and said she
was glad the designer who had created
her number had had charitable impulses
toward bosoms and hips.

“That doesn’t mean you can allow
yourself any more leeway, darling,” said’
Edwina crisply.

Terry made a pretty, disrespectful lit-
tle face at her.

“All right, kiddies, into the dressing-
room again and we’ll decide who is go-
ing to play the sweet young bride,” said
Edwina.

“This is where I bow out,” murmured
Dorcas Forbes. “To say nothing of my
checkered past, I'm just not the type. I
never was, even two husbands ago.”

Edwina agreed with her. “I guess it’s
a case of Terry, Cynthia, or Sharon, but
I don’t think Terry canfit into the dress.”




I certainly can't,” Terry admitted.
“Why don't we let Cynthia and Sharon
toss a coin?”

Sharon made a polite negative little
sound in her throat. She felt another
surging of panic at the thought of walk-
ing to the wedding march.

“1 can't,” she said in a smothered
voice as Edwina slipped the dress over
her head.

**You must,” remarked Cynthia Mof-
fat coldly. "It fits you best, and anyway
I don’t want to be the bride. It's silly,
when I have two children and everyone
in Geneva knows it.”

Her attitude made it quite clear, how-
ever, that Sharon was winning by default.

“*Then that's settled,” said Edwina.
“You look sweet, Sharon. There's no
reason to feel shy. Besides, the bride
winds up the fashion show and people
will be getting up to leave. It won't mat-
ter a bit if your veil is twisted or little
Virginia Ayers drops your train. Just
relax, and don't worry.”

‘“‘Please,” began Sharon desperately,
“p _»

‘“Nonsense; you'll be simply lovely.
Don’t bessilly.” Edwina made a note for
the printer: ‘ Bride—Sharon Evelyn
Mackie,” then closed her brief case.

*‘Tea is now in order,” she said, *‘but
g0 easy on the pastry.”

““Yes, Teacher,”” mocked Terry gently.
‘““Aren’t you going to stay and enforce
your regulations?”

Edwina flushed. * Sorry ; I can’t today.
I have to go back to the office for a while.”

“B.J. is such a slave driver,” com-
mented Dorcas Forbes comfortably.
They all knew he couldn’t drive her, she
wasn't that sort of wife. * Well, remem-
ber me to him, Edwy. Tell him to get
home early one of these nights, or he’ll
find I've fled to Cannes or Monte Carlo.”

EDWINA'nodded and hurried off, a
trim, angular figure in her good tweed
suit.

**Shealwaysreminds me of an English-
woman,” remarked Cynthia. “Do any
of you know how old she is?”

**What a horrible topic,” murmured
Terry.

“Of course I know. I asked B.J. once,”
said Dorcas lazily. *‘She’sjust past thirty,
if that tells you anything. The trouble
with Edwy is that she's too conscien-
tious.”

Sharon seldom added her bit to the
comments of the others, but now she
came loyally to Edwina's defense : *‘ She
was the oldest of a big family, you know.
She had a lot of responsibility when she
was very young.”

“Oh, Edwy's a good skate,” Dorcas
said carelessly. **We’d all be lost without
her.”

The four took their usual table in the
almost empty dining-room of the hotel,
and Dorcas beckoned the waiter.

“Tea’s on me today,” she told the

others, “and you can forget what Edwy
said about the pastry.”

Cynthia, with her iron control, looked
away when the alluring platter was
passed. Terry moaned, but took one of
the pastries. Sharon, whose weight al-
ways stayed the same, let Dorcas per-
suade her to take two.

It was the last rehearsal, and except
for their final fittings at the dress house
which was sponsoring the fashion show,
the four models would meet again only
on the afternoon the committee had
selected for the American colony’s bene-
fit performance. The charity wasa worthy
one—educational equipment for the
children of D.P.’s—but, aside from that,
most of the American women living in
Geneva relished the excuse for a spring
social event.

SHARON refused a second cup of tea,
thanked Dorcas Forbes, and said she
must catch the 6:15 train to Versoix.

“T'll give you a lift if you like,” of-
fered Cynthia Moffat. “I can’t think
howyoustand it out there, not driving.”

Sharon explained rather lamely that
she had one or two errands to do on the
way to the station, that she didn't mind
the slow, local tramway, and that after
all Versoix was only a matter of five
miles or so from Geneva.

Cynthia shrugged. The others said
good-by indifferently, and Sharon made
her escape.

On the busy street outside the hotel
she drew a deep breath of relief and hur-
ried toward the station. She was always
eager to leave the rehearsals and the
three girls in whose presence she never
felt thoroughly at ease, and reach the
sanctuary of her quiet, empty chalet.
She smiled faintly at herself. She had
nothing to go home to but the half-
grown cat which Monsieur Delacour, the
baker, had given her. Pierrot, the cat,
did not even understand English, but his
presence was unobtrusively pleasant. He
would purr around her ankles while she
picked up his dinner and her own, and
afterward lie on the hearthrug before the
fire Sharon built to ward off the chill of
the spring evenings.

The train made its leisurely way along
the curve of the Lake of Geneva, stop-
ping at every small, covered shelter en
route. After Genthod-Bellevue, there was
Creux de Genthod, and, in a matter of
minutes, Versoix.

Many people left the train at Versoix,
mostly men with newspapers under their
arms, a few with brief cases. Sharon
heard American voices as she started her
long climb up the hilly road above the
station :

**For a moment | thought the engine
was going to conk out on me. Golly, was
I glad to set her down on the strip!™

That would be one of the pilots on
the Geneva-to-New-York run. Sharon
smiled as he nodded and said * Hi*’; but

she hurried on before he could stop her.

His voice carried to her in the crisp
evening air long after she had passed:
“‘She’s one of our little bunch of parked
wives. Switzerland is their hangout.”

Her breath caught an instant in her
throat. He had put it well—parked
wives. She wasn't the only one. Jim trav-
eled all over Europe on his special job
as an economist on one of the commit-
tees of the United Nations. But so did
many of the other husbands. B. J. Forbes
was an important official of a refugee
organization; he made frequent runs
over the circuit of D.P. camps, and was
occasionally called back to the States for
conferences. Cynthia Moffat's Fergus,
the up-and-coming lad in the American
Consulate, had been sent to Paris, Rome,
and even to Washington. Terry Preston’s
husband was a foreign correspondent for
a New York newspaper, and though
Geneva was his headquarters, he flitted
over Europe like a dragonfly.

There were dozens of others, wives of
American businessmen on European as-
signments, army wives who sometimes
crossed over from Germany for a change
of air or emotional climate, wives of
young Protestant clergymen dedicated
to social-service missions. Sharon knew
dozens of the sisterhood by sight if not
by name. Of the many, there were a few
she had enough of an acquaintance with
to phone and invite to share her lonely
dinner.

**As one parked wife to another,” she
murmured to herself with gentle irony,
“why don't we do something? Go to an
English-speaking movie, hear some good
music, turn on the radio to the Voice of
America, or ever settle ourselves for an
evening of slanderous gossip?” There
was no reason for standing apart in her
special vacuum of detachment, no reason
to section herself off from the others as
lonely as she; yet even while she con-
ceded that Sharon Evelyn Mackie be-
longed to the sorority, she burrowed
farther into her cool cave of solitude.

BERROT came slowly to meet her as she
unlocked the door of the chalet.

“ Bon soir,” she greeted him cordially.
““Hello, my good little Swiss pussycat
who reminds me of all the cats I ever
knew in Iowa. How are you?”

Pierrot followed her to the small, dark
kitchen, where she turned on the electric
stove and took her veal chop out of the
cold-cupboard which served as an excuse
for a refrigerator. She moved gracefully,
a small, slim girl with deft hands for
working.

““One thing, Pierrot,” she said dryly,
1 was brought up to be useful.”

She cut up his piece of liver into bite-
sized morsels and served it to him on a
cracked kitchen plate. He purred vio-
lently, thensettleddown to serious eating.

When she had finished cooking her
own dinner, she put it on a tray and car-
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ried it to the coffee table before the fire-
place. There had been no letter from Jim
in the empty box, but then she hadn’t
really expected one. She poked up a fire
and sat beside it, eating slowly and with
little enjoyment.

When she had cleared away, she took
her French grammar and notebook and
began a grimly determined study hour.
Why was it that the French most Ameri-
cans were taught in high school was of
so little use abroad? She smiled at the
memory of her teacher’s accent, flat and
Middle Western. Probably her own was
equally bad.

She and Pierrot went upstairs to bed
at ten o’clock, and she stood a long time
on the wooden balcony outside her bed-
room windows, staring at the full moon.

“Au clairdelalune, mon ami Pierrot,”
she sang softly under her breath, feeling
the coldness of the moonlight, the terrible
emptiness of the night.

THB words she had said to Jim as he
went away : “We can’t go on this way;
both of us know it,” echoed in her mind
again. She thought despairingly that the
place didn’t matter ; their marriage was
as wrong in Geneva as it would be in the
United States.

Her reason told her that what couldn’t
be mended was best ended, and quickly.
That grave sadness in Jim’s face when-
ever he looked at her gnawed at her con-
science.

“ Jim, we'll talk when you come back,”
she had told him hurriedly, wanting to
forestall even for a little while the bitter
admission of failure.

He had nodded, and in that moment
there had been the tacit understanding
between them that a milestone lay ahead
in the path of his return.

She knew, and Jim knew, that she had
married him only because Peter Ledyard
had not wanted her. She stood convicted
in her own heart, of the one intolerable
failure no woman ever forgives herself:
Shehad reached for her love and found
the branch where it grew too high.

Peter Ledyard, voted the Man Most
Likely to Succeed of his class at the uni-
versity, had smiled on Sharon like the
sun. For a year she had basked in the
delicious warmth of being loved and ap-
proved. Then, with a terrifying abrupt-
ness, everything ended. Sharon’s sun left
the heavens. Peter Ledyard said good-by
as decisively as he handled all the other
departments of his life. His distant
cousin, Irene Wales, returned from a
women'’s college in the East, and within
six weeks their engagement was an-
nounced.

“You know very well how I feel about
you,” Peter had told Sharon calmly on
their last date. “But it isn’t enough.
Marriages based on strong physical at-
traction aren’t safe or lasting, Sharon. I
don’t want that kind, do you?”

A silent cry had gathered painfully in
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SMITH DICKSON liked to tell
his friends, ‘1 want my son to have
everything I didn’t have. And that’s
what he’s getting.”

Smith’s boyhood had been spent in
a cold-water flat on the lower East
Side ; his son, Bruce, lived in a small
palace in the country. The sound and
touch of want were as remote from
nine-year-old Bruce as from a medi-
eval princeling.

On a Friday afternoon in Septem-
ber Bruce returned home from a two-
month stay at a Wyoming ranch, his
alert young face tanned by the West-
ern sun.

“You look fine, son,” his father
told him proudly.

“Thanks, Pop,” Bruce said. Then
he grasped his father’s hand. “Come
on inside, Pop,” he said. “I want to
show you something—petrified wood,
a whole bunch of it. I found it. I'll
give you some. It’s keen.”

Smith smiled. “Keen?”

“That’s what the kids out West say.
Come on, Pop, please. I want to give
you some.”

It was not until after dinner that
the cowboy outfit was mentioned.
Bruce showed his father a well-fin-
gered copy of an old magazine. On
a pagenear the back, heavily marked
in pencil, was a crudely drawn adver-
tisement showing a boy, in full cow-
boy regalia, riding a bucking horse.
Beneath the illustration was the leg-
end: Be a rootin’ tootin’ shootin’
cowboy! Send for your original Range-
buster outfit today! Only $3.98 Com-
plete!

“That’s going to be me,” Brucesaid
solemnly, “after I get the outfit.”

It always pleased Smith to have
some specifically expressed wish of
Bruce’s to satisfy. “Well,” he said,
“perhaps we can do something about
it. We might even find one you’ll like
better.”

“No,” Bruce said. “I like this one.”

“But, Bruce,” his father objected,
“it wouldn’t be any good. It would
be shoddy. We'll see if we cant do
better.”

The next morning Smith drove to
the best sporting-goods store in the



city and ordered a cowboy outfit.
“As much like the real thing as you
can find,” he told the clerk. And in
his mind ran the phrase, ‘‘Everything
1 didn’t have—"

Delivery was promised in two
weeks. . . .

About a week later, driving home
from the station, Smith came upon
Bruce dropping a letter into the mail-
box at the bottom of the hill.

*“Hello, son. Writing to some of
your cowboy friends?”

‘“No,” Bruce said. I wrote for my
cowboy outfit.1sent them themoney.”

““I see,” Smith said quietly. **And
where did you get the money, Bruce?”

The boy looked at his father, sens-
ing his disappointment. “I earned it,
Pop. I mowed lawns on Monday, and
went to the store for Mrs. Keller
Tuesday. And I helped Mr. Hansen
clean out his cellar. Things like
that . . .” he finished lamely.

Smrm let the subject drop. He de-
cided to wait until the boy had in-
spected the mail-order clothes before
presenting him with the expensive
outfit he had ordered. When, at the
end of the stipulated two weeks, the
outfit arrived from the sporting-goods
store, Smith put it on a shelf in his
bedroom closet to await the proper
moment.

Two days later Bruce ran into the
breakfast-room and in his hands he
carried an oblong box, ‘It came,
Pop!™ he shouted.

Smith watched Bruce’s eager fin-
gers untie the string around his pre-
cious bundle, and he felt he had to
say something more to protect his son
from the bitter disappointment that
was in store. * Remember, Bruce,” he
said, “‘you may not like it as much as
you expect. It may—"" But the pack-
age was open now. And Smith’s heart
sank.

The cowboy suit was everything
Smith knew it would be, everything
cheap and shoddy. It was every-
thing Smith wanted to keep from his
son. He turned quickly toward the
stairs to get his gift from the closet,
but Bruce’s voice stopped him. The
voice held a quality Smith had never
heard before. ‘““‘Boy,” Bruce said,
““this is keen!”

Bruce was staring at the third-rate
cowboy suit with an expression of
complete fulfillment. *“‘And I got it all
by myself,” he said proudly. “I
worked and got the money, and they
sent it to me when I wrote. Boy!”

Smith hesitated for a moment ; then
he crossed to the boy and knelt down
beside him. “It’s just as wonderful as
you thought it would be, isn’t it?”’ He
fingered the leather-type chaps and
smiled at his son. “I think it’s keen,”
he said.

her breast: “It was different for me be-
cause I loved you, Peter. I still love you.
I wouldn’t believe the evidence. I turned
away when friends trying to be kind told
me you were seeing her. I didn’t listen to
Jim; I fought him instead.”

She looked mutely at Peter and said
not a word.

“Be sensible, Sharon, and see this as
I do. You and I simply don’t match; we
aren’tright for each other.”

Sheknew in one blindingmomentwhat
he meant—that the little girl froma red-
brick orphanage hadn’t enough to offer
the eldest son of the Ledyard house. She
couldn’t contribute a penny’s worth of
prestige to the Ledyard Publishing Com-
pany or the Francis Ledyard Hotel or
even the Ledyard & Sons Hardware
Store.

What Peter was trying to tell her was
that she had a beautiful body and he con-
ceded it. Because of that ardent young
flesh, to which he had responded in spite
of himself, he had loved her carelessly
and for a little while. But it wasn’t
enough. He had weighed it in the balance
and found it wanting.

“Jim Mackie’s a solid sort,” Peter had
said at last, the faintest note of uneasi-
ness in his voice. * He’s crazy about you.
You could do a lot worse, Sharon. 1
know it’s none of my business, but you
two—""

Fair enough, she perceived bitterly,
that Peter should want to arrange some-
thing for her. He wouldn’t want to carry
her on hismind. With one of his impulses
of patronizing generosity, he had seen
fit to underscore Jim’s worth-whileness,
his poor-boy stability.

“Thank you,” were her last quiet
words to Peter Ledyard. * There’s noth-
ing you could tell me about Jim that I
don’t know. He’s my friend.”

T}m break with Peter was final. Sharon
sealed off the year of her life when he had
loved her into a blank space far at the
back of her memory. Eventually, in-
evitably, she married Jim Mackie."

“I want to teach, Sharon,” he had ex-
plained honestly to her, “but this Euro-
peap assignment is too good to pass up.
It would be a valuable experience to us
both. What do you think? I won’t accept
unless you agree. Marry me and come
along, darling. You won't regret it.”

What was there to regret? She was
leaving nothing behind but her stool at
the desk of a city library, her small, un-
cluttered roomat thegirls’ residence club,
a few women friends who were careful
never to mention the young Peter Led-
yards to Sharon Grey.

She was proud of Jim’s present career,
as she had been proud of his hard-won
record in economics. For a farm boy
who had worked his way through the
university, he had traveled a long, high
road. There was no sense in either of
themgoing it alone when a new horizon

flashed before them. Of course, Sharon
would marry him and fly to Geneva.
What girl with her sealed-off past and
her drab, predictable future wouldn’t?

They were married quietly by a justice
of the peace just before they took the
train to New York. Sharon wore a new
fall suit of emerald-green gabardine. She
remembered irrelevantly in the middle
of the ceremony that Peter Ledyard had
always said she should wear green, with
her honey-colored hair. She looked up
guiltily at Jim as though he could sense
her thought, but he stood there with his
grave eyes fixed on the justice’s florid
face, a tall young man with wide, thin
shoulders and no middle at all, a man
who in the space of moments would be
her husband.

SHARON remembered all these things
as she lingered on her balcony in the
chill March moonlight.

Her soft “Au clair de la lune” caught
in her throat. She might as well have run
a knife between Jim’s shoulder blades as
to have stood at his side that day and
married him.

For the girl who had taken the train to
New York and the plane to Geneva, the
girl named Sharon Evelyn Mackie who
was to wear the bride’s dress in the fash-
ion show, had given him a white-faced
ghost for a bride. In some strange, fright-
ening way, she had left her body behind.
Peter had said, “It isn’t enough. Mar-
riages based on physical attraction aren’t
safe or lasting.” From that moment, the
pride a young woman feels in her strength
and beauty seemed to dry within her.

All the while her body lay in its cold
prison of detachment, her mind turned
toward Jim in admiration, for she had
kept her pride in him; she liked talking
to him; she waited with eagerness to
hear how his assigned missions had gone.

Quickly as she could release him from
all legal responsibility for this wraith of
a wife, she knew she could never blot out
the hurt of the memory. When he came
back and they said what they must say
to each other, she could give him only an
empty freedom, not surcease from pain.

“At least, you won’t have to look at
me as the bride,” she thought bitterly.
“That would be rubbing it in. Be glad
you're in Paris, James, my dear. For
a brilliant young economist, you have
made a sorry bargain.” . . .

ON THE other side of the lake, in Ge-
neva, Terry Preston flicked through the
pages of the newest American women's
magazine which had come to her in the
afternoon mail, and said in a voice which
she tried to keep even and casual, *‘I
guess I’m already a back number, Speed.
These girls are kids, scarcely out of
bobby socks! This sudsy-shampoo queen
was posing for children’s clothes when 1
started modeling, and now look at her.”

He seemed not to hear her. Just as
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well, she thought, for there were times
when nostalgia for the pace and color of
a model’s life almost overshadowed her
present contentment.

But Speed could type and absorb
Terry’s remarks at the same time. He
pushed back his green eyeshade and
grinned at her. ““So what? You're still
gorgeous and unforgettable. What’s
more, you're still modeling. Or doesn’t
the American gals’ fashion show count?”

“Oh, that! It won’t be bad, actually,
and the tickets are selling like mad. But
I'm having a tight squeeze zipping my-
self into model dresses these days. I'm
about to be outshone by a bunch of
scared ex-debutantes who never walked
down a runway in their lives.”

“Do tell,” muttered Speed comfort-
ably. *“ How do you know they’re strictly
amateur?”

«

W!LL, for one thing, Dorcas Liewel-
lyn Forbes is of our little band,” retorted
Terry. “But of course you already knew
that, news hound.”

“Ididn’t. I depend on my wife to keep
me up on the high-society doings of the
American colony. What'’s she like? Up-
stage or regular?”

*Regular in a kind of careless buy-
you-and-sell-you way. Sure of herself.
She makes a good model because, though
she isn't pretty, she wears clothes as
though they were designed for her. Of
course,” added Terry dryly, **they usu-
ally are. She has a horse-faced distinc-
tion. I like her, sort of .”

“I wonder if B.J. does. . . . No, you
can skip that; it’s just my nasty news-

paper mind. Boyish gossip behind the
printing presses.”

“Of course he likes her. She’s rich,
powerful, and the perfect wife for him.
Incidentally, if youre referring to Ed-
wina Tiernan’s crush on him, that’s no
news. Everybody knows it, including
Dorcas. I'm sure she isn’t losing any
sleep over a typical secretary-loves-boss
situation. Why should she?”

“1 wouldn’tknow,” murmured Speed,
his fingers flashing over the keys of his
typewriter.

Suddenly he stopped and said, ** Hey,
I almost forgot something. Get a couple
of extra tickets for your fashion shindig,
will you? Peter and Irene Ledyard are
flying down from Paris tomorrow.”

Terry looked surprised. ““That means
a big night out and some frantic shop-
ping, of course. I wonder what irene’s
collecting now; the last I heard it was
after-dinner coffee spoons. Why do they
want to come to Geneva, anyway, Speed?
Cannes would be more her dish.”

“Peter’s a big-shot newspaper pub-
lisher now,” said Speed with a grin.
“ Maybe he wants to absorb our interna-
tional atmosphere. This is just the place
to get caught up on world affairs in ten
easy cocktail parties! We better have one
for them.”

“Oh, phooie,” said Terry. But she
reached for a pad and pencil.

“We'll ask Cynthia and Fergus Mof-
fat, of course,” she murmured. *‘They're
always perfect with tourists. He has that
cute, knowledgeable air and she backs
him up like an expert. Then the B. J.
Forbeses, if we can get them. There are

plenty of bachelors around but we need
extra girls, of course.” ;

Speed went on with his article, whil
Terry pondered.

*Sharon Mackie,” she announced tri-
umphantly. ‘“She’s pretty and her hus-
band’s away and— Oh, Speed, this is
perfect. She even comes from lowa!” ...

EDWINA had never been a fashion com-
mentator before, but then she was one of
those capable people who could turn
their hands to anything. The committee
had chosen her for her clear, low-pitched
voice and for her fluent French. Each
model was to be announced in French
and English. That would please the mem-
bers of the diplomatic set who spoke
only one language, and, besides, it would
give a pleasant cosmopolitan flavor to
the occasion.

.**You’llsave our reputation, Edwina,”
one of the ladies remarked. ‘‘Most
Americans have such a bad accent.”

SoEdwina, with her disciplined speak-
ing voice and her Sorbonne French, had
accepted the job and explained to B.J.
why she had felt she must. “It’s one of
the few social events where the whole
American colony puts up a united front,”
she said earnestly, “‘and it’s in a good
cause.”

Ben Forbes said of course she’d been
right to take it on.

“I'll make up the time lost from my
work,” Edwina promised.

“Rot, you work too hard as it is.”

She had looked at him then, at his
fine-drawn face with the deep-set gray
eyes, and thought how tired he looked
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and how much she wished she could
assuage that tiredness.

A slow flush crept over B. J. Forbes's
cheekbones as he interpreted her long,
silent appraisal. “ Don't carry the world
on your shoulders, Edwy. It's too heavy
and you're too young,” he said gently.

“I'm thirty-one,” she answered, sur-
prised that it was so, that the years had
passed so swiftly by.

“I'm five years older. You learn in
five years how little there is one man can
do.”

“But you dont stop trying,” she
countered. “ Look at you, B.J. You took
reports home again last night.”

**And shall tonight,” he said dryly,
“but I'm afraid it doesn’t prove much.
What the world needs now is action, not
reports; fast action, Edwy. But we plod
along so slowly.”

SNE nodded gravely, feeling the aching
sweetness of the understanding which
flowed between them. And she thought
for the hundredth time, and for the hun-
dredth time did not ask it: **Why did
you marry Dorcas Llewellyn? How could
two such alien beings step on any com-
mon ground?™

Dorcas had remarked once, with her
careless humor, that she and B.J. had
met during the war. I was the financial
pillar of a very swish officers’ club, and
who should walk in one day when I was
pouring tea but a perfectly beautiful
colonel—that was B.J. He wanted a cup
of tea, not a restless divorcee, but he

. could scarcely help himself, poor lamb.
He was tired out from D-Day and ready
for a little glamour in his life. That was
my war work, you know, laying on the
glamour with a trowel ; and sometimes—
this was one of the times—it was fun!”

Edwina, who had been a nurses’ aid
in a crowded city hospital, conceded that
it must have been.

“But the fun's over,” she thought
sadly as she looked at B.J.'s worn face.
“And you two are like strangers, stuck
at a party where you don’t-know any-
body and the music goes on and on.™

As for herself, why, after yearsof being
too busy to think about love, had she
fallen for a married man?

She thought, with an attempt at flip-
pancy, that it was one of the occupa-
tional hazards of Geneva. So many
conferences, so many delegates, a town
of lonely men whose wives were far
away. Only Dorcas Forbes was no far-
ther distant than a chateau overlooking
the Lake of Geneva.

 Dorcas asked me to be sure to remind
you of the Prestons’ cocktail party,” she
told him quietly that March evening.
“And she thought you'd want a ticket
for the fashion show tomorrow. Lots of
men will be coming.”

B.J. thanked her absently and said
he’d try to make it.

When he had finally started for the

Prestons’, the address pressed firmly into
his hand by Edwina, she sat alone in the
still office and went over her notes for
the show tomorrow.

**Here comes Dorcas Llewellyn
Forbes,” she read in her low, distinct
voice, “wearing the perfect two-piece
tailleur for a morning’s shopping in
town. The little checked jacket . . .” Her
voice snapped suddenly, and she laid her
neat, fair head down on her arms, crum-
pling the pages of typewritten fashion
commentary.

B.J. would be there tomorrow. He'd
see Dorcas Forbes at her best, noncha-
lant, assured, amused.

*And I shall be only the voice in the
distance,” thought Edwina as she wept
her tears of helpless envy. “A medley of
sounds announcing Dorcas, his wife, in
French and English.”

She didn't hear the gentle opening of
the door behind her, nor the footsteps
of the man who crossed the floor.

1 forgot to offer you a lift to the
Prestons’,” he said. His hand hesitated
in the air over Edwina’s bowed head.

She lifted her face with the wet blue
eyesand the firm, decisive contours gone
all soft and vulnerable, like a child’s.

With a sound which was half a groan
and half a sigh, he drew her from her
chair and up against his heart. *“Ed-
wina,” he whispered. ‘ My darling, my
darling, no man alive is worth your
tears.” . . .

THE cocktail party was a success, as
the Prestons’ always were. It buzzed
with noise in four languages, overflowed
the large, modern living-room onto the
sun deck outside.

Everyone who had been invited came,
and everyone spoke his own piece with-
out any prompting beyond Terry Pres-
ton’s first tactful hint:

**Irene, darling, you simply must meet
Boris Poltek. He was a Partisan, you
know; his experiences will make your
hair stand on end. . . . Boris, don't stand
there grinning like an ape and pretending
you can't speak English. Here’s a lush
example of bourgeois young woman-
hood. Since we're in Switzerlandandyou
can't carry her off and have her shot,
why don't you just talk to her?”

A little later she relieved the guest of
honor of the explosive Balkan and sub-
stituted amild-eyed German-Swiss. Then
an Englishman who could say atro-
ciously rude things to women in such a
charming way that they pleaded for
more.

Irene Ledyard was obviously having a
good time. Shelaughed her frequent bell-
like laughter. She was medium-blond
with a high-bred nose and rather cold
blue eyes exactly the color of her hus-
band's. She dressed fastidiously. Her
topaz-colored alligator bag sat on a table
near where she was standing. No one in
the room had one as smart and expen-
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sive, except, possibly, Dorcas Forbes.
She and Dorcas had given each other the
long, appraising look which passes be-
tween excessively fashionable women at
the beginning of a party. Now, by tacit
mutual agreement, each held court in an
opposite corner of the room.

R‘I‘ER LepyArD wandered from group
to group listening for significant re-
marks. He didn’t want to miss any of
the nuances of conversation or facial ex-
pression taking place about him. He was
glad he had persuaded Irene to leave
Paris and her dress fittings for a while
and visit Geneva, where Speed Preston
could show them around. More Ameri-
cans such as Peter and Irene Ledyard—
representative, influential Americans,
that is—ought to come to Europe and
find out what was actually being said
and thought.

As he roamed the room, the eyes of
several of the women followed him. He
was a well-set-up man, Peter Ledyard,
with a broad, athletic build only just
beginning to blur into bulkiness. He had
very white teeth and smiled frequently,
whether or not he felt any amusement.

He was smiling now, making the apt, .
pleasantremark in each group he joined
and left, until suddenly he looked toward
the entrance archway of the Prestons’
living-room, and his smile faded.

Terry Preston went immediately to the
newcomer with hands outstretched. She
was good with shy people.

“Angel, we need you terribly!” she
said in her urgent voice. **I thought you
were never coming, and there are gobs
of men floating aimlessly about. Besides,
we're trying to get together a little
groupie to stick it out here and go on
to dinner and then dance somewhere.
You'll come, won’t you?”

Sharon Mackie, glancing with her
usual inner fearfulness across her host-
ess’s shoulder at the milling, churning
party beyond, met Peter Ledyard’s eyes
in a direct frontal encounter. Her breath
seemed to catch in her throat. Her heart
beat painfully, in the rhythm of fear.

Terry noticed only that the girl was ill
at ease. She was a timid little mouse of a
thing, really, but so pretty.

“No wonder you're tagged for the
bride tomorrow,” she said laughingly,
guiding Sharon into the fray with a firm
arra about her shoulders. * You have the
virginal look, darling, you really do.
What'’s your husband like? Is he a wicked
old brute who beats you? Come along
now; I forgot to tell you that our guests
of honor come from your old stamping
ground, Iowa. Here’s Peter; I'll intro-
duce you to him first.”

Sharon had said nothing. It was easier
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Welding words

by BEN L. O’'DELL

ANOTHER entertaining game de-
signed to test your vocabulary. Fill in
the spaces with words suggested by the
definitions below. But, your selection
must be such that all 3 words on each
horizontal line can be joined together,
as they stand, to form just one word.
There is only one possible answer in
every instance, so it may require a little
experimenting with various synonyms

A

to discover the magic combination
which makes a big onc out of little ones.
To help you get started, Line | is al-
ready worked out. Notice how the trio
of words supplied by the definitions
blends into the single word, ORCHES-
TRATE. Six lines correct give you
a passing score; 7 or over denote a
superior vocabulary. Answers are on
page 72.

1 OR

CHEST

RATE

-

N e wn

LINE 1
A. Correlative of either
B. The thorax
C. A fixed charge for
services

LINE 2
A. Like
B. To cut in two
C. Consumed

LINE 3
A. A preposition
B. A short religious trea-
tise

LINE 4
A. The rough, prickly
case around chestnuts
B. A lair
C. An indefinite amount

LINE §
A. An enclosure for ani-
mals
B. A personal pronoun
C. A canvas shelter

LINE 6
A. A flat circular plate
B. A primary color
C. A neuter pronoun

LINE 7
A. A preposition
B. A number
C.To move the body
rhythmically

LINE 8
A. A supporting stick or
pole
B. An indefinite article
C. A portal

LINE 9
A. Theego
B. The tooth or prong of
a pitchfork

C. Havingthepowertodo

C. To shout violently

LINE 10

A. Hurried on foot B. A cyst

to let Terry maneuver one than to argue.
She felt herself drawn gently, inexorably,
toward the man whose eyes held hers.
““This,” she thought with the sudden
calm of utter defeat, “‘is what all my
smaller fears have been building toward.
This is the ultimate misery 1 should have
known was to be faced some day.”
“Do you two know each other?”
called out Terry gaily over the babel
around them. *‘Sharon, this is Peter
Ledyard. Peter, look what I've got for
you—a home-grown product right from
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your own town. Isn’t she a little white
lamb?”

Peter took Sharon’s hand in his strong
fingers and gripped it hard. ““You,” he
said when Terry had left them. * You!”

1 live here,” said Sharon with a dry
throat, ““Jim and I—but he’s away. He’s
with the U.N., you know.” Her laughter
surprised her with its careful coolness;
she could hide in it, bury her thumping
heartin little laughing words. *“ We have
a chalet at Versoix and a cat named
Pierrot, and I've almost forgotten about

being a corn-fed girl from the Middle
West. Isn’t that ridiculous, Peter?”
““Very,” he said, smiling at her at last.
She knew he didn’t believe she had
forgotten one moment of the past. Her
voice was a little breathless as she
charged on: “Jim will be sorry to miss
seeing you. If you're here again, you
must come out and have dinner with us.”
“It doesn’t matter to you that we'd be
sitting there with my wife and your hus-
band, pretending to be strangers, pre-
tending we'd forgotten?’’ said Peter
softly.
“Why should it?” she countered.
““That was a long time ago. We have for-
gotten, Peter.”

THAT was when she should have smiled
and murmured a few more meaningless
words and left him. That was when she
should have escaped to another part of
the room, spoken to someone, anyone,
taken refuge in the noise and confusion
of the party. She should never, never have
let Peter Ledyard rediscover her with his
bold, possessive eyes or touch her bare
arm with his sure fingers.

*“Liar,” he said. ‘““No one has a better
right to punish me, Sharon, but don’t
lie. Not to me. Whatever we were or
were not to each other, we were always
honest.”

“Yes,” she answered him, “to the
point of madness. Do you think any
woman but a fool listens to a man saying
the words you said to me? ‘Sorry, my
dear, we've loved each other, but we'd
be better off not to marry.” That’s using
the truth like a blunt instrument, Peter.”

“‘Like a boomerang,” he corrected her
in a low voice. ‘It came back and struck
me in the heart, a few months too late.
Suppose | were to tell you,” he went on
in the undertone only she could hear,
““that I was wrong and that I've paid a
heavy price for the sort of mistake only
a foolish boy ever makes.”

But he had finished at the university
after the interruption of war; he was
twenty-seven when he graduated. He'd
be almost thirty now.

“You were a man,” she answered him
quietly. “You had the right of choice,
and you chose. I accepted your decision.
I've lived by it for more than two years.”

““Have you lived—or have you marked
time?”

She turned from him, then, her color
high. “I must speak to Terry,” she mur-
mured. “We're in a fashion show to-
morrow.”

She despised herself for wanting to
tell him that, for making sure he would
know where to find her.

The thin, plaintive voice of her pride
reminded her that if he came—and she
thought he would come—he would see,
not the little shabby Sharon, the scholar-
ship student who couldn’t afford good
clothes, but the poised, idealized version
of herself. A Sharon whose looks had



attracted enough attention in a whole
colony of smart American women to
win her a place in the leading spring
social event.

For the first time she was glad to have
been chosen, glad even to be the bride.
Let Peter Ledyard look at her as she
might have been. Let him look slowly,
searchingly, and remember his own
words: “It isn't enough. Marriages
based on physical attraction aren’t the
saf'e, lasting ones.”

**And how is your nice, rich, important
marriage, Mr. Ledyard?’" she thought
implacably. *“Based on mutual interests,
mutual possessions. Isn't there any
warmth or comfort for you in the pub-
lishing business or the Ledyard Hotel or
the ever-expanding hardware store?”

She had her second chance to leave the
party and go back to her chalet and her
cat. But when Terry Preston whispered
in her ear, “Of course you're coming on
to dinner with us, darling; otherwise, we
won't have enough girls,” she smiled
faintly and accepted. She told herself
that she was curious to know Irene
Ledyard.

IT was another hour before the party
had thinned down to the group of special
friends of the Prestons who were going
on to make an evening of it. Cynthia and
Fergus MofTat, Dorcas and B. J. Forbes,
one or two unattached newspapermen,
Boris the Balkan, and a couple whose
names Sharon never absorbed beyond
**Bill and Madge,™ all joined forces with
the Prestons and Ledyards. They piled
into their cavalcade of cars and drove to
the ancient restaurant in the old city
where Speed had made dinner reserva-
tions.

Sharon had wondered how Peter was
going to introduce her to his wife. She
was a trifle amused at his words: *“ Irene,
this is Jim Mackie's wife. He was a class-
mate of mine ; you've probably heard me
speak of him. . . . Sharon, Irene.”

Irene acknowledged the introduction
pleasantly, but her eyes were blank.
Evidently she had never heard of either
Peter’s old love or his friend Jim. Or if
she had. she preferred to give no sign of it.

‘““Isn’t this the most heavenly place?”
she remarked, glancing about the justly
famed little restaurant. “‘Geneva has
such charm. I envy you girls who live
here.”

*Yes,” said Sharon, * we're lucky, of
course. But unless you're always on
guard, you can get so accustomed to
beauty you stop seeing it. I keep warning
myself not to take the mountains and the
lake for granted, but to see them each
time my train passes along the shore.”

**Oh, then you live out of town?"”

*A few miles. You must drive on the
lake road while you're here. It's quite
breath-taking.”

They were at different ends of the
table at dinner, but Sharon caught Irene

Ledyard’s curious glance directed at her
at least twice before it was time to leave.
Speed led them all to the next stop, a
casino where there wasdancing in a large,
old-fashioned ballroom over the lake.

*Is this place on the road to your
house?” Irene asked Sharon as they
re-did their faces in the powder-room.

“Yes, it's quite near, but the sur-
roundings have to be seen in sunlight to
be appreciated. Why don’t you come out
oneday and have lunch or tea with me?”

“Thanks,” said Irene. *“I'd love to.”

“I'll phone you at your hotel,” prom-
ised Sharon, “after the fashion show is
over. We've been working on it for
weeks, scarcely calling our souls our
own.”

“That must be the thing Terry has
given us tickets to for tomorrow. Are
you in it?”

*Yes,” said Sharon. “I'll be the one
who stumbles over my feet.”

They joined the others then, and
Sharon had no more time to wonder
what it was about Irene which affected
her so strangely. They had nothing—and
everything—in common. They moved in
completely separate orbits ; yet suddenly
their lives seemed to touch as though
drawn together by an inexplicable force.

Sharon danced with all the men in the
party successively, but Peter Ledyard
was last.

“‘I'm taking you home,” he whispered
close to her temple.

“You can't,” she countered sharply.
“You haven't a car.”

“I'm borrowing Speed’s. You have a
headache. Someone has to run you out
to Versoix and I'm elected. After all, I'm
an old friend of Jim's.”

**No,” she whispered angrily. **No.”

“Your head is about to start aching,”
he said gently. ““And Speed is right over
there. I'll ask him as we dance by if I can
take his car.”

“Do you think he’ll believe such a
trumped-up story? Speed is one of the
cleverest men in Geneva. You're mad,
Peter. I won't even listen to you!™

“You've been listening, and Speed
doesn’t have to believe me; he only has
to pretend to.”

“That's a horrid, cynical remark,
Peter!™

‘** Merely realistic.”

T) HER horror he danced her in Speed’s
direction, and her feet followed his easily
and acquiescently. She said no demur-
ring word when Peter mentioned her
headache and her wish to be taken home.

Her chalet was peopled by memories
of Peter Ledyard, wasnt it? And the
moon shone with the same icy brilliance
as the moons in lowa long ago.

*Yes.” said Speed, *“ better get to bed
and sleep off that headache before the
show tomorrow. Terry says you're to be
the leading lady. Have you any aspirin?”

**Yes, thanks,” she said numbly, feel-

ingalmostas though herhead were really
aching. **I'll be all right. Say good night
to Terry for me, will you, Speed? It's
been a wonderful party. I don’t want to
break it up.”

“You won’t. This is going on for hours,
or so it looks to my experienced eye.™

She sat tense and fearful in Speed's
convertible. Peter pushed the button that
controlled the automatic top and it went
down, releasing a whoosh of lake wind
into their faces. She took her scarf from
her coat pocket and tied it over her hair.

‘““Moonlight—wind—a fast car at
night. That was us, always; remember,
Sharon?” he said softly.

*“If the wind gets any stronger, we'll
have a Bise. That's what it's called here
when it blows in from the lake,” she
babbled in a nervous voice. “It’s prac-
tically impossible to keep the houses
warm in a Bise, and it lasts for days.”

‘**Shall we compareit to the weather in
Iowa City?” he countered dryly. “ Tell
me where you live, Sharon, and stop
acting like a high-school girl on her first
date.”

She gave him the tumings in a low
voice.

The car drew smoothly to a stop in
the graveled courtyard of the chalet.

I like this,” said Peter, looking up at
the dark wood balconies and gables. He
held out a hand for her key and unlocked
the heavy front door.

The cat ran toward Sharon’s ankles.
She picked him up with a soft sound and
took comfort from the warmth of his fur.

““You're supposed to put cats outside
at night, didn't you know?”

“Not Pierrot,” she said.

SHE thought she could hear the sound
of her heart’s beating. ‘* Peter,” she said,
1 wish you'd leave. Now. Before any
words are spoken.”

*“Or before I've laid one finger on the
snow maiden,” he mocked her softly,
and took her in his arms.

She could hear the ancient grandfather
clock ticking in the quiet house. Then
Peter’s indrawn breath before he kissed
her. She waited for the dissolution of her
safe little world into flame. There were
the arms she remembered, the familiar
seeking mouth which crushed her own.

*“Sharon,” he whispered, *“my lovely
one, my own darling. I've missed you
so!”

After a second kiss she drew herself
away from him and stared into his face
as into a baffling stranger's.

A slow flush rose on his cheekbones.
“Why do you look at me that way?
What's wrong, Sharon?"

‘“Nothing’s wrong,” she said in a
quietvoice.“Except that you are another
woman's husband, Irene’s husband, and
I'm Jim Mackie's wife. I thought I'd for-
get that, butI didn’t—not for an instant.”

He pulled her back into hisarms with
a rough strength. ** You and I came be-



fore Irene or Jim. This has nothing to do
with them. This is a shared memory of
something 1 should never have pushed
aside. I was a fool, darling; you have
a right to hate me. But don’t stand like a
statue carved inice. It’snotyou, Sharon.”
His lips touched her temple, her ear, her
throat.

She waited like a spectator for him to
kiss her mouth again.

I don’t care whether he kisses me or
not,” she reflected curiously, remember-
ing other nights long past when she had
cared so terribly that she had felt she
would die if he didn’t.

“You're thinking of Irene,” he ac-
cused her. “I assure you, she doesn’t
worry about where I am or what I do.
We live and let live. It’s a perfectly
friendly arrangement. We're simply not
in love with each other.”

BUT now Sharon knew the nature of
the thread which had drawn her to Irene.
It was the thin, strong bond of loneliness.
Irene understood what it was to be lonely
and to love insolitude and without hope.
**So she buys clothes and collects jew-
elry and has her hair done every few
days,” thought Sharon compassionately.
She looked at Peter Ledyard as from
a great distance. ** You don’t know how
to make your wife happy, do you?” she
said suddenly. “She has the most un-
happy eyes of any woman I've met.”

“That’s absurd. Of courseshe’s happy.
She has everything. We travel. We enter-
tain. We—""

“You have a friendly arrangement,”
countered Sharon quietly. “And you
imagine that’s enough. Poor Peter.”

He towered above her, yet he seemed
to have shrunk to the dimensions of a
little man.

*So you do hate me,” he said curi-
ously. “*You're enjoying your woman’s
revenge for your hurt pride. Funny, I
I thought you were above that, Sharon,
that you were different.”

“You thought I'd lock my hands be-
hind your neck as I used to,” she said,
“so your kisses wouldn’t end. You
thought I’d weep in your arms and beg
you not to leave me—or even plead with
you to divorce your wife so we could
marry. The strange thing is that I thought
so, too, Peter. I was afraid to be alone
with you, even here in my husband’s
house, with his pipe on the table and his
reading glasses, which he always forgets,
on top of the bookshelves.”

She picked up the worn leather case
containing Jim’s glasses and opened it
absent-mindedly. Touching the horn
rims with a gentle finger, she remem-
bered Jim’s head bent over a book, the
lamp shining on his dark, rumpled hair.

“I suggested that you marry Jim
Mackie,” said Peter angrily. “You
weren't in love with him then or ever.”

“I don’t care. I get cold!”
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“No. I wasn’t. But you knew Jim
cared for me and you wanted me tied up
neatly with no loose strings dangling, so
I'd be out of the way, not hanging on
the edges of your life with Irene.”

*1 was thinking of your good,” he
said sulkily. *‘I wanted you to be happy
and well cared for. I've already ad-
mitted I was a fool, Sharon. How many
times must | say it?”

*Not again,” she murmured. *“It’s no
good repeating it. You did what you did
in your own best judgment. I abided by
it.”” She looked about her as though ex-
amining another woman’s house. ‘* See
how wisely you chose for me, Peter. 1
have a pleasant home and a successful
husband. Why should you want to
change the status quo?”’

For the first time hisface looked tired,
uncertain. She caught now, in his florid
youth, a faint, foreshadowing of his
empty middle age.

“I had no intention of trying to
change things between us, Sharon,” he
admitted. *'Beyond the moment. I
wanted to hold you in my arms and ease
an old longing. You were still in my
blood, as I should have known you'd be.
Our good-by was too soon, yousee, too
soon for any man.”

He moved toward her again, his old
smile flashing at her over white, even
teeth, his eyes narrowed and assured.

“You're still very handsome, Peter,”
she said, smiling back at him. ‘“And
many women will put up with ruthless-
ness when it comes so well packaged.
But I'm expecting a phone call from
Paris—from Jim. I think I'd rather you
left now.”

He didn’t change expression. His blue
eyes merely took on a frostier glint and
his smile looked more set. ‘‘Nicely
played, my dear. Game and set. But the
next will be mine.”

She led the way to the door and opened
it. *The next woman, Peter.” she cor-
rected softly. “This is the final hand-
shake over the net for you and me.”

*Good night, Snow Maiden. I'll see
you tomorrow at the fashion show,” he
said without rancor.

She watched him as he turned in the
courtyard and drove away. Then, calling
Pierrot, shelocked the doors and climbed
upstairs to bed.

THE telephone on her night table
jangled loudly before she had finished
brushing her hair. She had lied about
expecting a call from Jim, and yet it
seemed a fitting answer to her thoughts
when the operator said Paris was phon-
ing.

A moment later she heard Jim's husky
voice. “I got to wondering about you.
whether you're nervous about the show
tomorrow,” he said quietly.

She smiled because the Sharon of a
week ago would have trembled at the
thought of the ordeal before her; and



Jim, knowing her as he did, must have
visualized her terrors.

Before she had a chance to answer him,
he went on, *“You see, I know I pushed
you into accepting and it's been on my
mind.”

““Thank you, Jim,” she murmured, her
throat thick. “I’'m all right, really. It’s
good of you to phone.”

“l want you to know that whatever
happens between you and me when I get
back, whatever you decide, your happi-
ness is a lot more important to me than
anything else, even keeping you for my-
self—" She heard the sound of his
indrawn breath ; then he continued dog-
gedly, ““As for the show tomorrow, you’ll
be the most beautiful girl there. You
don’t have to feel scared or shy. I was
going to surprise you, but I might as well
tell you so you’ll keep an eye out for me.
I'm flying back on the noon plane in
time toseeyou marchdown that runway.”

She said in a strange, muffled voice,
“I'm glad you told me. I'll be watching.”

I don’t like your staying alone in that
house so much of the time—that could
give you the jitters. But we’ll talk about
it when I come back. Sleep well, darling,
and remember I love you. Please remem-
ber that.”

“I'll remember.”

Then the wire was dead and silent, and
she put the phone down.

She thought, **He’s believed in me.
He’s given me help, encouragement, ten-
derness—everything good. I've given
him nothing at all, ever.”

LY]NG straight and quiet onher bed in
the dark, she could picture Jim in each
room of the house: reading downstairs
in the lamplight, his gaunt face absorbed
in his book ; helping her with the dishes in
the kitchen, a tea towel tied absurdly
around his lean middle ; sitting opposite
her at the table in the small dining-room,
lifting his glass for emphasis as he
talked; even here, beside her, gentle,
reticent, waiting for his bride to come to
him willingly from her prison of solitude.

**Tomorrow, tomorrow,” she thought
before she slept. ““It will be late, but not
too late, then. I'll see Jim. I’ll talk to
him; we’ll tear up the old plans and
make a new blueprint for our marriage.
We failed before, Jim knows it as well as
I, but we mustn't fail again. We shan’t
live in a “friendly arrangement’ like in a
house of straw. It’s time to build a mar-
riage to last our lifetimes.”

The moon clouded over and it began
to snow as she turned her face to the
pillow and slept deeply and dreamlessly
and, for once, without waking till morn-
ing. . . .

Dorcas Forbes could drink a good
deal without showing it. The effect was
mainly subjective. She could view the
party then as a spectator, feeling a cyni-
cal amusement at the follies and absurdi-
ties of the others. She had noticed when

Peter Ledyard disappeared with little
Sharon Mackie, and now she watched
Irene’s expressionless face for some clue
as to any human jealousy.

Irene was dancing with B. J. Forbes.

Dorcas looked at him, too, her weary-
faced husband, with an objective detach-
ment. There were, she reflected, two
opposite types of people in the world.
There was the kind who worried about
civilization's going to pot and tried des-
perately to ward off a malevolent des-
tiny, and the other kind—Dorcas
counted herself among them—who were
perfectly willing to let everything and
everybody go merrily downhill in his or
her own way.

“Mypoor B.J.,”’ shethoughtironically,
“the worry-wart of his department, with
Edwina Tiernan as chief assistant worry-
wart! Those two will grow old without
ever having had a youth.”

She could, sheknew, give them a youth
of sorts, together, if she chose. But it was
a nuisance changing husbands, and Dor-
cas, at thirty, found herself wondering
if one man was essentially any better
than another.

““Still,” she thought, “I could go to
Cannes or Monte Carlo and have a rest
from watching B.J. and Edwy in the
throes of their conscientious agonies.”

When the fashion show was over to-
morrow she supposed she ought to do
something, she didn't know what. She
glanced down at her slim brown hands
and realized that she couldn’t possibly
keep her tan in the chilly Swiss spring-
time unless she went somewhere and lay
in the sun.

One of the earthy-looking Balkans cut
in onIrene,and B.J.came to look forher.

“Order me another drink, Colonel
Blimp darling, will you?” she smiled up
at him.

‘““How many have you had, Dorcas?”
he questioned her, looking worried.
“Aren’t you modeling in a show tomor-
row?”

“I can strut around in clothes in my
sleep. Really, darling, do I count up on
you?”

“Youdon’thaveto,” he said dryly.

““Is it my fault you don’t like to drink?
I don’t giggle or flirt with other people’s
husbands, so what’s the difference how
many I take?”

SI'LENTLY B.J. went to the bar and
brought her another highball. * Will you
settle for this and then go home?” he
asked her quietly. “I’'m pretty bushed
and we have a heavy schedule in the
office tomorrow.”

“Okay,” replied Dorcas. “But of
course you’re coming to the show to see
your gorgeous wife display all her non-
chalant charms before the elite of Ge-
neva?”

“I'll stop by,” he promised, his eyes
blank.

“And to hear Edwy’s cultivated dic-
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tion,” she added wickedly. **In two lan-
guages, too! What a woman!”

He made no reply, but she saw a
bleakness rising in his face like a shadow,
and for the first time in months she felt
a twinge of tenderness for him. “*B.J.,
you child,” she thought, “don’t you
know it would be the same thing if you
were married to her, your hard-working,
erudite Edwina? In a little while you'd
feel just as tired and worried about the
world. She’d be the badgering wife who
would urge you to take vacations and
come home to dinner, and one more
dream would have faded with the rest.”

Well, perhaps not exactly the same
thing; Dorcas, with an inner pang, ad-
mitted a difference. Edwina might give
him a child. She couldn't.

’]:) COVER that thought she watched
the couples dancing by on the polished
circle of floor.

There were the Moffats, Cynthia and
Fergus, swirling with practiced ease,
theirheads closetogether. They looked, to
Dorcas’s informed eyes, as though they
were alreadycounting on Fergus Moffat’s
next step up the diplomatic ladder.

Cynthia seemed a slim, fragile thing to
have such a powerful push. Everyone
said that with an impeccable wife like
her behind him, Moffat simply couldn’t
fumble the ball. His house was beauti-
fully ordered, his babies were fat, smiling
creatures whose noses never ran, the
MofFats gave excellent, if rather formal,
parties with only one maid, and neither
of them had ever been known to make
even a small social break.

“What a shame,” thought Dorcas
rather sadly, “that they aren’t getting
Buenos Aires, after all.”” There were
times when she regretted knowing the
higher-ups in the State Department as
well as she did, and hearing these tidbits
of information in advance of the people
they affected.

She supposed the young Moffats would
hear the news within the next few days—
that, with their hearts set on South
America, they were being sent to one of
the smaller, less important posts in Italy.

Things had been too lush and plush
for Cynthia lately, that was it. When a
woman began tocarry about with her an
atmosphere of deadly certainty and
other women watched her with a lurking,
not too friendly envy in their eyes, then
it was time to watch out.

“After you've stubbed your toe, my
dear,” thought Dorcas, *“you’ll actually
be a nicer person.” Yet she was sorry it
must happen.

B.J., at her side, was careful not to
hurry her over her drink.

Dorcas drained the final drop and set
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In Philadelphia, a meeting of the Direct
Mail Advertising Association mulled
over the report of a young man who de-
cided to use the mail to court his girl, sent
her a proposal every day for 65 days, lost
her on the 66th when she married the
mailman.

The Council of State Street Stores in Chi-
cago surveyed 1,000 of its working girls,
found that they were yearning for, in one,
two, three order: a husband, a type-
writer, a pressure cooker.

A citizen in Columbus, Ga., who civic-
mindedly cropped a 2-year growth of
grass which hid a fireplug was promptly
fined $6 for parking near it.

A man in Warren, Ohio, who went on a
rampage, overturning desks and scatter-
ing files in the Veterans’ Administration
office, explained to police it was all a
horrible mistake; he’d thought he was in
the income-tax office.

An indignant lady in Phoenix, Ariz.,
complained that thieves not only had
stolen her “Dog for Sale™ sign one night;
they’d returned to steal the dog the next.

Accediog to the demand, the North Little
Rock (Ark.) High School showed its
girls’ physical education classes a foot-
ball movie on “Blocking and Tackling
Positions.”

After a two-day trial, a restaurant in
Philadelphia removed its suggestion box
for customers, explaining wearily that 34
of the 35 notes deposited on the firstday
and 38 of 40 on the second day sug-
gested prettier waitresses; not one sug-
gestion mentioned food.

Charging that a slot machine fell off a
counter and struck her on the head while
she was bending over to pick up a scat-
tered jack pot, a lady in Cleveland won
$5,000 more for her injuries.

After parishioners began to laugh in the
wrong places during sermons at the First
United Presbyterian Church in Long
Beach, Calif., an investigation disclosed
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that headsets installed for the hard of
hearing were picking up police calls and
ham radio broadcasts.

Discovering that it had no law against it,
the City Council in Denver, Colo.,
hastily adopted an ordinance making it
illegal to break out of jail.

Somewhat mollitied, a union secretary in
Edmonton, Alberta, reported that bur-
glars who had visited the Labor Temple
there had broken open a safe he'd been
trying to gét open for years since losing
the combination.

The “falsie”” epidemic seemed to be
spreading even to horses when a 5-year-
old gelding was disqualified in the Penn-
sylvania national horse show after its tail
fell off.

A man in Rock Island, IIl., was picked up
for being drunk while riding on the town
water wagon.

After much pondering, the Canadian
Army in Ottawa decided that a married
soldier can keep his mother-in-law in
government-owned “married quarters”
but can’t charge her rent.

A sign on Highway 66 in Oklahoma is-
sued to motorists a frank “Welcome to
Vinita, home of 7,539 good people and
a few soreheads.”

A former carvival entertainer in Passaic,
N.J., who bet a friend 25 cents that he
could break an empty wine bottle over
his own head, won twice, ended up, after
the third try, in a local hospital with pos-
sible concussion and 10 stitches.

Admiitting that he robbed three churches,
aman in Moline, Il explained that they
were the only places where he could find
‘‘peace of mind.”

A new twist on how to get Junior to eat
his spinach was offered at the American
Dietetic Association convention in Den-
ver: Parents should take Junior to mar-
ket, have him personally pick out the
spinach, pay for it, carry it home.
ARTHUR LANSING

the glass down on a table. ** I'll go peace-
ably,” she said, grinning at him, * though
I would really like to see if that Peter
Ledyard comes back or not.”

She and B.J. met him in the parking
lot as they were driving off.

*Good night,” she called, waving, as
Peter left the borrowed convertible and
crossed the courtyard.

“Where was he?” asked B.J., looking
puzzled, “and just why were you so
interested in whether he rejoined the
party?”

““My innocent darling,” said Dorcas,
““you miss all the nuances of these gay
little gatherings, don’t you? I suppose
you think Peter Ledyard and the wide-
eyed little Mrs. Mackie met for the first
time tonight.”

“I never gave it any thought.”

“Well, if you're not above listening to
gossip, they didn’t. Besides which, she
had a sudden headache and he took her
home. Add it up for yourself.”

He said curiously as he drove the car
down the lake boulevard toward their
villa, **I don’t believe I've ever heard
you ascribe a noncynical motivation to
any human being, Dorcas, in all the time
I’'ve known you. Yet I still wonder if you
have any secret illusions about life,
chinks in your armor, so to speak. It
doesn’t seem logical that you, a woman,
young and attractive, could be the com-
plete cynic you sound.”

“They say the disenchanted are born
that way, not made,” retorted Dorcas
lightly. “But I do have my moments.
For instance, I'm a sucker for a roman-
tic love story. The noble soul-shattering,
once-in-a-lifetime kind. Fortunately, they
don’t happen often enough to strain my
credulity.”

She lit a cigarette for him and put it
between his lips, as though to forestall
the words she had herself given him the
opening to speak. She thought, *Some
day he’ll tell me that story whether or
not I am willing to listen, but I'm too
tired tonight.”

Tl-m great chandelier in the hall was
burning for them. Just behind her, she
heard the click as B.J. turned off the
switch.

“I'm dead, aren’t you?”’ She yawned,
discouraging midnight chitchat.

“I've brought some papers home,” he
said abstractedly.

She smiled faintly at herself. She
should have remembered it was months
since B.J. had really wished to talk to
her. She shrugged one slim shoulder,
turning her cheek as he bent to kiss her
good night.

“I may go to Cannes after the fashion
show tomorrow,” she said coolly. “I'm
tired of waiting for spring to arrive
here.”

“You've just come back from St.
Moritz,” he said with mild surprise.
““But go, of course, if you're feeling rest-



less. Do you need any help with reserva-
tions?”

“I'll manage. Edwina is overworked,
as it is. Incidentally, 1 came home from
St. Moritz a month ago. Time flies in
your office, it would seem.”

*Yes,” he said, his tired eyes meeting
hers. **We're busy.”

*“And I am an idle bird of passage,
chasing the sun.” She laughed briefly.
“Good enough. I like it that way.”

SHE heard her maid's footsteps in the
dressing-room outside the large, ornate
master bedroom, and wonderedsuddenly
if Therese talked in the servants’ hall
about the many nights Monsieur spent
in his study, poring over sheaves of
papers.

But of course. Therese, like any Euro-
pean servant, took an intense personal
interest in her employer’s affairs and un-
doubtedly made them her leading topic
of conversation.

A dull flush rose to Dorcas’s cheeks.

*“Remind me to put my name down
in your notebook for a date some time,”
she murmured as he left her at her bed-
room door.

“Dorcas . . .” He turned back, his face
troubled.

*I know. Who better? When it’s over,
it's over, B.J., and we can’t whistle it
back.”

*You don’t understand. 1 don’t know
if 1 can explain, but there’s something
beyond physical attraction, Dorcas,
something you and I haven't reached
together. It’s neither your fault nor
mine, my dear—but—""

*Don’t tell me now,” she said sharply.
“Tomorrow is time enough.”

She closed her door behind her and
leaned against it for a long moment,
remembering his tired eyes.

“Funny, B.J,” she thought. “A good
joke on me, but with you I came close
to that ‘something beyond,” so close |
saw the glint of its wings in flight.”

She dismissed Therese and looked at
herself in her dressing-table mirror as
she slathered cold cream on her face.

“There you go again, sucker,” she
remarked under her breath. “‘Believing
in love stories. Some day you’ll kid your-
self into thinking B.J. was the Second
Real Love that Passed You By.”

She glanced out her window and saw
that the moon had clouded over and,
with one of the abrupt weather changes
of a capricious March, it was snowing.

“Fine,” she thought ironically. *‘Let
them come on skis to the Spring Fashion
Show tomorrow. Refreshing contrast.”

That did it. She would make her res-
ervation for Cannes the first thing in the
morning. . . .

Terry Preston slept the exhausted
sleep of the hostess who has given a long-
drawn-out but outstandingly successful
party.

She woke to a sparkling white world

at eight o'clock on the day of the show.
She stretched comfortably, aware of the
good smell of coffee in the breakfast-
room. All newspapermen could make
wonderful coffee, and Speed's was tops.

“Darling,” she called, **how about
orange juice in bed? Do I rate it?™

*Juice coming up, Mrs. Preston.”
Suddenly he was standing there, a ruffled
plastic apron over his striped pajamas,
looking tender and foolish and quizzical
all at the same time.

“You went right to sleep last night,”
he accused her. “Giving me no chance
to hash over the party.”

She drank her orange juice in sips. ““ It
was terrific, wasn't it?” she said com-
placently. “The news of it may even
reach Russia, who knows!”

**We did a job of entertaining the
Ledyards,” said Speed, * but there were
moments when [ thought we provided a
touch too much entertainment. I sup-
pose you didn’t know Sharon Mackie
and Peter were old lames?"

“Certainly not,” sheretorted. “Though
I'm not sure I wouldn't have asked her
anyway. It can be healthy to run into an
old love at times, you know, Speed—
settling to the morale.™

*Whose? Irene took it well, but I
doubt if she enjoyed Peter’s exit.”

**He’s exited often enough before, so
that she’s used to it. But I wasn't think-
ing of Irene. I noticed Sharon especially.
She was afraid of him, Speed. When a
woman is that afraid of a man, there’s
something wrong with her marriage. It
needs major repair work.™

*Sure,” said. Speed. “*Only, suppose
it busts? She might have gone overboard
for Ledyard, started two divorces, and
gotten pretty badly hurt along the way.”

*No,” said Terry thoughtfully. ** Peter
would never leave Irene. They may not
be well mated, but theyre certainly
amalgamated; linked permanently to-
gether by tightly knotted bank state-
ments into a joint holding company.™

*We're mated, aren’t we?” said Speed
with a look of idiotic complacence.
*Even though you get moods when you
wish you were back being the toast of the
profession. Don’t deny it, Mrs. Preston,
because I know you through and
through.™

SHE gave him a rueful glance. I
ought to have more secrets from you. A
little mystery is said to be a good thing.”

“Nuts.”

She paused, her face suddenly strange.
It was an earth-shattering feeling and
she'd had it before but never this vio-
lently.

*Terry, for heaven's sake, what is it?
What'’s the matter?”

She jumped out of bed and across the
room, answering tersely over one pretty
shoulder, ‘Orange juice—won't stay
put . ..”

When she came back, white but smil-

ing, he took her in his arms without a
word.

**Oh, Speed, I've wondered, but it
must be true, and isn’t it wonderful?”

“I've wondered, too,” he said un-
steadily. ** You and your mystery! But I
didn’t know how you'd feel about it, so
I didn’t ask questions.™

They held each other for a long,
shared moment.

“No regrets?” he whispered.

““None,” she whispered back. * Now
that 1 know the zippers won't zip much
longer, I couldn’t care less! I don't want
to be a model, darling. I want a bunch
of kids to tear your typewriter apart.”

*Check,” he said against her lips.
*Check and double-check.” . . .

THOUGH the Committee spent a bad
morning worrying about the effect of the
snowfall on the success of the Spring
Showing, everyone later agreed that it
would have taken more than a change
in the weather to keep the American
colony, and their Swiss and diplomatic
guests, home from an event talked about
as long in advance.

Most of the women were curious to
see Dorcas Llewellyn Forbes, last year’s
leader of the Ten Best-Dressed list, strut-
ting about in the role of model. Terry
Preston’s face was still familiar to maga-
zine readers, too. Some of them even re-
membered her by name, Terry O’Shane,
most in demand of all the models of her
decade, and startlingly pretty yet, if you
didn’t mind a hint of plumpness.

By noon the official clique of the
American colony were all buzzing with
the news about the Moffats. Incredible
that they shouldn't have gotten the ap-
pointment to Buenos Aires, with Cyn-
thia’s heart set on it! What Cynthia
wanted, and this applied to the gender of
her latest baby or a certain style of new
dress or a little extra recognition for
Fergus, she had always heretofore been
able to attain. Other girls had spoken of
*Cynthia’s luck™ with awe only faintly
tinged with annoyance. Actually, they
didn’t quite mean luck, because Cynthia
never trusted to anything so intangible.
She placed her faith in hard work, per-
severance, tact, and knowing the right
people.

How would she take this major dis-
appointment? That was what everyone
was curious to see. It had been rumored
in official circles that she had been so
sure of going to Buenos Aires that she
had already started taking Spanish les-
sons.

The only one of the principal models
who wasn’t well known and whose name
had no drawing power was Sharon
Mackie. Still, everyone who had ever
caught a glimpse of her conceded that
she was a pretty little thing and had the
right look, shy and expectant, for the
spring bride. . . .

Edwina Tiernan telephoned each girl
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in the moming to make sure that she
knew the exact time to report for a com-
plimentary make-up, by courtesy of the
town’s leading beauty salon, and that
she was feeling on her toes.

She managed the phone calls in be-
tween taking B. J. Forbes’s dictation and
protecting him from interviews with
people who had no appointments.

““Sharon, are you dewy-eyed today?
We're depending on our bride, you know.
From what I hear, it was rather a late
party last night.”

“Ididn’t stay till the end,” said Sharon
in her young, slightly breathless voice.
“And I do look amazingly wholesome,
if not dewy-eyed. I'll be there as early as
you like, Edwy. Say when.”

“Good girl. Two o’clock will be fine.
Is there a train from Versoix in time?”

“The 1:29. I'll plow through the snow
to the station in my ski pants. Are you
worried about the snow keeping people
away?”

“Nothing will keep them away,”
laughed Edwina. ‘“We have too many
fabulous characters on display here.”

“I’'m not a bit fabulous, but you can
count on me, Edwy, come hail or sleet.”

Edwina called Cynthia Moffat next:

““No sore throat or cold, I hope, dar-
ling, and the babies aren’t quarantined
with measles or mumps?”

“Everybody’s fine,” said Cynthia in
her smooth, level contralto. “Don’t
bother pretending you haven’t heard
about Fergus’s new appointment. I
wouldn’t believe you, anyway. My
friends have been phoning all morning,
carefully not mentioning it. What time
do you want me, Edwina?”

“Two, if you can make it. Of course,
I've heard about Fergus and I'm sorry
if it’s a disappointment to you, but you
don’t have disappointments often, Cyn-
thia, and I imagine you’ll bear up under
this one.”

““Thanks for not speaking to me as
though I were ill or my husband had run
off with another woman. You're a good
scout, Edwy. Of course I'll bear up. As
a matter of fact”—Cynthia sounded
only slightly off key—*I fully expect to
like the new post.”

““ You probably will,” Edwina assured
her, and they said good-by.

Fon a proud girl, the ordeal of walking
on parade this afternoon, with the eyes
of her friends and enemies searching her
face for a hint of despair, would be a
grueling performance. Edwina knew that
Cynthia dreaded it now as much as she
had looked forward to her moment of
triumph before. The timing of the Mof-
fats’ news couldn’t have been worse.

“It’s just as well we didn’t make her
the bride,” thought Edwina. *“It would
have been an awful effort for her to look
radiant today.”

She didn’t expect much from little
Sharon Mackie, timid mouse that she

“Stop enjoying yourself wheo I’m mad at you!”’

was, but still . . . Edwina hurried into
B.J’s office to take another letter, and
hurried back to type it. It was another
half-hour before she could speak to
Terry Preston.

“Terry dear,” she said hopefully, “you
didn’t eat too much last night, did
you?” .

‘‘Like a truck driver,” answered Terry,
with her cheerful honesty. “But don’t
scold me, Edwy. I only put on one pound
and I don’t think it'll show this after-
noon. Besides, my face is fine, no dark
circles or haggard lines.”

“I never worry about your looking
haggard,” said Edwina dryly. *“ Well, we
won't cry over the pound, but don’t put
onanother at lunch, darling, and remem-
ber I'm expecting you at two.”

She had left Dorcas Forbes till last.
She kept telling herself, “ I have to phone
her; I said I would.” Besides, toa woman
like Dorcas, even if she knew, it wouldn’t
have had any special significance, that
one kiss, stolen so briefly in a moment of
unpremeditated need. A kiss was so
casual a thing in Dorcas Llewellyn’s
world that she might even have smiled
with amusement at Edwina’s taking this
one with such serious intensity.

Edwina had dreaded meeting B.J.’s
eyes when he came into the office at a
few minutes past nine. If he had looked
at her rememberingly, she thought she
must die of their shared hopelessness, yet
if his eyes had passed her by without the
mutual memory, it would have been a
knife wound in her heart.

The moment, when it came, was quiet
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and typical of B.J.: ““I wasn’tfree to kiss
you last night, Edwina.”

“No.”

“There’d be no point in asking you
to forget it, especially when I don’t want
you to. Or to forgive me, Edwina.”

“No, B.J.”

“‘Put it down on the debit side of our
ledger, my darling,” he said in a low
voice, “but don’t quite forget.” A few
minutes later he asked her to take a
letter, and the routine of the office com-
menced.

‘““We were wrong,” thought Edwina.
‘‘But only wrong for us, not for Dorcas,
who wouldn’t especially care.”

Presently she forced herself to dial the
number of the chiteau on the lake.

“It’s Edwina, to remind you of your
duty,” she said when Dorcas’s husky
voice came over the wire. ‘“Don’t forget
you're our drawing card to get people
out in the snow. Is two o'clock all
right?”

“ How about lunch together first at the
Amphitryon?”

Edwina hesitated only for a moment.

“Don’t be silly ; you have to eat some-
where,” prodded Dorcas. *Even if B.J.
does settle for coffee and rolls at his
desk.” .

*All right. Thanks. The Amphitryon.
I'll try to make it at one.”

She put down the phone with hands
which were suddenly very cold and
unsteady.

Dorcas Forbes had asked her for lunch
at rare intervals before; there was no
reason to suppose today’s gesture was



anythingmore than her usual casual one.
Edwinahad often donelittle jobs for her,
sending out invitations, arguing with her
dressmaker, making travel reservations.
The lunches and teas were simply a form
of social recognition, Dorcas’s way of
saying thanks.

*"Does she know?” thought Edwina
desperately. “But how could she pos-
sibly guess? I don’t show it. I scarcely
ever mention his name.”

A'r a quarter to one she looked briefly
in B.J.’s office to say that she was going
to lunch, but not where or with whom.

“I can’t come back to the office, 'm
afraid,” she said, with troubled eyes,
** because of the show this afternoon. I'll
gladly work this evening, though. Just
leave me a memo of the most urgent
things.”

“ Everything is urgent,” he said, smil-
ing at her. “But you aren’t to work
tonight, Edwina. I mean it. IfI seea light
shining from this window, I'll give you
the sack.”

“You won't, because you can’t re-
place me,” she answered. For the first
time she thought of what it would be like
not to work for B.J. any more. A sensible
woman would have left months ago, the
instant she felt herself crumpling inside
when she looked at him.

All her life Edwina had been sensible
and sane. She had held a large family of
tempestuous young Tiernans together,
seen to it that they all worked for their
educations as she had worked for hers,
given them help when they needed it,
been guide, counselor, mentor. She
thought ruefully that if any of those
younger brothers and sisters could see
her now, they could taunt her with her
own words, fling her good moral pre-
cepts back at her like boomerangs:
Wasn't it you, Edwina, who said never to
let yourself slide into a messy situation
you'd only live to regret?

“I won’t come back tonight, then,
B.J.,” she promised him gravely.

*Thank you, Edwina.”

He knew, they both knew, that if she
insisted on working in the silent office
at night he would follow her.

‘“We can’t work alone together any
more,” she thought miserably. “We
mustn’t try. We're human beings, not
two insensate filing cabinets. We've
kissed each other once; that has to be
the end.”

She slipped quietly away to meet Dor-
cas.

Funny, she thought, as she greeted
Dorcas at the restaurant, that she had
forgotten even to powder her nose or put
on more lipstick for the encounter.
Looking at Dorcas always made her feel
dowdy; today she felt more so than
usual.

The headwaiter led them to the best
table. Headwaiters had been giving Dor-
cas the best tables for years. She ac-

cepted it with a faint smile and a mur-
mured, *“This will do nicely.” Throwing
her mink jacket back from her shoulders,
she offered Edwina a cigarette from a
platinum case which had her initials
marked on it in small rubies.

Edwina, who had never cared for pos-
sessions, realized with self-reproach that
she could never quite take her eyes from
Dorcas’s. She thought, “ How can B.J.
notice me when she glitters so?”

As though in answer to her unspoken
perplexity, Dorcas smiled and said, ““You
get used to these trappingsin time, Edwy.
When I was very young I enjoyed clothes
and furs and jewelry and fast cars. Now
I order them out of habit. Occasionally,
very occasionally, it’s fun showing them
off to other people.”

“It must be,” remarked Edwina with-
out bitterness.

“For a short while only; then you see
their power lost. It’'s quite a bleak,
panicky feeling, the first time you realize
you've misplaced your faith in mam-
mon.”

Edwina looked at her with startled
eyes.

““Oh, yes, it’s happened,” Dorcas con-
tinued dryly. “Once I gave the first man
I ever loved a shiny new convertible for
his birthday. I thought he’d be pleased
and grateful, until I saw his eyes. Tell
me, my pure and incorruptible Edwina,
how would you feel if a man stared at
you till you shriveled, and then said, ‘I
wanted a child, and you refused to have
one. | won’t accept this in exchange’?”

Edwina said thickly, ¢ That’s horrible,
Dorcas. Why are you saying it to me?”

““It leads up to a question: As far as
youknow, you're able to bear children?”

EDW[NA felt sick with pity for the na-
ked hunger in the other woman’s eyes.
“Of course,” she whispered, her hands
twisting at the gloves in her lap.

“And you come from a very large
family. You’re fond of children?”” Dor-
cas persisted.

“Very fond,” Edwina answered with
a catching of her breath in her throat.

“That’s what I wanted to know. It’s
why I asked you to lunch.” Her smile
was a bright gash across her pale face.
“It’s occurred to me, Edwy, that my
husband is tired of living in a chiteau
with a barren woman and would prefer
love in cramped quarters littered with
baby bottles and diapers, with you look-
ing up at him from the kitchen stove. I
suppose there’s no doubt of your being
in love with him?”

“No,” said Edwina trembling. *“I love
him terribly. He doesn’t, he couldn’t
know. I don’t see how you could have
known.”

Dorcas pulled her mink jacket back
around her shoulders as though she were
suddenly cold. “Too perceptive for my
own good.” Her laughter ended on a
short, hard note. “Darling, do look

across the room and tell me if you see
what I see. Isn’t that our child bride, all
dressed up and out with a man?” . . .

Sharon had intended taking the train,
until Peter Ledyard phoned and an-
nounced that he had a hired car and was
calling for her.

“Id rather you didn’t.”

**1 must talk to you, Sharon. Our ses-
sion last night left a bad taste in my
mouth. I can’t bear to have us say such
an unfriendly good-by, after all we've
been to each other. You're not still afraid
of me, darling?™

“Of course not, Peter,” she assured
him. “But I think it would be better not
to meet again, for many reasons. Irene,
among them.”

“She’s at the hairdresser’s. 1 told her
I was having lunch with you, so that’s
all right.”

““As all right as anything all wrong can
possibly be,” she murmured.

“I'm driving out to pick you up in an
hour.”

Sharon smiled very faintly to herself
and went to the wardrobe for her best
suit and the hat Jim had brought her
from Paris.

When Peter asked her where she'd like
to have lunch, she chose the smartest
restaurant she could think of. Nothing
quiet and out of the way today.

“I was afraid I was going to have
trouble with you,” said Peter over their
cocktails. “ You weren’t very nice to me
last night.”

“I was all alone, and I do have a con-
science, Peter.”

“Sharon, youhaven’tforgotten either.
Not one moment, not one kiss.” His
voice was husky and desirous.

““Careful, Peter. People are watching
us. There’s Dorcas Forbes over near the
window.”

““Hang Dorcas Forbes.”

“We'd better order. I have to report
for a thorough make-up and hair-comb-
ing an hour before the show.”

‘““What are you modeling, darling?”
asked Peter knowledgeably. He knew
women liked to describe clothes.

“Several things, but the last espe-
cially—"" Sharon dropped her lashes at
his indulgent gaze. “Peter, I should like
you to see me in the last.”

“I'mimpatient already. I hope it shows
off your beautiful figure.”

“It’s quite—revealing.”

sz kept him entertained during lunch
with tidbits of local gossip about inter-
national personages.

He said once, thoughtfully, “Sharon,
you've changed, matured. You’re no
longer a schoolgirl but an intelligent as
well as an alluring woman.”

Sharon gave him another provocative
smile.

He groped for her fingers under the
damask tablecloth.

“No,” she whispered, “not till after
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the fashion show. There’s something you
don™ know about me, Peter, and won'’t
know till then.” :

- “That you’re marvelous in the right
clothes? I've always felt—"

I had possibilities. Only, in my cheap
little skirts and sweaters, and my one
winter coat which was too short for me,
they didn’t show, did they, Peter?” she
challenged him softly.

“Well, I wanted to buy you a prom
dress—remember, darling? But you
wouldn’t let me.”

“1 remember.”

“But let’s not think of the old mis-
understandings, or .the proud, stiff-
necked little girl you were,” he said in a
low voice. “I'd rather concentrate on
the gorgeous woman you are.”

She answered, with a sigh, that that
gorgeous woman must depart to be
worked over by experts.

“They couldn’t improve you,” said
Peter, rising to see her to the door.
‘“Remember, I'll be there watching. I'll
never take my eyes off you.”

“I don’t want you to,” she murmured.
“Thank you for lunch, Peter.” She
turned to him once more as she left,
“The last dress I model. Thar’s the im-
portant one, Peter. Don’t forget.” . . .

THE others were gathered in the dress-
ing room behind the scenes when she
arrived, her color heightened, her eyes
bright with excitement.

**My!” said Dorcas Forbes. “You
look as though this really were your wed-
ding day. Lunch with an old beau cer-
tainly sets a woman up!”

“Doesn’t it!” Sharon was untroubled
by a crack which would have stricken her
with embarrassment before.

She looked at Dorcas, noting the
shadows of tiredness under her eyes.
‘““What's wrong with you?” she thought
curiously. “ You're different today. Even
your wisecracks have no bite.”

They all made a pretense of not look-
ing when Cynthia MofTat arrived.

*“Hi,” said Cynthia, her grooming per-
fect as usual and her voice level. “Who
is modeling what, to start the show?”

“I’'m elected,” moaned Terry Preston,
““in the pin-checked two-piece, dragging
along that dreadful little wire-haired
terrier of the Maitlands’. He may look

frightfully chic but I bet he bites my -

ankle.”

““Nonsense, he’s perfectly friendly if
you don’t get him excited,” said Edwina.
““The committee thinks it would be nice
to use him.”

“And Mrs. Maitland is on the com-
mittee, wouldn’t you know it?” But
Terry went obediently to put on the tai-
lored spring suit, and the others lis-
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tened to Edwina’s last-minute instruc-
tions.

‘Remember,” she said, ‘I wanta little
pause near the end of the show before
our bride comes into view. One of the
students will wear the bridesmaid’s dress,
and I'm going to signal the orchestra
when theyre to play the wedding
march. . . . Sharon, walk very slowly,
dear. It doesn’t matter how long it takes
to reach the end of the runway.”

Sharon nodded gravely. She had every
intention of taking a long time.

*That’s the main point for all of you
to remember,” continued Edwina. “You
must walk slowly enough to give me a
chance to speak my piece about you in
French after I've finished the English
version. So try to listen while you're
parading.”

Tl\-lliY had the finishing touches put
on their make-up by the girl from the
beauty salon, and Edwina went into the
empty ballroom to try out her loud-
speaker.

She was still trembling inside and her
fingers were so cold she could barely ad-
just the instrument. Yet she had spoken
to the others in her everyday voice and
she knew they had seen, not the shaken,
incoherent woman she felt within herself,
but merely the “‘good old Edwy” their
eyes were accustomed to.

A few people had already arrived and
were choosing their tables. Edwina no-
ticed a tall, thin young man hovering
uncertainly in the doorway. She finished
tinkering with theloud-speaker and went
over to ask if he was looking for any-
body.

“No—that is, not now. I'm Jim
Mackie. I don’t want to disturb Sharon,
but 1I'd like a ticket for this show. Is it
too late to get one?”

““1t most certainly isn’t. I'll sell you
one here and now. Seven francs, please,
Mr. Mackie, and that includes tea. Does
Sharon know you're here?”

He hesitated. *‘She knows I'm trying
to make it. I'd rather see her afterward,
I think.”

Edwina made no comment, butsaw to
it that he took a seat as close as possible
to the runway.

““There’ll be a lot of men,” she assured
him briskly. Then she thought, uneasy
at the memory of Sharon and Peter Led-
yard at lunch, “ Suppose Ledyard comes
to the show, too, and they sit and glower
at each other. Or didn’t this nice gaunt-
faced Jim Mackie know that his wife had
an admirer?”

“You'll see Sharon quite well from
here,” she said tactfully. * You must no-
tice her last ensemble especially, Mr.
Mackie. She’s beautiful in it.”

“Thanks.” He gave her a questioning
look. “Are you Miss Tiernan, by any
chance?”

When she nodded encouragingly, he
blurted out, “Tell me, Miss Tiernan, is

Sharon nervous or scared today? I mean,
she’s a shy person, really, and—"

“She’s tine,” Edwina reassured him
smoothly. ‘Her nervousness seems to
have slipped away. You mustn’t worry
about her. She’ll be wonderful.”

The young man’s serious face relaxed
a little. Edwina thought he looked like
her youngest brother just before an exam.
He had a good, clean jaw line and she
liked the intentness of his dark eyes. She
felt suddenly that she’d enjoy shaking
Sharon.

She went for a last look at the models,
and since they all seemed composed and
ready for their first appearance, she took
her place at the microphone again, her
script in her hand.

The committee were all present by
now. One or two of the ladies gave her
little signals of encouragement, and she
smiled and made a V with her fingers.

The room was filling quickly in spite
of the morning’s snow. There was a
warm, heavy scent of perfume in the air,
and a high confusion of sounds: eager
feminine voices, the tuning of the or-
chestra instruments, the clatter of cups
as the waiters moved about serving tea
or coffee at the tables.

Edwina saw, with a sinking of her
heart, that the Ledyards were present
with their friend, Speed Preston. But at
least their table was on the opposite side
of the runway from where she had placed
Jim Mackie.

The show was about to begin.

Edwina looked at her watch. Another
five minutes, perhaps, to give late-comers
a chance to get seated. She scanned
her notes to make sure each announce-
ment was numbered in order. Terry, to
start.

‘**May 1 sit near you, Edwina?” said a
quiet voice at her shoulder.

She looked into B.J.’s eyes. They were
gray and lonely as a glacier.

She wanted to say, ‘* Stay near me al-
ways and forever. Dorcas is willing to
let you go. Oh, my darling, never leave
me!” But all she said was, ** Of course,
B.J. I'm glad you made it in time.” She
smoothed back a lock of fair hair on her
forehead and wished, humbly, that she
were half as beautiful as any one of the
models who were about to appear. She
would have liked so much to be beautiful
for B.J.

SHE took a deep breath to steady
herself. Then, giving the signal to the
orchestra to begin playing a muted rendi-
tion of the afternoon’s theme song, she
said in her clear, well-enunciated voice,
“Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen,
our Spring Showing is in a worthy cause
but we hope you'll find it as entertaining
as it is worthy. The charming girls who
are acting as models have volunteered
their services and are all, without excep-
tion, home-grown American beauties.
I would like to acknowledge, on behalf



of the committee, the tremendous help
given us by—""

She went on smoothly, without a
break, to give credit where credit was
due. Then she repeated the announce-
ment in French. A little murmur of sur-
prised approbation went around the
room. A faint flush rose to Edwina’s
cheeks.

“And now for our first glamorous
model : Terry Preston, in the perfect pin-
checked wool suit for a morning’s shop-
ping. Her bright-eyed canine companion
is Whisker Maitland. He is wearing the
newest thing in rolled leather collars,
with a matching leash.”

Whisker gave a short, excited bark,
and there was an outburst of laughter.

Terry walked beautifuily, even with
the terrier pulling at the leash. “*1 could
do this in my sleep,” she thought dream-
ily. “It’s funny how it all comes back.”

SHE remembered, with the strange feel-
ing of having seen it in a movie or
read it in a book, how she had resisted
leaving the orbit of the professional
model. Marry Speed Preston and trek
all over Europe while her name was be-
ing rapidly forgotten? Not on her life!
A model’s span of fame was short, at
best.

“Sorry, Speed,” she had told him two
years ago at their favorite place on 52nd
Street. ** It might work for some women,
not for me. If you were asking me to
marry you and stay here in New York,
well, the story might have a different
ending.” Her smile then had been rueful,
because Speed stood out among all the
men she knew as the someone special,
the quite possible Might-Have-Been.

“You know,” she had added lightly
to cover her sudden frightening sense of
loss, I could even picture myself teach-

ing some little Prestons how to look at
a camera and smile like Mamma'”

“You're going to teach several little
Prestons how to smile prettily,” Speed
told her, *"but not in full-page spreads.
In fact, my darling, no photographers
will be admitted to our private life.”

**We aren't having a private life. I'm
turning you down, Speed. With regrets,
because I do kind of like you.™

“You kind of love me,” he had said
very softly then, and she had had another
bad moment of panic, wondering if this
cocky little man could be right.

Speed Preston wasn't good-looking,
with his sandy head and freckly skin. He
wasn't even tall, and Terry was a gener-
ous five-foot-niner, without heels.

*“1 suppose I'll be quite sentimental
about you for a week or so after your
ship has sailed,” she admitted, eyes
averted from his. “We've had fun,
Speed.”

“We'll always have fun. It’s too bad
you can’t have your cake and eat it too.
Too bad I'm not a male model or some
guy in the advertising business who'd
be so proud of your career he’d want you
to keep on with it. I'll go farther, sweetie,
and come out with the honest fact that
the money you pull in every week ain’t
hay. But wecan do without it, and after
a while you'll get used to the simple life
of the Press.”

T:ERRY shivered remembering the awful
week that had followed, a week in which
she had known Speed's departure date
and had felt the days slipping away like
sand under her feet.

The last night came, the last hour,
before Speed must board the ship for
the midnight sailing. . . . They were in a
diner on Tenth Avenue, because she
knew that once they joined the noisy

¢“Chuck, that’s my mother!”’
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party in Speed’s cabin, he'd be lost to her.

‘‘Have another hamburger, Toots;
you look pale tonight,” he offered hos-
pitably.

“Can’t. I'm modeling something tight
first thing in the morning. Extra ham-
burgers put weight on me.”

She couldn’t understand his gaiety, his
bounce. Surely if he loved her as he in-
sisted he did, he'd be bound to feel some
part of this aching emptiness she tried to
press back.

“You aren’t wearing anything tight
tomorrow—or ever,” he said suddenly
in a low, urgent voice, his grin fading.
**Not for hire, at least. I’ve canceled that
appointment, baby. I'm taking you to
Europe and making a real woman out
of you.”

She stared at him, not believing him
at first, not daring to believe. * Speed,
I—it’s not true, Speed.™

“Go and look at the single, C-87, and
see if you recognize your plaid luggage,
and if you still don't tumble, there’s your
passport on the dressing table. Remem-
ber that passport you got a couple of
months ago when you thought you were
going to model on an exchange basis
with a French dress house?™

“It was a stunt,” she said faintly. It
never came off. How did you know?”

**News hounds always know. You're~
lucky you're going to get such a smart
husband, Toots. In Paris, all legal-like,
before we go to Geneva.”

*Speed,” she whispered desperately,
struggling for the last time against the
invisible steel of the trap. Then she put
her shining dark head on her arms and
sobbed, sitting where she was at the
counter, with a couple of truck drivers
and the short-order cook staring at her.

“Cry it out, baby,” Speed advised her
tenderly. “It’srelief from conflict. You've
wanted to marry me all the time, you
know, just as you’ve wanted to quit wear-
ing those compression girdles and have
a few square meals. You're a big girl,
Terry: you're going to be a magnificent
woman. I’'m glad I'm the one who’ll be
sticking around watching you grow.” . ..

I GRew, all right,” thought Terry
Preston, walking gracefully down the
runway in the pin-checked tailleur, the
skirt of which nipped her in the waist,
“and I'll grow more, till finally I'll have
a hard pull climbing up the hill from the
grocery store to our apartment, but it’s
wonderful. I'm the luckiest woman in
this room, and thank my stars I know it.”

The applause mounted as she turned
with a precision movement and made her
exit, pulling Whisker along beside her.

Whisker had not liked being in the
show, but now that he was growing ac-
customed to the limelight, he resented
being made to leave it. " Gr-r-r,” he said
unpleasantly, and nipped Terry's ankle.

She stumbled a little, recovered, and
went backstage smiling. *“Gr-r-r your-
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self,” she whispered. ‘“ We’ll find a nicer
pup than you for Baby Preston.”

No one saw the Maitland terrier bite,
but practically everyone noticed Terry
Preston’s brief stumble. Afterward, it
was a topic of casual comment that out
of all the models, only the professional
had missed a step. Several of the ladies
thought the famous Terry O'Shane was
running to fat, though, of course, she
was a beauty still, they couldn’t deny
it. ...

EDWINA announced the American stu-
dents next. They came out wearing pedal-
pushers and cashmere sweaters, looking
very burnished and young.

‘‘Jean, Peggy, Barbara, and Susan, all
at the university, will now show you the
latest in rainwear for those April show-
ers which sometimes come, even in
Switzerland,” said Edwina.

The girls slipped quickly into bright,
shower-proof coats with matching sou’-
westers, and marched to the tune of
Singing in the Rain.

When they had been applauded and
made their exit, Edwina, with a special
sprightliness in her voice, said that Cyn-
thia Moffat would now model a dress
especially designed for diplomatic teas,

Cynthia’s beauty, always cool and
controlled, had a masklike quality. The
arch of her brows was so clearly defined,
her lips so well penciled in carmine, the
curve of her chin such a pure oval. To
women who disliked her, the mere fact
that she could look like that, and in ad-
dition cook superbly, was a personal
affront.

The eyes trained on Cynthia at this
moment, as she walked down the runway
in the gray satin afternoon dress, were
avid with curiosity.

““They can't stone me,” thought Cyn-
thia. ““They can only look at me. I can
bear it for this short while. I must bear
it for Fergus’ sake.”

She heard Edwina’s clear voice point-
ing out the intricate drapery of the dress
and the subtlety of the little feather
cloche to be worn with it. ‘““ Many of us
have the pleasant problem of what to
wear to diplomatic receptions. We nomi-
nate this model as the perfect between-
season frock.”

“For a between-season woman,” Cyn-
thia added to herself, recognizing with
a flash of intuition that she stood now
between the season of her pride and the
season of the humility she was yet to
learn.

What had she done wrong? Why, when
Fergus was certainly in the running for
Buenos Aires, hadn’t they gotten it?

Somewhere in the audience, among
all the staring faces, Fergus was watch-
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ing her, too. She had assured him only
as long ago as lunchtime that she knew
they’d be happy in Italy; the babies
could learn Italian, she had always been
interested in Renaissance painting.

“It isn’t Rome,” he had pointed out.
“It’s dirty and hot and full of flies. I've
let you down, Cynthia. You had a right
to expect something better.”

Something better, everyone always ex-
pected something better. But why? she
asked herself searchingly as she paraded
before the American colony and their
guests. Why? What right had she, Cyn-
thia Moffat, to lie back in the perfection
of her youth, waiting for life to hand out
Surther riches?

‘“ My babies could be ill,”” she thought
humbly. ‘“Other babies, cared for just
as well, get sick sometimes. Fergus could
grow tired of me. Some men stop seeing
their wives, after a while, even if they’re
good-looking.”

Beauty was not enough, but then,
Cynthia conceded, she had never imag-
ined it was. She had trained herself to do
whatever she did with a smooth efficiency.

“I ran like a machine, each day just
the same, planning in the morning, exe-
cuting in the afternoon, all cylinders
working, and then, for some reason I'll
never know, the machine jammed.”

When? How?

Cnrmu remembered a dowdy little
woman back in Washington in the State
Department. She remembered her own
amazement that the little woman should
have been the wife of one of the Highest-
Ups. But she had been charming and
gracious to her even before she had dis-
covered her identity. One of the reasons
the MofFTats never pulled boners was be-
cause Cynthia made it a rule to be charm-
ing to everyone, from receptionists to
ambassadors.

But a few words spoken in the woman’s
rather flat Midwestern voice still pricked
at Cynthia’s consciousness: ““I don’t see
how you do all you do-and find time to
be a human being, too, my dear.”

She wondered suddenly if the little
woman who had let her figure go had
advised against the Moffats’ getting
Buenos Aires. Because of course she had
known that Cynthia Moffat was too
busy in the role of perfectionist to bother
with life as a human being.

‘‘Fergus,” she whispered to him within
the citadel of self, “it’s I who have
let you down, darling. I've committed
the sin of pride, the most deadly of them
all because it so often goes unrecog-
nized, and one person was clever
enough to catch me out at it. A little
woman who needed a facial and a good
corset.”

Her mask slipped the merest trifle then.
The more perceptive of the ladies in the
audience realized they were looking at a
girl struggling valiantly to keep back her
tears. Tears not for Cynthia, but for

Fergus, only they couldn’t have guessed
that.

“You know,” whispered one of the
committee to the wife of the American
minister, * Cynthia Moffat is a beautiful
woman, but I've never quite liked her
until now.” . . .

It was appropriate for Dorcas Llewel-
lyn Forbes to model the stone marten
cape. The rumor rippled throughout the
room that she had ordered it charged
and sent to her house directly after the
show.

“Dorcas Forbes gives us the idealized
version of the smart cosmopolite on her
travels,” announced Edwina.

A small uniformed hotel boy, wheeling
a pileof newairplane luggage onacarrier,
preceded Dorcas. Thiswas a happy touch
Dorcas, herself, had suggested. The ladies
applauded enthusiastically.

Edwina spoke slowly and kept her eyes
on her script. She was afraid to look at
the narrow, distinctive face above her,
lest the faintly mocking smile peculiar
to Dorcas should have slipped. She was
aware of B. J. Forbes at the next table.
She always knew when he tightened him-
self against emotion, when his eyes be-
came wary. Now he reached nervously
for a cigarette.

The jewels Dorcas Forbes wore were
her own. Everyone in Geneva knew that
she bought them herself, that B.J. hadn’t
a penny but his salary. They knew, too,
that the vast, elaborately furnished cha-
teau in the Eau-Vives section had been
standing empty for more than a year be-
fore the Forbeses came along and Dorcas
took it and staffed it, acting on one of the
careless whims of the very rich, in a sin-
gle day. The story was that B.J. hadn’t
so much as seen it. Hecame back to their
hotel from work one evening and Dor-
cas, murmuring, ‘‘Surprise, surprise,”
handed him the great, iron key.

EDWINA, despising herself for a cow-
ard, forced her eyes upward. She needn’t
have worried. Dorcas looked exactly as
she always did. Her face betrayed no
emotion beyond cool amusement. Her
narrow eyes, suitable and even attractive
above her lean cheekbones, surveyed the
audience with an Oriental detachment.
She would have been called an ugly
woman by a former generation, but in
her own era she was striking. She smiled
at Edwina in passing, as though they
shared a secret joke.

For the first time that afternoon Ed-
wina’s voice shook and she swallowed
hard for control.

Suppose Dorcas loved the man she had
so calmly handed over to h
at lunch?

“No, she couldn’t,” Edwina thought
uneasily. *‘She’s known so many loves.
Men flock around her. She had two hus-
bands before B.J. She’ll have others after
him.”

The boy trundled Dorcas’ symbolic
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luggage backstage again and she turned
to go. She felt the almost drugged gaze
of the women on her rubies, on the
glossy combination cosmetic and jewel
case she was carrying, on the fur cape
she had tossed carelessly across her arm.
She was used to the eyes of women ; she
knew what they were thinking: What
would it be like to have millions? Is she
happier than we? Deep down, in her
secret heart, is she different, insulated
against pain?

Dorcas had modeled for charity be-
fore, and she had sensed each time that
she roused curiosity and a strange lust,
the desire for possessions which seemed
to lie deep in women, especially in the
unhappy ones.

**I shouldn’t be up here,” she thought
cynically. “I'm a snare of corruption,
not a nice sight for the innocent young
at all. Even Edwina isn’t completely
dazzle-proof. What would happen, I
wonder, if 1 offered her half a million
dollars instead of B.J.?”"

This mental vagary was so amusing
that she smiled at Edwina as she passed
her. She heard the break in the well-
modulated Tiernan voice then, and
found herself believing, at least for the
moment, that possibly the half-million
wouldn’t have had a taker.

Her eyes brushed B.J.’s. She saw
the unsteadiness of his fingers as he lit
a cigarette. It was probably hard on a
scrupulous man to want so desperately
to escape from his marriage.

The trap is sprung, my dear. You don’t
know it, but you're free.

Strangely, she hadn’t done it for him
or for Edwina. She had released B.J.,
realizing she might regret such a quixotic
gesture, for the sake of a boy long dead
on Anzio beachhead. A boy lost to her
years before that. This was the man
whose face she saw after the third drink.

“B.J. reminded me of you, Tony.
Everyone I've loved has borne your
fleeting shadow. Now, perhaps, I can
make up for not giving you the one
thing you wanted. Our child will never
walk on earth, my darling, but theirs,
B.J.'s and Edwina’s, may.”

**Sucker,” she told herself savagely in
the next instant. “You and your love
stories.”

Tomorrow night she’d be safe in
Cannes, looking over the blue Mediter-
ranean which was Tony’s grave, but
seeing it through a consoling haze of
frenzied gaiety.

There was a loud burst of applause for
Dorcas Llewellyn Forbes, who had
looked exactly as the ladies had expected
her to look—expensive, cynical, and
world-weary. . . .

T;iE four principal models made sev-
eral changes, and the student group ap-
peared again, this time in exquisite
ingénue ball gowns.

The waiters brought extra pots of
coffee and tea; the crowded room grew
warmer; and the redolent clash of
women's perfumes seemed heavier on
the air.

Irene Ledyard murmured to her hus-
band, “*Don’t you think we can slip out
now, dear? Terry isn't modeling any-
thing else.”
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Speed Preston suggested they all go
down to the bar for a drink, but Peter
said he wanted to stay till the end. Since
his chin had an obstinate thrust, Irene
shrugged and didn’t bother to argue. No
doubt the little girl from Iowa was sched-
uled to appear once more. She glanced
down at her program and saw the last
line: Bride—Sharon Evelyn Mackie.

There was a pause in the music, and
Edwina said in a voice pitched slightly
lower, *Because we believe no spring
fashion show is complete without a
spring bride, we have chosen a beautiful
girl to wear a beautiful wedding gown.
The material is the finest Swiss organdy
and every inch of lace was made by hand
in St. Gall.” She nodded to the orchestra
leader, and the strains of Lohengrin filled
the room.

“Our bride is”—Edwina paused a
heartbeat—** almost a bride in real life—
Sharon Mackie.” She let a few bars of
music intervene, then held up her hand
to signal Sharon to begin her slow, unat-
tended march down the runway.

“We thought of borrowing a father to
escort our bride,” announced Edwina,
“but though we scoured the town, we
couldn’t find a man in Geneva willing to
be the only male in a fashion show!”

There was a tinkle of polite laughter,
then an involuntary hush as Sharon ad-
vanced slowly into the foreground. No
one was prepared for Sharon, the un-
known, as she looked in that breathless
moment,

Peter Ledyard stubbed out his ciga-
rette with a fiercellittle gesture, as though
he were rubbing it through the ash tray.
Irene Ledyard, who had been sipping the
last of her coffee, put her cup back in its
saucer with a nervous clatter.

On the other side of the runway, a thin
young man with dark eyes watched so in-
tently that a pulse throbbed in his temple.

Sharon, who had dreaded for more
than a week the time when she must walk
alone to the slow rhythm of the wedding
march, came serenely down the make-
believe aisle, her head held high.

How shall I tell you, my darling, my
darling ?

She had already forgotten, in the very
instant of slipping the billowing wedding
gown over her smooth young shoulders,
the vengeful trick she had planned to
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play for the sake of her tattered pride.
Hereyesflickered across Peter Ledyard’s
face in passing, and she had a momen-
tary flash of recognition : That was Peter,
who haunted my house and my dreams;
that was Peter, who seemed to pour into
my veins whenever I stood in moonlight.
Peter, who drove me from him but never
released me.

Peter Ledyard stared upward as men
stare at goddesses. He had never looked
upon Sharon, the bride. No man had
looked upon her.

THE girl who had stood beside Jim
Mackie and the justice of the peace in her
green gabardine traveling suit, the girl
who had ordered her new suitcases
marked S.E.M. for the journey across
the United States and the Atlantic Ocean
all the way to a silent chalet in Versoix,
was gone as surely as though she had
died. No one who knew that girl could
have seen her now in the face beneath
the bridal veil.

Here Comes the Bride. The measured
rhythm went on, beat by sonorous beat.

A thin wisp of veiling fell from the
flower coronet, covering Sharon's face
as far as her softly curving mouth. When
she had reached a point two-thirds of
the way down the aisle, she paused a mo-
ment and threw the veiling back.

Now, for the first time you see me as |
was born to come to you, she thought.
Now, in this room, before all these people,
1amready to marry you, truly and forever.

Curious onlookers remarked to one
another afterward: “Did you see the
young man who suddenly stood up as
she passed by, almost as though he were
in church? Well, my dear, it was really
quite romantic. He was Jim Mackie, you
know.™

Sharon walked toward the thin young
man as far as the runway would let her.
Her eyes never left his.

She was aware in every nerve of the
grace of her body, the proud curve of
her breasts, the reed slimness of her
waist. She thought of how good it was
to be young and still lovely. She had not
lost the gift of herself, only mislaid it.
Now it was rediscovered, ready in its
youth and desirousness, to be given in
marriage.

She had been pale, but a slow flush
touched her cheekbones, and her lips
quivered just before she smiled.

It’s been you for so long, my darling,
yet I fought the knowing. I lived in that
quiet house with my ghosts, never with my
flesh-and-blood husband. Then onenight . ..

She would tell Jim everything that
must be said about Peter’s coming; she
would admit at last, in words, that the
ghosts had all been tenuous images of
him, and, afterward, Peter Ledyard’s
name would be as meaningless to the

Mackies as the names on ancient tomb-

Ah, but you know already, she thought
as she saw Jim standing. You're there,
as you've always been there, waiting for
me to come to you, patient, gentle, my

my lover!

There was a sudden indrawn breath,
a little sound of awe, as some of the
ladies nearest her saw the gleam of tears
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as they were afraid she might weep, she
smiled into her husband’s eyes. . . .
““‘It was a simply beautiful showing,”
said the head of the benefitcommittee to
Edwina Tiernan, as they went over the
cash returns in the emptied ballroom.
“The choice of models couldn’t have
been happier, I thought. The clothes
were lovely, and you did a profes-
sional job of announcing, Edwina.
You never do lose your poise, do you?”’
The committee head made a business-

like entry in a notebook, and then sighed
nostalgically. **Well, dear, some of us
must be the practical ones, I suppose;
but I certainly would have liked to be
young enough and slim enough to be up
on that platform this afternoon, wouldn’t
you?” She added hastily, *“Of course,
youareyoung, Edwina!I didn’t mean—"

*“No,” said Edwina slowly. “They
were beautiful but I wouldn’t have been
up there for the world.”

She folded her script and put it in her

purse. *“If there’s nothing more, I'd bet-
ter leave now. I have some work wait-
ing.”

It had been a successful spring show,
but for Edwina, to go back to her quiet
office seemed like leaving a gaudily col-
ored picture post card of life to slip into
the muted reality of life itself.

She thought, with a singing heart, of
the lighted window B.J. must see from
the street below.

THE END % %

Forecast—
Cool and Frilly

(Continued from page 43)

discovery about human behavior. The
University of Kansas authorized me to
launch an extraordinarily comprehensive
project to investigate this odd coinci-
dence further. At different times we had
40 researchers and 200 assistants work-
ing on the project.

Millions of items of historical infor-
mation began going into a 2,000-page
master “‘ledger,” which is 714 feet long.
For example, the ledger now lists every
battle we can find in history since 600
B.C.—18,000 of them! We also have a
file of 65,000 samples of art of all ages
and countries, classified by decades. And
we have 5,000 samples of literature.

Simultaneously, other researchers were
tracking down clues to the climate that
prevailed for every decade in recorded
history. The tree rings were helpful, but
we wanted much more evidence. We
checked reports from weather stations
around the world as far back as their
records go. In addition, we gained valu-
able information from lake levels . . .
from reports of ancient droughts, floods,
famines, and crop failures . . . from
reports on difficulty of travel through
mountain passes . . . from data on ad-
vancing and receding glaciersand deserts,
and so on. While one group of drafts-
men was charting the curves of various
human activities, another group was
charting climatic cycles.

Last year I moved my research head-
quarters to the Weather Science Foun-
dation, Crystal Lake, Ill., and joined the
faculty of the Babson Institute of Busi-
ness Administration in Wellesley Hills,
Mass. The gathering of data is still going
on, and will as long as I live. After 20
years the evidence which we have over-
whelmingly supports the view that there
are rhythms in all basic human activities
and that they parallel quite closely
rhythms in the world’s climate. Our cli-
mate certainly does not rule our lives.
But, on the other hand, it is certainly a
powerful conditioning factor.

I now believe the most basic and sig-
nificant rhythm in weather (and human
events) runs approximately 100 years.
Some centuries it is slightly longer or
shorter (just as the short sunspot cycle
which rides its back is never exactly 11.2
years), but through recorded history this
*100-yearcycle’” has averaged out to just
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about 100 years. Just as the year has four
seasons, this 100-year cycle seems to have
four distinct phases of, roughly, a quar-
ter-century each. In fact, the century’s
four seasons and the year’s four have
much in common. Here are the century’s
four, phases and their annual equiva-
lent:

1. Warm, wet phase (spring)

2. Hot, dry phase (summer)

3. Cool, wet phase (fall)

4. Cold, dry phase (winter)

And just as the annual spring and fall
—when the heavy equinoctial storms
come—are the most stimulating seasons
of the year, the two wet phases of the
century are the most stimulating and
enjoyable. We are now entering the cool,
wet fall of our century. Let’s look at the
century’s four seasons :

Spring of a century. This quarter-
century always tends to be stormy, windy,
and wet as the earth grows measurably
warmer. It is invariably marked by a tre-
mendous outbursting of human energy,
and great nationalistic movements.
Ninety per cent of all the Golden Ages
of history have come at this time! Also,
most of the great unifying leaders of
history appeared here: Pericles of the
Golden Age of Greece, Julius Caesar,
Alfred the Great, Charlemagne, William
the Conqueror, Elizabeth, and Napoleon.
Of 53 rulers coming down through his-
tory with the title “‘the Great’ after their
name, 49 (or 91.7 per cent) reigned dur-
ing this phase.

The most recent spring of a century
was ushered in, for America, around
1900, with a whoop and a holler by the
dynamic Teddy Roosevelt. Mr. Roose-
velt is credited with the exuberant
recommendation to Americans:

“Be arabbit . . . Getthe habit . . .
Multiply!”

Springs of a century have produced
Shakespeare, the Renaissance, most of
the great unifying minds, including
Galileo, Newton, and Emstem and all of
the. great Industrial Revolutions. The
auto, the airplane, the radio, the re-
frigerator, and the assembly line all
emerged from the last one, at the be-
ginning of this century.

Summer of a century. With increased
heat and dryness come droughts and de-
pressions. I was living in Kansas when
the latest hot-drought phase was cli-
maxed by the Dust Bowl. My wife,
daughter, and I lived in our basement for
most of six weeks. For two weeks
straight the daily temperature exceeded
110. Our sheets were so hot we had to

sprinkle them to make them bearable for
sleeping. Wells dried up throughout
many parts of America, farm animals
died by the thousands.

What few people realize is that for
centuries severe droughts have occurred
around the Thirties. We have records of
extremely bad droughts (and depres-
sions) around the 1820’s to '40's, the
1730’s, the 1630’s, the 1530’s, and the
1430’s.

As a hot-drought phase progresses,
people the world over—already national-
istically minded—Tlistlessly allow them-
selves to become more and more
subservient to the state. They turn to
totalitarian type cures. This is the time of
tyrants, of cruel, bloodthirsty despots, of
socialistic swings, of power-mad con-
querors, such as Hitler, with his torture
chambers, and Alexander, who called
himself God. The terrible Attila and
Tamerlane were both hot-drought prod-
ucts, as were the “Thirty Tyrants” that
terrorized ancient Greece.

In this period you also have a rise of
hoodlumism and a decline in morals.
People become irresponsible. Society no
longer seems to be heading anywhere.

Fall of a century. With cool, wet
weather returning, we have a resurging
of high vitality. People begin over-
throwing tyrants and reasserting their
independence. Free enterprise is again
cherished, and times become prosperous.
The individual now again becomes more
important than the state. Practically all
of the wars involve internal revolts, such
as the famous war between Parliament
and the Crown at the time of Cromwell,
and the U.S. Civil War. Most of the
great advances for individual freedom,
such as the Magna Charta and the
Emancipation Proclamation, come dur-
ing this time. Calvin and Luther, the
famed Protestants for individual rights,
are products of this period.

Winter of a century. As the once stimu-
latingly cool weather turns cold and dry,
human vitality drops off somewhat, and
the world is again plagued by fairly seri-
ous droughts and depressions. It is a
period ending in restless migrations and
revolutions, such as the American Revo-
lution and the French Revolution. (That
winter Washington spent at Valley
Forge was a truly bitter winter.)

Culture tends now to become sterile
and gaudy. Almost three-quarters of the
weather stations around the world re-
port that the last decades of the 19th
century werecolder than normal. That’s
when our “Victorian” culture produced



outlandish gingerbread houses. Both
manners and women’s styles became
elaborately sedate. Men in checkerboard
pants strode around with canes, like
dandies.

In the cold era of several preceding

centuries (around 1780, 1680, and 1580) |

women’s dresses were likewise fan-
tastically beribboned and elaborate. Yet,
around 1700, 1800, and 1900 (as warm-
wet phases got under way) feminine
fashions suddenly became simple, plain,
severe, regal!

FOR some mysterious reason every
fifth 100-year cycle is especially violent
in its ups and downs, and is marked by
terrible droughts and cold waves. (We're
in the one now.) Cataclysmic
changes have almost always taken place.
Around 475 A.D. the ancient world
everywhere, including Rome, collapsed

years later, around 975, the
Dark Ages gave way to the Middle Ages
...and around 1475 the Medieval
world, after decades of violent upheaval,
breathed its last. Out of that collapse,
beginning around 1500, came the great
Renaissance, the most dynamic and
creative period in history. A new world
was born.

Now another 500-yearcycle is drawing
to a close. We have just experienced a
terrible hot drought. Depression and
war. And in agreement with us Dr. C. G.
Abbot of the Smithsonian Institution is
predicting a great cold-drought period
for around 1975. Once again, apparently,
an old world is dying and a new one is
struggling to be born. Out of the con-
fusion, I believe, will come another great
Renaissance—and possibly One World
—at around 2000 A.D.

At the moment we have just come out
of one of the worst hot-drought periods
in recent centuries and it shaped pro-
foundly the course of human events.
Weather maps of the world show that
temperatures began to rise above aver-
age by 1897, and stayed high almost
continuously for 45 years. The clim
came in the torrid heat-drought of the
Thirties. Hitler, Mussolini, and Tojo
were perfect hot-drought specimens.

The moral fiber of nations rotted with
internal decay, and people the world
over, in their lethargy, accepted regi-
mentation and the philosophy that the
State owes the individual a living.

This heat-wave phase reflected itself in
our Jazz Age and in our art and archi-
tecture. Everything became streamlined
and distorted. Lund, introverted art by
Picasso and Dali became the rage. One of
the most famous musical compositions
of the era was Stravinsky’s Fire Bird.

Most serious was our moral decline.
Millions of people became hyper-sex-
conscious. They necked publicly, dressed
immaodestly, and condoned sinful women.
Our divorce rate became fantastic. There
was an appalling decline in the stability
of the family, as discipline all but van-
ished from the home. Paralleling this
was a sad decline in the influence of the
church.

Last April THE AMERICAN MAGAZINE
printed an article reporting Harvard
University’s study into Whar's Going On
Inside Russia. One profound fact shaping
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events in Russia, the Harvard scientists
reported, was that temperatures over
Russia had been rising for half a century.
That is true. The steppes have been
thawing out. Most of Russia ordinarily
is too cold for normal progress, but dur-
ing this recent great warm spell of half a
century, the long backward and primi-
tive nation enjoyed a tremendous awak-
ening.

What the Harvard scientists did not
apparently realize, however, is that this
warm phase (Which was world-wide) has
now definitely ended. Russia and the
rest of the world above the tropics are
turning cool and wet again. We began
tuming the corner in 1943, when the
most brutal winter Russia has experi-
enced since Napoleon was trapped in
Russian snowbanks caught Hitler by
surprise and paralyzed his armies.

Since then, temperate-zone nations
around the globe have been rocked by a
series of rugged, old-fashioned winters.
Two years ago the Northeastern section
of the U.S. was smothered under the
worst blizzard since John Greenleaf
Whittier wrote Snowbound. Then, last
winter a record-breaking blizzard struck
the western U.S. Rescue planes had to
fly food to stranded people and cattle.
Oregon’s Crater Lake froze over for the
first time since weather records have
been kept there. It even snowed on the
Mediterranean isle of Malta, just off the
coast of Africa!

THE wet, cool phase of our century has
begun with a vengeance. From now until
1990 at least 70-80 per cent of our win-
ters will berugged, indeed. Fruit growers
whose crops can be crippled by late or
early frosts will have to buy smudge pots
in large quantity or perish.

For most businessmen and food grow-
ers, however, prosperous conditions are
indicated for at least the next several
years, allowing, of course, for normal
fluctuations.

This new era we’re coming into will be
a period of gaiety, good manners, good
humor, and high vitality. Life will be a
lot more pleasant to live for most of us.

Don’texpectany great, inspiring lead-
ers to arise and lead us during the next
few decades, because we are not really in
the mood to be led. Most of us now want
to run our own lives. Our Presidents in
the White House for the next 40 years, I
predict, will be mostly uninspiring,
average guys like Harry Truman.

The first thing people want when the
weather turns cool and their energy level
rises—as it is rising today—is FREE-
DOM. They want to stand on their own
two feet.

All over Europe we are now witness-
ing once-leftist populations turning
sharply to the right. We’ve seen it in
Italy, in France, and very recently in
Germany. The armed conflicts we shall
see in the coming years will be mostly
rebellions and civil wars against au-
thority. We already see this trend vividly
in eastern Europe behind the Iron Cur-
tain, and in southeast Asia. Titoism will
become more widespread, and will
eventually reach inside Russia itself.
Don’t be alarmed if the communistic
trend revives slightly from time to time,
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for with each sunspot minimum about
every 11.2 years, there is a sequence of
warmer years.

We can safely assume that the new
Communist regime in China will be far
more democratic than the rigid, totali-
tarian brand of Communism practiced
in Russia, because the season for the
ripening of governments into despot-
isms is over. We're in an era where the
people count and must be treated with
greater considerateness by their leaders.

It is risky to predict anything about
the prospects of an international war
soon, because the atomic bomb throws
an unprecedented imponderable into the
situation. But this much can be said:
Never before in history has a major
international war broken out in a cool,
wet phase, such as we have just entered,
or in the cold, dry phase toward which
we are heading.

LAST fall, after President Harry S.
Truman was swept back into office, he
announced he planned to push through
a tremendous ‘“‘security”’ program. His
program would take care of virtually
everybody from cradle to grave and
make America a real Welfare State.
Many industrialists believed he could put
it into effect because he had just re-
ceived a “mandate” at the polls. They
began curtailing operations, since they
feared the monumental taxes required to
launch this “security” program. These
curtailments were one factor in the
recession earlier this year.

I advised all our clients last December
(1948) that they could safely discount
the possibility that Mr. Truman could
push through his vast program. It did not
really fit the mood of the people at this
time. | predicted Congress would spurn
most of Mr. Truman's program. It has.
The growing mood today is for self-re-
liance and independence from govern-
ment domination of our lives.

On the other hand, I am advising our
industrial clients that they should give

their employees a greater voice in the '

operations of the company, and should
broaden the financial control of the
company by selling stocks to rank-and-
file Americans. I predict there will be a
great trend toward democratizing busi-
ness in the coming decade. Our great
industries can no longer be controlled by
tycoons and manipulators. 1 notice that
already some of Wall Street’s largest
brokerage houses are sending trucks out
through the farm belt selling stocks to
farmers and to laborers. This process of
democratizing the control of our great
business institutions may, in fact, be
America’s answer to socialism!

If you are an artist, writer, or musical
composer, it is important that you real-
ize public taste is now changing pro-
foundly. It is changing toward more
meaningful and familiar subjects and
more natural modes of expression.

The public is now in no mood for ob-
scure, distorted techniquesfor “creative”
expression. If you want to write a novel
like James Joyce's stream-of-conscious-
ness novel Ulvsses. save your wind. The
public in this phase of the century we're
entering will not want Joyce or anything
like him. The public. instead, is be-

coming hungry for a new Mark Twain.

In our family life, significant changes
are already apparent, and will become
more evident every year. Our moral code
will become more and more strict. Dress
will become more discreet, and more
attention will be given to what “nice
girls” can and cannot do.

After rising sharply for 50 years,
America’s divorce curve now shows evi-
dence of pointing abruptly downward!
Our young people are far more serious-
minded about marriage than were their
own parents, who married during the
Jazz Age. They are demanding that col-
leges offer courses in marriage and
homemaking and child rearing. Ameri-
can parents by the million are spending
more time with their children. Another
significant fact is that sociologists have
noticed a trend toward raising large
families, despite the housing shortage.

Finally, it should be noted that a
nation-wide religious revival is on the
way. For the first time in many decades
our churches will become full again on
Sunday mormmings. Furthermore, the
basic character of our religious interest
is changing. Yesterday, people were
searching for a majestic, intellectual con-
cept of God. Today, we want a simple,
personal, meaningful faith.

In recent weeks 1 have noticed two
other “revivals” which I predicted and
which fit neatly into the kind of era we
are now entering. One is the revival of
old-fashioned square dancing, which in
many sections of America is threatening
to replace the slicker ballroom dancing.
The other is the revival of that old, dis-
tinguished art of needlework. Today it
has many thousands of new fans. So
also with braiding and hooking rugs.

OUR homes in the next few years will
stop being the functional, streamlined
machines for living they are today, and
instead will be cozy, rather cluttered re-
treats with even a touch of gingerbread
in the decoration. Functional **‘modern”
furniture will be replaced by more or-
nate pieces.

Yes, and our clothing will become
warmer—warmer not only as protection
against the cooler weather, but warmer
in hue. Feminine fashions will run to
gay, riotous colors and elaborate design.
Skirts will not go back up to the knee
again within most of our lifetimes, so
there is no use cluttering up your closet
by saving your old knee-length creations.
However, you might put them in the
attic for your daughter.

While you are in the attic you might
dig out some of Grandma's 19th-century
hats and gowns. You may be able to
touch them up and find them right in
vogue in a few years.

If you are a man, you might glance at
your face in the mirror and speculate as
to what type of beard would suityour per-
sonality best. In the next 20 years there
will be at least a modest revival of beards.

Seriously, we are moving into a rich,
colorful new pattern of life reminiscent
in many ways of cultural patterns your
grandparents knew during America’s
last great cool-wet phase.

THE ENDX %
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Dance With Me

(Continued from page 25)

Pedro remarked imperturbably, “yet it is
true. It is Ramona, not you.”

Arturo’s eyes flashed. “You think

0o?”

1 think so, " Pedro said, choosing an-
other olive. “I say so, too with any
amount you care to aame.’

The others at the tablewerelooking at
them. At the tables near by men leaned
the better to hear, tipping back their
chairs. Pedro popped the olive into his
mouth, dried his tingers. He nodded as
Arturo stared at him. “Si. With, say,
Yolande Matales, or—"’

Arturo broke in, “‘Pah! can take any-
one—anyone, you hear?—and still win
the prize from you.” He gestured. “Even
a girl from the watchers outside.”

Pedro’s smile was barely perceptible.
*So? 1 have five hundred to your one
that says you cannot.”

Arturo’s cheeks were flushed. *“Bueno.”

He stood up. The faces all around were
turned to him. From the windows above,
the people in the street shouted at him.
Arturo saw the gleam of light on tawny
hair, the pale, vaguely familiar oval of
the face looking down at him, wide-eyed.
He said, “That one. You, Salvatore.
Bring her to the door.”

There was a slight commotion. Voices
were raised outside, and hands gesticu-
lated.

“Bring her,” Arturo said.

The girl tried to pull away, protesting.
Arturo turned, smiling scornfully, and
then the smile faded. Half the dancers
were crowding around the table, and
Ramona was listening as Pedro spoke
to her.

When her liquid eyes met Arturo’s he
felt his heart sink. He glanced at Pedro,
and the full smile on that one’s lips made
Arturo breathe a soft curse under his
breath. He had been tricked. Deliber-
ately and skillfully. “Oh, hothead,” he
reproached himself, but he smiled at
Ramona, bending his head. “A wager,
lovely lady. This Pedro must be taught
not to speak so certainly.”

“Undoubtedly.” Ramona’s voice was
pure ice. She turned to Pedro: *If we
are to dance together in the contest it is
best that we dance now as much as pos-
sible.”

ARTURO stood for a moment, hearing
the whispers and the laughter. He turned
on his heel and made his way to the
stairs and out into the moist, cool air.

The girl was there, practically im-
prisoned by the eager Yborites. Arturo
said, “Thank you, amigos. Leave us, if
you will.”

In the light from the wide doors he
looked at the girl. He felt his heart sink.
She was such a skinny one. He said,
“You heard?”

She answered him in English. "l
heard.”

“You do not speak Spanish?”

“l do, but I don’t.” Her voice was
clear. “I'm an American.”

Arturo stared at her. The anger that
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had been mounting in him moved swiftly
to this new focus. He said, in English as
well, “So what? We all are. You work
for me, don’t you?”

“Yes.” She looked at him coolly.

““What's your name?” Arturo asked.

‘“Mary Malone.”

Arturo nodded. “I see. Irish father.”

“American,” Mary said curtly.

Arturo gestured. “And American
mother, too, though 1 bet she speaks
Spanish better than English. Come off it,
will you? You heard wbat went on. You
know I'm in a jam.”

“You are,” Mal
dimness Arturo coul
her smile.

He said, *“Do you rumba?”

“No.”

“Good. Then you haven’t anything to
forget.” He bent to look into her face.
“You're going to dance with me in the
contest next month.”

“And if 1 don’t you'll fire me?”

“l1 don’t work that way,” Arturo said
coldly. * How did Mirez happen to hire
you, anyway?”

*“He is a cousin of my mother’s. When
we came herefrom New York, Ma spoke
to him.”

“Your mother—a Mirez?”

““Sanchez.”

Arturo gestured. “Then she is sure to
be a cousin of mine as well. All the
Sanchezes are. Come on. We'll speak to
her. We stick together, we cousins.” He
led the way to the convertible.

said, and in the
have sworn he saw

M ARY lived on 12th Street. Upstairs.
Mamacita Malone was as dark as all the
Sanchezes, but not, perhaps, as plump.

They were, Arturo found, indeed
cousins though many times removed. He
explained the matter fully to Seiiora
Malone, while Mary stood looking on,
slim and straight, her dark-blue eyes
mutinous.

Arturo said at last, “This Pedro Gar-
cia is a wily one. He has maneuvered me
into a bad position, so he thinks, but I
shall make it into a triumph and your
daughter shall help me. I shall win, and
the money I win from Pedro shall go to
Mary’s wedding portion.”

Mary spoke then: *“1 don’t want the
money.”

“All right,” Arturo said, lapsing once
again into English. “ But you're going to
dance with me in the contest. You have
to. I'm ten times better than Pedro could
ever hope to be. All you have to do is be
half as good as Ramona Haya.”

“That fat girl?”” Mary said scornfully.

Arturo stared at her, shocked. * Fat?
Ramona Haya?”

They glared at each other. Seiiora
Malone said dolefully, *“The rumba, si.
But Maria never would learn. Jigs and
reels my Mike he taught her. But the
rumba, no.”

“It is good,” Arturo said.
teach her.” He turned to Mary:
you?”

“She’s fat,” Mary said. “All right.”

Arturosaid, “I haveall the records of
the Malecondos. We startthis very night.
Let us go to my apartment.”

*Yes, we go,” said Sefiora Malone,
and rose.

Arturo held the door. It was only

“I will
“Will

natural that Sefiora Malone should go.
Unthinkable, otherwise.

At his apartment Arturo settled Mama-
cita Malone in a deep chair, with a bowl
of mangoes and white grapes beside it.
He put half a dozen Carlos Morales’
rumbas, all slow ones, on the portable
player.

Mary watched him. She was, Arturo
guessed, not more than nineteen and her
coloring was good, but she was such a
skinny one. He sighed at the task ahead.

Hekicked back the rugs. ** Now, look,”
he told Mary. “In the rumba there is
only one step. A simple one, two, three,
pause, one, two, three. Whether you do
the fundamen!al box step or anything in
the way of variations, it is just that—the
same step. That is all to remember.
The bending and straightening of the
knees gives the movement to the hips.
For the rest you remain erect, relaxed.

. Now I'll show you the way the
knees move.”

Seiiora Malone ate grapes and looked
on. Mary frowned, her red hair gleaming
in the lamplight.

Arturo told her, “Don’t look at your
feet. The weight on the stiffened leg, the
other relaxed, bent. As you straighten it
you step the least bit sidewise, the other
foot going out then; bent, relaxed knee.
So.

It was one o’clock when Mary said,
“I'm tired. I— Oh, I'll never be able to
get it.”

Arturo said, “It’s like swimming. You
flounder, and then all of a sudden it
comes to you. You'll learn, 1 promise.”

Her eyes met his and he asked, “Or
can't you take it?”

He saw her lips firm, her chin go up.
“Let’s try it again.”

AT THREE o'clock Arturo was just re-
laxing into his pillow, but not asleep. He
lay in the dark, wide-eyed. He thought,
“Ai, that Pedro.” He cursed Pedro
thoroughly, dispassionately.

But it was his own fault. Arturo knew
that. Because he was so cocky, so sure of
himself, he had got himself into a posi-
tion that had already brought the Haya
displeasure upon him. And he had got
himself into a wager that, after tonight,
looked impossible to win.

He might teach Mary to dance the
rumba, teach her to go through every
step and variation with perfection, and
yet they wouldn't have a chance. She
didn’t have that natural abandon, that
instinctive feeling for the beat of the
music which result in true rhythmic
grace. And she was so skinny.

“But we'll win,” Arturo said aloud. “1
do not accept defeat.” Not in the dance
and not otherwise. He’d win, and then
he’d see about Ramona. He sighed. There
would most likely be lots of other dis-
agreeable circumstances resulting from
his hotheadedness and Pedro’s du-
plicity. . . .

There were. By the time Arturo got to
the factory on Monday he knew that all
Ybor City was smiling; some sympa-
thetically, most with amusement. This
Arturo Rubirez, with the sure rumba
prize in his hand and the even greater
prize of Ramona Haya almost his, had
tossed it all away.



At the factory the old men gave Ar-
turo advice and commiseration. The
women sighed and clucked, their tongues
wagging. Mary bent over her banding,
and when Arturo spoke to her she looked
up at him with weary eyes. A Sunday of
continuous rumba, added to the hours of
Saturday night, had worn her to ex-
haustion.

Arturo said, with more confidence
than he felt, * We’ll make it.”

Mary’s red lips curled. *“So that you
can impress that fat Haya girl?”

*“She is not fat,” Arturo said coldly.

Mary's eyes flashed. ““And I have to
go without sleep and dance until my legs
drop off so that—"" She didn’t finish. She
said, “Why don’t you get someone
else?”

Arturo held himself in leash. ‘““‘Be-
cause you were the one I picked at ran-
dom. Pedro will consider that I have
disqualified myself if I take a new part-
ner. So will all Ybor City. You want
me to?”

Mary did not answer, her head bent,
fingers busy.

Arturo leaned over. *“Look. In Ybor
City we help if we can. Your mother
understands that. I bet your father would
have, too. He liked us enough to pick an
Ybor City girl. But you—you do not like
us. Not even enough to help with grace.”

Mary did not look up, but she came
again to the apartment that night with
Mamma Malone. She came wearing a
light print dress that showed her slim-
ness, her hair tied back with a ribbon.
She hardly spoke to Arturo but she fol-
lowed him, her feet seldom missing the
beat, and Arturo’s spirits rose a little
toward the level of his grim determina-
tion. . . .

THE Ybor City smiles did not disap-
pear. And there were worse things. Four
days later Arturo sent Ramona Haya a
box of exquisite orchids. The orchids did
not come back, but there was no
acknowledgment. Pedro Garcia, Arturo
was readily informed, was nightly at the
Casa Haya. And the following day Ar-
turo received a letter asking him to
attend upon Seifior Spoto at the bank.

Arturo went. Seiior Spoto did not
smile when herose to greet Arturo in his
air-conditioned office. He gestured at the
folder on his desk. “These are yours,
Seior Rubirez. I regret that the decision
of the board was unfavorable.”

Arturo let his breath go gently. “It is
permitted to ask why?”’

Seior Spoto put his finger tips to-
gether. ““In the matter of credit a great
deal depends upon the character of the
client seeking the line of credit. You, I
am afraid, are a young man of great
rashness.”

Arturo smiled. * Simply because of my
wager with Pedro Garcia? For your in-
formation, Sefor, I shall win that
wager.” He bowed. ** My thanks for your
consideration. Adios.” But, outside, the
smile vanished. Arturo’s face grew dark,
and his lips set in a grim line.

Such a thing, Arturo knew, would not
take long to get around by grapevine.
Within the day his friends began to call,
offering curses upon a heartless bank
and cries of sorrow that they had not

the needed wealth to cast at his feet.

Even Mary had heard, for that eve-
ning when she came to the apartment
with Mamma Malone she looked at
Arturo with those shadowed blue eyes,
her face almost white in the frame of
curling bright hair. *“I think it’s ashame,”
she said heatedly. ** What has your new
building to do with the dance contest?”
She breathed deeply. “‘Let’s start, Ar-
turo. Let's show them. Let’s win.”

Arturo’s smile was suddenly full.
“That’s the girl.” The idea suggested
itself, became a resolution. ““Tonight as
usual. Tomorrow we go to Havana.
We've almost two weeks before the con-
test. One week in Havana, dancing to
Morales’ music. The rest here to polish.
All right?”

“All right,” Mary said firmly. *“We'll
win, and you’ll show them. Even that—
that fat girl.”

““She—"" Arturo exploded, and then
he shrugged. ““Let’s get atit.” . . .

Two hours out of Tampa Inter-
national Airport, and Morro Castle was
below them. The Malecon made a grace-
ful curve at the edge of the blue-green
water. Mamma Malone said happily,
“Our honeymoon was here. Your dear
father and I, Maria mia.”

Havana was hot, but then Ybor City
had been hot, and it was never too hot
where people danced and laughed and
ateand talked. Carlos Morales was play-
ing at El Paraiso. He came to their table,
short and dark as night, perfect of man-
ner. Arturo explained. Carlos looked at
Mary. He was most sympathetic and
desirous of aiding. There were rehearsals

every afternoon; it would be a favor if
Serior Rubirez and the Sefiorita were to
practice at such times as well as dance of
evenings to his music.

Night and afternoon they danced,
with only a few hours given over to sleep.
And when the week passed and it was
time for them to emplane once more,
Arturo was beginning to hope.

Even Carlos Morales said, "‘Pués, it
could be. If but the fire were roused.” He
looked at Arturo oddly. *I shall see you
in Ybor City on the night of the third.
Con Dios, Senor.”

THE usual afternoon thunderstorm was
making canals of Ybor City’s streets
when they got back. At the factory,
Cousin Mirez was happy to see Arturo.
He had much news, but none of it was
comforting. “They say Pedro Garcia is
as good as son-in-law to the Hayas. But
we are all behind you, Arturo. The bet-
ting is tremendous. We have forced the
odds down to three to one against you.”

Arturo heard grimly. He went out to
seek the watchman at the Circulo. That
night, with the watchman standing by,
Arturo and Mary danced on the empty
marble of the patio, while the recorded
music of Carlos Morales came from the
phonograph on the covered stage.

The night but one before the baile,
Arturo took Mary and Mamma Malone
home. At the door Mary turned to him,
drooping, white-faced. Arturo said gen-
tly, “Tomorrow you shall rest. I shall
not see you until the baile, Mary.
Whether we win or not is in the lap of
the gods, but you have been more than
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"If you don't like it, say the ward
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How to get along with

mothers-

SOLUTION 1

IT HAS taken mesix years to leam to live
comfortably with my husband’s sweet
little mother in our home. As an ob-
server, I laughed at my friends who
found mother-in-law trouble serious.
Then it happened to me! The going got
roughbefore many weeks, but I was sure
it was her place to do the smoothing out.
I had read about many women who had
made over their lives and fitted happily
into their children’s homes. I found that
many others do not. My mother-in-law
belonged to thesecond group. Therefore,
it was up to me to iron out the irritations
of living together.

In her kindhearted oversolicitousness,
she thought she must take part in every
activity, from early morning until late at
night. With but one bathroom, each day
got off to a bad start. She was definitely
in the way. I helped her to rearrange her
schedule so that she did not leave her
room until the rest of the family were off
to work and to school and the moming
rush was over. She loved to visit with me,
but constant visiting not only hindered,
it tired me. So we divided the work and
changed the hostess-guest relationship
to a partnership. This relieved the ten-
sion.

Old people live in the past, and one ex-
pects their conversation to be about the
long ago, but unhappy memories ob-
sessed her. Finally I tried covering my
ears when she began her tale of woe. She
was chagrined but took the hint. One
move toward my ears now causes her to
change the subject. She has discovered
long-forgotten happy incidents to talk
about.

Her habit of questioning was often
embarrassing. What could I say when
the answer concerned our private busi-
ness? 1 decided to tell her frankly that [
would either lie to her or answer her with
nonsense, and asked which she preferred.
Nonsense won; the more fantastic the
answer, the more fun we get out of it.

Mrs. Marion Sargent Connor
Henniker, N. H.

SOLUTION 2

“Mother, will you let me help you
with a bath thismorning?” . . . “*“NO!”
This was the answer I received from my
aged, blind mother-in-law whom I
scarcely knew. She had been placed in
my care at the death of her daughter,
seven months after our marriage.

Recalling that elderly people are often
dealt with successfully when treated as
children, I reminded her that I would
find it necessary to tell my husband of

in-law

this incident. She yielded to my request
immediately, but there was a sour taste
in my mouth, because I disliked brow-
beating this helpless woman. So 1 de-
cided to try encouragement.

My new approach was, “Just think,
Mother, if you get cleaned up now, in
half an hour it will be all over. Your son
will bc home from work and he'll say,
‘My, Mother! How nice you look, all
ready for dinner!””

Did we succeed in giving her a com-
pletely forward outlook? Certainly not!
But we invited other elderly people to
visit her, with the result that we often had
aroomful of company of all ages, whom
she entertained with reminiscent stories
and poetry she had learned in her child-
hood. And it was touching to see the
return of self-respect in the elderly
woman's bearing as she smoothed her
starched apron and clasped her hands in
readiness for her evening appointment
as Mistress of Ceremonies. My mother-
in-law had become a charming asset to
our home.

Mrs. Thomas A. McQuillen
Patton, Pa.

OW mothers- and daughters-in-law

can find a way to live together in
friendly accord, when forced to share the
same home, is most successfully dealt
with in this month’s solutions of family
problems.

It is hard on everyone concerned when
an older person must give up her own
home and go to live under another’s
roof, even though it's her own son’s. The
habits of a lifetime must be changed to
fit into another pattern; worst of all, she
often feels unwanted.

It is equally difficult for a younger
woman to have someone else around the
house the whole day, usually giving un-
welcome advice as to how things should
be run. It calls for adjustments on both
sides. and the good judgment and under-
standing displayed by both daughters-
in-law here show how much more can
be accomplished by intelligent kindness
than by criticism.

MARY BERKELEY FINKE
AND HerLeN KNox

If you have a family-problem question,
send it in. Or perhaps you have solved
your own problem in an ingenious way
that might be helpful 1 others. I so, write
and tell us abour it. For every publishable
letter of not more than 500 words on
““How We Solved Our Family Problen™
we will pay $25. No letters will he re-
turned. Address: Family Problems, The
American Magazine, 640 Fifth Avenue,
New York 19, N.Y.

co-operative. You have been simply
swell. Thanks, Mary. About your
dress—"

Mary said, “It has been attended to.”

“You will let me pay,” Arturo in-
sisted, but Mary shook her head. Her
eyes met his. “*No. Thank you, Arturo.”
She went inside.

Reaction set in upon Arturo the next
day. His spirits went down into his
polished shoes. He thought of Ramona.
It was certain that her lush charms were
lost to him. It remained only to fight and
win. To gain that much from the wreck-
age of his plans. . . .

Saturday, the day of the baile, began
the long Labor Day week end. There was
an air of gaiety and excitement to all of
Ybor City. Arturo had told Mary the
night before not to come to work. When
he left the factory he went right home.
There were too many people eager to
console him; to assure him that their
money and prayers were with him,

Over the phone he ordered a box of
gardenias sent to the Malone apartment.
He lay down to the soothing roll and
crash of the daily thunderstorm. 1t would
most probably be a clear night.

He had his dinner sent in when he
woke at nine that evening. Yellow rice
and savory chicken. At ten he started
to dress

It was past eleven when he arrived at
the Circulo Cubano. As he pushed his
way through the onlookers at the patio
gates, the sound of the music came to
Arturo. There was no mistaking the
subtle, blood-tingling beat of Carlos
Morales’ Malecondos.

In the patio itself the tables were
ranked in rows about the dance floor.
The elite of Ybor City sat at the tables,
the men in white dinner jackets, the
women jewel-laden and in colorful
evening gowns.

They were all there, the doctors, law-
yers, judges, factory owners, and finan-
ciers. Drinking fine Spanish brandy from
thin glasses; eating lush green olives.
Talking, laughing, getting up to dance to
the soul-stirring music.

Arturo made his way between the ta-
bles. It was a slow progress, with so many
to speak to him and a courteous word to
answer. He saw the Spotos at a table
with several other people. One, he knew,
was President Vargas, himself, of the
bank that had turned him down. He
bowed, and received stiff bows in return.

HE CAME to the group of tables where
the Haya clan held forth. He saw Ra-
mona in her favorite white, agleam with
diamonds, sitting between her father and
her mother. Arturo murmured good
evening.

There was a polite murmur in reply.
Arturo turned his gaze upon Ramona.
She gave back his glance with gleaming
black eyes. Arturo started to sigh in the
conventional Latin manner, with a sin-
cerity born of tradition.

But the sigh would not come. Arturo
stared at Ramona Haya as if he saw her
for the first time. As if he saw her, not as
the heiress of the clan, but as just a girl.

Arturo swallowed, shaken. He did not
know what had happened to him to so
bewilder his eyes. He looked again at



Ramona, and there was no change in
what he saw: a fat girl in a white dress
with a lot of jewels.

He closed his eyes, opened them. A
resplendent Pedro Garcia said at his
shoulder, “"There are no hard feelings,
amigo?”’

*None. May the best dancing gain the
laurels.”

Arturo bowed and moved on. His
dazed eyes saw that his cousin Alfredo
Mirez and his wife Lucia were the only
ones yet arrived at Arturo’s own table.
He sat down, still aghast at his reaction.

Across from him Alfredo let out a
sof't, explosive oath, and rose. .

Arturo rose, as well. He turned, and he
saw Mary coming toward him, followed
by her mother in black lace and three of
the more notable Sanchezes.

ARTURO stared, unable to believe his
eyes. Mary came, walking with the
grace of an Asturian peasant girl, or a
queen. Her bright hair was piled
smoothly on her proud head, the gar-
denias making a creamy coronet for the
rich tresses. Her gown was of green silk
that set off her fair skin and her dark
sapphire eyes. There were emeralds at
her pink earlobes and a necklace of
emeralds ; encircled her white throat.
Real emeralds, Arturo knew. The San-
chez emeralds that belonged to gray-
haired, bright-eyed Senora Porfirio
Sanchez, who walked beside Mamacita
Malone.

As they came close, Mary's eyes met
Arturo’s. Hemoved quickly tobend over
her hand. He said simply, looking up
into her face, "How lovely you are,
Mary.”

Her red lips parted. Color came into
her cheeks.

As he held her chair Arturo asked,
“Scared?”

“Yes,” she breathed, and Arturo said,
“ Me, too. But we've all to win. Nothing
to lose.”

He could not take his eyes from her.
He was barely aware of Porfirio Sanchez
offering aged brandy to betoken success.
It was incredible that the girl opposite,
this creature of cool, flame-inspiring
beauty, was Mary, the skinny one.

When the music ended with a flourish
the dancers streamed back to the tables.
The loud-speaker boomed. It was the
announcement of the contest. There
would be three dances. All six couples
would dance all three. At the conclusion
the dancers would remain on the floor
until the judges had made their decision.

Carlos Morales read the names into
the microphone, and the couples rose as
he called them and went out onto the
dance floor: Yolande Matales and Hen-
rico Cone, the Portargos, the middle-
aged Diazes, Liane Drigo and Salvatore
Marsi, Pedro and Ramona Haya, and at
last Arturo heard his own name and
Mary’s.

The beat of hands continued as he
took Mary’s white-gloved fingers and led
her to the floor where the other five
couples waited. He saw Ramona Haya
deliberately look away. He felt Mary's
fingers tighten in his. He looked down
into her eyes. He could not breathe.

The maracas began their slow beat,

' PROGRESS IN THE

TUBERC

THE OUTLOOK for controlling tuber-
culosis grows brighter each year,
In fact, the death rate from this
disease has declined more than 80
per cent since 1900 and more than
one third from 1940 through 1948,

Authorities emphasize, however,
that continued improvement in the
mortality from tuberculosis depends
upon finding every case, treating it
promptly, and preventing the spread
of infection to others. They also hope
that further technological develop-
ments will prove valuable in the
treatment of this disease.

Efforts toward early discovery
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their efforts to discover tuberculosis
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themselves and their families,

In addition to X-rays, other diag-
nostic aids such as tuberculin tests
and fluoroscopic examinations make
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the music swelled. The sweet, insidious
rhythm of the rumba stole into Arturo’s
veins. He found himself moving, aware
only of the music and Mary.

He did not see the others. He saw
Mary as part of him, part of the dance.
She was as the echo of his own move-
ments. Moving with slow grace the faint-
est breath past the beat. Handing her in
a circle about him, reaching behind with
his left hand, knowing hers would be
there to take it. Turning her, his arm
languorous over her flower-crowned
head, to face him again. Only the k nees
and feet moving, the arms and hands
making the gestures, at once courteous
and rhythmic.

It was rumba. It was something you
felt once in a lifetime. Music and self and
partner as one. Arturo forgot where he
was, forgot which of the dances it was.
He only knew that his blood sang, his
heartcried out at the sheer beauty of it.

THEN of a sudden the music was over,
and the crash of hands, the din of shout-
ing were all about them. At his side Mary
let her breath go. Arturo felt the faint
sigh that went through her as her shoul-
der touched his arm. He raised her hand
to his lips, and he saw the three judges
come out onto the floor.

Not for a moment did Arturo doubt.
He saw the judges pause, facing the line
of dancers and then come toward him
and Mary. Senor Greco spoke. He gave
the silver, rose-filled cup into Mary’s
arms. The roars and cries and clapping
drowned out his words. Arturo spoke,
his lips trembling, and then he was

escorting Mary back to the table. Maam-
cita Malone cried unashamedly ; Cousin
Porfirio kissed them both.

Someone touched Arturo’s elbow. It
was Pedro Garcia. He said, smiling rue-
fully, * It is useless to try and outdo you,
amigo. My check will come to you Tues-
day, and Ramona wishes you to come to
the Haya table to receive the Haya con-
gratulations.”

Arturo put his hand on Pedro’s shoul-
der. “ Thank you, amigo mio, but I can-
not attend upon the Hayas. You will
express my regrets. And to you, my
eternal thanks.”

He turned away from Pedro’s stunned
eyes and found himself facing Sefor
Spoto.

The banker put both hands on Ar-
turo’s arms and cried enthusiastically,
* Maguiifico! | tell you, my boy, some-
times there is greatness in rashness.™

] told you | should win,” Arturo
said.

*“You did,” Seror Spoto averred fer-
vently. 1 reminded President Benito
Vargas of the bank of that, even before
you danced. We should have had more
faith in you. But it is not too late. Sefor
Rubirez. If, perhaps. you could come to
the bank on Tuesday, there could be
good news to greet you."”

**1 shall come to the bank on Tues-
day,” Arturosaid. ‘I thank you, Senor.”

He did not look again at the banker.
His eyes were on Mary as she sat sur-
rounded by clamoring, adoring Yborites.
He thought, his throat tight, "It is she.
It is because she is perfection that I see
all others so truly. She is utterly of beauty

and grace, of fire to kindle eternal fire.
And I, unworthy as I am, have helped to
make this miracle come to pass.”

He said to himself, “Oh, stupid one,
not to know the sun when you have once
felt its warmth.” But he knew the sun
now. He knew he wanted ever to keep
his face turned to its warmth and light,

HE BENT between Porfirio Sanchez and
Mamma Malone. He said, *‘Cousin Por-
firio, tomorrow afternoon would you do
me the honor, as an elder of the family,
to accompany me on a formal call upon
Senora Malone y Sanchez? If, that is, she
will condescend to receive so unworthy a
suitor.’

Rotund Porfirio boomed, ‘ Por Dios,
yes.”

Mamacita Malone bent her head. She
said with great dignity, “I shall be at
home to receive you, Sefores.”

The music beat, the maracas chattered.
Mary's blue eyes met Arturo’s. He held
his hand to her and she rose, slowly and
gracefully.

On the floor she followed like his very
shadow, warm and pulsing as the blood
singing in his veins. Against her fragrant
hair Arturo whispered, ** Yo re amo. |
love thee, Maria. If it be not you, then
can it be no other. Tomorrow I callupon
your mother—"" He broke off to say in
Enghsh *Mary, is it—is it all right with
you?

Hesawherredlipspart, felt the sweet-
ness of her breath against his lips. **.Si,”
said Mary Malone. *'Si, mi corazon.”

THE ENDX %

Down’t Darken
My Door

(Continued from page 35)

but most times he smiled and laid a little
broomstraw on the floor. There was
quite a pile of these little broomstraws
on the floor, at least fifty or sixty.

The intensity of the pantomime, and
the accuracy in keeping score, made Mr.
Parmalee a little uneasy.

He asked timidly, *"Is Mrs. Gilpen at
home? Dr. Imlay sent a message.”

Mr. Gilpen put down his pistol.
“Mom! Hit's ole Gumbo Parmalee!”

A burlap curtain parted and Mrs. Gil-
pen sidled in, wispy and iron-jawed,
trailed by three daughters : Flora, a sulky
twenty-two; Ella Dorado, sixteen and
shy; little Fauna, seven, sucking her
thumb and wearing one of her father’s
shirts as a dress.

They goggled at Mr. Parmalee in hos-
tile silence.

Mr. Parmalee said affably, "I bring
good news. Dr. Imlay wants Flora to
work for him. Office girl. Four hours a
day. Two in the morning, two in the aft-
ernoon. Seven dollars a week.™

There was no answer. Not so much as
the flick of an eyelid.

“Seven big. fat, juicy dollars.” Mr.
Parmalee repeated. He reualized he was

talking loudly, and lowered his voice:
“Each and every week.”

1t was like talking to an empty room.
The very idea of labor had struck them
speechless.

Mr. Parmalee’s voice took on its most
persuasive horse-trading quality : “"Wait
till Flora sees the insides o' Dr. Imlay’s
waiting-room! Working for a doctor
ain't really working; it's more like goin’
to astrawberry festival or a social. Folks
a-laughin® and jokin', strangers prankin’
strangers!™ Mr. Parmalee laughed jovi-
ally. “Yessirree!™ He became suddenly
foxy : “"Flora's goin® to be thinkin' about
marriage one of these days. At Dr. Im-
lay’s she meets ever’ boy in the county!”

I know ever” boy in the county now,”
Flora Gilpen said.

“*Course you do, honey,” Mr. Parma-
lee said. “‘And that’s right and proper
and I'm glad to hear it. But do you know
their bank accounts?”

MRS. GILPEN's eyes showed a tiny
glint. **Bank accounts?"

“It's allthere in Dr. Imlay's ledgers,”
Mr. Parmalee explained. *‘All wrote
down. Who's rich, and who's sorry-
poor.” He raised his eyebrows. “ How
do you figger Dr. Imlay got himself that
big house? Yessirree! For a young girl
aimin® for marriage them ledgers makes
very, very interestin’ reading.” He
winked.

Nobody winked back.

Mr. Parmalee tried it again: “I've

heered it said that movie stars gen’lly
starts as office girls.”

This, too, waswrappedup ina blanket
of cold silence.

Abruptly, toeveryone’s surprise, Papa
Gilpen got into the conversation. From
his cot in the corner he said, “You got
the seven dollars on you, Gumbo?”’

Mr. Parmalee recoiled. He had the
seven dollars—in fact, he had nine dol-
lars. For almost a year he had been sav-
ing for a bedside radio. Stiffly, he said,
*Dr. Imlay gen’lly pays off. And not in
advance. He pays off every Saturday
afternoon.”

*‘I asked you a simple question,” Mr.
Gilpen said coldly. “‘Put up or shutup.™

Mr. Parmalee put up. He put up with
a mixture of fierce reluctance and burn-
ing rage. That was seven dollars gone
forever, and he knew it.

Suddenly the image of Miss Bates
came to him. Miss Bates and her scream-
ing tyrannies. Miss Bates ordering him
around like he was a half-witted infant,
beating his eardrums with her howling
and bellowing. He laid seven dollars on
the cot and felt that he had made a good
bargain.

**She'll be there tomorrow,™ Mr. Gil-
pen said. He picked up his pistol and
resumed his target practice.

Mr. Parmalee murmured good night
and excused himself. . .

The next day was an eventful one at
Dr. Imlay’s.

Not only for Miss Flora Gilpen, but



for Dr. Imlay, his patients, and for Mr.
Parmalee.

The moment of Miss Gilpen's arrival
was spectacular in itself. She appeared
on the front doorstep at a quarter of ten,
fifteen minutes early, astonishingly clean
and fresh in a new dress, her hair neatly
brushed, exuding the pleasant odor of
dime-store talcum. Mr. Parmalee’s heart
beat happily as he beheld her. Dazzled
by this new personality, he bowed her
into the kjtchen and somewhat clumsily
offered her a slice of bread and jam. This
she refused emphatically. It was an
auspicious beginning. Dr. imlay, not due
until ten, was out on his early morning
calls.

At thirteen minutes to ten Mr. Par-
malee ushered Miss Gilpen into the
waiting-room. Five patients had already
assembled. Mrs. Newcombe was on the
rattan sofa, her baby Luna in her arms,
and her ninety-year-old aunt, Mrs. Ta-
tum, beside her. A young farmer, known
locally as Box Car, sat in a corner read-
ing a magazine. Mr. Taggert, who lived
back on Little Hawkbill Creek, drowsed
in the sun by the window.

Instantly Miss Gilpen was the center
of attention. She seated herself daintily
on a cushioned chair and struck up a
general conversation.

That was at thirteen minutes to ten.

Bv TEN o'clock she had diagnosed Mrs.
Newcombe's stiff back as a sprain and
had suggested a poultice of scraped car-
rots. For Baby Luna’s sore throat she
advised that the child chew a gold thread
and swallow the sa‘iva. *If she was a
little older,”™ Miss Gilpen announced to
a spellbound audience, **she could smoke
dried mullein leaves in a new corncob
pipe. You can’t beat that for sore throat,
but it has to be a new pipe.”

Old Mrs. Tatum said she hadn't heard
about a gold thread since she was a
youngster, and that you couldn’t beat it.
For Mrs. Tatum herself Miss Gilpen pre-
scribed snakeroot tea. " If you can’t get
snakeroot,” she said, “use wild cherry
bark. Bark tea makes you sicker for a
while but it pays in the long run.™

Mr. Taggert's trouble seemed to be an
old-fashioned ague.

*Curin’ old-fashioned ague's like
shooting fish in a barrel,” Miss Gilpen
asserted. “Soot coffee’s the thing for
ague. Soot from a chimney, not from a
stovepipe. Take a tablespoon 0" soot,
steep it in a pint 0" water, settle it with
a beat egg, and take it with milk and
sugar. Three times a day.”

Mr. Taggertsaid he thought he'd tryit.

The young farmer, Box Car, refused
to join in the discussion, but Miss Gilpen
noticed he had an open wound on his
arm and volunteered that there was
nothing for open wounds like ashes or
red oak bark and beeswax. **You make
itintoa plaster. she added helpfully

“*Not me,"” the young man said.
come to see a doctor."”

His rudeness and presence were point-
edly ignored.

There was a brief but spirited conver-
sation, led by Miss Gilpen, on the falli-
bility of science and the infallibility of
ancestral remedies. As the clock struck
ten Mrs. Newcombe, Baby Luna, and
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Mrs. Tatum left. Mr. Taggert, after a
second's hesitation, followed. The young
farmer celebrated their departure with
a boisterous guffaw.

That was Thursday morning at Dr.
Imlay’s.

Thursday afternoon, from three to
five, Miss Gilpen slept. She slept in a
cool, overstuffed chair by the umbrella
rack in the dim haliway, snoring like a
phantom swarm of homeless bees. Nei-
ther the doctor nor Mr. Parmalee nor
the greetings of incoming patients could
bring her beyond the threshold of a state
of coma.

That night after supper Dr. Imlay ex-
pressed doubts. “I'm not so sure,” he
said vaguely. "I mean, do you think this
is going to work out?"

Mr. Parmalee’s response was gusty
and assured: “"Course it is! How can
you tell by one day? Let's give it a try!”

Later, longafter the doctor had retired,
Mr. Parmalee left his bed in the base-
ment and came up into the kitchen.
Moving with great stealth, and handling
the kitchen utensils with caution to keep
them from clinking and tinkling, he pre-
pared himself a cup of soot coffee. It was
nasty stuff and almost impossible to get
down, but Mr. Parmalee-drank it.

He'd remembered hearing his mother
say that his great-grandfather occasion-
ally took a cup of soot coffee. And his
great-grandfather had lived an incred-
ibly long and healthy life.

He didn’t sleep too well.

Friday morning Miss Flora Gilpen
failed to show up, and Miss Ella Gilpen,
her sixteen-year-old sister, appeared in
her stead. She arrived twenty minutes
late and explained that Flora had gone
to Mississippi with a double-cousin;
she'd be back sometime. She'd had the
chance to take the ride and she’d gone.
That was all there was to it. Mr. Par-
malece saw his defenses crumbling.

From the moment of her arrival Ella
Gilpen cowered. As the day unrolled,
the situation worsened. When Dr. Imlay

spoke to her, she quivered; when Mr.
Parmalee attempted to buck herup, she
cried. She hid in closets, she hid in the
woodshed,she hid inthesweltering, dusty
attic. She quit forty minutes early and
even Mr. Parmalee was glad to see her
go. Glad but desperate.

Dusk was falling when Mr. Parmalee,
making his daily trip to the village for
the doctor’s mail, encountered Papa
Gilpen on a sidewalk chair in front of
the post office, enjoying the cool of the
evening.

Mr. Parmalee, in righteous anger,
came to a halt before him. **Mr. Gilpen,"
he said gravely, "I got a crow to pick
with you."™

Mr. Gilpen nodded wearily. ** [ know,
Gumbo. | know.™

" What kind of a critter is this Ella?”
Mr. Parmalee asked. "I never seen such
hidin". In the attic. in the—"

**She was afeared of the transfugents,”
Papa Gilpen explained.

*Transfugents?*

“The blood transfugents.™

*Oh, transfusions. Blood transfusions.
I see. How come”"*

**Miss Bates stopped her on the way
to work and ‘splained ‘em to her."

Mr. Parmalee waited.

**She stopped Ella as Ella was comin’
up the lane. She was a-standin’ there by
her gate with a two-quart empty sauce-
pan in her hand. "Ella," she says, "yo're
a young girl, hale an” hearty. Don't let
‘em do it to you. It’ll stunt you, it’ll sap
off yore beauty and dry up yore hair.
I'm a ole woman and | know what I'm
talking about.™**

*What was she talking about?" Mr.
Parmalee asked.

“I'm gettin’ to that. That was what
Ella asked her. *I'm talkin® about trans-
fugents,” Miss Bates says, “blood transfu-
gents. When Dr. Imlay and Mr. Parmiay
gits a certain kinda sick patient they got
to have extry blood. and heaven help
anyone who happens to be standin’
around. | dream about it in the dead o’

| ““Wake up, Henry! I've thought of another way to rearrange the bedroom’’
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night. They've grabbed me a dozen times
and more.” Then Miss Bates holds up the
two-quart saucepan and says, 'Many’s
the time they've helt me on the floor an’
filled this here saucepan to the brim.
Jest to refill some ailin® patient.”**

Mr. Parmalee looked disgusted. ** Dr.
Imlay ain’t got sense enough to make a
blood transfusion. They make them-
there in hospitals.™

"I don't think they make ‘em at all,”
Papa Gilpen said reasonably. **| never
seen nobuddy make one.” ’

After a moment Mr. Parmalee asked,
**What about my seven dollars?*

1 give you my word, didn’t [?** Mr,
Gilpen said. " You'll git yore money's
worth. My ole woman will be around to-
morrow.™

This was more what Dr. Imiay had
had in mind. An older woman.

M R. PARMALEE took himself home and
fed the chickens. That night Prince
proved to be in a particularly evil mood,
and Mr. Parmalee emerged from the
battle with a lacerated finger.

That night, too. Mr. Parmalee, con-
trary to his daily custom, gave the supper
dishes a private. royal bath of their own.
Things in the big house had reached a
state of tension: this was no time to
make a misstep. Dr. Imlay came bursting
into the kitchen just as he was removing
a coating of antique, petrified egg from
between the tines of a silver table fork
with a scrap of sandpaper.

“This is a showdown, Gumbo," Dr.
Imlay declared harshly. "I can't stand it.
No civilized human could stand it! First
that Flora Gilpen with her soot coffee,
and now her idiotic sister. It won't work,
it won't work at all.”

O’ course it won't work,” Mr. Par-
malee said smugly. “"But we livean' learn.
That's why | ordered a change."

*Ordered a change?"

"1 looked up Gilpen. It won't work,
1 told him. First Flora and then her
idiotic sister! Guess what? Tomorrer
Mrs. Gilpen is coming. Think of that,
Mrs. Gilpen herself!"

Dr. Imlay seemed mollified, but only
slightly so. He said carefully, ** We shall
see what we shall see.” Suddenly he dug
into his pocket and came out with a
sheaf of papers, grocer’s bills. “"And
here's something else | want to talk to
you about. They're from Haverstick's
store. Sundries, sundries, sundries. Can't
Rush Haverstick spell anything but sun-
dries. Can't he spell bread and meat and
things like that?*

**Speaking of meat,” Mr. Parmalee
said, *tomorrer is Gumbo Parmalee’s
special-cooked hog jow! and beans!™

As Dr. Imlay left the room. he snorted.

“He's got it bad tonight,” Mr. Par-
malee thought. **When he doesn't actual
drool at the very mention of hog jowl
and beans, he's got it bad.” Mr. Parma-
lee was groggy with worry. When would
worst come to worst?

Worst came to worst the next morning.

Immediately after breakfast Dr. Imlay
was called out to Little T. Hollow on an
emergency. Ten and ten-thirty went by,
and there was no sign of either the doc-
tor or Mother Gilpen. Terrified, Mr.
Parmalee stood in the dim hall and



watched the front yard through the am-
ber glass panel by the door. At precisely
fifteen minutes to eleven little Fauna
Gilpen, age seven, came pedaling up the
cement walk on a shabby tricycle. She
rode low over the handle bars. Mr. Par-
malee opened the door. descended the
steps, and waited. Little Fauna brought
her mount to a slewing stop and piled off.

Just at that moment Dr. Imlay
drove his old coupé up to the hitching
block. Looking unbelievably fatigued,
he crawled out and came forward. Ab-
sently, he asked, **What's this?"

Little Fauna grinned. ** Mommy cain’t =
come, she says. She sent me."

Mr. Parmalee licked his lips. **Sent
you to what?™

**Sent me to he'p you ‘"uns out.™

Gently, Dr. Imlay picked her up and
set her on her tricycle. "Go home,
baby,” he said. His tired voice, quaver-
ing and overwrought. seemed to come
from a bottomless pit. **Home, home,
home,™ he echoed.

Little Fauna zoomed down the walk.

*Monday we talk to Miss Bates,” Dr.
Imlay said.

Three times Mr. Parmalee tried to
speak, but words failed to come.

Dazed. Mr. Parmalee circled the house
to the woodshed. Like Ella Gilpen, he
wanted to hide.

Lunch was tense and embarrassing.
Dr. Imlay devoured his hog jowl and
beans, swabbing the last morsel from his
empty plate with bread. but made no
comment, no cheery compliment. The

stroke of doom had fallen, and Mr.
Parmalee well knew it.

One o’clock sharp the doctor left the
house for his affernoon calls.

After a safe interval Mr. Parmalee put
on leather gloves, located a bushel peach
basket with its cover in the pantry, and
made his way to the chicken run.

FOR a long moment he eyed Prince
through the wire mesh. and Prince,
twisting his thick neck, muttering a soft,
evil battle cry, eyed him back. Steeling
himself, Mr. Parmalee unlocked the door
and entered.

Then Prince was on him. He was on
him from chest to ankles, front and back,
spurring him, beating him, gouging him
with what seemed like a thousand beaks.

Seven times Mr. Parmalee grabbed
nothing but air. At last he grasped a
scaly leg, got the fowl into the basket.
and got the basket covered. He could
hardly straighten up : his bones and mus-
cles felt as though they'd been pounded
with sledgehammers. He left the chicken
run, locked the gate, and with the basket
under his arm took a small path hidden
from the house by a thicket of sassafras.

Down the hill from the house he sat
on a log by the roadside. Behind him,
the wild timber and brush of the hills
concealed him. Directly before him,
shimmering in the heat, lay the great
highway. the highway from Nashville
and the East to Memphis, New Orleans,
and the distant West. He permitted three
cars to pass, and stopped the fourth,

a spanking new convertible with a New
York license. He stopped it by simply
standing in the middle of the highway.
A spectacled young man and a pretty
girl leaned out into the sunlight.

Before they could speak, Mr. Parma-
lee placed the basket beside them on the
front seat. "Here's a rooster,” he said
with dignity. " From us, to you. Just
tell your friends that Pember County is
the Garden Spot of the World. It gives
me pleasure. . .. Where you headed for?"

“Texas." the girl said. **We've bought
a small ranch. We've just been married.
Thank you very, very much.”

The young man was overcome with
gratitude. ""We'll be good to him. you
can be sure of that. He’ll like Texas. [
don’t know what to say. I've never heard
of anything like this! What's his name?"™

*Prince,” Mr. Parmalee said. ' Pem-
ber County is the Garden Spot of the
World.”

Prince was thumping the basket with
his steam-roller legs and making his own
special brand of butcher noise. " He's
tryin® to make friends with you,” Mr.
Parmalee explained with affection. **But
I wouldn’t let him out till you get there.
You can feed him through them slots
in the cover.” He beamed.

As they drove away, the young man
and the girl yelled good-by. **Pember
County is the Garden Spot of the
World." they shouted.

A Texas ranch was just the place for
Prince. Mr. Parmalee decided. Some
place where he could fight rattlesnakes
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and coyotes. He was going to be very
happy. Atter a moment of retiection Mr.
Parmalee returned to the chicken run.
He tore out a section of the wire mesh
with a claw hammer, and repaired it with
new staples. Anyone could see that it
had been torn; anyone could see that
it had been carefully repaired with new
staples. That was his alibi.

When Dr. Imlay was informed of
Prince’s mysterious escape, and had seen
the torn mesh and new staples with his
own eyes, he didn't seem too concerned.

*Prince is an extrovert,” the doctor
declared. **Wherever he is, he's happy.”

Mr. Parimalee agreed heartily.

The supper dishes were washed and
put away when Dr. Imlay called Mr.
Parmalee to his study. It developed that
the doctor had encountered Miss Bates
on his rounds, and for two excruciating
hours he delivered wandering, maudlin
speeches on the glorious days when that
noble lady ruled the kitchen. There was
nothing to do but to listen.

The blow fell the next day, Sunday, at
noon. And from an unexpected quarter.

Mr. Parmalee, in a flurry of voluntary
labor, was waxing the newel post in the
front hall when the doorbell rang. He
opened the door, to behold Miss Bates
on the threshold, an enormous tray in
her muscular hands. She had a set, fierce
smile on her wooden face. Instantly he
noticed other things, too, little details.
Her neck was hung with time-dulled jet,
and gold chains. She wore her best black-
lace gown, and on her feet were high-
heeled pumps.

Mr. Parmalee was
“This is it,” he thought.

Suddenly he froze in horror. **It's not
only her job she's after—she’s after the
doctor himself! She's come courting!™

**Step aside,” she hissed. **1'm coming
in!”* She pushed past him, into the hall.
“Dr. Imlay!” she bellowed. " Lookee
here!™

Dr. Imlay appeared from his study,
polishing his spectacles. His face lit up
in ecstasy. He said, *"Well, bless my
heart. Miss Bates. Well, bless my heart.
Miss Bates.” He kept saying it over and
over, like a whippoorwill.

thunderstruck.

In a fawning whine, Miss Bates said,
It occurred to me, when | ran into you
so pleasantly yesterday, that you looked
peaked. So [ brought you a nice Sunday
dinner. You used to always relish your
Sunday dinners. | try to be a good neigh-
bor. | can’t cook as fancy as Mr. Par-
malee, but | do the best | can." She
shoved the tray in his face. *How do
you like it? Tell me what you see.™

Like a child obeying an adult, Dr.
Imlay itemized: **| see mashed potatoes
and fried chicken and candied yams. |
see huckleberry jam and slaw and fried
pies. Is that spoonbread?™

"It is,” said Miss Bates.

“You must join me!" Dr. Imlay was
highly excited. *"Gumbo will call us
when it's on the table. Shall we go into
the drawing-room?™

“That’ll be nice,” murmured Miss
Bates.

Mr. Parmalee carried the tray to the
kitchen and slammed it on the table.
*He's drooling,”™ Mr. Parmalee thought
angrily. " Drooling like a hound dog.”

SUDDENLY, Mr. Parmalee smiled. He
made a quick trip to his basement bed-
room and returned with one of the
doctor’s shotgun shells. With his jack-
knife he cut through the cardboard cas-
ing and spilled a generous portion of the
lead pellets into the palm of his hand.
One by one, with an ice pick, he inserted
the shot into the fried chicken, deposit-
ing them liberally in thighs, drumsticks,
and breast. Satisfied, he touched up the
surface to conceal his handiwork. He
sang a folk ballad sof'tly to himself as he
worked.

This done, he carried the meal into the
dining-room and set the table. He then
smote the dinner gong on the sideboard,
and withdrew to the kitchen. Warm con-
tentment surged through him. He re-
laxed comfortably on the uncomfortable
ladderback chair by the stove and lis-
tened. He listened to them come into the
dining-room and seat themselves, lis-
tened to the clink of china and silverware
as they ate. He could hear their voices
but could make out no words.

Suddenly their voices rose and they

were quarreling. The doctor seemed to
be accusing, Miss Bates denying. The
quarrel swelled 10 a raging, furious storm
and the house reverberated with shouted
imprecations.

A chair was upset in anger and Miss
Bates's high heels pounded out of the
dining-room, down the hall, and out of
the front door. The door slammed. Mr.
Parmalee fished a crooked finger in his
overalls pocket for a chew of tobacco;
there was nothing like a chew of tobacco
to celebrate a victory.

Almost instantly Dr. Imlay came rush-
ing through the dining-room door into
the kitchen. He opened a clenched hand
and displayed three greasy shot. " Look
at that!™ he shouted.

*Just old number five rabbit shot,”
Mr. Parmalee said carefully. **What
about ‘em?”

“They were in the fried chicken.
Dozens of them.”

Mr. Parmalee
shocked.

" Did you ever, Gumbo, ever in your
life hear of anyone shooting their fow!
to death with a shotgun betore they
dressed and cooked it?"

“Not their own chicken. I've heered
of folks shooting neignbors’ chickens.
Why?™

" Yesterday Prince gets out. Today
Miss Bates serves me fried chicken and
birdshot. Figure it out.”

Mr. Parmalee protested faintly. *‘Let’s
take this slow. She’s a fine, respectable
woman—""

**Oh, she is, is she? Ha!”

*What I'm sayin' is this: Once I read
of a feller shot by a rifle. He carried a
bullet in his leg for fifty-one years. He
died at the age o' ninety-two. Maybe
Miss Bates had an old chicken carrying
around some old shot and—""

*Impossible,” Dr. Imiay said crossly.
He smiled abruptly, benevolently. “You
have a generous nature, Gumbo."”

“1'm knowed [or my generous nature
back in the hills,”” Mr. Parmalee said.

He tried to look modest, but he wasn't
sure just how it was done.

looked diabolically

THE END %X %

fMow VWe Sealp
the Indians

(Continued from page 37)

continued in the same impersonal tone:

**Now | will tell you about the goats.
My people had many goats. In the fall
of 1933 we were ordered to get rid of the
goats, because they did not bring enough
revenue. |, myself, had 45 goats. 1 did
not want to dispose of all my goats, so
I sold only 12, getting $1 a head for
them. Soon I received a notice from the
Government that I must immediately
sell 28 more goats and eat the rest. The
policemen and the judge came to my
house and said | must do this or be ar-
rested. So I sold those 28 goats for the
best price | could get, which was the
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price of the hides, about 30 cents foreach
goat.”

His face set like granite. * We ate the
rest of the goats, as we were ordered to
do. The last one we ate was a gentle old
nanny, the pet of my children.” He said
stolidly, ** My children did not enjoy the
meat of their playmate.”

| asked, "What did your neighbors
do?"

Hesaid, " The same as I. One neighbor
had no goats, only sheep. But he received
an order to get rid of 27 goats. There was
no way to appeal from this order. So
each of us gave him a goat or two so he
could sell 27 goats to keep from being
arrested. That is how it was about the
goats.”

| persisted, *“But what about the
sheep?™ .

Sam Akeah rubbed his forehead.
**Now I will tell you about the sheep,”
he said. **Many years ago [ started with

five sheep. By this time I had built up a
flock of 550. From these sheep and my
goats and my work on Mesa Verde Nu-
tional Park | was making good money,
about $3,000 a year. | depended upon
my sheep money to put my children
through school.

“In 1934 | was suddenly ordered to
sell 80 per cent of my lamb crop. This |
did. Then the policemen and the judge
came with a new order: | must sell 44
per cent of my ewes. This [ did also.

“In 1935 The People received a gen-
eral order charging that they had not
complied with the Government's pro-
gram to reduce the sheep, and must im-
mediately reduce their flocks still further.
Each district was given a quota to get
rid of at once; our quota in District 12
was 2,000 head. In addition to this, I,
myself, received a personal order to sell
80 per cent of my new lambs and 84 per
cent o my remaining ewes.”



His big face cracked into a mirthless
smile. He said in his rumbling voice,
*“When it was all over I had 39 sheep
left from my 550. That is what happened
to my people. That is what happened to
the sheep. That is how it was.” . .

A few days later I told this story to an
official at the Navajo Indian Agency at
Window Rock, Ariz., and asked him to
rationalize it. Was it possible that the
Government had deliberately reduced
these people to poverty and starvation?

He shrugged. I wasn’t here at the
time,” he said, ““but it was part of the
national range-conservation program of
the drought years. They had more live-
stock than their pastures would support.
It’s much better now; the experts say
there is enough grass for another 100,000
head. We're letting them build up their
flocks.”

But the pay-off came still later in the
plushy dude-ranch picturesqueness of El
Rancho Hotel at Gallup, N. Mex., when
1 repeated the story to Howard Wilson,
a trader among the Navajos all his life.

“It's the gospel truth,” he said. **No-
body out here could understand it, least
of all those poor Indians. They were
scared to death.

“In 1940, 1 was recruited to take a
livestock census on the reservation. One
night I stopped at a hogan where there
was an old grandmother. I told her what
I was doing. She wanted to know if I
was counting the old people. I said, no,
only animals, and asked why she wanted
to know. She said, ‘ Well, they killed the
horses and goats and sheep; now there
is talk that they are counting the old
people so they can kill them, too.’ I had
aheck of a job convincing her that some-
body had been kidding her.”

The fact of the matter is that the Gov-
ernment’s Stock Reduction Program,
while it may have been sound in prin-
ciple, apparently got messed up in stupid
administration through failure to recog-
nize that the Indians have intelligence,
too, and to take them into partnership
in the planning and execution of the pro-
gram,

WHAT most of us don’t know about
Indians would fill an awfully big void.
When 1 started this 9,000-mile buggy-
ride I had a dim notion that the Indians
were wards of the Government and were
given land, food, and cash allowances
like pensions. I thought they had ade-
quate free schools and hospitals; that
they couldn’t leave the reservations with-
out permission, cculd not vote or own
property, and were exempt from taxes.
I thought they were happy in their far-
away places, and that they were dying off.
Not one of these things is true.

Far from dying off, the Indians have
been multiplying for at least 50 years.
When Columbus started all this in 1492,
there were presumably 850,000 noble
red men in what has become the United
States. By 1900 we had whittled them
down to 237,000, but today there are
more than 393,000—and this despite the
fact that infant mortality among many
tribes is 60 times greater than among
white people.

About three-fourths of the Indians
live on reservations, but a reservation is

not a hunk of land we gave the Indians.
We never gave them a square foot.
Actually, the 200 reservations compris-
ing less than 60,000,000 acres (about one-
thirty-second of our total area) are lands
the Indians reserved for themselves when
they ceded us the rest of their continent.
That’s why they are called reservations.
It is one of the peculiarly inexplicable
twists of our inglorious dealings with the
Indians that much of this reserved land
wouldn’t support a jackrabbit, and a
jackrabbit will eat anything that doesn’t
eat him first.

Yet many white men have coveted—
and many still covet—Indian land. In
1887 the reservations included 137,000,-
000 acres; today they are less than half
that area. And we're still gnawing away
at them. Since 1934, Congress has taken
away 344,000 acres of Indian properties
for non-Indian purposes—mostly for
military use—and in compensation has
added only 333,000 acres to replace them
—a loss of 11,000 acres.

EVEN the Supreme Court has been
guilty. In 1876, this august body ruled
that the Pueblo Indians were not really
Indians, whereupon 12,000 land-hungry
squatters moved in and filed claims to
vast areas of their reservation. Thirty-
seven years later, in 1913, the court de-
cided it had made a slight mistake; the
Pueblos were really Indians, after all.
The apologetic Government paid the
Indians off—but did not give them back
their land.

Basically, that’s the wormin the apple-
sauce. What's wrong with the Indians,
fundamentally, is that their population
hasincreased as their land holdings have
decreased, until now they haven'tenough
land to raise the necessities of life. That's
why Indians are hungry.

And we don’t feed ‘em, as many peo-
ple believe. No Indian receives a dime
or a morsel from the Government merely
because he’s an Indian. There are no
free frijoles, no allowance checks for any
able-bodied redskin, male or female, or
any indigent who can sponge on rela-
tives or friends. Small emergency relief
allowances ($8.47 a month was the 1944
average) are sometimes granted the de-
spairing, a few old Indian scouts who
served our army still get pensions, and
we sometimes drop relief bundles from
airplanes to victims of blizzards and dis-
asters, but that’s all. Indians are sup-
posed to be self-supporting.

Medical facilities in some localities are
excellent and in others they are disgrace-
ful. The Indian Service maintains 62
hospitals in the United States, mostly
understaffed, although the Nava jos have
a fine plant and there are some others.
Nationally, however, as of last July I,
there were exactly 83 physicians and 567
nurses for 393,000 Indians. There was
one dentist for each 19,000 Indians, and
a grand total of two sanitary engineers
for people who need sanitation desper-
ately. There was not even a pretense of
a national program to prevent such dis-
eases as tuberculosis, which kills six
times as many Indians as non-Indians,
or syphilis, or trachoma, which -blinds
thousands of Indians, although it is cur-
able.

Government officials know all this.
Yet when funds for these purposes were
requested by the Bureau of Indian Af-
fairs recently, they were disallowed by
the Bureau of the Budget and ignored by
the President and the Congress.

What'’s the result? Here are two per-
sonal observations:

At Taos, N. Mex., I saw a lovely little
hospital the Government had built and
equipped for the 900 Pueblos who live
there. There was only one joker: There
wasn't a doctor or nurse in it; it was
abandoned. When a Taos Indian is in-
jured or comes down with a gallopins
epizootic he must be carted in a panel
truc, used as an ambulance, 75 miles
to the hospital at Santa Fe. Several have
died en route.

While I was in the Florida Everglades
Jast summer, a terrifying epidemic of a
strangling throat infection broke out
among the children of the 823 Seminoles.
Nothing could be done about it because
there is neither a doctor nor a dispensary
for the Seminole people. Finally a big-
hearted county health officer couldn’t
stand it; he waded into the swamp coun-
try and went to work. Yet when | found
him there he begged me not to use his
name. “I'm not supposed to be here,”
he explained. ** My people might not like
it.” ... They ought to give him a medal.

EDUCATIONAL opportunities for Indian
children may be judged from the fact
thatthereare just 180 schools for 100,000
youngsters scattered over more than 100,-
000 square miles. Of these, 143 are day
schools, usually one room, and one fraz-
zled teacher rapidly going nuts. I visited
dozens of them. At a typical day school
in Wyoming I found 26 pupils of all
grades, of whom only four spoke English.
Since the teacher spoke not a word of
Indian, he was having himself quite a
time. In other localities, notably in South
Dakota, Oklahoma, and Kansas, | found
modern buildings and curriculums.

There are 37 Indian boarding schools
in operation. They accommodate 9,138
youngsters, but attendance is restricted
to children who are orphaned, homeless,
or crippled, or who live too far from any
other Indian or public school—or are
juvenile delinquents. All schooling stops
with the twelfth grade; there are no
federal Indian colleges. There are only
33 Indian high schools, all accredited by
colleges in the states in which they are
located. Since school attendance is not
always compulsory for Indian young-
sters, about 50,000, or one-half of the
whole, are not going to school at all.

Takethe Navajos, for example. When
we wrote a treaty of peace with them in
1868, we promised to provide them with
one schoolteacher for each 30 children.
We have never even pretended to keep
that promise. Result: 85 per cent of the
Navajos cannot read or write and 65 per
cent cannot speak English. In October,
after 80 years, the Congress finally au-
thorized a $2,000,000 boarding school
on the reservation. If and when com-
pleted, it will accommodate about one-
tenth of the Navajo children who ought
to be in school and aren't.

Why should they be in school, you
might ask? Why bother about them?
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First, because the present policy of the
Indian Service is to encourage Indians
who wish to leave the reservations and
mix with the white population, and if we
don't look out we'll have tens of thou-
sands of illiterate Indians on our hands.
Second, because they are entitled to
schooling as full-fledged American citi-
zens.

The Indians are no longer wards of
the Government ; every native-born In-
dian has been a citizen since Congress
gave them that status in 1924 as a ges-
ture of gratitude to young braves who,
although then exempt from the draft,
volunteered and served gallantly with
our troops in World War 1. They may
travel freely, live anywhere, own all the
property they can afford. They can vote
wherever they live since Arizona and
New Mexico broke down the last re-
strictions in 1948. They pay taxes like
all other citizens on their private prop-
erties and incomes. They can do anything
you and I can do—except buy liquor
and control their communal money.

Three-fourths of them live on reserva-
tions because they prefer to be near their
relatives and friends, not because they
have to. They live in a strange half-
world which is neither Indian nor white.
Legally they are free, yet they are always
aware that they risk reprisals from their
white overseers whenever they stand up
for their rights as citizens, as many of
them have had the courage to do. Part
of their difficulty in defending them-
selves has been lack of knowledge of the
white man’s techniques. Some of the
Indian leaders are grasping the elements
of these techniques, and their protests
are becoming increasingly effective.

CONFUSION is the only word to describe
our relations with the Indians and their
thinking about us. They are confused
because, when they try to assume the
initiative of citizens, they bump their
noses on special rules and regulations
set up by the bureaucracy which bosses
them, the Bureau of Indian Affairs. And
they don’t like it worth a whoop.

Field workers in the Indian Service,
generally wise in Indian ways, are con-
fused because policies change almost
every time a new politician becomes
Commissioner of Indian Affairs. Agency
superintendents are forever receiving
conflicting and impractical orders from
Washington which they must carry out
or risk their jobs, although they know
they are sure to create fresh resentment
among the redskins. And they don't like
it, either.

Congress tried to straighten it out in
1934 with the Indian Reorganization Act,
which was supposed to prepare the In-
dians for contact with the white world.
In practice, it turned out to be an ex-
periment in self-management, with the
Indians as guinea pigs. Tribes were em-
powered, if they wished, to set up tribal
councils which were supposed to work
in loving harmony with the Indian
Service. The tribe was to be a sort of
corporation in which each Indian would
be a shareholder, presumably entitled to
dividends on the corporation’s business
transactions. In principle the Reorgani-
zation Act was intended to be a step

forward for the Indian people. In prac-
tice, however, its administration was
often far from a happy one, because of
the unwillingness of the Little White
Fathers to hand over their powers to the
Indians themselves.

Many tribes grasped this opportunity
for what promised to be freedom from
governmental domination, but quickly
discovered two jokers : First was the fact
that the Indian Service continued to be
the boss, regarding the councils toler-
antly as little boys playing office. Second
was the fact that the bulk of the tribal
corporation’s money was promptly im-
pounded for safekeeping in the United
States Treasury, from which it could
only be withdrawn—and only in drib-
bles—after formal petitions had passed
through miles and months of depart-
mental red tape and had been personally
approved by the Secretary of the Interior.
It was their money, but they couldn’t
touch it. All this was in accordance with
the traditional government policy of
holding Indian money in the U.S.
Treasury.

Actually, American Indians today are
not paupers. On November | they had
a grand total of $34,183,058 to their
credit in the Treasury. Even the hungry
Navajos had $2,023,745 on deposit. But
getting it into circulation is something
else again. Here are two examples:

The Indians of Isleta Pueblo near Al-
buquerque, N. Mex., were being deprived
of irrigation water last summer. The law
gives them prior rights to water, but non-
Indian farmers above them on the canals
were taking most of itexcept on the days
when official inspections were made. In
June, the tribal council voted to spend
some of the communal money to drill a
well. They drew up a petition and sub-
mitted it. As of November I, the petition
was still lost somewhere in governmental
red tape, and crops which needed water
desperately in July and August had died
before maturing.

Example 2: Vanadium is being mined
by a non-Indian corporation on the
Navajo reservation. The Navajos receive
a royalty on the ore extracted. Three
years ago the tribal council learned that
uranium, the immensely valuable min-

““You say you rented a seat in a
movie theater, and were evicted
12 hours later?”’

ForThe American Magazine by Ben Roth

eral used in atomic processes, was being
extracted with the vanadium, and after
hiring an attorney and sending delegates
to Washington they obtained a royalty
on the uranium, too. They believe they
know where other and more valuable
uranium deposits are located. They are
eager to set up their own mining com-
pany and dig it out. But a Navajo spokes-
man told me:

**We know from experience that they
won't let us do it. If we ask for some of
our own money to start our own mine
on our own land, they will tell us the
matter must be submitted for bidding to
non-Indian companies.”

They have bought a Geiger counter to
locate uranium in the ground and they
continue to prospect for the radioactive
metal. One day I was shown half a dozen
chunks of rock which set the Geiger into
a frenzy. The Indian prospector, who
spoke little English, said mysteriously,
“This Navajo fortune.” Maybe so, but
it's likely to stay hidden in the ground
unless the Navajos get permission to dig
it out. They’re stubborn about it.

As FOR the attitude of many Indian
agencies toward the tribal councils, this
is typical :

Last year the Navajos were told to sit
down and draw up a budget of their re-
quirements for 1950. Members of the
council left their work and assembled
from all over the vast 16,000,000-acre
reservation. They talked and argued for
three days, and finally arrived at a budget.
*But when we submitted it,” said Sam
Akeah, “we found that the white men in
the agency had already drawn up their
own budget and sent it to Washington.
They had just been kidding us.”

Said portly, solemn Zhealy Tso, the
tribe’s vice-chairman: “"The worst of it
is, we can’t even find out the amount of
the budget or the items on it. They don't
tell us these things, although we are sup-
posed to see that the money is wisely
spent.”” He said plaintively, It is very
confusing. We dont know what to do.™

A wrinkled old-timer standing near by
said slowly. ** The people believe they are
trying to starve us ofi the reservation so
they can take our land.”

I asked, **Why would they want to do
such a thing?"

The old man only shook his head, but
a young man in the circle said, **So they
can take our uranium without paying us
for it.”

There were a dozen Indians standing
around and they all nodded solemnly.

| said to the young man, “You are
educated. You don’t really believe that.
do you?"

He said grimly, ** We don’t know what
to believe.”

That's just it. In the jumbled confu-
sion of our Indian affairs. no one seems
to know what to believe. . . .

Finding the answers is not easy. For
100 years we have lied. cheated, stolen,
used our power and their gullibility to
give the red men the run-around. Now
that they're getting smart, we have set
up an Indian Claims Commission to in-
vestigate past injustices. Any Indian
tribe or group may file a claim before
1951 and all must be settled by 1956.



Although 149 claims have been filed, 1
found only a handful of Indians who
even knew the opportunity existed.

Restitution for past wrongs is not so
important to present-day Indians as the
right to be treated as equal citizens. To
accomplish that might necessitate vigor-
ous reorganization of the Indian Service,
overhauling the 5,000-odd laws it is ex-
pected to administer, selection of admin-
istrators familiar with Indian psychology,
and eviction of those old retainers who
still consider themselves Little White
Fathers. Certamly it should give the In-
dians equal voice in shaping a new policy
aimed at alert helpfulness and honest ad-
vice, rather than hypocritical chicanery.

If and when this is done, we stand to
create an immensely loyal, valuable body
of citizens from a bewildered, distrustful
people whose only past sin was protect-
ing their homeland, and who are getting
a thoroughly un-American raw deal.

THE END % %

Moonlit Sport

(Continued from page 18)

to know,” George said. He thumbed
the needle point of one ski pole and
stared at the glittering steel edges of the
skis. “‘Going down a hill with all this
hardware, this sharp stuft. Did anybody
ever fall in such a way that the—the point
here or—maybe one of these edges—
uh—?"

“Why, no! Of course not, Mr. Barker!
Once an exceptionally clumsy person
managed to—hm-m-m—well, it couldn’t
happen to you, of course!™

George turned back toward the door.
Behind him he heard the wax kits cascade
to the floor.

Thirty minutes, and three hot, but-
tered rums later, George Barker, in all
his finery, stood with the massive boots
clamped inexorably onto the skis. The
thongs of the poles were looped around
his wrists. The tinted goggles cut the sun
glare.

The wax, he had found, came in little
gismos like shaving sticks. He had se-
lected a number 3 X at random. The
poles were planted firmly on either side
of him. He pushed one foot ahead. The
ski glided along nicely. Smiling confi-
dently, he advanced the other toot. As he
advanced it, the first ski slid back to its
originalposition. He stopped and studied
the problem. He took two more steps
and still remained in the same position.

A round little lady with gray hair came
bounding out of the inn. She yanked her
skis out of the snow, slapped them down,
leaped onto them, clicked the harnesses
tight, jammed in the poles. and shoved
oft, turning around to grin in a com-
radely way at George.

When she had dwindled in the dis-
tance George bent his knees. shoved the
poles into the snow, and pushed. Five
minutes later he was a good hundred
feet from the inn. He pried himself to his
feet again and looked back at the series

of round indenfitions between the
wavering tracks of the skis. Tbe last few
indentations were more widely spaced A
chart of progress.

A man with an impassive, mahogany-
colored face slid to a stop beside George
and looked back over the telltale trail.
*You vant lessons?’” he asked.

**What do you think?"”

**1 think yes. I am Hans Schtroigen,
teaching individual ten dollars an hour,
or five dollars hour in class.”

*In my back pocket is my wallet. Take
it out and take ten dollars and then teach
me how to get over there to the bottom
of that thing.” George pointed with his
ski pole at the lift house. He wavered
dangerously, and got the pole jammed in
again just in time.

Schtroigen removed the ten and said,
“No. | show you how to get ofer to the
beginners’ slope.™

** Uh, uh. Not there. | gotta go up the
big hill.”

*You are not ready.”

*How soon would I be ready?"

Schtroigen shrugged. *"You work
every day, maybe next year you are
ready.”

~Give me back my ten and go away.
T'll crawl over there.”

Schtroigen sighed. *“Hokay. Now,
putting the right foot along and the left
pole. like this. Bringing the left foot and
right pole up and pushing with the pole
each time.

By the time George had covered the
hundred and tifty yards to the bottom of
the tow he could go in a straight line and,
by moving the toes of the skis a few
inches at a time, he could even alter his
direction. He was panting.

Schtroigen said heavily, * Forgift' me.
This 1 do not care to watch any more.
Good-by.”

GF()R(;F stood with assumed noncha-
lance and watched the people glide up to
the moving cable, transfer ski poles to
the let't hand, grasp the cable with the
right. and move steadily up the slope. He
waited until traffic was light and edged
cautiously over to the cable. He grasped
it. It was like standing next to a moving
merry-go-round and grabbing a horse. It
yanked him into the air convulsively and

projecied him, head down, into the
snow.
He clawed his way out. Somehow,

the snow had gotten packed behind the
goggles. When he could see again, the
round little lady with gray hair was
beaming at him.

“You didn't do itright, you poor boy.
You have to let the cable slide through
your hand, and then you slowly squeeze
down on it. That starts you oft” without
that horrible jerk.™

By the time he worked his way back
up onto the skis she was out of sight up
the slope. The second time it worked
better. A few hundred hours of aqua-
planing served their purpose. The skis
moved steadily in front of him. He
smiled confidently.

Ahead of him the cable disappeared in
a hole in the side of a small frame struc-
ture. George let go of the cable but the
terrain had flattened and he was speed-
ing toward the boards. Both the poles
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were in his left hand. He set the points in
the snow ahead of him, between the skis.
The butt ends of the ski poles made an
almost succecssful attempt to penetrate
his stomach. He lay on his back and
made small whinnying noises. He used
the name of Zissman in vain.

When at last he got to his feet and
moved over toward one side, he hap-
pened to glance down into the valley.
The Crestrun Inn had shrunk to the size
of a penny box of matches. It did almost
the same thing to his stomach that the
ski poles had done. The mountain wind
turned perspiration to shale ice. A girl of
not more than twelve swung away from
the tow, shoving hard with her poles to
geta goodstart, and dropped down over
the rim out of sight. She appeared a few
seconds later, ducking and bobbing, far
below.

If a girl of twelve . . . George clenched
his teeth and moved toward the brink.
The uptilted points of the skis hung over
empty space. He decided suddenly to
back up. But this time the stubborn
boards, eager to back up when he was in
the inn yard, dug in behind him. When
he turned around gently to stare back
over his shoulder at them, he slid help-
lessly over the brink. Instinct bade him to
sit down immediately. But he was lean-
ing too far forward to be able to sit. By
the time he could get his weight shifted,
the speed of passage indicated sharply
that it would be unwise to do anything
except attempt to stay upright. The wind
tore at his clothes, flapping his ski pants,
numbing his teeth as he tried to yell.

The sunlit world tilted sideways, hung
awkwardly in space for a moment,
and then exploded. George Barker lay,
head down the slope, and whispered,
“Good-by, Mary Alice> We would have
had fun, we two.”

He breathed deeply, waiting for the
bubbling in his throat, for the acid pang
of the broken rib end in the lung. Noth-
ing happened. Probably the neck or back,
then.

Slow amazement flooded through him
as he found that he could sit up. Out-
side of feeling as though he had been
thrown through the roof of a converti-
ble, nothing seemed to be wrong.

He glanced back up the slope and saw
that he had come only a hundred feet
from the brink. Nobody was in sight.
Guiltily he unsnapped the harnesses,
snagged the skis as they were about to
take off independently, and began to
walk across the slope toward the shelter
of a pine woods.

THERE was a shout from above. George
looked up, and froze. A herd was swoop-
ing down at him. Two of them were
headed for him. He shut his eyes. There
was a whisking sound, a spray of snow in
his face, and they were gone. He made
better time toward the woods. In the
shelter of the woods he could creep in-
conspicuously down to the flat land
below, dragging his skis behind him.
He fumbled through the pines and
came out onto a clear place. He jabbed
theskis and poles into the snow, lowered
himself onto a stump, and fished out his
cigarettes. He snapped the lighter shut,
and smiled as he saw the ski tracks on
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the trail. So some other fakers came
down the easy way, too. . . . He frowned.
For somebody coming down the easy
way, those skis had thrown up a lot of
snow.

He stood up and walked over and
looked down at the tracks. There was an
angry roar yards away. An oversized
citizen swooped down at him like a jet-
engined gull. Even as George recognized
the man as the Argus Studio agent and
tried to dodge back, a heavy shoulder
sent him spinning. The man wavered but
kept his balance. George realized that he
was flat across the tracks. As he tried to
get up, he glanced back up the slope and
saw her coming at him, that bronze-
blond hair streaming out behind her, the
gray eyes startled and bleak.

The twin shining points of the ski poles
swung toward him. Spitted, he thought,
in that last moment, like a marshmallow
at a picnic. But somehow the points
didn’t touch him, and Miss Christina
Wielsoared up and over him. She landed
beyond him. He watched her as he
crawled backward off the track. She
landed crouched and went into a long,
sliding turn to make the corner looming
up at her. She tried to twist her body by
the pine trunk, but her shoulder hit it
solidly. The impact threw her off the
other side of the trail into the brush, and
she lay still.

H E PLUNGED to her and dropped on his
knees beside her, thinking even in that
moment of guilty horror that here was
one female athlete who couldn’t conceal,
under the uniform of the sport, ample
evidence of femininity.

He picked up her limp hand and said
brokenly, “Christina! Speak to me!”

Gray eyes opened and focused. The
accent was tiny and delicious: * You un-
utterable classification of clown! You—
you maniac! Crawling around on your
hands and knees in the middle of the
fastest part of Thunderhead!” The other
hand swung around and connected with
the side of his face.

George sat down. “Thunderhead?”

“A ski trail, Mr. Barker. Ever hear of
one? As if it wasn't bad enough to hear
you breathing on the back of my neck
every moment I'm in the inn, you have to
come up here on the slopes. Please, Mr.
Barker, for the sake of the safety of in-
numerable people, why don’t you go
back down to that nice, warm fire? The
meet is in three days and I need my
practice.”

“But I—"

“Bring my ski over here.”

He saw it, a dozen feet away. It had
snapped out of the binding. He brought
it back to her. She was standing on one
ski, and there was an odd, strained look
on her face, a blue-grayness around her
mouth.

“Don’t stand there with it. Put it
down! . . . Oh, no! Would you mind
turning it around so that it heads the
same way as the other ski?”

He blushed, and did so. Her ski boots
looked as small as a child’s. And there
was something of a child’s sweetness
about her lips and temples.

She shoved the boot into the binding
and he fumbled with the clamp. He

touched her ankle, and she made a small,
harsh sound.

“Say! You hurt yourself!”

She ignored him. She snapped the har-
ness herself, glanced up the trail, then
pushcd out onto the tracks. She went
thirty feet, and fell heavily.

“This makes it dandy,” George
thought. “Just fine! Please sign a con-
tract, Miss Wiel. Right here on the
dotted line.” . .

Christina Wlel sat in a big leather
chair half facing the fire in the main
lounge of the Crestrun Inn. The bad
ankle was propped up on a hassock. The
Argus representative was named Stanley
Sherman. Except for a few morose citi-
zens in casts and on crutches, everybody
was out on the slopes except George and
Stanley and, of course, Christina. It had
been this way for two days.

George sat glumly by the fire. In the
beginning he had tried to follow Sher-
man’s conversation with Christina. But
it jumped from a discussion of Tucker-
man’s Ravine, which seemed to have a
wall in it, to the Austrian school and
tempo turns. Every time he heard
Christina’s silvery laugh he winced and
hunched his shoulders.

*So you're going out tomorrow?”
Stanley asked.

* He's going to tape it and I can take
the easy runs, but I can’t enter the com-
petition.”

Stanley beamed over at George.
“Thanks to that knucklehead over
there.”

“You’re welcome,” George growled.

Christina’s glance was colder than the
wind atop the mountain,

“If it wasn’t so crowded here, Chris,
I'd like to talk over something with you,”
Sherman said.

George stalked out. “Good-by.”

ONCE beyond the arched doorway, he
veered sharply to the right and crept
back to within hearing distance.

1 grant you, Chris, that there
are a lot of objections to havmg anything
to do with the movies. And I know how
you feel about professionalism, but I
have an idea that, by making one movie
for Argus, you could really make a
terrific contribution to the sport. People
will see you ski, and this boom that’s on
already will turn into the biggest . . .”

She hadn’t interrupted him. George
adjusted his shroud and walked away.
That Sherman was slick. A nice presen-
tation and nice timing.

He looked out the windows. The day
before the meet, and the slopes were alive
with skimming dots. He’d wait for Joey
Bellish to arrive and then shove off.
Maybe Mary Alice wouldn’t find out for
a few heavenly days that he was unem-
ployed. You'd never catch Mary Alice
running around with boards tied to her
feet. In fact, you wouldn’t find Mary
Alice walking two steps after anything if
there was a man within hailing dis-
tance. . . . He stopped the train of
thought. It seemed vaguely disloyal.

He looked out the window. Strange
occupation for supposedly intelligent
people, this sliding around. A few nice
moments, though. Finding out he could
actually move across the level on the
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darn’ things. That heady sense of terrific
speed before:he had gone thunk.

“N() sir,” he said softly. " Never

again.” . .
Schtrongen halted the entire class.
‘“ Blease, Mister Barker. Distangle your-
self. In the snowplow you haff’ to push
pressure on-the legs and hold them there.
No pressure, and the skis cross each
ozzer.”

George spit out a mouthful of melting
snow. " So | noticed,” he said.

“All logether now.,”” Schtroigen
roared. “SNOWBLAU!™

The four children, two elderly ladies,
and George went solemnly and ma-
jestically down the four per cent grade.
And again, and again.

After class was over. George stayed
out on the slope. He snowplowed until
fine red-hot wires ran up his legs. He
snowplowed until he found out that by
stepping over with one ski he could make
a quite abrupt turn. The first time it
worked-he was unprepared for it. He lay,
glowing with pleasure. Seven falls later
he could do a slow, halting ftigure S down
the middle of the beginners’ slope. The
sun was low in the west.

A hot tub soaked some of the ache out
of his bones, but it didn't help to lighten
the gloom he had felt since he had re-
entered the inn and seen Chris, symbol
of defeat, nursing her strained ankle.
There was a telegram in his box:
**BELLISH ARRIVING NOON TOMORROW.
ARRANGE INTFRVIFW WITH WIEL. Z1ss-
MAN."

He delayed the mission until after
dinner. He found Stanley Sherman in
lhe bar.

“Where's Chris?™

“Go home ., you bum. She hasn't got
ume for you.'

“ Why so-cheery? Wouldn't she sign?”

Sherman had-a coldeye. "I could bust
you one in the chops.”

" They don't pay me for that,” George
said. wandering off. He searched in a
halfhearted way for Christina.

OUTSIDE, the snow crackled underfoot
and the air was keen and crisp. A huge
moon was shading from orange to white
as it climbed above the horizon. He
squinted at the slopes and saw the die-
hards out skiing in the moonlight.

They seemed to make those turns so
easily. He remembered his own stem
turns on the little slope. Maybe, with a
bit more speed . . . The hum and grind
of the cable tow echoed across the night,
punctuated by the thin shouts of the
skiers. No, a fellow could kill himself out
there in the moonlight and maybe no-
body'd even find him. . . .

The dark bulk of the cable house
loomed up ahead. George cast off, and
used his turn to swing him around onto
a line parallel with the drop-off. His
heart was thudding. At least, in thedark,
nobody would see him make a fool of
himself. The moon was brightenough to
show him the whole slope.

This had to be planned carefully. A
long, diagonal run across the face of the
slope seemed feasible. If he started to go
too fast he ceuld slow down by turning
toward.the slope. Then, when the woods
got close, make the big turn and come
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back across the slope in the other direc-
tion.

He took a deep breath and shoved off.
The skis ran with a small, crisp sound
against the snow. The plan seemed to be
working. The woods moved steadily
closer. He made his turn. but it wasn't
enough of a turn, It faced him almost di-
rectly down the slope and he picked up
speed with a great whoosh. He made a
desperate effort to turn to the left. re-
membering to lean in toward the slope.
He went into a long skid turn and ended
at a dead stop. still on his feet. The sur-
prise of it toppled him over.

*Whaddya know?" he said softly.

On the next diagonal run he braved a
steeper angle. The turn at the end went
wrong and he broke up a yard of crusty
snow with his chin. He laughed out loud
and started off again. The turn worked.
He angled back. and a dark figure came
toward him. The lines of passage inter-
sected. At the last moment he wrenched
himself into a turn and the black figure
did the same. His flailing arm caught it
around the middle and they went down
together.

GF,()R(iE sat up. "*Don’t you know how
to steer those things?™ he said angrily.
“You saw me turning away from you."

““How did 1 know whichway you were
going? . . . Is that you, Mr. Barker?”
Christina asked weakly.

*Chris!"" he gasped.

She began to laugh helplessly. It held
overtones of hysteria.
all the blundering . . . impossible . . .

He picked up a clump of snow and
shoved it into her mouth. She gasped. He
caught her wrist. **No, you don't pop me
again, friend. If you haven't hurt your
ankle again, kindly stand up and slide
away from here. | don't have to be
laughed at by experts. Go on. Move!"

She stood up, tested her ankle, and
brushed some of the snow off. Her voice
was cold: “Amateurs shouldn't be on
the slopes at night."”

**Report me to the rules committee.”

“Just what were you trying to do,
Mr. Barker?”

“I'm not trying. I'm doing it. | go
back and forth across the slope and make
aturnwhen I come to the end each time."

" saw you the day | jumped over you.
You can't make a turn.”

*No, smart guy? Watch this one.™

He sped away and did the sliding turn
to the left that brought him to a stop.
*How's that?"

“You don't bend your knees enough,
George. Get way down. like this.” She
sped at him, turned with effortless grace,
and skidded to a stop beside him.
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“Of all . .. of

He tried. Tt was easier.

“Thanks.”

“You're welcome.”

*What are you doing out here, Miss
Wiel?™

1 couldn’t wait. | strapped up the
ankle and decided to give it a try.”

“Uh, huh.” he said slowly. ** I can see
how you would. Nice out here, isn't it?”

They were standing close together.
Her uptilted face caught the moonlight.
She cocked her head on one side. ** You
really like this?"

*I'm no Sherman at it.”

She said hotly, '* He doesn't like it. It
was just a big act with him. Oh, he can
ski all right, but instead of skiing he
stayed right there in the inn trying to
talk me into the silly movie business. He
didn’t fool me a bit. 1 don't like sly
people.”

He glared at her. " I'm sick of this
silly-movies routine. What gives you the
go-ahead to be condescending? What
have you got? Just a lovely face and a
rare figure and you photograph well. Is
that something you worked for?"

“They want me because | can ski!”
she said.

“And they wanted Grable because she
could knit, | suppose? Or Sheridan be-
cause she could hemstitch.” He grabbed
her shoulders and shook her and shouted
down into her face, " You're the most
beautiful thing I ever saw in my life,
Wiel, and that's why they want you—be-
cause there isn't enough beauty to go
around in this hungry old world.™

=1 like you when you're angry!" she
sald

" . .uh ... what?”

- Would vou work on the picture *00,
George”

He swallowed hard. “That could go
into the contract.™

**Because by the time the picture was
done I'd have you skiing as though you
knew how, George.™”

“You . . . you'll sign?”

“Now that you’ve given me a reason.
T just didn’t want to be hired to ski. But
if you can think I'm beautiful, maybe
some other people will, too.”

HIS hands were still on her shoulders,
the ski poles looped over his wrists. He
wanted to be able to compose several
symphonies and a half-dozen tone poems
about the way the moonlight touched her
lips. He bent toward those lips.

She wriggled away and scooted under
his arm, headed directly down the slope.
" You've got to catch me first, George.™
her voice came back, fading on the
wind.

George angled grimly down the slope,
his knees well bent, weight forward, tak-
ing the turns in stride. Far below,
Christina moved swiftly out onto the
flats toward the inn. He saw her stop
abruptly, tumbling with a smother of
SNOw.

George Barker turned directly down
the last of the slope. The wind cut his
face and he felt eight feet tall.

She didn’t seem to be in any hurry to
get up.

*Yeee-ow!" howled George into the
teeth of the wind.

THE END % %
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comfort which he would have thought
absolutely impossible only two days
before.

When the retreat ended on Monday
morning, John was extremely reluctant
to break the mystical silence, as are most
retreatants. But he felt happier than he
had for years and he returned to the
everyday world a new person. His life
was no longer a meaningless merry-go-
round. The faith of his childhood had
been restored and he knew he had a pur-
pose on earth. That purpose was to wor-
ship God and serve him through service
to his fellow man, and he resolved to
adopt a new rule of life lest the good he
had received during the week end dis-
solve as an emotional mist.

Not all retreatants get as much out of
retreats as did John Davis, but most
of them are able to attain a new serenity
in their attitude toward life, and some of
them receive even greater spiritual en-
lightenment than he did. Occasionally
retreatants achieve an intensity of con-
templation in which they see sacred
visions.

One man whom | know became aware
of the presence of God in the form of a
radiant light which seemed to envelop
the whole world, and a woman of my
acquaintance found that when she
opened her eyes after a long period of
prayer Our Lord was standing before
her. He was as real to her as any person
she had ever seen and she felt that she
could have reached out and touched His
hand.

Other retreatants are so swept away
by their experiences that they have a
desire to renounce the world entirely and
become monks or nuns, but such cases
are comparatively rare. In no sense are
retreats to be regarded as cowardly
flights from reality or as narcotic drugs
for the afflicted. Rather, they prosvide
spiritual stimulation which helps the
average person to lead a better-rounded
and more useful existence.

I AM thinking now of Mrs. Johnson, a
60-year-old woman who was very pious.
After her children were reared and her
husband died suddenly of a heart attack,
she felt old and useless. Quite properly,
she turned to religion for comfort, but
overdid it. She spent so much time pray-
ing and pining for a future life that she
neglected her home and her appearance
and became unsocial in her habits.

Mrs. Johnson made a retreat, in the
hope that it would plunge her even
deeper into her life-hereafter trance, |
believe, but it had quite the opposite
effect. This was because she was deeply
affected by one of the meditations, which
was on the subject of hands.

The conductor asked the retreatants
first of all to think of the hands of Jesus
—the most beautiful hands the world has
ever seen because they blessed all man-
kind. They were likewise to consider the

hands of St. Veronica, who wiped the |
Saviour's face with her veil when He |
was on His way to the Cross. Then the
conductor asked them to think of pres-
ent-day hands which perform fine serv-
ices for others—the hands of the mother,
the doctor, the nurse, the farmer, who
grows our food, the factory worker,
who makes the things we need. even the
hands of the garbage collector. who per-
forms lowly but indispensable tasks.
Last of all, the retreatants wereinstructed
to meditate upon their own hands.

This meditation made a profound im-
pression upon Mrs. Johnson. Her own
hands, she realized, had not been serving
God as well as they might. and she re-
solved to change her way of life. When
the retreat was over she interested her-
self in charity. obtained a job so she
would have more money to give to
others. and she is now a much happier

and far more useful person than she was
before.

RELI(}IOUS meditation can be practiced
without making a retreat, it is true, but
the making of one facilitates contem-
plation because worldly interests have
deliberately been laid aside and the re-
treatant is able to concentrate completely
upon his quest for spiritual truth. The
fact that he is not alone but is in the
company of others who are also seeking
divine enlightenment encourages him in
his efforts. and the mystical atmosphere
which soon pervades every successful
retreat is also of great value to him.

Not long ago a young woman who
was making her tirst retreat failed to get
much benetit out of it until the second
day, when a curious thing happened. A
stray cat entered the chapel. stole up to
the altar, and climbed into the conduc-
tor’s lap while he was speaking. The
other retreatants were so wholly en-
grossed in what he was saying that they
hardly noticed the incident. and the
priest gently placed the cat back on
the floor without interrupting his ad-
dress. but to the girl it seemed that a
little miracle had taken place. Even
dumb animals were attracted to those
who voiced God’s message. she felt, and
from then on she had no difficulty in
participating in the contemplative exer-
cises. By such small phenomena are
whole lives sometimes reshaped at reli-
gious retreats.

More often. however, it is the great
thoughts contained in the Scriptures, in
old hymns, and in religious literature
which provide the substance for retreat-
ants” meditations. Patient reflection upon
the beautiful words of the 91st Psalm
almost invariably brings a new feeling
of security to those suffering from appre-
hension and worry. and | have known a
retreatant broken with grief over the
death of her child to be restored to
serenity by meditation on the following
lines from St. Theresa:

Let nothing disturb thee;

All things are passing,;

God never changeth;

Patient endurance attaineth all things;
Who God possesseth in nothing is wanting;
Alone. God sufficeth.

How can such meditations work such
miracles? The answer does not lie in the
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realm of the rational. Like the other
great manifestations of religion, the deep
inner changes which transform men and
women during retreats are cloaked in
divine mystery.

The majority of Episcopal week-end
retreats resemble the one | have de-
scribed which was participated in by
John Davis. A number of attractive
Episcopal retreat houses have been built
in various parts of the country during
recent years. Many other retreats are
held in Anglican monasteries, convents,
and preparatory schools during periods
when the students are on vacation. A
few retreats are held in large cities, but
quiet rural surroundings are preferred
because they make it easier for the re-
treatant to achieve the spiritual perspec-
tive in which he can say to himself, *I
will lift up mine eyes unto the hills.™

The Roman Catholic retreats, which
outnumber all others in this country, are
conducted along lines similar to the
Episcopal ones, but with differences in
ritual and liturgy. Confession is custom-
ary for Catholics at the beginning of a
Catholic retreat, and each day closes
with Benediction of the Most Blessed
Sacrament. But the retreatants them-
selves conduct some of the exercises—
the Stations of the Cross, Rosary, and
reading at table during meals.

The oldest and perhaps the most fa-
mous Roman Catholic retreat house in

America is Mount Manresa, on Staten
Island, N.Y., which was founded in 1911
and is directed by the Rev. Robert I.
Gannon, S.J., former president of Ford-
ham University. Stations of the Cross
and other exercises are conducted out of
doors on the grounds of the retreat
house, and thousands of Roman Catho-
lics, and non-Catholics as well, go there
for spiritual refreshment every year.

A Jewish businessman who was baf-
fled by the purposelessness of his exist-
ence went to Mount Manresa recently
in quest of new spiritual insight. He
found it. After the retreat was over, he
told his friends that he felt closer to the
God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob than
ever before.

THE retreat movement has advanced
farther in the Episcopal and Roman
Catholic churches than in any others,
but it is also making notable headway in
the Lutheran church. During recent
years, and especially since the war, re-
treats have been becoming increasingly
popular in the Lutheran countries of
northern Europe. The idea has jumped
the Atlantic and, while a considerable
number of American Lutheran clergy-
men do not favor the movement, or are
only lukewarm about it, it is steadily
gaining ground.

One of the best known Lutheran re-
treat centers in this country is housed in
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the former country home of the late
Major Bowes, the radio star, at Ossining.
N.Y. Although he was a Roman Catho-
lic and bequeathed large sums to that
church, Major Bowes left his Ossining
estate to the Lutheran Churches of
Greater New York, and it popular retreut
house has been operated there for sev-
eral years under the direction of Pastor
Bernhard von Schenk.

This retreat is run along quite different
lines from Episcopal or Roman Catholic
retreats. The retreatants carry on general
conversation during certain periods of
relaxation, they take long walks in pairs
discussing their individual problems with
each other, and there*is “‘witnessing™
after meditation. The retreatants do not
indulge in extensive self-revelation dur-
ing the witnessing, but discuss what the
meditation has meant to them.

On one occasion during the war, a
young woman came to Pastor von
Schenk in desperate need of spiritual
help. She had just received word that her
husband had beenkilled in Italy. She had
loved him very much, without him life
seemed entirely empty, and she felt she
couldn’t go on. The pastor advised a
retreat for her, but suggested that it
should also include other bereaved
women who were suffering from the
same kind of heartbreak that she was.

As a result. a retreat was held for 20
young war widows. Some of them were
on the verge of nervous breakdowns, and
others were close to moral collapse, but
the beneficent spiritual influences to
which they were exposed at the retreat,
and a spirit of religious fellowship which
developed among them, exerted a won-
derfully curative effect. Today, all ot
them have successfully readjusted to lite
and several have remarried.

As at this Lutheran retreat, most of
those conducted by the non-liturgical de-
nominations intersperse periods of open
discussion with periods of meditative
silence. The Quakers, who have long
known how to use silence constructively,
are leaders in this imovement, followed
closely by the Presbyterians.

T{F. most famous retreat house under
Presbyterian auspices is Kirkbridge, in
the mountains of northeastern Pennsyl-
vania, which is conducted by the Rev.
John Oliver Nelson, D.D., director of
the Commission on the Ministry of the
Federal Council of Churches of Christ
in America. At Kirkbridge, the retreat-
ants not only engage in meditation and
group discussion, but work together in
silence for several hours each day, per-
forming such manual tasks as sawing
wood and clearing woodland.

Clergymen, divinity students, and lay-
men of 15 different denominations have
made retreats to Kirkbridge. They in-
clude representatives of the Methodist,
Baptist, Congregational, and Dutch Re-
formed churches, as well as other large
religious groups. The retreatants are now
forming fellowship groups, comparable
to Communist cells, to foment the retreat
idea inside these sects.

The ever-increasing popularity of re-
treats is due primarily to the fact that
a great many people are receiving prac-
tical benefits from them. | have men-



tioned a few such cases. If I had the
space I could tell of hundreds of others.

| know a 16-year-old boy, for example,
who was formerly a very poor student be-
cause hisonly real interestwas in athletics.
Just one concentrated dose of religion,
administered over a week end, changed
him from a happy-go-lucky idler into a
well-integrated young man with a pur-
pose. During another retreat 1 saw a
young businesswoman completely over-
come the soul-corroding envy she had
felt toward another girl. I have seen
two days of contemplation of God con-
vert a confirmed thief into an honest
citizen.

Such transformations of character oc-
cur frequently among those who seek
self-renewal at the wells of religion. They
will multiply in number if the retreat
movement continues to spread and grow,
as it shows every indication of doing.

THE idea of temporary withdrawal
from society in order to return to it with
greater religious insight and power is by
no means new. Long before the birth of
Christ, the Hebrew prophets frequently
sought spiritual replenishment during
periods of retirement from the world,
and founders of the greatpaganreligions
did the same. Jesus made a retreat of 40
days in the wilderness before starting his

ministry. Most of the saints followed his
example.

But the world has neverseen anything
quite like the present spontaneous desire
on the part of so many men and women
to seek days of voluntary seclusion with
God. In all probability it reflects a wide-
spread revulsion against the materialism
of our times. But, whatever the cause, it
is a spiritual phenomenon of the first
order, and one which contains tremen-
dous possibilities.

Speaking a few years ago in England,
where the retreat movement is growing
faster than it is here, the Most Reverend
William Temple, Iate Archbishop of
Canterbury, said that religious retreat
offers the most promising avenue through
which the vital power of religion, and
lasting peace, might be brought to the
world. ""The way of advance,” he de-
clared, “is the way of retreat.”

Thousands of Americans are find-
ing that to be true during their week
ends with God. The great religious re-
treat movement is bringing them peace
as individuals. Whether or not it
also can bring enduring peace to the
world remains to be seen, but it is
one of the brightest and most hopeful
features of our tragic century.

THE END X %
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living?” He waved scornfully at the
thick rug, the huge mahogany desk, the
wall-to-ceiling bookcases, fully stocked,
the voluminous draperies at the win-
dows. The whole ensemble had seemed
pretty plush to him five years before. It
still did. But it wasn't, he considered, in
it with that Georgian house.

CAROL flicked off some names on her
fingers. ** Bresso, of the Met. DeMarkov
and Guitry, top dancing team in the
country. Paul Slumber, the crooner.
Lillian Larman, the actress. Even the
names are exciting, Mike. They're tre-
mendous people. But not one of them
would have been anybody except for
you.”

**A few of them had a little talent,” he
told her modestly.

**And who ever would have heard of
them if you hadn't been around to re-
move the bushel? Oh, Mike"—she
leaned forward over the desk, her face
nearly perfect in close-up—"when are
you going to let me handle one by
myself?”

**Soon,”
now.”

She was radiant, and Mike felt like a
heel. For the plain truth was that he
wasn't handing over any clients for her
to build up. It was a fascmatmg business,
the kind that got a grip on you despite
the headaches and the ulcers and the in-
somnia. She could get to like it, and the

Mike said wearily. **Any day

Georgian house would crumble into
dust, unused, unloved, tenantless, while
two busy little people harnessed un-
knowns to fame.
It wasn't goi.g to happen that way if
he could help it.
*That man oumde,
to see him now?
“No. But | will, anyway.”

she said. “Want

SHE went out, and then the door
opened again and a diffident, shy, well-
constructed young man walked in. He
offered Mike his hand, and for a fraction
of a minute Mike wondered how long it
would take before he could use the fin-
gers again.

When the young man spoke, it was
with respect that suggested Mike McKay
might be a fine old institution, or eighty
years old. " I'm Dick Marshall, sir. It's
good of you to see me.”

Mike prided himself on his ability to
size them up, but this one was tough. An
educated voice. Quietly dressed, but the
suit had been carefully tailored by expert
hands. This was no singer, no bit actor.
He could have been a dancer, judging
from the build, the walk, but dancers
weren't, as a rule, shy. Nor did they
have that fresh, outdoor look.

*Sit down,” Mike invited.

He sat down, and eyed Mike hope-
fully. Mike tried to look impressively
professional while Dick Marshall de-
cided how he was going to tell all about
himself. And Mike waited some more
while Dick examined the rug, the books,
the ¢eiling, and the excellent view of the
skyline afforded by the wide windows.
Mike was beginning to wonder what his
visitor would offer for the lot when he
noticed the dull flush that was creeping
out from under the immaculate white
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collar. The guy, Mike realized then, was
tongue-tied with fright,

He leaned forward kindly, *Harry
Smith sent you”
The younger man nodded. *That's

right, sir.”

Mike said patiently, **Harry thought
1"d be able to help you"

The blond head bobbed again, and
Dick Marshall sighed and relaxed in his
chair. Clearly, as far as he was con-
cerned the ordeal was over, and now that
Mike knew everything his future was
ussured

“What's your racket?”
\\nh frank curiosity.
“1'm a wrestler, sir.”

One of the grunl-und-groun boys.
Mike did a sgcond take. He wasn't kid-
dmg “Been \\resllmg long™

“ A, few years, sir. | fooled around with
it some at school and I think I'd like to
continueas a pro. I've had a few matches,
but | felt'if | were going to get anywhere
with it 1'd need some help.™

Mike asked

Hr: was a nice kid, clean-looking and
hopeful with the hopefulness of youth.
Mike felt like a tiend sticking pins in a
toddler’s balloon just ta,_hear the pop.
Because, as far ds. publicity went,
wrestlers were posaQn. Fighters, okity.
The most hopeless pug could get a no-
tice somewhere, even though it might be
on the back page-ef his home-town pa-
per.

But wrestling was a farce, a gag. They
weren't even permitted to call them con-
tests any more. Wrestling exhibitions.
No human interest. Nobody cared

drew.,
“No dice. I'm

whether wrestlers won, lost, or
Mike shook his heud.

sorry.”
Dick’s eyes widened.  But Harry
said—"" He sat forward. looking earnest.

“That is, | was sure—"

“1I'm sorry,” Mike said.

Marshall looked uncertain for a min-
ute, then he smiled shyly and got to his
feet. Mike knew exactly what he was go-
ing to do. He'd make the rounds until he
found some little guy somewhere who
would promise to get his picture in the
papers, and he'd live on hope and prom-
ises until he learned, expensively, that
there wasn’t anything much any pub-
licity man could do for him.

* Wait a minute,” Mikesaid, and Dick
sat down abruptly.

Here was Dame Fortune smiling over-
time, Mike thought. and he had been on
the verge of kicking in her prerty, white
teeth, If nobody could do much for
Marshall, why couldn’t Carol be the one?
Let her beat her nice brains out for a
while on this job. and then, when she
turned her disillusioned back on the
whole business, the Georgian house
would look downright alluring.

It would teach her a lesson, and at the
same time it could conceivably take care
of that stubborn streak for good.

[ think I've got just the girl foryou,”
Mike told Dick Marshall. enjoying him-
self hugely. . . .

“Listen,” Mike said: “what goes on
anyway? | haven't seen you except in
passing for a couple of weeks.”

Carol buffed her nails against a
tailored lapel and examined them airily.

d ination creates a

“‘Gentlemen, I have finally persuaded Monsieur Henri to honor us with
a visit. Monsieur Henri is the man who decides what women are
to wear—wllo made skirts shorter, longer, then in between—whose

lete new wardrobe each season,

which our wives so eagerly await”’
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My good man, | have my duty to my
client to consider.™

“ How's it coming”"" He tried not to
Iook smug.

“Verywell, thunks. Verywell, mdeed
“What have you done so far?’
Brightly: “Oh, this and that. .. .

Look, Mike; I've got to get down to the
library before it closes.™

“Been reading many good books
lately™”

*This is research. | want to find out
somethingabout the Argentine Gaucho.™

“They're cowboys with Spanish ac-
cents.”

“What else do you
them?”
ful.

Mike put his hands resolutely be-
hind him. “That's all, kid. Is there
more?"”

I don't know. That's whatI'm going
to find out.”

“Let's have dinner tonight,”
said. " I'm feeling Ionesome."

She shook her head. " Not tonight,
Mike. I'm eating with my cllent We're
going to St. Nick’s afterward.”

Mike's face fell, and Carol relented.
“Why don’t you come with us?"

“Deliver mefromwrestling. I wouldn't
want to intrude on your party, any-
way.

“Oh, Mike, this isn’t pleasure. This is
business.™

~The amount of time you spend on it,
you must enjoy your work.”

Carol smiled happily. = I'm having a

know about
She looked solemn and beauti-

Mike

wonderful time.”" She examined her
boss’s face. *Hey, | do believe the man’s
Jjealous.”

“Don’tbetonit,” Mikesaid shortly....
SE\'ER'\L weeks more went by, weeks
during which Mike was tortured by an
odd feeling of tfrustration. Carol was do-
ing something. That much was obvious.
You couldn’t spend all that time rushing
around without accomplishing anything.
The thing that bothered him most was
that Carol and the wrestler were thrown
together a lot, and no matter how you
looked at it, that wasn’t good.

There was that old business of pro-
pinquity.

He groaned aloud.
my head examined,”
empty office.

Once, when Marshall and Carol were
conferring in her office, Mike left the
adjoining door on the hinge. What did
theytind to talk about? He didn't eaves-
drop exactly. He just happened to be
reading some papers in the file that stood
close to the door.

What he heard didn’t, after all, make
very much sense. It had to do with
Gauchos. It concerned, in some odd
fashion, Margarita, who designed star-
tling creations for some of the better
shows and for many of the worse, if well-
heeled. people.

Carol did most of the talking and
Marshall’s contributions were confined
ta. musraured. assents.which _supprised
Mike McKay notat all.

Mike closed the door soundlessly. He
wished. for the thousandth time, that he
had insisted she work under his direction

~| ought to have
he informed the

. instead of giving her a free hand. He was



night, of course. He knew, with a sure
knowledge, that she didn’t stand a
chance, but the thing that left him in
a state of baffled fury was the length of
time it was taking her to discover what
he had known from the start.

When Marshall had gone, Mike flung
back the door and strode into her cubi-
cle. “The time has come,” he announced
ominously, “when I learn what’s going
on in my own office.”

Carol March looked up from the pa-
pers on her desk. She was the picture of
a trimly competent young executive, and
Mike blinked because, oddly enough,
superimposed on the image, was a
ruffled apron. That crazy illusion was
growing worse instead of better. He
cleared his throat, looked away, and
when he looked back cautiously every-
thing was normal. ‘“‘Let’s take inven-
tory,” he said.

She smiled at him mistily. “You've
been wonderfully patient, Mike. To-
night’s yours.”

“You mean you're going to spare one
whole evening for me? Just for little old
unathletic me?”

“Don’t be that way,” she said. “It’s
just that 1 want to make you proud of
me.”

“I never considered you exactly re-
pulsive.”

“Oh, Mike,” she pouted nicely.
“Don’t you want to go out with me?”

“I'll steel myself,” Mike told her. He
was beginning to feel better. The pros-
pect of a nice, quiet evening with Carol
alone somewhere was tempting. They’'d
have dinner uptown, and if he couldn’t
gettickets for a show maybe there would
be a concert going on. “Any place in
particular?”

“Certainly,” Carol said briskly. *St.
Nick’s.”

Mike drew himself up in outraged
dignity. “ That’s the trouble with women
in business. They never know when to
relax. Just forget the whole thing.”

“You mean you won’t go with me?”

“Give the little lady a cigar,” Mike
said. He strode angrily into his own of-
fice. With admirable restraint he re-
frained from slamming the door. .

THE arena was hot and smoky and
‘crowded. In the ring two behemoths
were belaboringeach other. They seemed,
to Mike, highly inept, amazingly awk-
ward, and patently phony. He said as
much to Carol.

Carol was bent forward, examining
their antics with a connoisseur’s interest.
“They’re not too good,” she admitted.
‘“But they’re crowd pleasers.”

“There hasn’t been a legitimate hold
since they started,” Mike said in disgust.

“These are only the prelims,” Carol
said pleadingly. “It’ll be over soon.”

Mike lit a cigarette, sat back in his
seat, and closed his eyes in pain. After a
while the bell sounded. the referee con-
sulted with various people outside the
ropes, came back, and indicated a draw.

He reached for the mike dangling from
a cord above the ring. “ The next event,”
he bellowed, “ladeez and gennulmen, is
our main attraction, one fall, sixty min-
utes.” He drew a hoarse breath. “From
Bos-ton, Mass-a-chu-setts, weighing two
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hunnerd and twenty pounds—the Mighty
Mite—Tiny Tor-RENTO.”

A mighty roar went up from the crowd.

‘“His op-ponent,” the announcer
howled, “from Argentina, South A-mer-
ica, weighing one hunnerd and ninety-
five—the Galloping Gaucho, Ric-ardo
Mar-TINEZ.”

The audience screamed approval. It
sounded to Mike as if there might be a
preponderance of shrill female cries.

Tiny Torrento, a barrel of a man with
shoulders three feet wide and legs like
matchsticks, climbed into the ring and
stood heavily patient in his corner.

There was a restless stir in the crowd,
and then, as shrill, delighted sounds came
from one side of the arena, a startling
apparition materialized from the en-
trance to the dressing-rooms, ran lightly
down the aisles, and vaulted dramat-
ically over the top strand of the rope.

R(CARDO MARTINEZ was a beautiful
sight. His jacket was fashioned after
those worn by the Gauchos, but the in-
terpretation was pur¢ Hollywood. On his
head he wore a sombrero, which he
whipped off as he bowed right and left,
to the hysterical cries of admiration that
rose shrilly from a few hundred female
throats. He blew kisses to the crowd
from the tips of his fingers.

“That blond Gaucho is wearing side-
burns, isn’t he?” Mike put his lips
against Carol’s shell-like ear. “I’'m not
just dreaming it, am 1?”

She smiled blandly. ‘“Aren’t they
cute?”’

Mike McKay made a strangled sound,
and Carol March turned to him in-
quiringly.

‘““Must have been something I ate,”
Mike explained hastily.

With calm deliberation the Galloping
Gaucho folded the gorgeous jacket in a
clean white towel and handed it to some-
one below. Tiny Torrento, his patience
at an end, advanced across the canvas
ominously. With a catlike agility, Mar-
shall-Martinez spun around, his lariat
whirled, and Tiny's arms were pinned
helplessly to his sides.

The crowd howled. The crowd roared
in mirth. The crowd went out of its col-
lective mind with glee.

“I wouldn’t have believed it,” Mike
said to no one in particular.

Carol nudged him with a meaningful
elbow. “Watch him now. He's good.”

Shesat forward, her face rapt, her eyes
riveted on the beautifully proportioned
body that moved with elegant disdain
just beyond the reach of the scowling,
beetle-browed Torrento.

Tiny—called Tiny, Mike supposed,
for the same reason that bald men are
called Curly—got a head scissors on
Dick.

“Watch him now,” Carol breathed.
““He’ll spin out of it.”

Dick did a head stand, spun halfway
around, and fell to the canvas. Sure
enough, he was clear of the thrashing
legs. He jumped swiftly to his feet,
crouched with his arms extended de-
fensively, sneered fastidiously at the
bristling Tiny, and then deliberately
turned his back and sauntered away, his
walk a masterpiece of amused contempt.
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The din was deafening.

“Listen to them,” Carol screamed
joyously. “They’re mad about him.”

Dick Marshall-Martinez proved, be-
yond a doubt, that he was fast and strong
and knowing. He made you forget that
he looked better than he was because
Torrento was clumsy and slow.

Torrento got a full Nelson on Dick
and, for a half-minute, Mike hoped that
he would have to reach the ropes to
break it. But Dick bent over, straightened,
twisted, and Torrento was flying over-
head. He landed heavily on his back.

Carol was pounding excitedly on his
knee. “Isn’t he terrific, Mike? Isn’t he
marvelous?”

None can be returned.

When, at last, Torrento delivered a
series of what appeared to be shattering
forearm smashes, Mike was appalled at
the vicious tide of jubilance that welled
up inside him.

Then Tiny was, suddenly, top dog. He
pulled Dick’s light hair, and when Dick
bent forward automatically to ease the
pressure, Tiny brought his knee up in
sharp contact with Dick’s chin. Dick
staggered drunkenly, and Tiny rushed in
for the kill. He had Dick pinned beneath
him, when, with lightning reversal, Dick
shifted a fraction of an inch and pinned
Torrento with his own hold for the count
of three.

The crowd went out of its mind.



Dick smoothed his hair, threw back
his shoulders, sauntered casually to his
own corner to await the official an-
nouncement, and whiled away the time
graciously signing autograph books
which were handed up over the ropes by
breathless and youthful fans. Female
fans.

Mike looked at Carol suspiciously.
““ Where did you find the girls?”

Carol preened herself. ** 1 only needed
a couple of them the first few times. The
rest followed suit. He's the new sensa-
tion.™

“Let’s get out of here,” Mike said.

They fought their way through the
crowds to the exit. Outside, Mike took a
deep breath of the fresh, sharp air. “And
now where do we go?”’

““There’s a little place around the cor-
ner. Dick will meet us there after he
dresses.”

“l can hardly wait,” Mike said.

When they were seated Carol leaned
forward, her eyes anxious on Mike’s.
“How did I do, boss?”

“That’s not the question. What did
you do?”

Shelooked startled for aminute. Then
she waved her hand. *“1did all of it—the
outfit, the bits of business, blowing
kisses, the lariat trick, even the walk.”

“And he’s satisfied with that?”

“Why shouldn’t he be? That'swhat he
came to us for.”

Mike was thinking fast. And he
wasn’t happy with his thoughts. ““No
pictures in the papers? No handsome
write-ups?”’

Carol shook her head. “All he wanted
was a personality. Something that would
catch the imagination of the crowd.”

“You certainly gave it to him.”

““He's wonderful to work with. Co-
operative and sweet. At first he was so
colorless, but now—well, you wouldn't
believe how much he’s changed. Even
outside the ring he seems different.”

“Just a sweet guy,” Mike said bitterly,
trying not to look at her shining eyes.

“Wrestling isn't like boxing. It’s a kind
of act. There's a hero and a villain.
There's a certain amount of suspense.
There’s meanness and cunning and
cruelty, and then right wins out in the
end. It's—I don’t know—it’s kind of
satisfactory to watch, even though you
know it’s phony.”

“The public gets tired of its heroes.
Anyway, it’s still an act.”

She slumped back in her chair. “ Yes,
it's only an act.”

S‘ncxmc pins in balloons again, Mike
thought. “ You’re a nasty guy, Mike Mc-
Kay,” he told himself. He reached over
and covered her hand. “It’s no act the
way you handle it, baby. It's a produc-
tion.”

Her eyes brightened. “You really
liked it, Mike?”

“It was swell.”

Suddenly the dim, smoky atmosphere,
the dark, wooden tables, the hubbub of
talk and laughter faded away, and Mike
wasback in the suburbs again, in a deep
chair, with Carol on his lap.

Mike shook his head to clear it. A
happy thought had occurred to him.
“You got what you wanted,” he said.

“And you handled it like a master. Now
can we play it my way?”

“Not now,” Carol said breathlessly.
““Not just yet. This is my baby, Mike.
Let mehold on to it a little longer.”

Mike felt groggy. Fate had placed her
within his grasp. Almost within, he
amended. And Dame Fortune had
handed him the means with which to
complete the job. But what had hap-
pened to the Dame’s smile? The smile
had changed to a leer, that's what it had
changed to. He should have kicked in
her teeth in the first place. . . .

Dick came into the bar, and he was the
same quiet young man who had ap-
peared in Mike's office some months
earlier. Only the sideburns were new. He
grinned bashfully at Carol and offered
Mike his hand. " How are you, sir?"

*Just dandy, but ['ll feel better in
time.”

Carol looked up eagerly. ** Margarita
will have some new sketches ready by
tomorrow afternoon.™

“Swell,” Dick assured her. “I'll be
there.”

*How," Mike asked, "does Margarita
fit into this business?”

**She designed the Gaucho jackets,”
Carol said. "'She’s tops. There’s been a
lot of comment on the jackets. They're
even being copied around town.”

The waiter approached. “What'll it

9

Beer,” Carol told him.
“‘Beer,” Dick echoed.
‘“Hemlock,” Mike said. . . .

TiE summer wore on. In June, Carol
announced that Dick’s manager had torn
up his contract and presented him with
a new one. [n July, Carol got a two-page
spread in one of the top national maga-
zines for Dick. Not for Dick, exactly.
For the Gaucho jackets. But Ricardo
Martinez, the Galloping Gaucho, was
mentioned only a few times less than
Margarita, and he posed resplendently
for the pictures. It was impossible, but
Carol had done it. She had had to sneak
Dick in through the back way, disguised
by a jacket. but there he was, in black
and white and in color.

In August, Mike had a heart-to-heart
talk with Margarita, and by the end of
August there were a few scattered men-
tions of an odd twosome making the
rounds of the bright spots. ‘“What
famous designer and what wrestler?”
they asked.

By September, Carol began to look
thin and drawn.

Mike called her into his office. * Take
a couple of weeks off, kid. You look
terrible.”

She smiled at him, a smile that tore at
Mike's heart. “ You're nocollar ad your-
self.”

“*What's the setup, baby? You can
talk to old Uncle Mike. Did you fall for
the guy?”

She twisted her hands together help-
lessly. “I don’t know, Mike. [ just don’t
know. I've never felt like this before.”

“It could be overwork,” Mike sug-
gested hopefully.

““It could be indigestion,” Carol said.
“But I don’t think it is.”

“Does he know?"

Carol shook her head and her eyes
brimmed. " He doesn’t think I'm quite
human. He"—she took a deep breath—
“he looks up to me.”

“I've got a little cabin in the Adiron-
dacks,” Mike said gently. " It's quiet and
peaceful. Have yourself a rest.”

‘““Thanks, Mike.” She stopped behind
his chair and lowered her cheek to his
hair. Mike McKay wanted to cry.

AFI‘ER she had gone he put in a call to

Margarita. “Call off the dogs,” he said.

*1t wasn't one of my better ideas.”
“Thank heaven!” Margarita breathed

gratefully. “All that bounding youth and

vitality made me feel like a drained hag.”

*“Anything [ can ever do for you—"
Mike offered.

“Just be happy,” Margarita said.

“Yeah,” Mike told her.

Just be happy. Just like that. He paced
the floor of his office. Up and down.
Back and forth. Dick Marshall was just
another wrestler. Until Carol had gone
to work nobody had even heard of him.
She had taken an ordinary guy and
turned him into a hero. As far as she was
concerned he’d been a pretty unpromis-
ingproject until she had glamorized him.
And now that she had created this—this
Gaucho, she'd gotten so she believed in
him herself. That was it, she believed in
her own illusion! Mike stumbled over
the edge of the rug in his excitement. [t
was just possible . . .

He put in a call to Dick Marshall.
“Stop around when you get a chance,”
he said. “[I'm taking over your public
relations myself."”

“Why, certainly, sir.”

Mike sat back in his chair and looked
thoughtful. Then he crossed his fingers
carefully. . . .

He was at the station to meet the six-
forty on a Wednesday night early in
October. The three weeks had done her
good. She looked better except for the
circles about her eyes. Mike knew what
they were from. He hadn’t done much
sleeping, himself.

‘“Hungry? he asked.

““Starved.” she said. *“For food and
for—news. I feel as if I’ve spent a couple
of centuries on Mars.”

He steered her into a small, quiet
restaurant near the station. And then he
just sat and looked at her across the ta-
ble. Even with the strain, even with the
circles, Carol March was beautiful. With
snow-white hair and fine wrinkles and
grandchildren, Carol March would still
be beautiful.

“What's the matter?” she asked un-
easily. ‘“ Have I come apart somewhere?”

“T was counting the freckles.”

“Anything much happen while I was
gone?”’

“This and that.”

The silence stretched thinly between
them.

“How is he, Mike?”

“Coming along nicely. We could stop
by the arena later.”

“That would be nice.” The color
warmed her cheeks. . . .

They missed the preliminaries. They
found their seats just as the announcer
was naming his opponent: ‘“Jack—
STRONG.”
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Carol frowned. * Must be a new one.
I don't believe I've seen him.”

“This is hisfirst week in the East. He’s
been traveling the Midwest circuit.”

Strong climbed through the ropes, a
clean-limbed, well-built, muscular ex-
lifeguard. There was a scattering of ap-
plause. Then the Galloping Gaucho
vaulted over the ropes, removed his som-
brero, acknowledged the plaudits, blew
kisses, and began the deliberate and
ostentatious removal of his jacket.

Jack Strong waited quietly in his cor-
ner, refusing to be drawn forward. At
last, with a sigh and a shrug, Dick
Marshall-Martinez tossed his lariat down
to the waiting hands and turned to face
the referee.

Carol frowned again.

After the inaudible instructions, they
circled each other warily. Then, sud-
denly, Jack Strong had a finger-lock on
Martinez. Dick forced his arms down,
slowly, painfully, and broke it. They
moved quickly, both of them lithe and
young and resilient. It was fast, all of it,
the holds and the breaks, and when they
wriggled away after breaking, they were
on their feet in one fluid motion.

Mike McKay was wholeheartedly en-
joying that match.

As it progressed, though, it became
apparent that Strong was the more ex-
perienced of the two, and his strength, if
anything, was superior to Dick’s. Once,
in rage, real or simulated, Marshall-
Martinez roughed Strong up against the
ropes, and Carol whispered in bewilder-
ment, “Who told him to act like this?”

Strong got Martinez in a figure-four
leg-lock, and Dick twisted on the canvas.
He turned his head to learn the where-
abouts of the referee and, satisfying him-
self on that score, reached up and pulled
Strong’s head down by the hair.

Carol drew an outraged breath.

She sat stiffly after that, her face mask-
like. When Martinez used his fist instead
of his forearm and was warned by the
referee, Carol turmed white.

She put her hand on Mike’s arm. “I've
seen enough. We can wait for him in his
dressing-room.”

WHILE they waited she paced the floor,
her color high, her eyes dark. When, at
last, the door opened and Dick came in
she whirled on him furiously : “ That was
a fine exhibition you put on upstairs.”

Dick took an involuntary step back-
ward. “The crowd liked it.”

“I don’tcareif the President liked it,”
she cried. ““ I created a character for you.
And you’ve made a caricature out of it.”
She put her hands on her hips and glared
at him. ““ Have you any idea of what you
looked like?”

Dick opened his mouth, and, without
giving him a chance to reply, Carol told
him what he looked like: “You looked
like a musical-comedy foreign spy.
That’s what you looked like.”

“Now, wait a minute,” Mike said
soothingly.

Carol turned on him: “ You keep out
of this.”

“But I thought—"" Dick said.

“You thought with what? I've done
your thinking for you. / was the one who
built you up. The Galloping Gaucho is

more me than you. Why, you're nothing
but a stooge!”

“Hey, wait,” Dick said reasonably.
“Heroes capture the public fancy for
only a short while, but a good, mean, de-
pendable villain goes on forever.”

Mike McKay held his breath then, be-
cause the sentence was quoted verbatim
and Carol might just possibly recognize
the fact. But Carol was too overwrought
to notice anything.

“If that’s the way you feel about it,”
she stormed, ‘‘you can create your own
villain. But you’re not going to link him
to my Galloping Gaucho.” She lifted her
chin and hooked her arm in Mike’s.
“Let’s get out of here,” she said. ‘I seem
to have trouble breathing.”

SHE strode with long, furious strides
along the dark street, Mike at her side.
Then, with a little shiver, she drew her
collar closer around her throat. When
they passed under a street light Mike
could see the tears making little streaks
down her cheeks.

“Hey,” Mike said softly. “It isn’t
worth crying about.”

“I’ve got a cry coming,” Carol March
said stubbornly.

Mike McKay considered that maybe
she had, at that.

“Do you know what it’s like to make
something, to see it take form and turn
into something whole and beautiful, and
then to watch it twisted all out of shape?”

“It’s tough,” Mike said quietly. “But
it happens.”

“It’s more than that,” she said, after a
pause. “I guess underneath I really be-
lieved in the man I made up. But all I saw
was a reflection of my own dreams—a
phony reflection.”

Her steps slowed and they walked
along in silence. After a while Mike saw
that the tears were finished. She stopped
and looked up and smiled shakily. “I
think I've got it out of my system now.
Lend me your handkerchief.”

Mike handed it to her, and she wiped
away the last faint traces of sorrow.
Then she blew her nose.

Mike McKay expelled a long breath.
It was what he had been gambling on.
She hadn’t gone overboard for Dick
Marshall. It had been the Galloping
Gaucho all the way.

Dick, Mike knew, would have wound
up a villain in any event, and it was as he
had said—a good, mean, dependable
villain went on forever. Mike had only
hastened the metamorphosis a trifle.

“It wouldn’t be like that with a baby,”
Carol mused thoughtfully. “Once you
created him and showed him the right
way, he’d stick to it.” She looked at
Mike out of the corner of her eye.
“Wouldn’t he?”

‘He might,” Mike admitted.

“We could try it,” Carol said shyly.
“We could try a couple of experiments
like that.”

Mike noticed with interest that the
Georgian house was materializing again,
right in the middle of Fifth Avenue.

“No wrestlers, though,” Carol said

y.
“No wrestlers,” Mike echoed de-

voutly.
THE END % %
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Have
you

a model
town?

HOW'RE THINGS in your town? Is industry beating a
path to your door? Well, many cities are using Phillip V.
Clayton's talent to lure new businesses and develop-
ments their way. Clayton makes models of cities. He is
shown here placing a new building on a model of Balti-
more, Md., one of his creations.

He has dlso modeled Denver, Houston, New Orleans,
Baton Rouge, and many others. City governments and
trade organizations use the models. They supply quick,
comprehensive views of the business district, harbors, in-
dustrial areas, residential sections, and save officials
hours of time and miles of travel in showing visiting busi-
nessmen what the town has to offer. Clayton’s models are
built usually on a scale of 1inch to 200 feet. He used to
be a draftsman, and learned from this that it was hard
for a layman to follow a blueprint. He was working as a

ﬁ’%( Interesting People
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draftsman for the City of Baltimore several years ago,
when he was called upon to paint and clean up a model
of the city's upper harbor. He didn't just clean it up, but
spent 2 years on his own time expanding the model until
he had built the entire city. He then decided to make this
his lifework. At the age of 65 he has become known
throughout the nation.

In addition to cities, he has made models of large
estates. He uses ordinary materials. With a little sawdust
and paint he'll come up with a cluster of trees. Pieces of
copper wire suggest railroad tracks. Not only does he
make the original model, but he goes back to a city
from time to time to make changes as the city grows.
Although he models cities, Clayton will not live in one. His
home is in Severna Park, Md. He is interested in taxi-
dermy and painting.



Go west, little doggie
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Hollywood actors frequently vacation their pets at the unusual Dude Ranch for Dogs owned by Gladys
and Dick Diaz in California. Here Actor Douglas Dick and Starlet Terry Moore say good-by to two
cockers, Jack and Jill, held by Gladys, while her husband looks on

NOW WE'VE HEARD EVERYTHING, neighbors—
a Dude Ranch for Dogs, no lesst Gladys and Dick
Diaz run two Westem-style homes away from home
for pampered pooches in southern California. Their
winter wonderland is at Palm Springs, and the gay
dogs summer at Big Bear Lake, near San Bernardino.
Both ranches are everything the name implies.

Each canine "dude” has his own corral and bunk-
house. He struts around with a colorful bandanna,
making like a real cowdog; takes his grub from a
chuck wagon; hunts squirrels and chipmunks and has
a yippy ol' time doing everything a real ranch dog
wouldn't be found dead doing. Letters are written
regularly to the dog's family to keep them well
posted.

While the atmosphere is Western and rugged,
Gladys and Dick see to it that the “tenderpaws"
don't rough it too much. A qualified dietitian per-
sonally supervises all menus in accordance with the
master’s instructions. Daily sunbaths are the order of
the day, and lake swimming under the watchful eye

of lifeguards. There's a guesthouse with heat for city
pooches not accustomed to roughing (2) it. Guests are
carefully screened, so you can rest assured Fido
meets only the socially acceptable. Every breed of
dog can be found at the ranches, from Chihuahuas to
great Danes, and prices vary according to the size
of the pooch.

Gladys and Dick went out to California 18 years
ago to carve careers for themselves in the movies,
but they quickly decided it was more fun pursuing
their hobby of caring for dogs. Originally, they con-
fined their activities to breeding, but then the idea of
the dude ranch developed, and it has been most
successful. Many of their most frequent guests are
the dogs of Hollywood stars.

Each ranch has 20 acres, and it requires a staff of
15 to care for the temperamental canines. The same
dogs frequently return each year, and one has been
a guest for 12 seasons. To many, it is their first experi-
ence away from the city. Some have been retired to
the ranch on trust funds; others as a result of the



Beautician Jerry Rose gives Topper
a Royal Dutch trim after the French
poodle has spent a vacation “rough-
ing” it at the ranch. All the guests
are prettied up in the Diazes’ Town
House at Pasadena after their life
in the outdoors

domestic difficulties of their masters. The Diazes say
that at least one reconciliation has resulted from
owners meeting at the ranch to see their dog.

The Diazes raise French poodles and Norwegian
elkhounds and have a well-equipped matemity ward
at each ranch. Many masters like to have their dogs
raise their families at fhe ranch, feeling it is much
better than in a crowded city. In addition to the two
ranches, the Diazes have a Town House for Dogs in
Pasadena, Calif., where dogs meet to be transported
to the ranches. There they are examined before be-
coming ‘‘dudes,” and there also all evidences of the
rugged life are removed aofter the vacation. They get
bubble baths, pedicures, oil shampoos, and an ex-
perienced dog cosmetician sees to it that Fido is
ready to take his place in high canine society
again.

Dick was born in Boston and Gladys hails from
New York. During the war, both were in the K-9
Corps. Dick was a trainer with 2,000 dogs under his
direction, and Gladys was in charge of dog induction.

103

EOLOR PHATOSRAPHS BY ARTHUR L. CHILD FOR T

A Sealyham takes over as “ranch foreman™
at the ranch. The guests have their own
bunkhouses and private corrals. Note chuck
wagon on right where dogs obtain their grub

A Scottie looks over supplies, such as ban-
dannas, boots, hats, at the general store at
ranch (below). Every effort is made to
create a Western atmosphere for the guests
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Scientific
sinkers

THERE'S MORE to the doughnut
than meets the eye. In fact, to keep the
nation dunking happily, David Levitt,
president of The Doughnut Corporation
of America, world’s largest producers
of doughnuts, has opened a 5-story
laboratory in New York devoted to re-
search on sinkers.

A doughnut, to you, may be just a
succulent sphere with a hole in the mid-
dle, but to 32-year-old Levitt the busi-
ness involves many shapes, sizes, and
flavors to suit the tastes across the coun-
try. There are several hundred varieties
of doughnuts. Upper New Englanders
want their sinkers heavy, highly spiced,
and with a high fat absorption. South-

ern New England wants the same
doughnut, sugar-coated. Ohioans take
a mild flavor, but their Michigan neigh-
bors go along with the East and want
'em spiced. As for eastern Pennsyl-
vanians, they’'ll take vanilla flavor. The
South likes light, puffed-up doughnuts
with a glaze coating. The West Coast
favors “crunch” doughnuts above all
others. These are rolled in nuts, coco-
nut, or cake crumbs. On a national
scale, men prefer plain doughnuts;
women and children, sugar doughnuts,
which are the largest sellers.

Levitt's father founded The Doughnut
Corporation of America, but young
Levitt's first job was his own bakery
route. Later, he worked as a laborer in
one of his father’s doughnut restaurants
under an assumed name. He unloaded
wheat from trucks and was a factory
hand. He attended Yale University; and
then, last June, became president of the

company after having worked in every
phase of the doughnut business. He
started the laboratory because he said
that in order to enable the company to
stay at the top, it was necessary to
keep coming up with new sinkers.

Bom in Milwaukee, Wis., Levitt is
married to his childhood sweetheart
and has 3 children.
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Madam
butterfly

WHEN MARGARET SHERBAUM
was a little girl in Vienna, Austria, she
found routine schoolwork dull. instead
of studying, she spent hours looking
over her collection of post-card repro-
ductions of famous paintings and wish-
ing she could be an artist. At the same
time, she was fascinated by the butter-
flies her brothers collected.

Today, she combines her two loves,
paintings and butterflies, in the unique
“Butterfly Shop” in New York. There,
using the brilliant insects, Miss Sher-
baum—she is married, but uses her
maiden name in business—makes pic-
tures, lamp shades, dresser sets, serving
trays, earrings, pins, bracelets, and
other things. The lamp shades are made
from two sheets of plastic, between
which are fixed the butterflies, along
with flowers which Miss Sherbaum either
buys or picks and then presses. The
shades sell for as much as $50. The
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insects are extremely fragile and diffi-
cult to handle. In addition, Miss Sher-
baum sells equipment for catching and
mounting butterflies, books on them,
and mounted butterflies, moths, and
beetles.

Many customers unfamiliar with the
Butterfly Shop can't believe the insects
are real and accuse Miss Sherbaum of
painting them. Occasionally a person
will bring in a butterfly caught in the
garden in the hope of selling it. Most of
these are common varieties and, cap-
tured inexpertly, are unusable. Occa-
sionally, however, a rare find will turn
up in someone's back yard, and Miss
Sherbaum buys it. In addition to liking
art and butterflies, Miss Sherbaum as a
child also wanted to travel. This desire
brought her to the United States 35
years ago and led her across Europe to
see the originals of the paintings on the

post cards of her childhood.
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How to keep warm

WHAT DO YOU WEAR when it's cold out-
side? So many clothes you look like a hibernating
grizzly bear? Do you bundle up in your heaviest coat?
Well, according to 1st Lieut. William D. Hackett, who
tests polar and mountain-climbing clothing for the U.S.
Army Quartermaster Corps, you're all wrong. Weight
doesn't necessarily mean warmth.

Lieutenant Hackett has been responsible for reduc-
ing army garb from 23 pounds in winter to a stream-
lined 14. A coat of closely woven fiberglas lined with
windproof nylon he has found is warmer than the thickest
wool. Instead of airtight boots, Hackett prefers felt-
lined mukluks, heelless footgear favored by the Eskimos.
To wear them, you may have to learn to walk like an
Eskimo, but these mukluks permit air to circulate inside,
which prevents damp socks, and thus frozen feet.
Hackett also suggests you stick to longies, wool shirt and

trousers, and, if you're thin-blooded, a sweater. Add
felt and wool socks, wool mittens topped by arctic
gauntlets, and you'll be comfortable even if the bottom
drops out of the thermometer. Hackett learns about
clothing the hard way. He once spent 60 days on Mt.
McKinley, Alaska, with nothing to do but just keep warm
in every kind of weather. He started climbing high at the
age of 12 by scaling Mt. Hood in Oregon. In all, he has
made 260 major ascents, and he has looked down on
the highest peaks in Germany, Austriq, ltaly, Mexico,
Canada, as well as the United States.

Hackett is 30 and spent his boyhood in Portland,
Ore. He was a bank clerk, managed the sporting-goods
departmentof ahardware store before entering the Army
7 years ago. An expert skier, he served with the U.S.
Mountain troops. He was awarded two bronze stars
and a silver star for outstanding service.
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Big timer

CHANCES are pretty good that the church or
courthouse clock in your town shows the fine hand of the
gent in this picture. He’s Rudolph Lamm, president of the
Howard Clock Sales & Service Corp. in New York, and
his firm has either built, serviced, or repaired most of the
tower clocks in the country. From coast to coast, Lomm
labors to keep the big clocks of the country on time. He
travels 50,000 miles a year, has installed and serviced
clocks up to 3,000 pounds and with a face diometer of
22 feet. Upon receiving an order for a clock, Lamm will
buy basic parts from manufacturers, assemble them, and
install the timepiece. Clocks around the country he has
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either installed or serviced include those in the Boston,
Mass., Custam House; Old Union Station in San Fran-
cisco; Old Capitol Building, Williamsburg, Va.; the
Courthouse at Vicksburg, Miss.; the Wrigley Building
Tower in Chicago. Lamm is shown in the photo working
on one of the nation's most famous clocks, in Trinity
Church, New York, a clock his firm has serviced for years.
He entered the clock business as a mechanic 29 years
ago. He has advanced through all phases of the busi-
ness up to the presidency. One of his busiest times
comes when daylight saving changes the time. His crews
cover New York City and New Jersey changing the
clocks. He is 52, married, and his hobbies are hunting,
riding, and fishing.
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Date bank

e

® THERE'S hardly a high-school teacher
who, besides being plagued by his own financial prob-
lems, hasn’t had the bite put on him by some of his stu-
dents. J. B. Stephens, principal of Noblesville {Ind.) High
School, has devised a method of relieving this situation
and also helping his students. He has opened a ‘date
bank" at the school. Now, when a strapped swain needs
eatin’ money for the lovely young thing he's carrying
a torch for, he goes to the bank at school and floats a
modest loan, anything from 50 cents to $2. Vice-presi-
dents in charge of the romantic “touch’ are the 10 mem-
bers of the Student Council, who receive applications
from the Good Time Charlies and vote on them. No
interest is charged, but loans must be repaid in 10 days

or else you get a bad credit rating, and in the future
your dreamboat must settle for an old-fashioned walk.
Money for loans comes from sale of supplies to students.
There are 5 girls on the Council and they are no
tougher on applicants than the boys. After all, girls have
an interest in dates, too. Most of the borrowers are bays,
but girls have also tapped the bank. Some guys believe
in equal rights for women up to and including paying
half the expenses of a date. Stephens started the idea
last September and says it has proved quite popular.
He is 41, a native of La Fontaine, Ind., is married, and
has 3 daughters. He is shown here looking on while
members of the Council consider an application for a
loan.

FHOTOBRAPH BY TOWER STUDIOS FOR THE AMERICAN MAGATINE



PHOTOGRAPH BY DORSEY AND PETERS
FOR THE AMERICAN MAGAZINE

Hospital

at home

IF YOU UVE in one of the many communities
in the country which are many miles from a hospital,
perhaps you can get some tips from the Ratcliff, Texas,
Good Neighbor Club. Sparked by Mrs. Maude Chand-
ler (left), president, and Mrs. Willie Pyle {right), secre-
tary, 4 Ratcliff women formed the club in 1946, to
provide emergency hospital service for their isolated
town, which is 20 miles from the nearest doctor or hos-
pital.

Unable to raise funds to build a hospital of their
own, Good Neighbor Club members did the next best
thing: They bought a hospital bed, syringes, thermome-
ters, a sterilizer, and other equipment. Now, in an
hour, any room in Ratcliff can be transformed into a
hospital room. The 56 members of the club are or-
gonized in teams and, working in shifts, provide
24-hour nursing when necessary, administer medicine
on doctor's orders, carefully prepare the patient's diet.
They even keep the patient’s house in order and feed

other members of the family. Last but not least, the
patient will usually find a bowl of flowers in the room,
or a new book to pass the time. Money for the equip-
ment is raised by Mrs. Chandler, Mrs. Pyle, and the
other members from square dances, pie suppers,
quilting bees, fish frys, chicken suppers, and a camival.
Caring for the sick is only one of the problems any
town faces, and the Good Neighbor Club has answers
for some of the others, too. Members reserve some of
their canning to help less fortunate families over the
rough spots. They sew for hospitals, infants, and small
children and keep a supply of clothing on hand for
emergencies.

Mrs. Chandler and Mrs. Pyle are not without prob-
lems and respansibilities of their own. Mrs. Chandler
has one child and Mrs. Pyle has 12. Despite the mani-
fold club duties, both women have time for outside
interests. Mrs. Chandler and Mrs. Pyle are shown here
attending two-year-old Charles Ginn.
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PICKS A FUTURE STAR

Shipshape

IF NANCY OLSON ever decides
Hollywood is not for her, she won'thave
to worry about keeping the wolf from
the door—the kind thot's strictly from
hunger, that is. She can always sign on
as a deck hand on a ship.

Nancy is an expert sailor and owns
her own boat. However, the chances of
her going down to the sea are limited,
because Paramount plans to keep her
ashore for a long time. Nancy, only a
little over a year removed from the
campus of the University of California
at Los Angeles, will soon be seen in a
starring role in Sunset Boulevord, oppo-
site Gloria Swanson and William
Holden. She is now working in the
forthcoming Bing Crosby extravaganza,
Mr. Music. And this is only the start of
her fong-term contract.

Nancy is a native of Wisconsin. In
her family there were a number of
educators and it was expected that she,
too, would teach. However, she was in-
terested in the theater, and for a time
charted a course that was to lead to
becoming a drama teacher. In her high-
school days she won a state oratorical
championship and took part in many
school plays. When she appeared in an
amateur production on the Coast of The
Play's the Thing, she made sufficient
impression to merit a screen test, and
the aforesaid contract followed. She
has definitely decided to make acting
her career.

In addition to sailing, Nancy's other
chief athletic interest is also connected
with the water: She is an expert swim-
mer and diver.
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Wanta swap that Xmas tie?

T

WELL, DAD, as you sit there,
wearing one of your sad Christmas ties and looking
over your sad Christmas bills, it does seem as if you
ought to be able to do something about ii. Well, you
can. If you'd really like to get rid of that tie, it just so
happens there's a guy in Seattle, Wash., named Wil-
liam Henry Horsley, who'll take that piece of horse
blanket you got from Aunt Millie and trade you an-
other tie in exchange, even Stephen. Of course, you
may get another horse blanket, but at least you've got
the first one out of the house. Horsley, who runs his own
advertising agency, has a hobby of swapping ties.
He's been doing it for 15 years, has swapped ties with
people all over the world, and now has over 500. He
started doing it 'because he likes pattern variety.
He finds it fun and hasn’t bought a tie himself in ages.
He cautions against sending the tie that binds—mean-
ing one from the wife. This leads to broken homes and
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noses. All you do is send Horsley a tie, and he'll send
you another in return. If he gets a $2 tie, he sends you
a $2 tie in return. Send him one with added shades of
purée of split pea, and you'll get back a clean one,
also a cleaning bill. He'll swap bow or four-in-hand.
He calls his hobby Horsley's Intemational Necktie Ex-
change, and will send you a card showing where the
tie you receive came from.

Born in Yakima, Wash., Horsley was graduated
from the University of Washington. A navy flier in
World War |, he was a commander in the U.S. Coast
Guard in the recent war. Over the years, he has had a
fiair for unusual organizations, and during the depres-
sion started The Royal Order of Hairy-Chested Men,
dedicated to those who were plugging through the
tough times. He is shown here (left) swapping a tie with
Lincoln Deller, who owns Radio Station KXOA in
Sacramento, Calif.




IF A THING CAN'T BE DONE, that's when Bessie
Johnson, of Brownsville, Texas, and Mexico City, decides
to do it. At 74, this tiny, fragile woman looks as if she
should be poised daintily on a sofa, a teacup in her hand.
Chances are she's riding a bulldozer with a box of dyna-
mite balanced in her lap.

As chief landscape gardener for the flying fields of
Compania Mexicana de Aviacion, a Pan-American Air-
ways affiliate, Mrs. Johnson has little time for tea. She is
too busy making flowers bloom at airports where none
grew before. Mrs. Johnson's husband helped found CMA
to fly payrolls to workers in the Mexican oil fields. The
first airport at Brownsville was as colorful as a slab of con-
crete, so Mrs. Johnson took over, and soon had things
blooming. Then she proposed to CMA officials that they
let her landscape the Mexican airfields. They were more

than skeptical. How, one of them arked, could such a deli-
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cate lady boss dozens of laborers, make long and fre-
quent air trips, and, especially, grow flowers on barren
strips where even cactus couldn't live? “Young man,” she
replied, "you just tend to your flying; I'll grow the flowers.”
The executives subdued, all she had to do was lick the
desert. From a tractor at boulder-strewn Mérida, Mexico,
she directed workers to blast craters from solid rock and
put in dirt fill. Ants, sand flies, hard clay, and even scarcity
of water, yielded to Mrs. Johnson. Thus far she has trans-
formed 11 airports into a panorama of hydrangeas,
hibiscus, almond trees, royal poincianas, bougainvillaeas
which draws the admiration of every visitor.

Mrs. Johnson digs flowers from the Floating Gardens of
Xochimilco, Mexico, where she buys all her plants. She
is shown here among her flowers, and o corner of one of
the air strips can be seen on the extreme left. Where
she is standing was once gray sand and boulders.



I Fish for Monsters

(Continued from page 51)

they melted right into the riotous paint-
ing of the rest of the reef, and in spite
of these blobs of rich color, the clams
were so well camouflaged that we had
been swimming about among them for
some time before we had seen the first
one.

When I had found these clams I'd been
swimming along under water grabbing
hold of a piece of coral now and then to
hold me down when I wanted to stop and
look around. What if I had grabbed at
this piece of “‘coral” for an anchor and
stuck my fingers into the camouflaged
trap? Even the thought of it makes me
shudder.

Another day Cheyne and I were scout-
ing fish near a little jungle-covered islet
in Munda Lagoon. The native, San Car-
los, who had warned me before about
crocodiles, had by this time appointed
himself as my personal guardian. He had
given up trying to teach me to be careful
around the reef, and now, over my pro-
tests, he came along with me on every
trip we made to the reef to protect me
from my foolhardiness. This day he re-
mained in the shallows near shore, stand-
ing in the shade of an overhanging palm,
with his big spear cocked over his shoul-
der, watching Cheyne and me as we
dived out in the deeper water.

The day was peaceful and quiet. It was
good to be alive and working in this
strangely beautiful place. As 1 came up
from a deep dive, gasping for air, San
Carlos screamed a warning. 1 Jerked my
head around just in time to see him heave
his spear in my direction. San Carlos was
such an expert with a spear that he could
have plugged me through the ear at that
distance, but my blood chilled at his
scream and I instinctively ducked under
again before the spear could strike.
When 1 surfaced again, weak from the
shock and the quick double dive, San
Carlos’ spear was floating alongside. Im-
paled on its tip was a writhing sea snake.

The green- and black-banded thing
was hardly more than a foot long, but
instead of cursing him for the great fright
he had given me I thanked my lucky stars
that San Carlos was such a good hand
with a spear. This was a coral snake. The
navy doctor at Ondonga had told us that
it has the fastest-killing bite of any poi-
sonous snake.

WHO had the idea of sending a Fishery
Mission out into a Pacific full of war I
do not know. On paper it sounded like
a right pert idea. It would save, for in-
stance, a good deal of transport space if
you caught the fish right at the islands
instead of shipping frozen haddock fillets
out from Boston, as was being done.
Obviously, a good deal of planning
had gone into the preparation of the mis-
sion over the desks back in Washington.
The planners had misjudged certain
items, however. The needs of a successful
fishery are simple. What is required is
boats, fishing gear, trained fishermen,
and a fishing captain who knows what

he is doing. What our outfit lacked was
boats, fishing gear, and trained fisher-
men. For fishing captain there was I, who
had never seen a piece of coral or a tuna
before | was dumped ashore at Midway.

It is incorrect to say we did not have
gear. We had considerable quantities and
variety of gear, and it was all of first-
class quality. But it had been bought in
Boston and was designed for New Eng-
land fishing. About nine-tenths of it we
never found any use for, but the other
tenth served us as raw material. We
could tear it apart, put it back together
in shapes that could be used on coral
grounds, and bring in fish with it.

Boats we bummed, cajoled, black-
mailed, or otherwise obtained from the
Army or Navy, whichever happened to
be in charge of the islands. Seldom in the
annals of the tuna fisheries of the world
has a successful fishery of that kind been
conducted with motorized whaleboats,
but we did it. We even did pretty well
with the Commodore’s gig at Midway,
until one evening when the Commodore
came down and caught us before we were
washed down, with tuna blood and gurry
all over his lovely craf't.

FROM the above it might be thought
that the mission was not a success, but
it was a bang-up sellout every place we
went, which surprised nobody more than
me. We even paid off in the Solomons,
where it didn't look as if we had a chance.
The one place in the South Pacific where
1 recommended completely against try-
ing to start a fishery, after having made
a preliminary survey, was Guadalcanal.
Toward the end of our work Cheyne
took a vessel down there under duress,
and even there he began to land fish in
good quantity.

Don't think that Cheyne or 1 had
much to do with this success. We stum-
bled onto the key to the business acci-
dentally and used it over and over again
without a failure. The trick was to find
a smart native boy who knew the waters
and could bring a bunch of willing work-
ers with him. Give him what gear you
had, put him in any boat you could
scrape up, and then stand back out of
the way and let him bring in the fish.

If you tried to tell him how to fish, the
spell was broken, for the white man’s
word is the gospel in the South Seas. If
you just kept quiet and stayed out of the
way he wouldn’t have any orders, and
since the native workers all liked to fish,
they would fish. They know everything
there is to know about the fish in the
islands. After a month or so of telling
them how it should be done, which al-
ways turned out to be the wrong way, I
learned to shut up and let the natives
work.

In Bai Sebastian, up the coast of New
Caledonia, we found a French fishing
captain who helped us a great deal with
our work. It was entirely on account of
him that we brought back 7%4 tons of
barracuda the second trip we made out
of Nouméa. This was 2 tons more than
the vessel was supposed to carry, and on
the strength of this the general in com-
mand of the island was so dumfounded
that he gave us a couple more vessels
with refrigeration and set us up in busi-
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ness. We loved that Frenchman like a
brother.

One noon we were anchored a couple
of hundred yards offshore in the lee of
an island in the quiet bay, waiting for our
Frenchman to comeback from the morn-
ing fishing and tell us what to do next.
While we waited I jumped in and swam
to the beach to look for shells. When I
saw his vessel approaching I swam back
to our ship, and climbed over the rail
as he was making fast to the other side.

At once he jumped over on our boat
and began throwing French at me ex-
citedly. Never, never, he said, was I to
swim in this bay again. It was virtually
alive with hammerhead shark and they
were viciously dangerous. He, himself,
had lost three native helpers to them in
the past fifteen years. The last one had
been torn to pieces in front of his eyes.
His story dripped blood as he told it. He
was very angry with me because he saw
that I was skeptical.

My point in this argument was that,
as far as I knew, big hammerheads just
didn’t come into the shallow waters be-
hind the reef. They stayed out in the deep
waters of the open sea. I said as much.
A guy gets tired of everybody telling him
he is wrong at all times about a subject
on which he had hired out as an expert.
It shakes the very foundation of employ-
ment.

While we stood on deck arguing the
point, the Frenchman suddenly grabbed
my elbow and pulled me to the rail
There, swimming lazily at the surface,
halfheartedly chasing a school of scad-
mackerel, was a hammerhead shark fully
25 feet long. I gulped. My skepticism
had nothing to do with not believing that
a hammerhead could chew a man in two.
I had had a shark take all except the head
of a 60-pound tuna off my hook in one
snap of its saw-toothed jaws. The baleful
look of a hammerhead eye close up is
guaranteed to chill the marrow of the
bravest bone. It did mine. I was con-
vinced. I shed another theory.

w STRUCK it rich in the Solomons on
surgeonfish. I had never seen one before
except in an aquarium and thought that
they wererare zoological curiosities. The
reef's of the Solomons were alive with the
things swimming around in big schools
just waiting to have somebody put a net
around them. They were fat as butter,
and when you have been living on type
“C’” rations for a while a surgeonfish
fried in deep fat is out of this world. The
boys fought over them every time we
brought a load to Munda.

Surgeonfish are named that because
they have a folding spine on each side of
their tail which is razor-sharp and is sup-
posed toresemble the lancet of a surgeon.

In the first few weeks of fishing with
our Solomon Island natives we got ex-
tremely irritated at one phase of their
activity, or inactivity. With a brilliant
combination of skill and genius they
would get the net set around a school of
surgeonfish on top of the coral. Then,
instead of landing the catch and taking
a well-earmed rest, they would go oft’
hunting shells. or otherwise make them-
selves useless for 15 or 20 minutes.

Now, the sun is hot on the open reef

na

under the equator and work in the water
wears you down quickly. You want to
be done with it as soon as possible and
get back to the shade. One day my pa-
tience wore thin and | upbraided the
natives for their plain laziness as vigor-
ously as | could in pidgin English. In
the islands a white man is always right,
even when he is obviously wrong. White
men have been saying this truth beyond
the memory of the oldest grandfather,
therefore it is so. When you give a flat
order it is usually obeyed, no matter how
silly it is.

M Y sCOLDED boys hopped directly into
the net and in no time at all had the fish
in the boat. When they were finished
with the work the boss boy came to me
and said he was sick.

On the inner side of his arm was a cut
as neat as if made by a razor. The lancet
had hit a vein, and blood was spurting
out. The hurt look in his eyes was more
painful to me than the cut was to him.
He had beenright and I had been wrong,
and we both knew it without a word
being said. The reason why the natives
always waited a while before getting into
a net full of surgeonfish was that the fish
were dangerous when they were excited.
Those lancets on the tail were not deco-
rations ; they were very effective weapons.
If you let the fish calm down a few min-
utes after the net went round them, how-
ever, they became as tractable as sheep,
and you could get right in among them
and work.

It took quick work to get the flow of
blood stopped, and when we got the boy
to Ondonga the medicos took eight
stitches to put him back together again.
This was, I believe, the last time I ever
flatly ordered a native to do something
he objected to even mildly. The natives
always seemed to be right.

Eels proved to be one of the greatest
surprises to me in the islands. They look
too much like snakes to be really appe-
tizing. Furthermore, some of the medicos
claimed you would get sick if you ate
them. But the natives thought they were
the best eating fish around, where there
were hundreds of kinds to choose from,
and none of them ever got sick. I tried
one myself one day. The natives were
right again. After that we never gave the
eels we caught to the Army. We ate them
ourselves.

The natives tell stories about moray
eels killing a boy on the reef now and
then. But this is one fish that I knew from
experience was practically harmless.
Many times while swimming along deep
down on the reef I have come face to
face with a moray’s head sticking out
from its den.

Don't let anyone tell you that such an
experience is not frightening. No matter
what you know, that big mouth with the
stiletto-like teeth that could take your
whole face in one bite, fills you with un-
reasoning terror when it opens unex-
pectedly in front of you. But no moray
had ever struck at me and I doubted if
one ever did at anyone else.

My friend. Vernon Brock, Director of
Fish and Game of the Territory of Ha-
waii, felt this same way about morays,
and he knows more about the reefs than

1 do. In fact, he had written, in a manual
he was preparing on underwater fish col-
lecting, approximately as follows: *“ Mo-
ray eels are completely harmless and can
be safely ignored by both the skin diver
and the suit diver.”

Last June, Vernon was down helping
the Navy with some fish work on John-
ston Island. One afternoon he poisoned
a large cavern in the reef to get a sample
of fish. His native helper came up after
a dive into the gloomy shadows of one
part of the hole to announce that he was
not going to dive after any more dead
fish in that particular coral cave, because
there was the biggest moray he had ever
seen at the bottom, and it was by no
means dead.

Vemnon is a better skin diver than most
natives and fearless of the coral to an
extent that worries his friends. He imme-
diately dived into the hole with a spear
in his hand. At the bottom was the
granddaddy of all morays—about 12
feét long and as thick in the body as
Vernon.

To Vernon it was just another speci-
men. In the dim light of the deep cavern
he thrust his spear lengthwise down the
eel’s mouth, bulldogged the still alive and
unhappy moray and swam upward with
it, holding on to the end of the spear
sticking out of the beast’s mouth. On the
way up he noticed that the eel was swal-
lowing the spear and getting close to his
hand. Being a logical person, Vernon let
go all holds and swam for the surface as
best he might. So did the moray.

The next thing Vernon knew the moray
was wrapped all around him like-a boa
constrictor and acting quite uncongenial.
Vernon freed himself as fast as he could
manage and headed for the skiff, 100
yardsaway, as fast as his swim fins would
take him—and he is a fast swimmer in
his bare feet.

THE moray went, too. Just as Vernon
got started on his swim he looked
around. to see an enormous mouthful of
teeth aimed directly at his head. The
spear in the eel’s mouth had disappeared
down the big gullet. Vernon threw up
his arm to defend himself, and the eel
seized him by the elbow, held on for a
moment, then let go.

Vernon looked at the holes in his arm
before the blood started to gush, saw the
bare bone in several widely separated
places, and then really began to swim.
The moray struck twice more. It missed,
and then retired from the field of battle.

The boys in the skiff hauled the ex-
hausted and bloody Vernon aboard, put
a tourniquet on his arm immediately,
and rowed at once to the ship anchored
near by. The navy surgeons spent 214
hours injecting blood plasma into him.
After a couple of weeks he was up and
around again—but it was only because
expert surgical aid was right at hand that
his arm, and his life, were saved.

I am told that the first thing Vernon
did, when his arm got so he could bend
it again, was to write changes in certain
sentences of his manual. The chief moral
of the eel story seems to be that natural-
ists should not be too impressed by what
they read among their own writings. . . .

Everywhere we went we found fish in



quantity. Every place it was a different
kind of fish that could be had in abun-
dance. One island produced goatfish,
another Spanish mackerel, another bar-
racuda, another parrotfish, and so on,
but the big bonanza we hit was tuna.
Tuna were abundant everywhere in the
Central Pacific.

Tuna is already the biggest cash crop
taken out of the ocean. The tuna fishery
is the most valuable single fishery that
the United States has. Last year it pro-
duced $125,000,000 worth of canned
tuna. The Japanese tuna fishery is even
more productive than ours.

But our fishery is right close to our
mainland and off-lying islands of the
Americas. The Japanese, on the other
side of the Pacific, are fishing rather close
to the Asiatic mainland and islands.

There is a stretch of Pacific Ocean
7,000 miles long and 1,000 miles wide,
big enough to hold two United States
side by side without touching or being

much of an impediment to navigation,
in which nobody is doing much tuna
fishing. And it is full of tuna.

When we got to comparing our ex-
periences with those of other fishermen
who had been out in the Pacific in the
Army or Navy during the war, we found
that they had found the same thing in
their areas—Tahiti and Samoa to the
east of where we had worked, the Caro-
lines, and the Marianas and PalauIslands
to the west.

AFTER our people got into Japan and
got hold of their fishing records they
found that the Japanese had discovered
this El Dorado themselves just before
the war and had kept it a closely guarded
secret.

Don’t let anybody tell you that the
mandated islands are a watery waste
and an economic liability to whoever has
them. The Japanese discovered just be-
fore the war that the ocean just south

and west of Truk Island is perhaps the
richest tuna spot in the world

Nature always makes it as tough as
possible for fishermen. Here is an ocean
full of tuna, worth $310 a ton at dock-
side, but there is very little bait down
there to catch them with. This held up
the Japanese development of this gold
mine, and it is holding us up, too.

The Congress, on the weight of the
evidence of the riches which the Central
Pacific can produce, is gambling a mil-
lion dollars a year that American inge-
nuity and enterprise can find a way to
harvest this immensely valuable crop. It
has provided the U.S. Fish and Wildlife
Service with nearly a million dollars for
each of the past two years to make the
necessary scientific investigation. This is
the most money that any government
has ever put into a single fishery research
program, and it is money well invested,
forthe stakesare high.

THE END X %

The Idol

(Continued from page 41)

“Nonsense! A woman’s never too young.
Tell your mother to take you shopping
today.”

That coat had been her favorite, more
than the supple mink that was a wedding
gift. . ..

Ken moved and caught her hand.
“You’re not asleep, are you? We'll be
home for supper. Glad, Carla?”

She looked at him, at the high-bridged
nose, the bright, hazel eyes, all of him
so dearly familiar and yet exciting, un-
known, strange. And her mind veered to
the present from the past.

.“Glad?” she said. “ Oh, yes, oh, yes!”
You didn't regret what you had lost;
you reconstructed it. With herself she
could bring to her husband all the rich-
ness she had known.

So THE new life began in the wide, green
town, in a ranch house spread on the
pleasant avenue where the prosperous
younger couples were building. Carla
indulged herself with broadloom and
Provincial fruitwood; she had the blue
coupé brought from home for excursions
to Baltimore and country outings. They
had friends, or, rather, Ken had them.
It was proud and exciting to learn what
they thought of him—these people who
had known him all his life. And they
took Carla in with them, into the Wom-
en's Club, to Thursday-night bowling,
Sunday suppers, hearty football days.

Then, of course, there were the times
alone. Coming home to the fresh little
house in the sharp night air, and up to
their blue-and-white room. And break-
fasts. And the setter puppy Ken brought
one afternoon.

It ought to have been so good. for the
ingredients were there. And much of the
time it was good. But much of the time
it was all wrong, too.

In the beginning Carla thought that
perhaps it is not really so bad. Only a

few quarrels—all couples had them; one
had to adjust. Perhaps it was only that
she had grown up in a house where there
were no quarrels.

But this was such stupid, brutal wran-
gling. It came in the innocent afternoon,
on tender evenings in the pleasant living-
room. Out of nothing the anger might
come bursting. Like that night just be-
fore the elections . . .

Ken was for Cunningham, Carla for
Larkin.

"I know Tom Larkin,” she explained.
*1 met him at home. Vin thought a lot
of him.”

“Is that why you’re going to vote for
him?”” Ken asked.

**Well, after all, Cunningham’s an un-
known quantity to me, and Larkin isn’t.
Besides, he's a very suitable candidate;
you can take my word for that.”

“You mean,” Ken pursued, ‘ not your
word, but your father’'s. What do you
know about Larkin?”

“Well, what do you know about Cun-
ningham?”’

“I've heard what he has to say, and 1
happen to approve what he stands for.”

**Well, vote for him, then. But I shall
vote for Larkin.”

Ken said quietly, “Of course. Hus-
bands and wives don’t have to vote alike.
That's not my point. If you really knew
anything about your man’s principles it
would be different. I'd even be pleased
to have you disagree with me for sin-
cere and valid reasons. But you’re vot-
ing for him because your father liked
him.”

**What of it? Vin knew more about
those things than I'll ever know. Or you,
either, most likely. After all, he did spend
two terms in the Senate, and—"

Ken interrupted : “*Again you miss the
point. Vin knew what he knew, but he
and I saw things differently. I'm not a
politician.”

““Well, maybe it’s too bad you're not.
Because 1 have a pretty good idea I could
get Tom Larkin interested in you. He
likes ‘ bright young men’; he might even
put you on the ticket two years from
now.’

“I’'m not honored,” Ken said.

Carla was infuriated. It was so hard
to get ar him when he was like this. “You
should be. Vin got his start that way.”

**1 say again, that was fine for him.
But I am I.”

Carla by this time was hot and stub-
born, Ken was cold and positive ; there
was no retreat from anger. The words
mounted.

IN THEend this, too, was settled. It al-
ways was, and the settling was sweet. But
not sweet enough. It was, each time, a
reunion only of the flesh; Carla knew
that perfectly. The wound was unas-
suaged, the apologies never unsaid what
had been said in savage anger.

Not that dreadful Sunday at the El-
rays’, nor that single week end when her
molher had been visiting and they’d had
to quarrel in whispers behind their
closed door. Nor the time they’d taken
that trip and, having to stop over in a
third-rate tourist cabin because the hotels
were full, Carla had innocently wondered
how it was that Vin had always been
able to wangle accommodations. And
Ken had chosen that to be angry over.

My father,” Carla thought, in disbe-
lief; “‘we fight because of Vin. Why?”

She knew about fixations, about com-
plexes, all the modern patter of psy-
chology. But she had none of these. Her
marriage had been eager and willing. It
was just that Vin had been no ordinary
father ; it was natural to talk about him,
to reconstruct his ways. All her life,
traveling, at school, people had said,
“Vin Mallow? You're Vin Mallow’s
daughter?”

“I just don’t know,” Carla thought.
And she thought, “I am alone, I am so
alone.”

At mldsummer she went to Baltimore
to meet Uncle Douglas, there on busi-
ness for the day. He took her to lunch,
a good Baltimore lunch with oysters and
crabs and white cake.

They had reached the dessert when he
put his fork down abruptly. ‘I met some
people who know you, Carla. They told
me something I was sorry to hear. That
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you and Ken aren’t getting on very well.”

*I'm afraid that’s true, Uncle Doug-
las.”

He spoke gently: “I don’t suppose
you'd like to talk about it?”

She looked up miserably, mutely,
thinking, *‘I can’t, I don’t know where
to begin.”

“All right then, Carla. But may I say
this? Whatever your problem—and al-
mostevery marriage has one—it is bound
to be aggravated by the circumstances
of your father's death. And of his life,”
he said, enigmatically. ** If we understand
the reasons for a thing, we have half the
solution.”

“Theories,” Carla said bitterly. “Chil-
dren of successful marriages are sup-
posed to make successful marriages.
Then 1 certainly ought— Oh, Uncle
Douglas, | miss Vin so! He would have
been able to help. He understood life.
Mother doesn’t at all. We talk about
cooking when she comes to visit, or up-
holstery. She’s kind, but there’s no emo-
tion in her.”

She was not sure whether he drew
back or whether she had only imagined
it. But quite definitely he closed the sub-
ject: “Well, you'll work it out. As the
proverb goes, ‘All beginnings are hard.””

It was small comfort.

If only she could have gone to Ken
and asked him how to find the way back
to their beginning. But you couldn’t re-
construct emotion. Always, now, there
was the tension between them, even in
the good times; always the question:
How long can this last?

Thecrash came on a fair, soft summer

night. They were giving a supper, Carla’s
first important social effort.

“You've got a whopper of a cold,”
Ken said that morning. “Think we
ought to call everything off?”

**Heavens, no! I've got some pills
that’ll help. I wouldn't think of it.”

She didn’t tell him that it couldn’t be
called off. That caterers were on their
way from Baltimore, that she was giving
this her gala best.

It was all done when Ken got home:
Carla dressed, with careful make-up
masking her fevered flush, and the house
transformed. Everywhere were flowers,
great masses of blooms in every vase.

There were two great silver bowls of
punch, one fruit, one champagne ; there
was caviar in a shell of ice, lobster in
aspic, sherbet in molds.

“Like it?"" Carla asked.

“No,” Ken said. “No, I don't.”

She stared, disbelieving.

*It’s much too lavish, and you know
it. People here don’t do things like this.”

“What's wrong with giving them
something they don’t always have?”

““Carla, these are plain young couples
on salaries. How do you think they’re
going to feel about inviting us back? I
appreciate your wanting to do things
nicely, but really you’ve gone overboard,
and it isn't as if | hadn’t asked you often
enough to keep things simple.”

It was true that he had, but she hadn’t
really given the request much thought.
And she had worked so hard all day,
with that sick throbbing in her head.
“You make me tired with your sim-
plicity fetish,” she said.

““Would you like to look at a flake through a magnifying glass, dear?”’
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“Nothing of the sort. But you aren’t
entertaining millionaires at Mallow Hill
any more.”

“ Millionaires! As if we counted our
guests’ money! Do you think we were
snobs about money?”’

“All right, then. Not millionaires.
But don’t quibble.”

“The trouble with you is that you feel
inferior.”

“You think I need to?”

Over the flowered and fruited table
they stood with hostility between them.
Then the doorbell began to ring. They
opened the door; they smiled. But this
time, after everyone had gone, there was
no sweet rush of forgiveness. . . .

KEN had left in the morning when
Carla woke. The house was gray and
silent ; the strong rain drummed on the
windows.

Aloud Carla said, “I can’t stand it—
I can’t. We have had too many bitter
mornings.”

She was not well, but the room and
the bed were hateful. She rose and
dressed, thinking, * | will go home.”

There had been tenderness at home.
On her wedding day Vin had told her,
“Remember that this is yours. If ever,
whenever, you want to, you may come
back.”

Leaving a curt note for Ken—/"ve
gone to Mailow Hill—she took the wheel
of the little car and turned northward. . . .

“So you've left Ken,” Doris said,
standing in Carla’s old room.

There was an unreadable expression
on her face, or perhaps, more accurately,
no expression at all. She was stolid;
what would she understand of Carla’s
emotion?

Yet, in her desperation, Carla began
to explain: “We quarrel all the time. I
always seem to say the wrong things. It’s
as if he couldn’t stand being reminded
that I had a life before he knew me.
That sounds crazy. But it’s true. And
I've been so homesick. I thought if I
could just see this place I would have
peace. And I want to stay.”

There was a small silence. Then Doris
spoke: “Carla, you won’t be able to
stay. I'm selling the place.”

“You're selling Mallow Hill?”

“Yes.” The pale eyes went wide, al-
most pleading. “I shan’t need this house.
Douglas and I are going to be married.”

“Married? Vin's been dead ten months
and you—"

The pleading gaze strengthened, be-
coming sure of itself. “Yes. When the
year is over. We've waited a long time.”

“I don’t understand,” Carla said.

“Don’t you, Carla?”

“Douglas,” Carla said. “After Vin. I
don’t see how you could.”

Her mother walked to the window,
standing there as if she were gathering
herself for a great effort. But when she
turned back her face was compassionate.
“Oh, my dear, my dear. I have loved
Douglas for fifteen years.”

Carla could not speak.

“Vin knew it, Carla.”

“He knew?”

“Yes. And he didn’t care. Nothing
touched him very much, you see.”

“Nothing touched Vin?”



“Aesthetically, yes. Music and color
and form. But not human things. Not
deep inside. I know.”

The horror burst in Carla. * You don’t
know! Why did you marry him?"

“You think I haven’t given days and
nights of thought to that? Certainly it
was not because I could have had any
special glamour for Vin.” The smile was
wan, but without bitterness. “'I think it
was simply because, in the beginoning, I
adored him. And because he liked to be
adored.”

“Then,”
Douglas.”

The silence was reluctant. Presently
Doris answered: *“Carla . . . There were
—Vin had—other women before that.”

*“Idon’t believe it!”

**But it is true,” Doris said pityingly.

Now Carla’s words were swiftly
thrown, with cruel intent: “Then why
did you stay with him?”

Doris hesitated. * The truth sounds so
—it makes a martyr of me and I’'m not
that. Vin wouldn’t give me a divorce.
He wanted to be governor, he was afraid
a divorce would ruin his chances. And
it would have broken your heart to take
you away from Vin.”

“You could have left me with him,
couldn’t you?” Carla said with uncon-
cealed hatred.

“No,” Doris said, “I couldn’t. You
would have been wretched. Even though
you idolized him. With all his generosity,
his love—and he loved you as much as
he was able to love—one couldn’t count
on Vin for the important things.”

“*No? You think you’ll convince me
with a few wild words? All the life, the
peace, the lovely years— Carla was
forced to stop.

*You speak of peace. Because we did
not quarrel, you mean. But there was
nothing between myself and Vin to quar-
rel about. It was—nothingness.” The
small hands clasped, the rings flashed in
the light. “*Oh, for you, for a child, it
was good. I hope it was, | wanted it to
be. But for me—I want to get out of
here,” Doris said. 1 want a home. My
own. Where I can walk around with a
hole in my sweater if | feel like it—"

Carla said, ‘““then there was

CARLA stood up. She walked through
the tall windows to the sun deck and
stepped to the railing. The wind came
coldly. The lawn spread below to the
bay ; the far stretches of grass and water
merged to a green-and-silver sea.

She thought that she could take only
one shock at a time. For a few minutes
she had forgotten about her personal
disaster. “Now this,” she thought. “*How
am | to bear it all?”

Fromthewind and water came a sigh-
ing and a blowing. Then over the rush
of sound she was aware of Doris :

“‘—pitied his weakness and his restless-
ness. He had nothing within himself. He
had to find stimulation in crowds; he
couldn’t bear to be alone. And he never
knew love, Carla. Not truly. Wherever
Vin is he will forgive me for saying this.
He will know that I am not being bitter,
that 1 am saying these things only be-
cause I have to.”

“People adored him,”
herself say,

Carla heard
““ because he took them away

from their dull realities. You, too. He
kept you a child—"

“Vin could never face the ugly truth.
Dr. Squire tells me Vin had a bad heart ;
he’d been told a long time ago that to
save himself he must live quietly. But he
refused to believe it. He died because he
was afraid to think of being ill.”

“After all this time why do you come
to me with these things now?”

*Because of you—you and Ken; I
thought—""

*"Why should you care about Ken?
You didn’t even want me to marry him.”

*You thought I didn't like him? it was
because I liked him so much! I didn’t
want you to fail—"

“Oh,” Carla said. Suddenly it was
unbearable. She began to cry, with her
face in her hands.

*“Carla, listen to me. We've never
been—close. | would have liked us to be.
But the life I lived here, with everything
shut up inside— I thought it was right,
yet lately I don't know.™ Gently Doris
put her hand on Carla’s shoulder.

Carla shrank. **Don’t.”

The hand was withdrawn. **Some day
you will see things differently. Many
things, Carla.”

IT was a long time later when the weep-
ing stopped and Carla went downstairs.
She went outside. She did not know
where she walked; her feet brushed
through the murmurous grass. She did
not know what she felt. At the garden’s
end, in the vine-screened pavilion, she
sat down.

So many things, so different from what
they seemed. The devoted Mallows—a
facade, a show. So you never, never
know about people.

Your mother is a remarkable woman.
From time long past Ken’s voice came
sounding. What had he seen? What had
he guessed?

At the crest of the slope the white
house spread its wings. It had poise, it
had grandeur. But Carla shuddered. For
it was a cold house; it had deceived her;
there had been no love in it.

Thenshe thought, ** How must it have
been for Doris, living in it with a man
who did not love her?”

On the terrace two figures were just
visible, Doris and Douglas, in the sun.
They looked—peaceful. A laugh rang
out, a bright sound, young. “1've never
heard her laugh like that,” Carla thought.
She sat for long minutes, perfectly still,
hearing thatlaugh in theear of her mind;
it did something to her.

Vin wanted to be governor. Mother’s
voice, saying that. But you didn’t do that
to a woman, you didn’t just take her life
and waste it for your own ends.

Now, with a new significance, the
memories crowded. The time she'd been
so ill, so proud of Vin. But it was Uncle
Douglas who had sped her to the hos-
pital. It was Mother and he who had
waited without sleep or food, without
even the reward of one of Carla’s smiles,
so gladly given to Vin.

That horrifying time when Aunt Jo's
boy had been killed in an auto accident.
Everyone, all the famity, had rushed to
be with her except Vin. He hadn’t been
able to bear it. He’d written the most
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moving, poetic letter, but he simply
hadn’t been able to face the sight of poor
Aunt Jo.

Oh, when you were in trouble Vin had
the smooth, lovely words, the check for
clothes, the ticket for a cruise. Anything,
so you would go on being blithe and not
think too much, not make him think too
much.

Poor, gay, insecure Vin. . . . She was
horrified, she was astonished, at having
come so naturally to the use of such ad-
jectives for Vin. Astonished, too, that

her violence of an hour ago, her sick re-
sentment were gone. Mother, Carla
thought. The cocoa at midnight, the
steady presence . . .

Ken knew. Carla hadn’t. She hadn’t
even known about Ken. How she had
hurt him, in a hundred unmeaning ways!
Vin did this; Vin said that. A human
being had to follow his own pattern.

No, Ken was not ‘“‘emotional.” He
might forget to bring flowers; when he
was angry he would shout; he was not
adept at pretty words. He didn’t know

how to say, “I need you; I can’t be with-
out you.” But neither would he run out
on his emotions. Like an adult he would
stay and make his marriage work. She
knew that, surely.

*Ken,” she thought, starting up in
terror, ‘1 want you as you are. I don’t
want to re-create anyone’s life for you;
I want to make a new one withyou.”

She began to walk, she began to run,
through the moving sunlight to the tzle-
phone.

THE END X %

Be Glad Yow’re
Free to Laungh

(Continued from page 15)

dressed in rented formal attirefor the sad
occasion. Gradually, 1 ame aware
that they presented a very strange spec-
tacle. The musician standing at the foot
of the casket was a little fat man, and he
wore a top hat which was much too
small and perched high on top of his
head. At the other end of the casket was
a tall, thin man whose top hat was much
too large and rested heavily on his ears.
Suddenly I was smiling through my
tears. “If Father could only see this, ” 1
said to myself, “he would certainly die
laughing.”

Immediately 1 was shocked at this
thought, until it occurred to me that this
was, indeed, a spectacle my father would
haveenjoyed, and very likely at that mo-
ment he was laughing over the ridiculous
performance we were playing around his
grave. All at once I felt close to Father
again and ceased to pity myself.

Smcr-: that day I have tried not to take
anything, including myself, too seri-
ously. In fact, making fun of the super-
serious is the thing I most enjoy. The
beginning of my career, however, was not
a promising one for a comedian; I was
one of those little nuisances known as a
child prodigy, and played my first piano
concert at the age of 10.

Like most youngsters, I found it im-
possible to be serious at all times. When
1 was 15 years old I was invited to play
a concerto with the State Symphony
Orchestra in Copenhagen. This was a
great honor, of course,and I attacked the
piano with all my strength while the 100-
odd members of the orchestra supported
my efforts. In the middle of the concerto
1 came to a long trill which I played with
two fingers, the entire string section ac-
companying me on their violins, violas,
cellos, and basses. The sight of these
serious old musicians grinding away for
all they were worth while I twiddled my
fingers was suddenly too much for me,
and I looked over my shoulder and
winked at the audience.

There was a roar of laughter in the
crowded auditorium, and of course after-
ward a good scolding for me. But al-
though I may have spoiled the concert
for a few musical purists, I think the
majority of listeners appreciated the

wink and had a better time than usual
that afternoon. At any rate, that is what
I am still trying to do today—combine
music and laughter so that more people
can enjoy concerts.

Fortunately for me, American audi-
ences appreciate this mixture. Most peo-
ple in this country see no reason why one
should not make jokes while sitting at
the piano, and are perfectly willing to
take their serious music mixed with a bit
of foolishness. In Denmark, my methods
were at first considered so far out of or-
der that they even got me into a bit of
trouble with the government.

Fon several years after my first mis-
chievous wink at an audience I con-
tinued to study music seriously and to
behave myself on theconcert stage. Then
one night I was asked to substitute for a
comedian who had become ill just before
the opening of a musical review for
which 1 had written some songs. Al-
though I had occasionally been guilty of
being funny at the wrong time, 1 had sel-
dom tried to be funny on purpose. 1
didn’t know exactly how to go about it,
but I walked out on the stage, sat down
at the piano, and began to play. In be-
tween selections 1 made whatever re-
marks came into my head. I decided that
1 enjoyed talking to my audience as well
as playing for them, and have never
stopped since.

I continued to give concerts and make
jokes, until one day I received a visit
from a government tax collector. This
gentleman informed me that I could
no longer consider myself a concert
artist, but that I was a vaudeville per-
former.

“You mean you don’t think my play-
ing is good enough any more?” I asked.

“Not at all, Mr. Borge,” said the pre-
cise bureaucrat. “But you make jokes
while you play, and therefore you are
giving a vaudeville show.”

“Very well,” I said, “‘but what differ-
ence does all this make?”

“Only this,” said the tax man, with a
charming smile. “The government col-
lects a 10 per cent admission tax for
a concert and a 40 per cent tax for a
vaudeville performance. Naturally, we
are very happy over your success as a
comedian.”

At this point, naturally, I insisted that
1 still considered myself a concert
pianist, and that no one had a better
right to decide this question than myself.
I pointed out that I had studied music all
my life, and that when a musician gave a
performance it was invariably referred to

as a concert. The tax expert replied just
as firmly that only vaudeville entertain-
ers made jokes, and not musicians.

‘‘Please come to my concert this eve-
ning,” 1 begged at last. - Maybe you will
change your mind.”

That night I made a little speech to the
audience before sitting down to play. 1
warned them that they must remain per-
fectly quiet throughout the performance,
and requested that under no circum-
stances was anyone to laugh. “The gov-
ernment is strictly opposed to laughter,”
1 explained. *“ They have decided that if
you enjoy this evening too much, then
you will be taxed 40 per cent to hear me
in the future. However, if no one has a
very good time, then you will be taxed
10 per cent.”

Thissolemn speech had the effect I had
hoped for. Everyone roared with laugh-
ter, and the tax collector evidently felt
too foolish to argue the subject further,
since I never heard from him again. I am
happy to say that the U.S. Bureau of
Internal Revenue has never decided that
a comedian should be taxed more than a
musician.

OF COURSE, no one likes to be laughed
at, which explains why laughter is feared
by politicians—especially bad ones. In a
democracy such as America I believe
that most great leaders have known how
to make a ioke, or at least how to take
one. Abraham Lincoln, for example,
needed no gagman or ghost writer to get
a laugh from an audience. When a news-
paper reporter, during his first campaign
for president, asked whether his wife,
Mary Todd, came from good stock,
Lincoln is said to have snapped back
with this line: *Since there are two ‘d’s’
in Todd and only one ‘d’ in God, obvi-
ously she comes of the best stock.”

And on the subject of music, President
Ulysses S. Grant said, “I know two
pieces of music. One is Yankee Doodle,
and the other isn’t.”

Among our modern presidents, I think
everyone will agree that while Franklin
D. Roosevelt may not have been famous
for comic repartee, he at least had a
sense of humor and loved a good laugh.
The same may be said of Mr. Truman.
Consider also Winston Churchill, whose
mother, at least, was an American. Be-
sides being an extremely witty speech-
maker, Churchill knew how to win people
by playing the clown. When he zipped up
his “siren suit” and posed like a large
kewpie doll with a cigar, the wartime
Prime Minister won his people’s laugh-
ter and love at the same time.



1don’t mean to suggest that it’s neces-
sary for a successful politician to be a
comedian to get elected (though it’s been
done that way). It would be more ac-
curate to say that a politician needs a
sense of humor so that he will know how
not to make a fool of himself. This is
something a man like Adolph Hitler
could never understand, and it’s also a
reason why a Hitler could never come to
power in America. He would be laughed
at as heartily as all the little Fizhrers who
have tried it here.

Laughing at Hitler in prewar Europe,
however, was not always a healthy thing
to do. Even completely humorless people
like the Nazis know when they are being
laughed at, but instead of coming back
with a better joke, they only know how
to smash their opponents.

I DO not remember all the jokes we
made in Denmark about the Nazis, but
the more we learned about them, the
more fantastic and absurd they seemed
to the Danish people. Our humor was
actually our only defense in such a tiny
country.

Imagine, if you can, how ridiculous it
seemed to us when the Germans warned
us that Denmark would have to alter her
menacing attitude toward the Third
Reich, or suffer the consequences. I re-
member addressing a little radio speech
to the German people assuring them that
our intentions were peaceable and that
they need lose no sleep worrying about
an invasion by the Danes.

My most successful anti-Nazi joke,
however, was somewhat more insulting.
On the stage one night I assured my audi-
ence that it was quite wrong to call the
Nazis dogs, as I had heard some people
doing, because there was, after all, a very
great difference between the two. “Ob-
serve,” I said, ‘‘that a Nazi always lifts
his arm.”

This joke was so widely quoted that I
am sure it would have earned me free
room and board ina concentration camp
had I been in Denmark in 1940, when the
Germans invaded the country. Fortu-
nately, I was giving a concert in Stock-
holm, Sweden, when this unhappy event
occurred. Although I do not flatter my-
self that Hitler invaded Denmark for the
sole purpose of capturing Victor Borge,
I was pretty sure that there wasn’t room
for both of us.

I learned that a ship was sailing for
America in a few days, but it was already
jammed with refugees, most of whom
were U.S. citizens hurrying home to
safety. I had no papers and little hope of
being allowed aboard, but I went to see
the American consul anyhow, and told
him what I wanted.

“So you are Victor Borge,” he said,
and burst into loud laughter. I picked up
my hat and started for the door. “ Wait a
minute,” he said. “My wife and I saw
your performance last night. If you can
make people laugh like that in America,
I guess we can squeeze you into the
ship.”

Thus, it was an American’s sense of
humor which made it possible for me to
escape from Europe and finally become a
U.S. citizen myself. Perhaps this explains
why the subject of what makes Ameri-

cans laugh has interested me ever since.

Not that I consider myself—or anyone
else, for that matter—an authority on
laughter, about which no one really
knows anything except that it's a pe-
culiar muscular reaction characterized
bya twitching of the face and mouth and
noisy explosions of breath.

An old professor of mine at the Uni-
versity of Copenhagen, who was collect-
ing material for a learned book on the
subject of humor, once asked me, * Vic-
tor, what is the secret of making people
laugh?”

“If I knew it,” I said, “then it would
be no secret.” Today I might add that if
it were possible to write down rules for
being funny, so that anyone could learn
them, then Bob Hope and Bing Crosby
would not own baseball teams and race
horses.

The truth is that no two persons’ laugh
muscles are exactly alike or respond to
the same things. An Eskimo won’t laugh
if I sit down at the piano and play a bur-
lesque of a Brahms lullaby; he would
probably find my serious playing just as
funny. An American audience, on the
other hand, will laugh if I render the
lullaby with every note played exactly as
it should be, but with an expression of
utter boredom on my face. The joke is
that I have played this old chestnut a
thousand times, everyone has probably
heard it a thousand times, and we have
all been secretly bored to death with it.
So simply by expressing a natural re-
action I tickle a laugh muscle.

Personally, I prefer humor that comes
about naturally. I realize that everyone
does not agree with me. Some people pre-
fer the practical joke, like a wealthy New
York businessman who became famous
for such pranks as this: He would carry
a set of false teeth in his pocket, and
when he ordered soup in a restaurant

would drop the teeth into the plate. He |

would then make a big scene with the

waiter over finding ““the cook’s teeth” in

his soup.

T've heard that this joke caused con-
vulsions of laughter. Personally, I find it
distasteful, mainly because I am opposed
to making fun of physical disabilities.

A NOTCH above this practical form of
humor is what I call a constructed joke.
Somenme ago, for example, I walked up

to the piano in a night club and an-
nounced that I was about to play “the
Deep-Freeze Concerto in A Major . . .
General.” Then I counted the rhythm:
*“Vaughan-two; Vaughan-two.” Every-
one had been reading about Major
General Vaughans interest in oertam
deep-freeze units given as presents to im-
portant people in Washington, so the
Jjoke naturally got a laugh.

I call it a “constructed” joke because
it iscarefully planned in advance. Almost
any comedian can get by with such
humor; if he is too lazy to think of it
himself, all he has to do is hire a gag
writer.

The rarest form of humor, however,
and the kind Americans appreciate most,
is completely natural, and therefore un-
expected. Most of us behave artificially
so much of the time that anyone being
himself is almost sure to appear funny.
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Will Rogers was one of America’s great-
est practitioners of this sort of humor,
and he also had the ability to build
humor on a foundation of logic.

I found that Bing Crosby, when I ap-
peared on his radio show, was another
master of the natural style of humor. I
think this has somethmg to do with his
musicianship, since the quahty of Bing’s
timing, when he tells a joke, is as sure-
fire as his delicate phrasing when he sings
White Christmas.

As for piano playing, no one has ever
explained why one person can get
prettier sounds than another out of the
saroeinstrument. This is generally written
off as a matter of “touch,” which we are
either born with or forever lack. It’s as
puzzling as the fact that one individual
can tell a joke and bring down the house,
while someone else will make the same
ioke sound as flat as the landscape in my
native Denmark.

I’ve discovered that the best humor is
sometimes accidental. One night I was
dressing for a concert in Chicago and
found I had no collar to wear with my
evening clothes. There was no time to
buy one, so I simply tucked my chin
down low, hoped no one would notice,
and walked out to the piano. But I real-
ized almost imsnediately that I must look
like a man suffering from a stiff neck. I
gave up trying to hide my predicament
and explained it to the audience instead.
The result was an enthusiastic burst of
laughter and applause, and afterward a
friend complimented me on having
created a shrewd ‘“‘gag.” Of course, no
one would believe that it hadn’t been
planned.

One evening I was playing Beethoven’s
Moonlight Sonata to a hushed supper-

club audience when a woman dropped
her lipstick. It clattered to the floor and
rolled over near the piano. I stopped,
picked up the lipstick, and returmed it
with a bow toits owner; then went back
and started to play again. Although peo-
ple laughed, the point is that 1 wasn’t
trying to be funny; I was simply doing
the most natural thing in the world. If 1
had ignored the incident, the lady, as
well as everyone else in the room, would
have been embarrassed. After all, music
is not necessarily something sacred
which we must sit and worship; it is to
be enjoyed.

TH[S may explain why I like to make
jokes and music together. It’s not be-
cause I think I'm the funniest fellow in
the world, or the greatest pianist in the
world, either. Nor is it true that I don’t
take music seriously, as some of my
friends have suggested. I've even been
told that I must have had a piano teacher
who made me hate music as a child.

I don’t believe this for a minute. But,
as I tried to explain to the tax collector
in Denmark, is there any reason why
music should be a solemn affair? We all
know that it can express sadness, gaiety,
or almost any shade of emotion in be-
tween, yet somehow the idea has grown
up that when people go to a concert they
must leave their sense of humor at home
and sit through 214 hours without once
daring to smile.

No one loves great music more than I
do, and I would like to make it as enjoy-
able as possible for as many people as
possible. A man in Texas told me after a
concert of mine : I always thought guys
like Beethoven and Mozart were stuffed
shirts, and so were most of the charac-

ters who played their musnc NowI know
that it ain’t aecessarily so.”

The fact is that Beethoven and Mozart
could both be pretty amusing fellows
when they chose, and they would proba-
bly laugh as loudly as anyone else at
some of the solemn antics performed by
their worshippers today. Is there any
reason why the rest of us shouldn’t enjoy
a laugh with our music, too?

I think there are few things so sacred
that they can’t be laughed at once in a
while. Unfortunately, in some parts of
the world it’s not safe to make fun of
anything without first consulting the au-
thorities. In such countries, laughing at
the wrong things can land a man in jail
or cost him his job. Not long ago, for
example, the editor of a Russian humor
magazine was fired because he made
jokes the Communist bosses didn’t think
were funny. One of these was a cartoon
showing a couple listening to the birds
singing in a park. * Do you like the song
of the nightingale?”” the woman in the
cartoon asked, and her companion an-
swered, “I can’t say until I know who
composed it.”

The joke, of course, refers tothe purge
of the Russian composers a while ago
and, personally, I think it’s a pretty good
one. Russian editors were warmed, how-
ever, that in the future it would be much
better to make fun only of foreigners.

In my opinion, when the rulers of any
nation decide they are too important to
be laughed at, it’s time to turn them out.
Because, even though it has never been
written downin the Constitution, Ameri-
cans know very well that there is no
freedom at all without the freedom of
laughter.

THE END X %

We Can Save a
Billion Dollars

(Continued from page 31)

firm in Portland, Ore., bought $325
worth of asphalt tile from a Vancouver
manufacturer, paid the estimated duty of
$97.67, laid the floor, and collected from
the customer, thinking the deal was com-
pleted. But no soap. A smart customs
official had a chemical analysis made of
thetile; it was discovered that the resins
in this particular tile were synthetic,
which made it an entirely different item.
Six weeks after the floor was laid the
American firm was billed for additional
duty of $949.05. The tile was in use,
could not be returmed, so the American
company paid, wrote off the loss, and
stopped importing asphalt tile.

An American importer was interested
in selling in the United States a new type
of table-top cooker, made in Canada. He
imported a few to San Francisco for
demonstration purposes and as a test
shipment—hoping to get a definite ruling
as to import duty.

The cookers were classified by the
U.S. Customs as ‘‘cooking stoves and
ranges having as an essential feature an
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electric heating element.” The duty was
17% per cent. The San Franciscan de-
cided he could pay that duty and sell the
cookers at a fair profit, and ordered
1,500 of them. He paid the duty of
$4,465 and started to sell them.

This was a new gadget, and somebody
in the customs service discovered a way
to raise the duty. Three months after the
importer had started to sell the cookers,
he was notified that they had been re-
classified and now were ‘“household
utensils,” and since the duty on that
classification was 40 per cent, he owed an
additional $5,714.

Most of the cookers had been sold on
the basis of the 1714 per cent duty, so he
lost a lot of money. He quit the import
business.

AFI’ER one shipment, a Dutch paper
manufacturer found that the New York
appraiser would classify a certain kind of
paper as ‘“simple, uncoated printing
paper, free from rags.” So the Hol-
lander made another deal with a West
Coast American, to sell a large quantity
at a certain price, and the Hollander was
to pay the duty.

The paper was shipped to San Fran-
cisco instead of to New York, and there
the appraiser, seeking the top duty,
classified it as “bible paper,” which had
to pay about four times as much. That

ended the manufacturer’s attempts to
sell paper in the United States.

Customs officials tell about an Ameri-
can who lived near the Canadian border
who raised some chicks in an incubator.
A Japanese, a few miles away in Canada,
was an expert at determining the sex of
chicks, so the American hauled his
chicks over to the Jap (who was not
allowed to enter the United States),
and the Jap separated the males from
the females and the farmer took them
back to the United States and sold
them.

By law, the United States Customs
officials, in most cases, will let you take
stuff back and forth across the border,
without paying any duty—unless it in-
creased in value while it was in Canada.
If the law were enforced literally, if you
drive to Canada and while there have
your car waxed and polished, it has in-
creased in value and the U.S. Customs
men could collect a duty when you come
back. If you have a pair of shoes half-
soled in Canada, legally you would have
to pay to bring them in. In justice to the
Customs Department I must state that
they won’t do that to you.

However, in the case of the chicks, a
smart customs man decided that because
a chick is worth more if you know
whether it will grow up to be a hen or a
rooster, these chicks had increased in
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value when the males were divided from
the females. The chick grower was noti-
fied that he would have to pay duty if he
had the Jap do any more classification.
The farmer didn’t hire a customs lawyer
and go to court. He just let the rest of his
chicks grow up, and sold them as broil-

ers.

A California manufacturer imported
from Canada two carloads of short
pieces of cedar for making beehives. The
duty on the lumber was $35 a car. When
he ordered a third carload, the stuff was
classified as “woodenware,” the duty set
at $1,500 a carload, and he was billed for
that on all three carloads. For two years
the importer tried, without success, to
get a final decision. Finally, after he had
stopped importing such lumber, the
Customs Department decided that this
material was “agricultural implements”
and free of duty.

Imported jewelry usually pays a S5 per
cent ad valorem duty, but when it can be
classified as “artificial flowers, fruits, or
leaves,” the duty is from 60 to 90 per
cent.

IF THE producers of the musical comedy
Oklahoma! imported the surrey with the
fringe on top they would find that they
were importing fringe and would pay a
45 per cent duty. That comes under what
customs people call “*Old 1529a,” which
they admit is the most absurd and most
irritating paragraph in all the customs
laws.

Anything with a “garnishment™ on it,
according to this law, pays the high duty
that would be assessed if it were all
“garnishment,” which includes fringe,
braid, lace, or embroidery. The old rate
on fringe of 90 per cent has been cut in
half, so a carpet or rug with fringe on it
pays a duty of only 45 per centnow. But
without fringe it pays 25 to 30 per cent.
A recent shipment of men’s sweaters
from England paid a high duty because
the neckbands were appliquéd, so the
entire sweater was classified as appliqué
work..

A few years ago an importer brought
in a quantity of cotton dresses and the
duty was set at the usual 37% per cent.
Months later, after he had sold them, he
was billed for additional duty of 52 4 per
cent. Somebody in the Customs Depart-
ment discovered that a little piece of
elastic was sewed inside the waist, so
they were classified as elastic.

An American couple a few years ago
received two sweaters from a friend in
Australia. They were appraised at $35
each. The duty was 40 per cent on the
man’s sweater, but there was tiny silk
embroidery on the woman’ssweater and
she had to pay 90 per cent.

Our tariff regulations are so antiquated
that the valuation to be placed on articles
that have been invented since 1930 drive
the importers crazy. New stuff may be
classified either as similar to another
article, or as merchandise “not other-
wise enumerated,” paying whichever
duty is higher. Plastics, synthetics, and
nylon products have no standard rates.
The classifier must decide whether a cer-
tain plastic is similar to glass or leather
or wood, or what not, or whether it is
not covered by the law. Hundreds of

these cases are finally decided only after
years of litigation.

Of course, the 1930 law says nothing
about synthetic rubber. 1t contains car-
bon black and rayon, so truck tires are
now classified as rayon, and passenger
tires are classified as carbon black, be-
cause this hocus-pocus will bring the
highest duty.

Nobody yet has made a definite, final
decision as to what a television set is,
except that it is generally agreed that it
is not a radio.

One of the main reasons why the pres-
ent regulations discourage imports is
that they provide no way of giving the
importer immediate, definite, and final
decisions on the amount of duty he must
pay. Instead, as you can-see in some of
the cases I have mentioned, they subject
him to endless red tape, costly delays,
confusion, and uncertainty.

Take one instance: Canada needs
American dollars so as to buy more of
our goods. In Canada is a manufacturer
of vinyl plastic, a new commodity. The
men who made our customs laws had
never heard of plastic, so there is no
regulation regarding it. Since December,
1945, the company has been trying to get
a ruling as to how much duty must be
paidwhen the plastic is sent to the United
States. American officials don’t expect
the case to be heard in the clogged-up
United States Customs Court of New
York for about a year. In the meantime,
the company has been forced to reject
millions of dollars’ worth of orders from
the United States—one single order
for $2,500,000 worth—because nobody
knows what the duty will be and what
price should be charged to the American
buyers.

A EUROPEAN manufacturer of earthen
ash trays was anxious to sell his goods in
the United States, but changed his mind
when he learned that not until they had
entered the United States could he get an
idea as to the price he would have to
charge for them. If he had luck, they
would be classified as a household arti-
cle (15 per cent duty), and he could sell
them at a profit and compete with
American ash trays. If they were classi-
fied as a smoking requisite, the duty
would be 30 per cent, and it might be
difficult to sell them. If a customs official
happened to decide that they would be
classified as luxury earthenware (50 per
cent duty), he would be priced out of the
market and would have to sell his ash
trays at a loss, or ship them back home.
Some of those duties have been reduced,
but he still can’t find out where he stands.

Harry Radcliffe told me, *“‘The most
formidable barrier to a steady expansion
of import trade in consumer goods is
that American importers are constantly
frustrated and discouraged by their in-
ability to calculate their final costs with
any degree of accuracy.

“An importer frequently does not
know and cannot find out what form of
customs valuation will be applied or
what rate of exchange will be used to
convert his foreign invoice prices into
U.S. dollars. The only thing he can be
quite sure about is that he probably will
not pay the duty rate specified in our
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tarit¥ on the price he paid for the goods.™

Therefore, the importer often must
make his selling price higher than he
would like, because he has to hedge
against news that may come months
later from the Customs Department—
that he has to pay more duty.

TAKE Christmas trees. If yours was a
tree imported from Canada or New-
foundland, you probably paid more than
the importer wanted to charge you be-
cause he added enough—he hopes—to
cover the duty. He probably won't know
what the duty is until some time after
next Fourth of July. In the meantime,
the Customs Department holds his bond,
which guarantees payment of whatever
sum they decide he owes.

Here we get into the law regarding
valuation, not classification. Fortunately
for the importer, Christmas trees are
classified definitely as Christmas trees.
He pays a duty on their value, but what
is the value? Here the law gets so compli-
cated that it takes months to find out.
Hardy agents may have to go to New-
foundland and tramp through the woods
to learn the answers.

Long after you have solved the prob-
lem of how to get rid of your tree and
have got the cotton and tinsel off the rug,
the importer of Christmas trees is still
bafMledwhen hetries to balance his books.
A recent count showed that, 7 months
after they had been imported, the Cus-
toms Department had made no decision
regarding duties on 2,328 shipments of
trees. So many customs men work so
many hours collecting tiny facts about
trees, to fix the duty, that it is unlikely
that the total duties collected ever equal
the cost of collection.

All the law does is to discourage im-
porters of Christmas trees and reduce
the amount of dollars that otherwise
would go to Canada and Newfoundland.
If a flat duty of so much a tree were as-
sessed, the whole procedure would be
simplified. But the legislators who wrote
our customs laws, back in 1930, wanted
to keep stuff out, not to facilitate its
entry.

The foreign-exchange problem is an-

other of the big headaches for importers.
When the appraiser gets, for instance,
the price Spanish dealers are paying for a
certain kind of olive oil that has been
brought to the United States, then he has
to translate the price to get the value in
American dollars, and in many cases the
problem of figuring out foreign exchange
is shocking to behold. The recent de-
valuation of the pound and other cur-
rencies helps some, but in many nations
there still are several different rates.
Spain has more than 20 rates for the
peseta. Argentina has 4 different rates
for the peso. The Chinese situation is
just about hopeless. Final rulings on
what the Chinese dollar is worth have
taken as long as 10 years to decide.

Other provisions of the law that harass
importers include the rules as to marks of
origin. If possible, every article must be
marked indelibly, in a conspicuous
place, with the name of the country of
origin spelled in English. Apples from
Canada must be individually wrapped in
paper stamped ‘‘Canada.” If the mark-
ing is improper, usually the proper
marking can be put on after it arrives
here. However, cutlery, surgical and
dental instruments, scientific and labora-
tory instruments, and a few other classi-
fications must be marked abroad. If they
arrive without the markings they must be
destroyed or shipped back to be stamped.
Why, nobody seems to know.

One of the minor irritations, part of
the endless red tape, is the fact that there
are more than 50 customs forms, affi-
davits, and declarations which require,
by law. oaths or notarization. More than
1,000,000 of these forms are used every
year, and the customs officials them-
selves admit that notarization in nearly
every case is absolutely unnecessary.

Under the present laws, the Customs
Department never can catch up with its
decisions. The last survey made, showed
that on June 30, 1947, 84.472 cases of
appraisal had been held up more than
30 days. Of these, 6,470 were in court,
31,000 were blocked because of diffi-
culties in determining exchange rates,
and in 12,000 cases the examiners
hadnt got around to them. In about

“I saw it first!”
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8,000 cases, the appraisers were waiting
for further information from abroad, to
determine the foreign value.

john W. Snyder, Secretary of the
Treasury, two years ago got $100,000
from Congress and employed a non-
government corporation to make a
management survey of the Customs De-
partment to tell what was wrong with the
picture. The survey said the department
was operating as eflectively as the aver-
age corporation, but came up with 179
major recommendations, more than half
of which are being put into effect. The
National Customs Service Association,
composed of officers and employees of
the United States Customs Service, has
prepared a report on the survey, and the
association looks with little favor upon
most of the recommendations, including
some that might simplify procedure and
reduce the number of employees in the
department.

Practically everybody in high places in
Washington wants action that will en-
courage more imports. Secretary Snyder
has indicated that he is in favor of new
laws that will change the methods of
valuing merchandise, ‘‘including the
elimination of the use of foreign value as
a basis for valuation.”

THE Department of Commerce and
the Economic Cooperation Administra-
tion sent abroad last May a mission
made up of 8 experts who spent three
months learning from European govern-
ment officials and merchants how best
we can encourage imports to help for-
eigners get dollars with which to pay for
our goods. This mission recommended,
among other things, simplification of
United States Customs procedures, sim-
pler methods for conversion of for-
eign currencies, and speedy revision of
classification methods so that importers
can get a binding ruling in advance of
actual importation, and a guarantee that
once goods have been classified, the
Bureau of Customs will not change its
mind for at least two years. Retroactive
classification would be abolished.

The National Council of American
Importers has been applying the heat
ever since 1945, when it presented recom-
mendations for revision. The United
States Council of the International
Chamber of Commerce and the Com-
merce and Industry Association of New
York have been pounding away.

The International Trade Organization,
which is tied into the United Nations,
adopted a charter at Havana in March,
1948, that provides for revision of laws
by United Nations members to provide
for new regulations for world trade. This
charter, supported by the State Depart-
ment, if passed by Congress would auto-
matically make necessary a revision of
our tariff laws.

When you go around Washington ask-
ing questions as to why Congress doesn’t
do anything about the situation—appar-
ently is not interested in the 1.T.O. char-
ter, nor in revision of American laws
—nobody appears to have a definite
answer.

A senator told me confidentially, ** We
all realize that we can't keep handing out
billions through the ECA for many more



years, and that the ECA countries can’t
buy from us until we buy more from
them. But this customs and tariff situa-
tion is so darned complicated that no-
body wants to tackle it.”

A representative’s secretary confided,
“There's no big lobby working for the
consumer. No candidate can get more
votes by advocating customs revision,
because most people don’t understand
how it will save them money. There are
too many citizens who still think we
ought to keep foreign goods out of the
United States.”

Indications are, however, that the
Treasury Department may get some ac-
tion at the new session of Congress. The
department is working on proposed
legislation and hopes to have a bill that
can be presented to the proper com-

mittees, with explanations so simple that
almost anybody can understand what
the bill is all about.

So perhaps, one of these days, Con-
gress may be persuaded to make an in-
tensive study of thiscomplicated situation
and may produce a new tariff law. Then
you can buy English sweaters with em-
broidery on them, rugs with fringe, and
Christmas trees, too, at a reasonable
price. And the dollars that flow abroad
will not all be the taxpayers’ dollars,
handed out for nothing.

Based on your knowledge of the past
performances of Congress in cutting
down the give-away department, you
may doubt it. But we can dream of sav-
ing $1,000,000,000, can’t we?

THE END %%

Lowe Letter

(Continued from page 29)

year, Granny, and I took my Bible down
from the shelf, and reread it all. Magic,
melting words: My beloved is mine and
1 am his—his banner over me is love.
Spikenard and saffron—set me as a seal
upon thine heart . . .)

Then, darling, 1 wrote The Letter. If
Calais was engraved on the heart of
Bloody Mary, I can say that practically
every word of that letter was seared on
my heart for a long time to come.

You see, | posted it.

1 can remember more of it, phrase for
phrase, right this minute, than I would
repeat even to you. Neal, as he care-
fully informed me, burned it, though he
more or less implied that spontaneous
combustion should have reduced it to
ashes.

The idea was that I loved him
as Juliet had loved Romeo, or Cleopatra,
Antony. | admitted that I was young,
while I recalled to him Juliet’s fatal but
adequate fourteen years. My girlish
bower had no balcony, but I was willing
to build one with my own hands, if

ry.

When Neal appeared at our house, his
hair still smelling of burnt paper, I hon-
estly thought that he had come to claim
me as his own. For years afterward I
shied and trembled, passing our summer-
house, the way a horse will shy at a spot
where he’s seen a rattlesnake, because it
was in the summerhouse that Neal
talked to me. He was twenty years old
and handsome, wearing the uniform of
the Navy, and he was consumed with
embaiTassment and genuine concern for
my future.

1 don’t know how Dutch uncles talk,
but Neal talked for my own good. At
least, he meant it for my good. He told
me how lucky it was that I had written
such a letter to him, my brother’s and
my family’s friend. He described the
humiliation, the disgrace which would
have been my lot had I written it to
another young man. He understood, he
assured me, but other young men could
not be expected to understand. As

though I could havewrittensuch a letter
to anyone else in the world!

From the moment I realized that he
was rejecting me | don’t believe | said a
word. I just listened, going hot and cold,
and wishing that I could drop dead. I
didn’t protest his assumption that I was
commencing a career of letter-writing
which any tabloid would be grateful for.
I didn’t protest anything.

When it was all over and he said,
“You're a cute kid, Cricket, and some
day you're going to be a very attractive
woman. Some day you'll be grateful to
me for this,” 1 still didn’t crack. He
looked solicitously at my frozen face.
He said, "1 guess your mother was right,
Cricket. This was at least a year too soon.
You be a good child, and when you do
grow up, take Uncle Neal’s advice and
remember that it’s the girls who are hard
to get who get what they want.”

Is there anything in the world more
devastating than shame? I wonder. I was
so ashamed that I did not see how I
couldever look anyone in the face again.
I had done the unforgivable. I had bared
my heart, without modesty or restraint,
and the unforgivable, the unforgettable,
had been returned to me like a dagger-
thrust. . . .

MAC went to the Pacific, and so did
Neal. I used to pray that out there Neal
would forget, that all memory of that
letter and of me would be obliterated
from his mind.

Do you remember, Granny, when |
was adolescent how I cultivated the pose
of being a man-hater? It was funny when
I was sixteen ; by the time I was eighteen
Mother began to worry about it. I be-
lieve at one time she even considered
getting a psychiatrist for me. The letter
would have taken a long time to disinter,
1 bet, though he probably would have
pounced upon the hope chest at once.
Because there it stayed in my room,
with Neal’s initials in the corner and the
two lone dish towels on the bottom. and
never another stitch did 1 sew. I played
a lot of tennis and determinedly beat all
my male opponents. I said I disliked
dancing and thought parties a waste of
time.

Tl;en the war ended, and Mac came
home. The Barrys had sold their white
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house after Mrs. Barry died, and while
I hadn’t forgotten Neal, or the letter, I
seldom thought about him consciously.
Things you can't resolve or endure get
buried awfully deep. But they're like
clams, Granay, in a mud flat; they blow
up air holes through the murk.

‘‘Bet you can't guess who's coming
this week end, Cricket,” Mac said to me,
in the summer of '45.

I could guess. I knew before Mac told
me. It was almost three years to the day
from the last time I'd seen Neal Barry,
in the summerhouse. Air bubbles popped
around me, for a minute.

‘“What a pity that I won't be here!” I
said.

Mac didn’t suspect anything. 1 had
been just a kid when Neal went away.
Nobody but he and I knew that there
had—or should I say hadn't?—been
anything between us. [ prayed again,
fervently, humbly, that he wouldn’t tell.

College helped me. Being with a bunch
of girls naturally made me think about
men, and to Mother’s relief—and I sus-
pect yours, too, Granny—I began to
acquire suitors. Billy Winton was the
first serious one, and I had fun with
Billy until he kissed me and I slapped
his face. That shocked me as much as it
did him, and I never did that again. I
never had the opportunity to do it again
to Billy, incidentally.

By the time I was twenty [ wanted des-
perately to get married. Most of the girls
I knew were either married, engaged, or
in love. But I was a pretty handicapped
young female. For one thing, I was al-
most physically incapable of writing a
letter to a man, which discouraged ro-
mance while I was in college. I was so
terrified that I would commit myself
again, imply actual interest in my corre-
spondent, that I'd cross out and rewrite
and revise until my letters sounded as
though they’d been composed by one of
the more intelligent apes.

The reason 1 left college and took that
secretarial course in New York was the
hope of finding a man—and 1 did. |
found Pete Dunning, the first month I
was there, nearly a year ago.

You've met Pete, Granny, so I don't
have to describe him. I don’t know
whether he reminds you of Neal or not.
He does me. He has the same laughing
eyes, only Pete’s lashes are thick and
stubby instead of thick and long like
Neal’s, which is rather engaging. Pete is
older than Neal by three years, which
makes him thirty. Pete's been around.
He was twenty-five when he landed on
the Normandy beachhead. He had fin-
ished college and had a couple of years
of newspaper work behind him.

As youknow, he writes special articles
for his paper, so he is constantly going
away from New York. The first time he
went on a longish trip and asked me to
write to him, I thought, ** This is the end.
Once he has read one of my letters, he’ll
give me up as the illiterate type.”

Instead, when he returned he took me
to dinner. ‘“‘Lydia, were you ever taken
for a ride by the press?” he asked me.

I said, *Say that again.”

He smiled. “I am referring to your
epistolatory style,” he explained. * From
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long experience, I'd say that only a per-
son who has had indiscreet letters dis-
played to the vulgar public gaze could
achieve such studied discretion.”

He was joking, of course, but 1 blushed.

He looked at me, and said. " Good
heavens, Lydia, not really!™

1 took a swig of ice water. " No, not
really,” 1 was able to say, then.

His eyes were bright and curious. **But
almost?”

**No, not almost, either.” 1 answered.

He waited, and when 1 didn't explain
any further, he grinned, wickedly. ** So
you won't sing!” he said. “You did
write some letters, though!”

1 just looked a thim. 1'd stopped blush-
ing.
“You got them back,” he went on,
watching me closely. *“ Was he married,
Lydia?"

**Have your fun,” 1 told him.

*You interest me strangely,” he said.
“There are few things I like more than
solving a mystery.”

Granny, 1 don't know why 1 couldn’t
tell him, then, about Neal. A lot of the
future would have been different if 1 had.
1t ought to have been easy to say to Pete
Dunning, "1 wrote a love letter to a
young man when | was fifteen and he
was twenty, and he scolded me for it.”
After all, it would have been just a
humorous anecdote of my childhood.

Pete wouldn't let go of his mystery.
Why did Lydia blush? he called it. He
approached it directly and indirectly,
fairly and unfairly, with a disarming
candor and from blind alleys. Maybe it’s
part of the make-up of a born newspaper-
man to be that curious.

Two months ago Pete asked me to
marry him. Characteristically, what he
said was, “Surely you're going to tell
your husband about your spotted past,
Lydia?”

**Meaning who orwhom?" I inquired.
“Also what?”

‘*Meaning me,” he answered. “And
the real low-down on those compromis-
ing letters.”

“You're taking several things for
granted, don't you think?"" I asked.

*Oh, come off it, Lydia,” he said.
*I'm just kidding.”

**No, you're not!” 1 contradicted him.

“Yes, I am,” he said, grinning at me.
“Surely you can’t believe that | give a
hoot about anything in your past? I'm
a realist, Lydia, and 1 wasn't born yester-
day. I have a past, myself. Who hasn’t?”

You know, Granny, I didn't like that.
Just as it had nearly killed me, in the
summerhouse, when Neal assumed so
easily that 1 could have written that letter
to somebody else, it hurt me, now, for
Pete to be so casual about things | hadn't
done. He was assuming, easily, too. that
I had written letters far less innocent
than that one unfortunate declaration of
love.

“You may not care,” I said, **but
you'll always be curious.”

Pete may sometimes be devious, but
he’s honest. He said. **I'm afraid you
have something there, Lydia. But if you
want me to bottle up my curiosity on
this particular subject, I will.™” I was
angry, and he knew it. *"Let’s go on over

to the Hamiltons’,” he said. “They're
having some people in, and it may be
amusing.”

Amusing, Granny! The first person I
was introduced to was Neal Barry.

“You know Lydia Wheeler, don't
you”" Kay Hamilton asked him.

*1 don't believe I do,” said Neal. He
looked at me as though he'd like to
know me.

1 don’t know whether my lower jaw
dropped or not. At least, it stayed at-
tached. Pete was talking to Rex Hamil-
ton, and there 1 stood like an oaf,
tongue-tied.

“Can’t 1 get you some punch?” asked
Neal politely. “Why don’t you come
with me, and then [ won't lose you in
this mob?”

He took hold of my elbows and steered
me across the room to the punchbowl.
There was the usual mob of thirsty peo-
ple around it, and while Neal waited his
turn at the ladle, I stared at myself in
the mirror behind the refectory table.

Seven years. | weigh twenty pounds
less and my hair is darker, though not
a lot darker, and I've given up perma-
nents. 1 was fifteen, then, and now I'm
twenty-two. Somebody’s eyes met mine
in the mirror, amused at my apparent
self-interest, but I didn't care. I was in-
terested, all right. I was fascinated and
incredulous.

Seven years before, 1 had stared at the
reflection of the girl whom Neal Barry
had just kissed good night. | remem-
bered her dress, too old for her and not
very smart, her shell earrings, her flushed
cheeks and starry eyes. The reflection 1
was looking at, now—if you’ll pardon
a touch of vanity, Granny—was consid-
erably more attractive. | was wearing a
very good red silk-jersey dress, for which
I had paid not too much but a lot. and
my lipstick and nail polish matched it
exactly. I've learned how to use mascara
so that my own mother thinks my lashes
have darkened, and my eyes are still
blue. My eyes, I told myself, are pretty
much the same.

[ THOUGHT of all the times I'd prayed
that Neal Barry would forget me com-
pletely, but I wasn’t either religious
enough or egotistic enough to believe
that this was an answer to prayer. My
emotions were pretty scrambled as I
realized that Neal had probably never
really noticed how I looked. It had
amused him to take Mac Wheeler's kid
sister to a dance, and he had kissed her
good night out of habit and convention.
During the scene in the summerhouse,
he had been so embarrassed that he had
scarcely looked at me at all.

He had the ladle, and he filled two
glass cups. “Let’s find a place where we
can sit down,” he suggested.

Pete had disappeared in the crowd.
We threaded our way, Neal and I, across
the room. and Neal stopped before a
divan where two young men sat, talking.

“According to Hoyle,” he told them,
“a girl and a man are better than two
men.”

One of them said, * Hi, Neal.” They
both got up, and we sat down.

“Thanks, boys,” said Neal.

1 was still tongue-tied.



“I'm a dope about names,” Neal said.
“What is yours?”

“Lydia Wheeler,” I said faintly. I
waited.

“Miss?” he asked, without a flicker
of recognition.

I nodded.

“Mine's Neal Barry,” he informed me.
“Also Miss.” Neal could say that with-
out worrying. He had put on the twenty
pounds I had lost, which made both of
us just about right. His hair was not
darkened. It’s the color of clover honey
and has precisely the amount of wave to
be handsome without being pretty.

My numbed mind was slowly begin-
ning to function. I had always been called
“Cricket” at home. It was only since I'd
gone away to college that people began
to call me Lydia. Wheeler is a rather
common name in the United States, and
I knew that Neal and Mac had not seen
each other in years.

“Do you live in New York, Mr.
Barry?” I asked. It was not a social
question. I wanted to know.

“l do,” he answered. “I'm a wage
slave for a steel company. I don’t tell
everyone this, but my place of business
is in New Jersey.”

From his clothes, which he wore well,
and his general manner, it was easy to
see that he was a wage slave more than
adequately paid.

He smiled at me. “Do you live in New
York, Miss Wheeler?”” When I said yes,
he said, “That’s nice.”

“I bet the big girls are still crazy aboit
him,” 1 was thinking. “The little girls,
too.”

I saw Pete looking for me, and I
waved. Neal stood up to shake hands.
They really do look alike, Granny. Neal
is better dressed; he always had a flair
for wearing clothes, even dungarees, and
Pete doesn't care. Pete’s hair is darker;
Neal’s eyes are bluer. They are bluer
than any eyes | ever saw.

“Yougoteverythingyouneed, Lydia?”
Pete asked, establishing the fact that he
was my escort. *“ More punch?”

“You hold down my seat, and I'll get
three,” Neal offered. ‘I have a system.”

Pete watched him go. ““ Pleasant guy,”
he murmured. “Who is he?”

I could have told him, then, but I
didn’t. “Member of the mob,” I an-
swered. Sometimes I think it is true that
women like to complicate their lives.

NEAL returned, and the three of us
talked for a while. People were dancing
in the next room, and Neal said, “Would
you like to dance, Miss Wheeler?”” He
looked at Pete.

“I can give her everything but that,”
Pete informed him. “Two left feet is
what I was born with.”

“I've danced with you before, and you
don’t remember,” 1 kept thinking. ““ The
first dance I ever went to was with you.”

“We do all right, don’t we?” said
Neal, when the record ended. He looked
down at me and grinned, just as he used
to grin when he was a kid. “Do I take
you back to Mr. Dunning, or are you
free to dance again?”

Thatwas asking me, Granny.

“I’'m free to dance again,” I told him.

He put his arm around me. “I'd al-

ready observed a satisfactory absence of
rings,” he said.

After that dance he asked, “Are you
in the telephone book, Miss Lydia
Wheeler?”

“Not at the moment,” I said. | was
getting over some of my panic. “I'm at
a party.”

“But if [ looked up the W’s—say, to-
morrow, around five-thirty?”” he sug-
gested.

Suddenly I was back in the summer-
house in Hendonport. When youdo grow
up, take Uncle Neal’s advice and renem-
ber that it's the girls who are hard to get
who get what they want . . .

“There are plenty of W’s,” I told him.
I added, “I think I'd better go back to
the man I sit my dances out with, now.”

Neal did not bring three glasses of
punch, this time. He took me back to
Pete, reappeared with two glasses.
“Thank you, Miss Wheeler,” he said,
and disappeared.

I didn’t see him again, that evening.

GRANNY, for nearly a week I didn’t
know whether to answer the telephone
or not. I did answer it, of course, every
time it rang, and it never was Neal. Men
can play at being hard to get as well as
women, I told myself. Then, six evenings
later, I answered it, and it was Neal.

“I finished T-U-V, yesterday,™ he said.
“It’s nice to be on the W’s.” He added,
“I hope.”

I couldn’t think of an answer.

“I had lunch with Pete Dunning yes-
terday,” he went on, and a feather would
have knocked me down. “He said he
was going to Washington for a week or
so, and I wondered whether by any
chance you were free for dinner and a
show, tonight?”

I was too surprised and apprehensive
at his having lunched with Pete to say
no. “Well,” I comforted myself, as I
dressed for the evening, “I’ll say no next
time.” I didn’t, though. Nor the time
after that.

When Pete returned from Washington,
by way of Chicago, I was a pretty con-
fused girl. He asked me what I'd been
doing, and I said I'd been out with Neal
Barry a couple of times.

He looked at me sharply. “So?” he
murmured. “Have I a rival for your
hand, Lydia?”

It was the letter scene all over again.
Pete aesdling me, teasing, and me losing
my -temper.

“You're altogether too curious, Pete
Dunning!” I told him. “ I’'m not d
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rhetorically. He was laughing at me.

“As a matter of fact,” I said furiously,
“I am going out with Neal tonight.”

Pete just laughed a little harder.
“That’s odd,” he said. “I saw Barry
about an hour ago and he said that he
was dining with the Hamiltons. 1 told
him we might drop in there, later.”

There wasn’t much answer to that.

“What are you seeing so much of
Neal Barry for, anyway?” | demanded
crossly.

His eyes glinted. “‘Probably not for
the same reasons you are,” he retorted.

“You're spying on me!” I said, prac-
tically losing all control. “You have no
right—"

He stopped me. *‘Lydia, be your age.
Barry and I are both members of the
Harvard Club. Since we met at the Ham-
iltons’ party we have had an occasional
drink together at the bar. I like Barry.
Have you any right to object to that?”

It is a very uncomfortable thing to
know that two men you are interested in
are seeing each other alone. Especially
when you have built up a mystery and
a web of falsehood about one of them,
and the other is diabolically clever and
fiendishly curious.

I didn’t dare not go to the Hamil tons’,
that evening.

PBTE went into a huddle with Rex
about politics, and Neal got me off in a
quiet corner. I am not implying that he
had to drag me there, Granny, because
he didn’t.

Lydia.”

I didn’t want to discuss Pete. I said,
“You seem to have a mutual admiration
society.”

“Can a mutual admiration society
have three members?”’ Neal asked.

“1 wouldn’t know,” I said shortly. 1
was still in a bad temper, and 1 was
frightened. I not only didn’t want Pete
to know about the letter; I desperately

didn’t want Neal Barry to remember
or find out that I was Cricket, Mac
Wheeler’s kid sister. Not yet, anyway.

Neal’s blue eyes, with the long, dark
lashes, were serious. ‘1 suppose you
know that I've fallen in love with you,
Lydia?”

I didn’tsay anything. I couldn’t think
of a thing to say.

“] told Pete that I had,” Neal went
on. “It seemed only fair, under the cir-
cumstances.”

I didn’t ask what circumstances.

“Pete said that you and he are not
engaged.” Neal was not smiling; he was
deadly in-earnest.

I still sat like a bump on a log.

“You're not being very helpful,
Lydia,” he said at last.

‘“What do you want me to say?” 1
asked.

He smiled. “I know what I want you
to say, all right, but I don’t believe in
miracles.” The laughter went out of his
eyes. *I do think, though, that if you
have any inside information, you might
turn it over to the interested parties.”

“I'm afraid I haven't,” | told him.

He looked at me, hard. ‘' You couldn’t
be playing hard to ge:, could you,
Lydia?”

Granny, that settled it. Every bit of
the shame and anguish I'd suffered in
the summerhouse came back burning
into me like live wires. “I’ll make you
sorry for that, Uncle Neal,” I thought.

I said, “No, Neal,” and | lied in my
teeth. | said, very softly, “After all, I've
known Pete a long time and I've only
known you a little time.” I added, even
more softly, “By the calendar.”

That did it. His eyes looked stricken.
He said, “Please forgive me, Lydia. I
had no right to speak to you like that.”

Granny, you’ve got to remember how
much he had hurt me, seven years ago,
and how much money I saved the
Wheeler family by working this out for
myself, instead of having to go to a
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psychiatrist for years on end. Because I
am not proud of the weeks that followed.

1 went home from the Hamiltons’
apartment a young woman with one idea.
It was a bad idea, too—revenge. I was
going to pay Neal Barry back for his lack
of understanding when he was twenty,
for the humiliation he had made me en-
dure. For the Thing, the Complex I'd
been nursing for seven long years.

For almost two months I played Neal
and Pete against each other, and | had
to be careful, and subtle, too, not to lose
both of them. Sometimes I think it would
have served me right if I had. At least,
I can honestly say that I didn't get any
pleasure out of it.

IT was Pete who blew up. Just two
weeks ago. He said, *“Okay, Lydia. The
time has come to shoot or give up the
gun.” He didn’t sound very pleasant.

“How can 1?” I asked pathetically. 1
had been playing my role so long that it
came natural. ‘*Pete, darling, I don’t
know—"

“Don’t Pete-darling me,” he said.
“It’s time to cash in your chips, baby.”

I had been standing up, and I sat down.
“All right,” 1 agreed. **Only, I've got to
have a little more time.” He smiled,
meanly. “I can’t explain, now,” I floun-
dered on. ‘““But there are things you
don’t know.”

“Are you telling me?”’ he retorted.
Then he grinned. “Does Neal Barry
know that you used to live in Hendon-
port, too?”

I was sitting down, and I jumped up.
“Pete, please don’t tell him! You
mustn’t tell him! You must promise
me—""

He kept on grinning. “I’'m a man
second and a journalist first,” he said
grimly. “Are you going to give?”

I sat down. This was a different Pete
from the one I knew, a tougher one, and
one I wasn’t sure I liked. This was the
Pete who didn’t give a hoot about my
past because everyone had one.

“Pete, please give me -a week,” 1
begged.

He laughed. *‘ Lydia, I'll admit you’ve
got me baffled,” he said. *“ What do you
think you can do in a week that you
can’t do tonight?”

“I'll tell you in a week,” I promised
desperately. “I'll tell you everything.”

“Will you tell me yes?”” he asked.

I looked at him, at his eyes that are
like Neal’s but not quite, with their
stubby lashes, their impudence and in-
telligence. “‘Pete, I honestly don’t know,”
I answered.

He looked back at me searchingly.
“Baby, I believe yon,” he said. “In the
vulgar phrase, you don’t know from
nothing. You really think a week is go-
ing to change things?”

*“I promise,” I said.

“Okay,” said Pete. He reached for his
hat. “In a week I'll either collect or
bow myself out, Lydia.” He added, “I’'m
assuming that it’s Barry you want to
concentrate on?”’

Granny, after he had gone I knew that
I wasn’t going to do a single thing, in my
week. I wasso disgusted withmyself that
I wanted to run away and hide. I didn’t
want to humiliate Neal or make him



suffer. 1 didn’t want ever to see Neal
again. 1 was right back where I had been
in 1942, and not a bit smarter.

1 telephoned my boss in the morning
and told him that I had to have a week’s
vacation. He gave it to me, and asked
where [ was going. I didn’t know and 1
didn’t care, and I said so, bleakly.

He laughed. “Would you like to go
down to our place on Long Island?”* he
asked. ““Marian and I are going away,
too, but the servants will be there. Ac-
tually, it would be a favor to us.”

I went to Long Island. The Barnwell
servants must have thought I was having
a nervous breakdown, and maybe 1 was.
1 cried most of the time.

1 had been there five days, when the
letter arrived. It had been forwarded
from the office.

Granny darling, I not only can recite
every word of that letter, but it is never
going to be burned. It is the most tender,
the most beautiful, the most passionate,
all-out love letter I ever read in my life,
counting the famous historical ones. It
didn’t leave its writer a shred of protec-
tion. It offered his heart and soul, with-
out any strings or cellophane, and it left
no doubt of how he was going to feel if

-they were refused.

I read it over three times before I
rushed to the telephone and called him.
Iread it over and over, all the way from
Oyster Bay to New York.

He was standing by the gate in Penn-
sylvania Station, and I went straightinto
his arms, where 1 want to remain the
rest of my life, Granny dear. Apparently,
he didn’t want to remain in Pennsylvania

Station for the duration, because after a
while he asked groggily, * Where shall
we go?”

“We're going to my apartment,” I
told him. **There’s something I want to
tell you, and something I want to show
you.”

You know what it was, don’t you,
Granny?

Mother had shipped me some books
from Hendonport when I rented the
apartment, and she had what I then con-
sidered the lack of tact to ship them in
your hope chest. Right on top of those
two forlorn dish towels, at that.

What 1 wanted to show Neal, of
course, was his initials, carved there
in the summer of 1941.

THE END % %
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pneumonia, for example, the physician
may not have to make tests to de-
termine what type of pneumonia he is
fighting. He may merely prescribe aureo-
mycin and be reasonably sure it will
clear up the disease, whether it is caused
by one type of germ or another.

This drug is also expected to increase
America’s production of milk, butter,
and cheese by providing a cure for the
most common and most costly disease
of dairy cows. This is mastitis, an in-
flammation of the mammary glands
which often curtails or completely stops
their milR yield. A few injections of
aureomycin into a cow’s udder may
cause the disease to disappear. The use
of the new drug in this field alone prom-
ises to save dairy farmers $30,000,000 a
year.

J UST as new as aureomycin is another
infection killer which was discovered
under dramatic circumstances. A few
months ago a small girl was run down
by a truck on a New York street. One of
her legs was badly mangled, and an
amputation was indicated. Before sur-
geons were called in, however, bacteria
taken from her wound were subjected to
study in a laboratory, and it was found
that a new type of “good bugs,” never
isolated before, were putting up a terrific
battle with the *“bad bugs™ in the child’s
body.

This led to saving her leg and the de-
velopment of a drug called bacitracin.
Already it has proved to be highly effec-
tive against certain types of surgical in-

- fections, and also useful in the treatment
of boils and carbuncles. Officials of the
Pure Food and Drug Administration
told me they regard bacitracin as one of
the half-dozen most valuable drugs to
come to light during the last year.

Still another, neomycin, is so new
that it has not yet been extensively tested
in human beings. In experiments with
laboratory animals, however, it shows

indications of being effective against cer-
tain deep-seated infections. In test-tube
experiments, neomycin murders tubercle
bacilli, germs of tuberculosis, but there
is as yet no proof that it will be useful
against t.b. in people.

A more hopeful approach toa tubercu-

losis cure appears to lie in tibione, a
chemical new to medicine which has
been discovered by a German scientist,
Dr. Gerhard Domagk, winner of the
Nobel Prize in 1939 for his work in per-
fecting the sulfa drugs. Used as an
adjunct to streptomycin, tibione has
shown impressive results against tuber-
culosis of the larynx and intestines, but
it is not yet known whether it will
be of value against tuberculosis of the
lungs.
Tuberculosis today is one of the most
treated yet least conquered of diseases. |
learned, to my surprise, that it still kills
more Americans between the ages of 15
and 35 than any other one malady, and
its toll in other countries is far greater
than in the United States. Streptomycin
is effective against it in some cases, but
the bacillus usually becomes resistant to
the drug within 75 to 90 days. As a re-
sult, a tremendous effort is being made
on many fronts to find a better remedy
for the disease

In one of the country’s largest medical
laboratories, for example, even old
wives’ tales are being run down and in-
vestigated in the quest for a t.b. cure.
Lupulin, the substance in hops which
makes beer bitter, is one of the materials
which has been screened

Another is usnic acid, derived from
a Spanish lichen, which the researchers
thought for a time might be related to
usnea, a moss which grew hundreds of
years ago on the skulls of criminals who
were hanged in chains, and was once
used in medicine.

Unfortunately, neither substance
showed any power against the tubercle
bacilli in animals, but they show the
lengths to which scientists are going in
their hunt for a sure-fire weapon against
t.b.

Even more progress is being made in
science’s war against another age-old
scourge—syphilis. This disease, which
formerly afflicted one out of every ten
humans, has been controlled during re-

cent years with arsenical drugs, sulfas,
and penicillin, but never with anything
approaching complete success. The ar-
senical treatment was long-drawn-out
and agonizing; the sulfa drugs became
largely ineffective as the syphilis germ,
called the spirochete, developed re-
sistance to them; and many patients
who were given penicillin discontinued
treatment before they were completely
cured.

Now a new compound has been dis-
covered which promises to overcome
these difficulties. It has not yet been
made available to doctors, but extensive
experiments indicate that just one in-
jection of the compound cures syphilis,
even in its advanced stages. Further-
more, it causes no pain or harmful after-
effects.

The potentialities of this drug, which
also cures gonorrhea, are immense. Dr.
Delmas K. Kitchen, one of the nation’s
leading researchers, told me that it will
give doctors a tool with which they may
eventually wipe venereal disease off’ the
face of the earth and alter the economy
of nations.

In Haiti, for example, he said that 80
per cent of the rural population suffers
from a disease called yaws, which is
similar to syphilis and just as crippling.
One shot per inhabitant of the new com-
pound, and Haiti could become a healthy
nation instead of a sick one.

Norr enough time has elapsed, it is
true, to prove definitely that these new
drugs will provide a permanent panacea
against all the diseases they now knock
out.

Certain bacteria may develop armor
against them, just as the spirochete built
up immunity to sulfa. Some people are
allergic to thedrugs and can’t take them.
But the antibiotics, on the other hand,
may eventually be found to have other
tremendous therapeutic qualities only
dreamed of today.

Vitamin Bi2 another new drug which
has just become available—gives a hint
of this. In the past, the only known
source of the vitamin was mammalian
liver. Four tons of liver were required to
make one gram of Bj2. Now it is being
derived from the same fermented broth
which yields streptomycin. It is the most
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effective drug yet found for treating per-
nicious anemia and suggests that, in ad-
dition to being germ-killers, the new
drugs may unlock secrets concerning the
cell-building functions of the body. Some
doctors think they will throw new light
on cancer before very long.

In its assault on the common cold,
which coss the nation $1,000,000,000 in
lost production every year, science is also
making important gains. For several
years it has been known that colds are
caused by viruses—infinitesimally small

organisms which are not much bigger
than molecules. But it was not under-
stood how these viruses did their mis-
chief.

Now science has a great deal of evi-
dence which indicates they make you
sneeze and sniff and cough because they
exert an allergic effect upon the body
similar to that which pollens exert upon
hay-fever victims.

As a result, cold researchers have
turned to so-called antihistamine drugs
—medicines which have been used ef-
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fectively for some time in the treatment
of other allergies. Two of thase which
are now on sale in pill form are reported
to have produced impressive results
against colds in large groups of people.
If taken early enough, they are reputed
to relieve the malady in most cases.

However, in the National Institutes of
Health, a man who has devoted his life
to studying colds told me there are ap-
parently several different types of cold
viruses. No drug is yet in sight-which
will knock out all of them, he said, but
we are steadily getting closer to one.

We are also apparently on the verge of
discovering a vaccine for polio. Back in
the 1930’s, a vaccine was produced which
was not safe. Several children who were
inoculated with it contracted polio. Spe-
cialists in the disease are determined
such a tragedy shall never be repeated.
They are determined that when a vaccine
is brought out—as they expect it to be in
the not distant future—we can be sure it
will be safe as well as effective.

Other vicious cripplers of children, the
spastic and neuromuscular , may
also yield to science before very long. A
new synthetic compound called myan-
esin, which was developed from glycerin
in England not long ago and is being dis-
tributed in this country under the name
of tolserol, is opening a whole new field
in the study of these diseases.

The drug has already been found to
improve the condition of certain victims
of paraplegia (a type of paralysis which
affects the lower part of the body),
multiple sclerosis (a hardening of cell
tissues), and a malady of the nervous
system known as Parkinson’s disease. It
is now being tested against cerebral
palsy, facial tic, and various abnormal
mental conditions.

According to a medical report from
England, a patient suffering” from the
common type of insanity called schizo-
phrenia was recently treated with myan-
esin. He had not spoken to anyone for
years, but after a few doses of the drug
he started talking intelligently. Another
mental patient who was in a highly agi-
tated state became calm and rational due
to the action of the medicine.

Itis too early to predict that myanesin
will be of wide general use in treating
spastic, nervous, and mental disorders,
but, like so many other new drugs, it
appears to hold great promise of helping
to combat these disorders.

THE same may be said of two sub-
stances now being used experimentally
against the most deadly degenerative
diseases of aging people—arteriosclero-
sis (hardening of the arteries) and
coronary thrombosis (one of the prin-
cipal forms of heart trouble).

The substances are choline bicarbon-
ate, derived from a synthetic chemical
compound, and inositol, taken from
corn syrup. Both drugs appear to com-
bat certain deficiencies in the body’s
processing of fats—deficiencies which
lead to gradual clogging of the blood
vessels, with consequent high blood
pressure and heart strain.

Evidence of this has been gathered in
experiments in Los Angeles. Two hun-
dred patients who had suffered severe
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mid-Century

Here we are—a free nation 150 mil-
lion strong—half-way through the
Twentieth Century.

A nation to which the world’s free
peoples look for leadership. A na-
tion vigorous, resourceful, unafraid
—and dedicated to progress.

Let’s take a look at what we
have accomplished here and how
we've been able to do it. Maybe
that will give us a picture of what
the future holds—if we just use
the common sense the good Lord
gave us.

Who could have predicted in 1900
that the next 50 years in America
would be the greatest period of so-
cial, economic and industrial prog-
ress in history?
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Who could have foreseen the
wonders that lay ahead? That by
1950 the amount of goods consumed
by the average person in the United
States would have risen two and one
half times—that nearly every fam-
ily would own an automobile, a
telephone, a radio—that real wages
(wages in terms of what they will
buy) would more than double while
we were reducing the work week
from about S8 to 40 hours?

Every American ought to under-
stand the system that has made all
this possible. For it is the newest,
most revolutionary, most produc-
tive way of life this old earth has
ever seen. It has done more for the
average man than any other ever in-
vented—because it is built on free-
dom, competition and opportunity.
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for granted « How mrass production

Now is the time for every Amer-
ican to take stock of the system that
has made us the world’s most for-
tunate people. Here is a chance for
communities, companies, trade and
labor groups, civic and religious
groups to celebrate this milestone of
progress.

Today the eyes of the world are
on us. Everywhere the free and slave
systems are at grips. It is a time for
new resolutions—for thought and
prayer. It is time for every free man
to make his voice heard. It is time
for us to understand not only how
our system works but how each one
of us can help make it still better.
The answers are in the free booklet.
“The Miracle of America.” Send for
it now!
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heart attacks were studied. Half of them
were treated with choline bicarbonate,
and the other half were given conven-
tional treatment, which uscs nitro-
glycerin and other drugs to expand the
blood vessels.

According to predictions based upon
mortality statistics gathered over many
years, 28 per cent of all the 200 patients
were due to die within a year. In close
line with this forecast, 29 of the 100 who
received the conventional nitroglycerin
treatment did die. But only 4 of the 100
who were given choline died, and they
died during the first few months of treat-
ment.

The dramatic results of this experi-
ment do not prove conclusively that
choline will be of help in all cases of
high blood pressure and heart trouble.
Neither it nor inositol—which is believed
also to retard the advance of deafness
in some aging people—are yet accepted
as adequate answers to the degenerative
diseases which claim the lives of 500,000
people in this country annually. But they
are medicines which are creating im-
mensely promising new fronts in science’s
war on the maladies.

ANOTHER common disease which you
don’t hear so much about is also under
heavy fire by science. It is amoebiasis, a
form of amoebic dysentery, which is
believed to afflict between 8 and 9 per
cent of the entire American population.
Its early symptoms are recurrent diarrhea
and constipation. Later, it causes ab-
scesses of the liver.

Since amoebiasis is difficult to diag-
nose, it is often confused with other
ailments of the gastrointestinal tract.
And when it kills one of its victims, as
it does thousands every year, death is
frequently attributed erroneously to cir-
rhosis of the liver.

Now, after years of work on the prob-

lem, research scientists have come up
with two drugs, milibis and aralen,
which in hundreds of clinical tests have
arrested the sinister disease. They are
just two more of the new remedies which
promise to make the human race of to-
morrow healthier and longer-lived than
ever before.

I do not have space even to mention
all of the other important new medicines.
One of them is phenurone, a synthetic
taken from phenobarbital, the sleeping
powder, which is proving of use against
epilepsy. Another is banthine, which in
tests seems to relieve peptic ulcers just as
effectively as cutting the vagus nerve.
Still another is a drug containing Vitamin
K, the antibleeding vitamin, which re-
lieves chilblains. A new thyroid extract
has been found which is said to establish
normal birth processes in many women
who previously lost their children pre-
maturely.

Then there is metopon hydrochloride,
which doesn’t cure anything but will be a
tremendous blessing for thousands of
people who suffer unendurable agony. It
is a new pain-killing drug which is the
result of co-operative study carried on
ever since 1929 by the Universities of
Virginia and Michigan and the United
States Public Health Service, uader
grants provided by the Rockefeller
Foundation and the National Research
Council.

Dr. Lyndon F. Small of the Public
Health Service, who directed the re-
search, told me that metopon is derived
from morphine, but has immense advan-
tages over that narcotic. It is not as
rapidly habit-forming as morphine. It
does not make the patient feel as sluggish
mentally as that drug. It can be taken by
mouth in capsule form as well as by
hypodermic. It does not cause nausea
and vomiting. Yet the drug stifies pain
just as effectively as morphine.

Metopon was developed primarily for
the relief of cancer patients, and it is in
this field that it is expected to have its
greatest usefulness.

Thousands of people who suffer from
malignancies cannot afford hospital care
or the regular services of nurses to give
them hypodermics. For them especially,
and for their loved ones whowitness their
pain, metopon is a gift of incalculable
value.

No cure for advanced cancer is yet
visible on the research horizon, although
many early cancers are being conquered
every year with surgery, X ray, radium,
and otherimplements of modern therapy.
But the knowledge concerning cancer is
increasing rapidly all the time. Through
a steady screening process, scientists are
cataloging more and more of the things
which are nor true about cancer. They
feel certain that by this process alone, if
none other, they eventually will arrive at
the truth about the disease.

*‘Less than a year ago,” one eminent
research director said to me, *‘arthritis
was more of a medical mystery in many
respects than cancer is today. Cortisone
now appears to be opening the door to
the development of a practical palliative
for arthritis. Who can say cancer will not
be next?”

That attitude, I found, is a general one

among science’s treasure hunters. They
no longer apply the word “hopeless™
any disease.
Dunng the last few years they have
made greater discoveries than during all
the long history of medicine. They are
now digging deeper into the unknown
than ever before. They still have a long
way to go before they discover remedies
for all our ills, but they are marching
steadily toward that goal.

THE END % %

America’s
Biggest
Umpire

(Continued from page 21)

strike-ending court injunction. It took a
federal subpoena to drag Lewis before
the board to testify. He bitterly assailed
members of the board as biased against
him, and the panel included such big
names as Sherman Minton, the new
Supreme Court justice. Lewis ended his
caustic statement with * In attendance is
Ching, a truly remarkable man, who sees
through the eyes of United States
Rubber.”

“Vergie's” comment, to a friend, on
the attempt to belittle her husband was :
“I didn’t know Cy had rubber eyes.”

Ching, likewise, was undisturbed. The
fact-finding board reported to the Presi-
dent, and the strike injunciion was ob-
tained.

When Lewis and his United Mine
Workers ignored the order by continuing
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the strike, they were fined $1,420,000 for
contempt of court.

Again, in last fall's long coal strike,
Lewis attacked Ching several times, the
mediator’s “‘crime” being an all-out ef-
fort to persuade the miners and opera-
tors to settle their differences over a new
contract. On one occasion, Ching in-
vited the mine owners and Lewis to a
conference in his office. An aide mis-
takenly sent the invitation to.the union’s
Washington headquarters instead of to a
Chicago hotel where Lewis was staying
at the time. Although he received the
notice in time, Lewis refused to appear,
and castigated Ching for not consulting
him in advance about the time for the
meeting. In talking to reporters later,
Lewis referred to the incident as ‘“‘the
Ching fiasco.” A night later, a newsman,
a close friend, called the Chings at home.
‘““Vergie,” who answered the call, non-
chalantly inquired if the reporter wished
to tatk with ‘“Fiasco Ching.”

A criticism of Ching is that he inter-
vened in the coal strike too early last fall.
He called the operators and Lewis to an
early October conference, two weeks
after the 52-day strike started, and the
meeting got nowhere. It did appear to

have the effect of ending any semblance
of bargaining, which was small in the
first place, between the miners and own-
ers. Once Ching had stepped into the
dispute, the operators, especially, seemed
content to sit back and rely on the Gov-
ernment “to take care of John L.” In
defense of Cy’s actions, it should be said
that the disputants were so far apart that
it is highly unlikely they would have
reached agreement anyway.

Another critic of Ching’s is Secretary
of Labor Maurice Tobin, the so-called
*“‘glamour boy” of the Truman Fair Deal.
Ever since he came into office in 1948,

~ Tobin has cast covetous eyes at Ching’s

Mediation Service, which was part of the
Labor Department until made inde-
pendent by the Taft-Hartley labor law in
1947. That was when Cy came to town.
Inits lastyears in the Labor Department,
the Mediation Service got in bad with
Congress, alienated industrial leaders,
some of whom accused the service openly
of favoring unions. It is generally con-
ceded that Ching has built up the agency
to the point where it now commands the
confidence of most industrialists.
Tobin and other Truman Administra-
tion stalwarts tried in vain to take over



Ching’s agency in their unsuccessful
push to have the last session of Congress
repeal the Taft-Hartley law. Undeterred,
Tobin has gone right along with his at-
tacks on Ching and his service. In the
midst of the “speed-up” strike at the
Ford Motor Co. last spring, Tobin, for
example, told reporters that the strike
would not have occurred if he had been
directing government peace efforts. How-
ever, many Congress members who favor
Taft-Hartley repeal also believe Ching’s
agency should remain independent. That
belief is a tribute to Ching and the repu-
tation for impartiality he has gained in
dealing with both workers and the bosses.

CHING, because of his unusual height,
expressive face, pipe, and other dis-
tinctive features, isa man who commands
attention everywhere he goes. Entering
the dining-rooms of fashionable hotels
in New York, Washington, and most
other points is like old home week to Cy.
Even those who don’t know him stare in
some wonderment.

One thing Ching is not noted for is
neatness in dress. He is usually attired in
a rumpled, bulging suit with a battered
felt atop his head. Mrs. Ching, who
regards her husband in usual wifely fash-
ion as to virtues and faults, has some-
thing to say aboat his dress.

*People should know,” comments
Vergie, “that Cy is not the shape he ap-
pears to be. A good part of that shape is
glasses, of which he carries four pairs,
pipes, of which hecarries four, and other
things stuffed in his pockets.”

Mrs. Ching tells of the time they went
to a tailor shop to pick up an expensive
new suit for her husband. The tailor, a
sort of Rembrandt with scissors, was
Jjustly proud of the job he had donein the
difficult task of fitting the big man. Cy
liked the suit, too, and decided to put it
on immediately. After a bit, the tailor
came rushing from the room where Cy
was changing attire. Accordingto Vergie,
the man was virtually in tears.

* Do you know what he is doing?”’ the
tailor screamed. “He is taking every-
thing out of that old suit and stuffing it
in the new one!™

Ching’s formula for dealing with la-
bor-management disputes is impossible
to describe accurately because his own
unique personality plays such an impor-
tant part in his success. Suffice it to say
that he employs enormous patience,
gentle, though firm, pressure, and a
persuasiveness backed by a thorough
understanding of human relations.

When there is generated in a labor
“peace” conference.more heat than rea-
son, Cy often calls on his large stock of
stories to break the tension. He telis
about the time things got a bit hot be-
tween him and a union man named Lee.
Finally he tummed to Lee and said,
‘““Maybe we had better get out of this
labor business and start a little laundry
together.” After a bit the man got the
point, laughed loudly, and the air was
much clearer from then on.

A favorite story Cy uses on an irate
labor or industrial boss is to ask the man
if he has heard about “ Rule Six™ of the
Briish navy. The story, probably fic-
titious, goes like this:

During World War I, Secretary of
Navy Josephus Daniels was conferring
with British Admiral Beatty. In the ses-
sion a British captain began sounding off
on how the war should be run. Beatty
reprimanded him harshly: ‘“You are
violating Rule Six of His Majesty's
Navy.” It silenced the captain. Later,
Daniels asked Beatty what * Rule Six™
was. The Britisher replied, **Never take
yourself too damn’ seriously.”

Inhandling disputesandstrikes, Ching,
and the several hundred mediators under
him, do not have the authority to order
anyone around. The only power they
have is that of persuasion. He would
have it no other way. Although the
Mediation Service most certainly is a
part of Uncle Sam’s far-flung operations
and is. instructed by law to step in and
help prevent strikes, Ching does not re-
gard his agency as government, in the
usual meaning of the word. Even so, he
is always reluctant to enter a dispute if
he thinks there is the barest chance of the
disputants reaching agreement on their
own. That is the democratic way.

“It is the duty of our service,” says
Ching, “to keep the heavy hand of gov-
ernment off the free actions of labor and
management. The injection of too much
government means the sacrifice of liber-
ties and will lead to the setting of price,
wage, and production levels. Certainly,
we do not want that.”

When the stubbornness of either or
both disputants threatens a strike, Ching
always pounds it into them that it is
much easier tosettletheir differences be-
fore rather than after a declaration of
war. He points out that strikes are like
wars in that neither side actually emerges
winner in the final analysis. Ching and
the men under him spend a lot of time in
what he calls *“dispute prevention,” con-
ferring with unions and management in
advance of important negotiations. He
says, “1 want to convince the unions of
the futility of strikes to gain their ob-
jectives. These problems all have to be
settled eventually anyway, and there is
no reason for a strike until every avail-
able alternative is exhausted.

“I want to sell employers, too,” Ching
continues, ‘“on the idea that it is to their
best interest to get along with unions.
After all, our national policy calls for
collective bargaining—it's the law. That
doesn’t mean simply recognizing a union
officially and then fighting it from then
on. It means a frank and friendly talking
out of a problem until a solution is
reached. I may be a voice crying in the
wilderness but I am going to continue
my yowling.”

IN ADDITION to his work in last fall's
great steel strike, Ching is due full credit
for settling the dockworkers’ strike of
November, 1948, which tied up New
York harbor and all ports on the At-
lantic and the Gulf of Mexico, and
numerous others. Ching has a first-name
relationship with every important indus-
trial tycoon and union leader in the
countrv. Just how many strikes he has
prevented and settled through confi-
dential use of his own influence will
never be known.

As for the box score of accomplish-
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ments of the Mediation Service, Ching
has this to say: “Our statistics cannot
possibly reflect to anyone's satisfaction
the extent to which the mediator deserves
credit for the settlement of a dispute. It
is like asking a country doctor how many
common colds he cured last year.”

That Ching, with his understanding of
men and appealing personality, is a
master of labor relations is borne out by
the fact that the United States Rubber
Co. had no strikes from 1920 to 1942.
During most of that period he had full
charge of personnel and employee rela-
tions. So far as is known it is a record
unmatched in the big, mass-production
industries. And the period included the
middle and late 1930’s, the hectic year-
of labor strife when the CIO, using the
sit-down strike as the spectacular weapon
was busy organizing the big industries,
including rubber.

CHING, according to those who have
known him a long time, was always far
ahead of the times in dealing with em-
ployees, unions, and related problems,
too far, in fact, for old-guard industrial-
ists, some of whom still regard him with
suspicion. When John L. Lewis, then
head of the new-born CIO, dispatched
his men to unionize steel, automobiles,
rubber, and other big industries, most of
the companies decided to resist to the
bitter end. The ensuing turmoil brought
incalculable production losses.

Seeing what was happening elsewhere
and knowing the union men already
were busy at the back doors of U.S.
Rubber’s plants, Ching convinced the
company's directors that unionization
was inevitable, resistance futile. U.S.
Rubber opened its front door to the
organizers. The policy made the com-
pany no friends in industry, but it paid
off in labor peace and in continuous pro-
duction. Ching gives the credit to the
directors, who he says co-operated with
him 100 per cent.

When Cy was pondering whether to
accept his government job, a news ac-
count put his US. Rubber salary at
$100,000 a year, considerably more than
he was making. Seeing the chance for a
bit of fun, he went to the corporation
treasurer and said, ‘I see by the papers
you have given me a raise. Of course,
you will make it retroactive?"*

Ching learned a lesson in employee re-
lations in 1904 that he has never for-
gotten. That was four years after he
came to the States from his native
Canada. He had been promoted to
trouble shooter for the Boston Elevated
Railway, and was fixing a shoe fuse on a
stalled train when he slipped, and fell,
and 5,000 volts went through his body.
His hair was burned off, his body was
charred. Doctors considered the in-
juries fatal, but somehow, months later,
he recovered. Ching still bears scars of
the accident. But what impressed him
most was that no one from the company
management came to see him during the
long convalescence. It started him think-
ing, and when herose to be a boss he put
the lesson to good use. It was simply that
consideration for those at the bottom of
the ladder will go a long way toward
keeping the peace.
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The introduction of unionism on the
Boston Elevated was accompanied by
strikes and violence. Finally the union
gained a foothold, but none of the Back
Bay officials of the railroad wanted to
deal with “those roughnecks.” So Ching,
who had become assistant to the presi-
dent, stepped up and took the job. His
first act was to abolish the company spy
system, a sore point with the workers,
and relations showed immediate im-
provement. Things picked up further
when Ching introduced the idea of fre-
quent conferences with employees for
discussion of mutual problems, a prac-
tice he also put to good use later at U.S.
Rubber. The door of his office was never
closed to the workers. They could get
things off their chest easily.

Ching’s handling of employee rela-
tions paid off many times for the Boston
railroad, but one such occasion stands
out. The issue of a wage increase had
been kicked around to the point where
the workers finally set a deadline for
action. They scheduled a mass meeting
for midnight on a Wednesday. Ching
consulted the company directors, and
they promised an answer before the
meeting. But the board adjourned with-
out making a decision. Ching wrote out
his resignation and handed it to a vice-
president, saying: “"You will have to
settle this thing sometime, but 1 won't be
around.”

He then went to the union officers and
told them the directors had failed to act,
he had failed to prevent a strike, and had
turned in his resignation. An officer was
about to announce to the massed work-
ers that the strike deadline had arrived
unheeded, when someone pulled the
light switch in the hall. That broke up
the meeting. A couple of union officers
had darkened the hall because they knew
a strike-call would mean Ching’'s de-
parture from the company. There was no
strike, the workers got their pay raise,
and the whole affair ended happily for
all except the directors, who finally gave
the employees more money than they
could have settled for earlier.

IN 1919 Ching had the urge to move to
another field, and a friend advised him
to go into the rubber industry. In char-
acteristic fashion he telegraphed the
president of United States Rubber: *1
don’t want a job. I want to help you run
this company. My references are the
motormen, conductors, and directors of
the Boston Elevated.”

Ching's 28 years as a top official of
U.S. Rubber was broken twice by service
on government boards. President Roose-
velt made him an industrial member of
NRA in 1933, and in 1941 appointed
him to the National Defense Mediation
Board, which later evolved into the
National War Labor Board. Cy for a
year was an industry member of that
panel which umpired the labor-manage-
ment disputes in wartime.

It took a lot of persuading from Presi-
dent Truman and his assistant, John R.
Steelman, before Ching agreed to take
over direction of the Mediation Service
in 1947, because he was within six months
of retirement on good pay from U.S.
Rubber. Steelman, who had directed the

service for 10 years when it was attached
to the Labor Department, told Ching the
urgent public call would be a fine way for
him to round out his career. Cy answered
that his career already was rounded out,
but he finally gave in. Just why he did so
he can’t say, except that the newly inde-
pendent agency seemed to offer a chance
to do a job in spreading his Golden Rule
approach to labor relations. Most people
I have talked with in Washington think
he is doing that job.

CHlNG’s handling of the apparently
hopeless steel dispute last year was a
masterpiece. On several occasions, when
both the CIO union and the steel pro-
ducers crawled out on a limb, he provided
them with avenues for graceful retreat
from the uncompromising positions. He
utilized to the fullest his friendship with
Benjamin Fairless, president of the
United States Steel Corp, and CIO
President Murray. President Truman
co-operated, and came through with
appeals to the disputants whenever
Ching signaled the time was right.
When the strike finally broke, Octo-
ber 1, after Ching had won a 10-week
stay, he looked carefully over the forces
arrayed against each other for a likely
spot to start a peace movement. He
knew that Philip Murray could not give
up his fight for free pensions and live
with his union, because the rival United
Mine Workers already had such a re-
tirement plan and Ford had just given
one to the automobile workers. How-
ever, Ching thought Murray might be
willing to compromise his demand for
company-paid welfare insurance.
Several of the steel companies already
provided small free pensions, but U.S.
Steel, the giant of the industry, was not
one of them, and the rest of the industry
traditionally waited for **Big Steel” to
act before they signed a labor contract.
Nevertheless, Ching selected one of the
companies already committed to the
principle of free pensions—Bethlehem—
and went to work hard on it. The trick
was to persuade the company to increase
the size of pension payments and to in-
clude the plan in a written contract.
Chingannouncedmeetings with United
States Steel in a New York hotel, and, at
the same time, arranged secret confer-
ences with Bethlehem in another hotel.
He knew that U.S. Steel, which had led
the fight against Murray and free pen-
sions, would not now do an about-face.
He used the talks with the U.S. Steel as a
screen to give needed secrecy to the real
conferences with Bethlehem. When
Murray came to New York to make a
political speech, Ching talked to him and
arranged a meeting with Bethlehem. -
It was not long before agreement was
reached. It was a compromise. The com-
pany agreed to raise pension payments
so that workers, without contributing,
themselves, would get a minimum of
$100 a month on retirement. Murray
consented to a welfare insurance plan
whereby the workers paid in equal
amounts with the company. And the
union head further agreed not to make a
demand for larger pensions for five years,
an important point with the companies,
who have seen John L. Lewis double his



welfare-pension fund year by year. The
rest of the companies, including U.S.
Steel, followed Bethlehem's lead, and the
strike was over.

Ching worked day and night to crack
the steel strike, but his easy good humor
never deserted him. For a while his ne-
gotiations with Bethlehem seemed futile.
1In one long session, Joseph Larkin, com-
pany vice-president, turned on Cy and
asked, ‘“Well what would you do if you
were in my position?”’

“If 1 were in your position,” answered
Ching calmly, “1 would buy a drink.”

Larkin did just that, but two of Ching’s
aides were shocked by the seemingly
flip treatinent of a big corporationexecu-
tive.

“Oh, I have known Joe Larkin for
twenty years,” Ching told them. ‘I could
see we wouldnt get anywhere tonight.
Somebody had to break it up.” .

The chief relaxation of the Chings is
obtained during a month’s stay at Cy's
fishing club in Canada. The two of them
duel to see who can catch the most
salmon. In 1948 they finally got away on
vacation after Ching had “wrestled”
with John L. Lewis for an interminably
long time. After arriving at the camp,

Vergie wrote a friend : “Guess the name
of Cy's fishing guide? It’s Lewis!”
Ching earmned a law degree at night
while working for the Boston Elevated,
and since then hasreceived several honor-

ary degrees from Eastern universities, but |

the most unusual honorarium was be-
stowed upon him by the Abrasive Wheel
Manufacturers Association, who gave
him a sheepskin and made him a mem-
ber of Sigma Omicron Beta (S.0.B.).
Dr. James B. Conant, president of
Harvard, is among the other notables
to receive the “honor.” A short man,
using a stepladder, presided at the Ching
ceremonies. After presenting the di-
ploma, he told Cy it was a pleasure to
shake hands “with the biggest S.O.B. in
the country.”

One day, during the strike crises of
last fall, Washington reporters were un-
able to find Ching anywhere. Suspecting
there was about to be a big news “break,”
they checked every place for him, finally
calling his home. Vergie answered the
phone. She said she had no idea where
they could find Cy. * Must be something
like losing a bass fiddle,” she said.

THE END X %

Mirror, Mirror

(Continued from page 17)

a program. Pretty soon shehad a coupk:
of regular spots, and even some fan mail.
Letty never let her radio work interfere
with anything Bart wanted to do, or with
the house, but she séemed to manage
both without any trouble. Efficient, was
the adjective for that.

Letty and Bart liked to entertain their
friends with small, delicious dinners, and
Marshall Ames, the radio friend, was in-
vited often. Marshall, a bachelor whose
avocation was food, loved to be invited.

‘““Nobody but Letty serves two des-
serts,” he used to say. ““ Sherbet with the
meat course, and another dessert with
coffee.”

He was eating his second helping of
the second dessert one evening when he
made an announcement.

“Television is the coming thing in
entertainment,” he said earnestly.

“To television!” Bart declaimed.

“The station has been getting ready
for it, you know, and I learned today
that I am to be program director.”

“That’s wonderful,” Letty said. “I'll
miss you, though Marsh. I'll miss
working with you.

Marshall nodded.

“You can go into television, too,”
Bart said.

And then there was an awkward little
silence.

“Sure,” Marshall said, bridging it.

“I understand it's tricky.” Bart said.
He looked almost angry. ** You can’t tell
who is going to televise attractively.”

“That’s right,” Marshall said.

“Quit it, boys,” Letty said. “I enjoy
the little radio work I do, of course, and
I like to sing. But I'm a housefrau first of

all.” She grinned. ** When television puts
radio out of business, I'll be ready to re-
tire. 1 don’t sing well enough to pay
people 0 look at me.”

“What's the matter with looking at
you?" Bartdemanded. *“ You look pretty
good to me. And if it’s your nose you're
talking about, why, you can change that
if you want to. There’s a fellow at the
office whose wife had a plastic job done.
He said it wasn't bad at all to go through,
and it didn't cost a lot.”

Lmy‘s face tightened but she said
quietly, “Who was that, Bart? You
didn’t tell me.”

Bart stirred his coffee. *Ferdie’s wife.
Of course, she needed a plastic job on
her whole face.” He laughed.

“I didn't know you objected so much
to my nose,” Letty said.

*“Me? Who said anything about me?
But you harp on it all the time.”

“I guess I used to.” Letty had to be
honest. “But lately it hasn’t bothered me
so much. | suppose I’m just getting used
to it.” Her laugh was almost natural.
“Of course, I don’t have to look at it as
much as you do. Maybe I ought to get it
changed.”

“Not on my account,”
stiffly.

Then Marshall said, “To people who
know you, Letty, your nose is you. We
like it. But an audience is another thing.
If you've got a regulation pretty face—".

“The kind you find on a magazine
cover,” Letty said.

“That’s right. If you've got that kind
of face, you've got your audience right
off’ the bat. Maybe you're a housewife,
but some housewives turn out to be
stars.”

Letty shook her head. ‘“Not me,
Marsh. That isn’t what I want. If I had
the operation”—she raised her head in a
little gesture of defiance, of pride—*it

Bart said
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wouldn’t be for professional reasons. It
wouldn’t be for an audience. It would be
for me, because | like pretty girls, be-
-cause I'd like to be pretty, too.”

Her heart was beating fast and she felt
on the defensive, alone, at bay. Then
both of the men smiled at her with af-
fection, and that brought tears to her
eyes. She blinked them back and went on :

‘Maybe that’s vanity, but it was
vanity that made me change my denim
shortsfor my bestdress when it was time
for you two to arrive tonight.”

I like you in shorts,” Bart said.

“The fat girl diets, and boasts of the
pounds she’s lost,” Letty said, ignoring
him. “ Everybody congratulates her and
thinks she’s smart. Why should 1 be
ashamed to reduce my nose?”

“You shouldn't,” Marshall said.

“Ferdie’s wife had something the mat-
ter inside her nose,” Bart said ; *‘crooked
septum or something; and she had that
fixed at the same time.”

Letty looked at him coldly. For the
first time she saw him, not as Bart, whom
she loved, who was indistinguishable
from her very being, but as that man
sitting across the table from her who had
been unpardonably rude and obtuse.
For, in some ridiculous fashion, she felt
Barthadlet her down. Her love had sur-
vived the fact that he didn’t find her
beautiful, maybe it had even been
deeper because of that, but now she felt
it had received a blow. The idea of a
plastic operation interested her. It even
excited her. But, illogically, she felt that
she would never forget or forgive that
Bart had made the suggestion.

“There’s nothing the matter with the
inside of my nose,” she said stiffly.

“There's nothing the matter with the
outside, either,” Bart raised his voice.
“Don't have the job done for my sake. |
only suggested it because | thought you’d
like the idea.”

“I like the idea fine,” Letty said. And

then she burst into tears. There was no
warning at all. She was more aghast than
either of the men, and the tears stopped
as abruptly as they had gushed out, but
she got up from the table, avoiding their
eyes. ‘I seem to be very tired,” she said.
“If you will excuse me, I'm going to
bed.”

Ietty had never done anything like
that before in her life.

Marshall decided to leave immedi-
ately, though it was early. Bart didn’t tiry
to detain him. They spoke in low voices,
as if someone had died. . . .

WHEN Bart went into the bedroom he
found that Letty was asleep. Fast asleep.
This was the first night of their marriage
that she had ever gone to bed before
him, the first night that they hadn’t said
good night. It made him feel a little
desolate. He stood looking down at her,
feeling sorry for himself, and suddenly
he was feeling sorry for her.

As far as he was concerned, her nose
was all right. He meant it, but she’d
never believe it. Well, if she wanted a
new nose, he'd get her one. He felt big
with the wish to give her whatever she
wanted. Then something about her still-
ness caught him. She wasn’t asleep! He
moved angrily to confront her. Then he
stopped. If that's the way she wanted it,
that’s the way she could have it. All be-
causc of a nose, he thought violently. . ..

Letty had the plastic operation, of
course. She and Bart never discussed it
again. They talked about it but they
never discussed it. There were no more
tears, no more going to bed without say-
ing good night, but it wasn’t good. It was
the first thing—big or small—that they
hadn’t shared in their marriage. It was
happening to them, but they weren't
sharing it. L.etty was eager for the opera-
tion, eager to show Bart what she would
look like if only her nose was different.
Bart was eager for the operation, eager

A
g g e

'///////////

*‘I was wondering what was taking you so long”’
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to have it over with, so they could begin
forgetting about it.

Bart arranged for Letty to meet Fer-
die’s wife, and Ferdie's wife came with
snapshots showing her nose before and
after. There wasn't any great change,
just enough to make it less noticeable.
It was a very sensible kind of job. Fer-
die's wife gave lLetty the name of her
surgeon.

Dr. Sidney Lee was a young man with
none of the brisk, antiseptic character-
istics of a surgeon as lLetty pictured a
surgeon. He had dark, rather visionary
eyes. He was tall and loosely put to-
gether. He was very shy except about his
work. Letty would have said he looked
more like an artist than a surgeon.

He pointed his long fingers together
and considered for an uncomfortable
time. When he asked her why she wanted
her nose changed, letty brought out the
radio work she did, the possibility of
television, a little ashamed of her hypoc-
risy, but feeling that perhaps that was a
more valid reason for wanting a new
nose.

**A singer uses her voice, not her nose,”
Dr. Lee said.

LETTY flushed, then grew angry. Dr.
Lee was a plasuc surgeon. His job was
to do plasticsurgery for whoever wanted
it, not to cross-examine them on why
they wanted it. Just the same, she would
tell him. The real reason. She was not
ashamed.

"l don’t want a career. I don’t care
about television. | only sing because it’s
fun, because it’s something to do. I want
my nose changed because 1 want a beau-
tiful nose. I want a profile I can turn on
anyone, a profile I can be photographed
in, a profile to try hats on. I want a nose
I can wrinkle, a nose that will look cute
when | pout, when | yawn, or when |
brush my teeth, so I won’t have to won-
der what I look like when 1 drink
through a straw.”

She talked until she was empty ; then
she stopped talking and just sat there
and let Dr. Lee look at her. He placed
her in several positions, in various lights.
He studied her close up and from a dis-
tance. Letty felt very grateful to him.
He didn’t try to say her nose was all
right. He didn’t try to persuade her that
beauty is only skin-deep. He said she
was a very pretty girl exceptfor her nose.
He said it didn’t fit her face. In the end,
he sent her home with sketches of a
dozen different noses.

After dinner, Letty brought them out.
““What's your favorite kind of nose?”
she asked Bart, buthe only grunted from
behind the newspaper.

““Here’s one,” Letty said, *‘that looks
about like mine does now. Who do you
suppose would have a plastic job done
to get a nose like mine?”

Bart lhrcw down the paper. “Lots of
people,” he shouted. “Theres nothing
wrong with your nose!”

““Except for television and magazine
covers.” Letty reminded him. She handed
him the batch of sketches and he looked
through them angrily.

*This is silly,” he said. “You're not
going out to buy a new nose like you'd
shop for a new hat. He did a very sen-



sible job on Ferdie’s wife. Didn’t you
tell him that’s what you want?”

“I told him what I want,” Letty said.
““A nose to him is important. He thinks
certain noses belong on certain faces.
He’s going to give me the kind of nose
that belongs on my face. He's an artist.
He’s not going to do a sensible job; he’s
going to do an aesthetic job.”

“If he knows what he's going to do,
why did he bother to give you these
sketches?”

‘“ He's interested in getting my opinion
of myself. He may not give me the kind
of nose I want, but he wants to see what
I'd like. In the end, he’ll use his own
judgment.”

*Whose nose is it, anyway?” Bart
asked.

“His,” Letty said calmly. She leaned
over and pulled out a sketch from Bart’s
hands, a picture of a very straight, very
short nose. ““ This is Eve’s nose.”

“You don’t want Eve’s nose,” Bart
said.

‘“Why not? You think Eve’s pretty.
You’ve said so many times.”

**Mayhbe she is pretty. But she’s selfish.
She’s cold-blooded.”

‘““We’re just talking about my sister’s
nose,” Letty said coldly, “not her char-
acter.”

“1 don’t want you to look like her,”
he shouted.

They stared angrily at each other, and
then suddenly Letty smiled. as if every-
thing had become clear. ** Shall we forget
the whole business?” she asked sof'tly.

There was a curious look in Bart’s
eyes, and she held her breath. They were
on the verge of discussion now, not just
talking. They were beginning to act as if
this concerned both of them. Then Bart
remembered.

“It’s Dr. Lee’s nose,” he said; ‘“ask
him.”

“1 will,” Letty promised. . . .

Tms first time Bart saw Letty after the
operation she burst into tears. Then she
realized that she couldn’t blow her nose,
and she stopped quickly. The sight of
her in the hospital tore at Bart and he
went to gather her into his arms, but she
held him off.

“Don’t hurt me,” she said.

He withdrew stiffly. ‘I was just going
to kiss your cheek.”

“‘Please, Bart.”

This was the first time she had ever
turned down his kiss for any reason.
Even when he had had the mumps she
had kissed him, and she had got the
mumps, too.

He sat down beside her and she held
out her hand. After an interval, he
reached out his.

“Does it hurt?” he asked.

““Not much.”

“You hold your head funny.”

She laughed. “I have a feeling that if
1 movehurriedly, it might fall off".” Then
she loosened her hand from his so he
wouldn’t feel how much it meant to her,
and asked, “How do you like it?”

“Can’t tell much now.”

Letty dropped her eyes. *“While he
was at it, Dr. Lee said he removed a lot
of old scar tissue from the left side. He
said it was a wonder I could breathe at

all. He said I must have had an injury
at some time, so he took it out. I guess

the operation was worth while from that |

standpoint anyway.”

‘“Sure,” Bart agreed.

Letty waited. Prickles of embarrass-
ment broke out all over her. When he
leftit at that, when he had nothing more
tosay toher, she went cold with anger. ...

DR. Lee brooded over Letty like a
mother over a newborn baby, and Letty
clung to his solicitude, letting it fill her
need for Bart. At each visit his elation
grew. He lost his shyness, he called her
Letty, and on his last visit he kissed her.
She returned the kiss with affection and
gratitude, and resentment against Bart’s
attitude.

“You're beautiful,” Dr. Lee said.

Something stirred in Letty, something
that had been stifled for twenty-one
years.

Then he went on: “You’re my most
beautiful job.”

Of course, Letty thought, his interest
was professional, scientific.

Marshall came to see her, and he
kissed her, too. He said, “It’s sensational!
You’re beautiful !

After he left Letty asked for a hand
mirror. The hand mirror was still on her
bed where she could reach it when Bart
came again. He started to come in,
started to back out, gave her a swift
second look, then entered sheepishly.

‘“Hello, Bart,” she said ; “you can kiss
me tonight. Two other men did.”

He looked wary.

“The doctor and Marshall.”

Bart came around the side of the bed
and kissed her carefully. Letty’s eyes
misted over. It was very like the first kiss
he had ever given her.

“It seems strange,” he said.

“It's been a long time,” Letty said.

“The swelling’s all gone,” he said.

She nodded.

“It went fast,” Bart said.

“Sidney said it would.”

“Sidney?”

“Dr. Lee.”

“Oh.”

Letty’s fingers reached for the handle
of the mirror and held on to it. “How
do I look?” she asked.

He nodded. A smile came quickly, and
vanished quickly.

“Very pretty,” he said formally.

Letty smiled.

“You always had a pretty smile,” he
said. ““‘And pretty eyes and pretty hair.”

‘Do you like the kind of nose he gave
me?” She turned her profile to him con-
fidently. It was one of those noses that
dip just the slightest, and tilt just the
sjightest, are too straight to be called
anything but straight, and end the
tiniest bit abruptly.

Bart nodded, and that funny little
smile came and went. Then he said,
“It’s shiny.”

Letty didn't seem to mind at all. Be-
fore, she would have reached for a com-
pact, flustered and anxious. Now she just
laughed.

“1 know.” she said, “but I'm afraid
to powder it.” . . .

For the first few nights Letty said
she’d better sleep alone. She was afraid
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of being hurt. Also, Bart liked lots of
fresh air at night, and Letty was afraid of
getting a cold in her nose. So Bart
moved into the spare-room. For the time
being. Only, once out, it was hard to get
back. Not that Letty made it hard. She
stiffened when he kissed her, but he knew
that was because she was afraid he
would hurt her. She was always in a
hurry to move away, but once at a safe
distance she tried to make up for it by
reaching out to him.

“All we seem to do any more,” he
said, *‘is hold hands.”

She laughed, and finally he had to
laugh, too.

“Darling,” she said, ‘‘you know why.
Just as soon as my nose is fully healed.”

*I thought it was,” Bart said.

““ Well, /don’t,” Letty argued. ‘ Maybe
I'm being silly. Maybe it’s hysterical. But
I have this feeling, and you’ll have to be
patient with me.”

Letty had never been silly. Never been
hysterical. ** Maybe it’s a feeling that you
don’t want to be kissed by me.”

“Now you'resilly. If you'll hold still,
I'll kiss you.” And he did, and she did,
but it wasn’t too good. They stood back
and studied each other, and then, be-
cause they were both a little afraid, they
passed it over. “It's just because of the
operation,” Letty thought. Once she
could be sure her nose was healed, things
would be the same again.

“It’s just because of the operation,”
Bart thought. Things would never be the
same again. . . .

THE radio station began to announce
Letty as their lovely little singer, beauti-
ful Letty Brown, glamorous Letty Brown.
There were pictures of her in the lobby—
in full face, in profile.

“All you got was a new nose,” Mar-
shall marveled, *‘but you're gorgeous!”

She was getting more calls to sing, and
she was finding it more difficult to take
care of the studio and the house. She
was handling the two jobs with less
efficiency. Of course, that adjective sim-
ply couldn’t hold out against adjectives
like beautiful or glamorous.

Now, instead of two desserts, there
was often none. Marshall, when he was
invited to come home for potluck, didn't
complain. He didn’t complain when he
was invited to get the dinner. Letty,
radiant and beautiful, would tie an
apron on him, and then, poised by the
kitchen table, would direct the prepara-
tions. Bart would come to stand in the
doorway and watch morosely.

When Marshall wasn't there, Dr. Lee
nearly always was. He dropped in at odd
hours, often quite late.

‘““Hasn’t he any regular hours?” Bart
complained.

‘“He’s so busy,” Letty murmured. “He
works day and night.”

*“He can stop working on you.”

““He's interested in me,” Letty said.

“I know,” Bart said moodily.

““He says I'm his most beautiful case.
After all, it’s almost as if he created me **

“All he did was operate on your nose,”
Bart pointed out.

““He feels toward me as doctors do
toward babies they deliver,” Letty said.

Usually Bart got tired of waiting for
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the doctor to go, fed up with the in-
terminable conversation about Letty's
nose, and he would excuse himself and
retire to the spare bedroom. He would
get into his pajamas and sit on the edge
of the bed smoking until he heard Letty
go into her room ; then he would put out
his cigarette and listen to her move-
ments. When he heard her get into bed,
he would get into the spare-room bed,
and lie there sleepless for a long time.

LETI'Y was radiant and glowing, like
those laughing girls in magazine illustra-
tions with the wind blowing in their
faces. But sometimes, when she came in
late and things went wrong in the
kitchen, she would get impatient with the
dinner, with Bart if he came out to help,
with Bart if he didn’t come out to help.
Sometimes she would go off to bed say-
ing she wasn't hungry, leaving him to eat
alone and scour the pans she had burned.

When there were to be guests, some-
times she would spend too much time
getting herselfready—Letty, who hardly
had looked in a mirror—and then, when
the time was short and the house and the
food weren't ready, she would go to
pieces—Letty, who had never had a
nerve in her body. Then she would have
to fix her face all over again, while Bart
ran around the living-room with the
vacuum sweeper at the last minute, and
then dashed out to the frozen-food store.

Lots of girls not half so beautiful as
Letty do things like that, and get away
with it, and more. Letty couldn't have
been blamed if she’d done it on purpose.
She had a right to be a prima donna now
when she had been a supermmumerary for
so long. But she didn’t do it on purpose.
She thought she was acting just the way
she had always acted, only now she was
beautiful.

Of course, she knew when she was
hysterical, but she laid that to the opera-
tion. Operations are a shock to the
nervous system. It takes time to get over
them. When Bart reminded her that she
had had only a local anesthetic. she
looked as if he had slapped her face.

Things never stand still. If they don't
get better, they get worse. From Letty's
point of view, they got better. She came
home one day with an armful of the little
publicity magazine that the radio station
published. A dozen copies of the same
issue, the current one, and on the cover
of each one was—well, it’s easy to guess:
Letty was a magazine-cover girl.

Bart washome and sitting in the living-
room. Letty stood in front of him and
dumped the magazines at his feet. They
spread out in an arc, and there was her
picture, smiling up from every cover.

Bart didn't change expression. He
looked at each cover as if it were a dif-
ferent picture. Then he said, “‘Congratu-
lations.”

Letty was very forbearing. She didn’t
remind him of the time he had expressed
his opinion about her and magazine
covers. Instead, she kissed him on his
rose, and went out to the kitchen to pre-
pare dinner. This night she didn't get
flustered, she didn’t burn anything. she
washed the pans as she went along, the
way she used to, and there was even
dessert—shortcake—but she whipped

the cream with a touch of almond flavor-
ing.

After dinner Bart helped her with the
dishes, and then they sat in the living-
room. No one called to see them—not
Marshall, not Dr. Lee.

When it was time to retire, Bart started
for the spare-room. Letty stopped him
as he was entering. She stood in the
doorway of their bedroom and said,
“Aren’tyougoinginto thewrongroom?”

Her expression was a little arch, but he
recognized that that would be from
strain. He, himself, felt strained. She was
saying what he’d been wishing her to say
for weeks, what he had imagined her say-
ing in his dreams. But now something
was wrong.

1 don’t know,” he said slowly.

Truly, he didn't. He saw her stiffen. He
saw what had been in her eyes, retreat.
He had said the wrong thing, of course.
But he didn't know! The spare-room had
been his for too long. He hadn't liked it,
but he was used to it. Maybe if she had
put her arms around him when she said
it . . . Good heavens, did he want her
to woo him? No! But he wanted to woo
her. He started for her, but he saw that
it was too late. Letty wasn’t arch now.
She wore the haughty expression that he
had always found insufferable in certain
beautiful women.

“If that's what having your nose re-
madedoesforyou,” he said unpleasantly.

She jumped at the word, as if she had
been waiting for it. “ You don't like my
nose, do you? You still don’t think I'm
pretty, do you?”

Thequestion stirred him, and he knew
just how beautiful he thought she was,
but he couldn’t tell her now, now that
everybody else was telling her.

“If you were a woman, I'd think you
were jealous. Maybe, being a man, you
are jealous.”

“Of whom?” he asked, stiff with
anger. “Of Marshall? Of your Dr. Sid-
ney Lee?”

“Why not?”

““If"that’'s what having your nose re-
made does for you,” he repeated.

LETTY flushed. She deserved it. She'd
been cheap. And unfair. Unfair to Sid-
ney, who had been falling in love with
her, and so had said good-by. Unfair to
Marshall, who thought she was a knock-
out, but who had reminded her that day
of her ambition first to be a housefrau,
Bart’s housefrau. Unfair to Bart, who
was her husband.

“You liked it better the old way,” she
said. * Well, it’s too late now.” Then she
wentinto the bedroom and shut the door.

It wasn't locked. Bart could open the
door and go in. Into his wife's bedroom,
his bedroom. Go in to his wife. And he
wanted to. He wanted to so badly that
the strain of not doing so made him feel
sick. Then why didn’t he? He wasn't
jealous of Marshall or of Lee. If he had
been it would have been easy. He would
simply have taken Letty into his arms
and kissed her, showed her that she be-
longed to him and not to another man.
No. it wasn't that.

Then. was he jealous of her nose? The
suggestion made him livid, made him
want to hit something hard, smash some-



thing. When the rage subsided, he ad-
mitted helplessly that the nose had made
adifference. The new nose, the operation,
had pushed him out of hisplace in Letty’s
life. He had had nothing to do with it. It
was the biggest thing that had ever hap-
pened to her, and he had had no part in
it. He had wanted to share the experi-
ence with her, but something had made
him reticent after that first evening’s
quarrel, a feeling of loyalty to Letty her-
self maybe, and Letty had been no help.
She hadn’t turned to him, she hadn’t
leaned on him, she had pushed him out.

Now, with her new beautiful nose, she
was different. He'd been ready for that,
for changes. He'd been ready to get ac-
quainted again. He had looked forward
to it. But she hadn’t needed him. She had
everybody's admiration now. He had
nothing to give her. His whole being de-
nied that, and he put his hand on the
doorknob, but before he turned it he
withdrew hishand. Letty had said it was
too late now. . . .

T;{EY got over that night by ignoring
it. It was a little like ignoring a dead
body, but it’s surprising what you can
live with. Letty was busy at the studio,
but she didn’t talk about it much. They
didn’t have a whole lot to talk about.

The station had installed television,
had been sending out its test patterns,
and was ready to launchiits first program.
Letty was going to make her debut, a
small part, but a beginning.

*I have to be thereearly,™ she said to
Bart, “for a final rehearsal, and for
make-up. It’s been rugged. You have to
unlearn everything you know, and learn
a whole new—"" She had started to pour
out her excitement, and then she seemed
to remember to whom she was talking,
and she stopped. * You’ll be there?”

*“I'll stay home and see how it comes
over our set. I'll be audience reaction,”
he added with more enthusiasm.

Something leaped up into her face,
something that he recognized with a
wrench. It was the way she used to look
athim. . ..

He was sitting in front of the tele-
vision set when she left, and he was still
there when she came home.

She sat down in the chair nearest the
door and said, ** Well?”

He lifted his head out of his hands and
looked at her, and then looked down at
hishandsasif there mightbe someexpla-
nation written there.

*I didn’t see it,”” he said at last. I
didn’t see the program.”

Her eyebrows pulled together in a
frown. *"Didn’t it come over?”’

I don't know. I forgot about the pro-
gram,” he said.

“You forgot?”

He looked foolish. *‘I got to thinking
about something else. I didnt know it
was so late.” His expression changed.
"I got to thinking about us, about how
I've lost my wife,” he said.

“You don’t like my working,” she
said. **Well, you don’t have to be wor-
ried.”

He shook his head. * Your working
has nothing to do with it.” That was one
of the answers that was hard, but he had
it now. ' This is between us.”

I didn't make it easy,” she admitted.
She put her hand to her forehead, found
her hat was on, and took it off. **Maybe
1 was trying to get even; | didn't think
of it like that, but maybe 1 was takinga
small revenge.”

“Itwasn't vou,™ he said; **it was me.”
That was the hardest answer of all, but
now he had it, too. He already felt better.
“Look,™ he said, leaning forward with
elbows on his knees: " there are a lot of
things | should have said to you. Youre
beautiful,” he said, ‘" breath-takingly,
shatteringly beautiful.” He seemed out
of breath. " Dr. Lee did a wonderful job.™

*Thanks,” Letty said.

“1 was a stupid fool,” he said, *"that
time you asked me if | thought you were
pretty.”

“*And T've never let you forget it,”
Letty said. ‘| knew you really thought
I was pretty.”

He looked at her in surprise, and then
he nodded. That was another of the an-
swers, but he hadn’t expected to get it
from her. *You were beautiful to me.
1 should have told you so. Then you
would have been beautiful. That's what
makes the big difference now—not what
Lee did, not the new nose. It's the people
who tell you that you're beautiful who
make the difference.™

“When did you find all this out?”

*Now. Sitting here. When | should
have been watching your program.”™ He
smiled at her apologetically.

*1 wish I had my old nose back,™ she
burst out passionately.

" Why?” The word was like a blow.

“Then maybe you'd tind your wife.” |

They had been sitting across the room

from each other. Now they were stand- |

ing in the middle of the room locked in
each other’s arms as in combat.

" Hold me tight,” Letty said fiercely, I

and tears were running down her face.
*I wanted you to tell me I was beautiful,
but now I just want you to say you love
me.”

“I love you, my beautiful,” Bart said.

. A LONG time later, and they were no

longer standing in the middle of the
room, Letty said with no great effort,
“The program was a flop, Bart.”

He kissed her eyes.

“Iwas a flop. My face looked empty.”

He bit her ear.

* But that's not why I wanted my old
nose back,” she said fiercely.

**No, of course not,” he soothed her,
and kissed her nose.

=1 guess the operation wasn't a bad
idea, though. I got rid of all that old scar
tissue,” she said.

He held her off indignantly. *Of
course it wasn't a bad idea. And not be-
cause of any old scar tissue. Who cares
about scar tissue?”” He glared at her.

"I don't,” she answered honestly.

“You got a new nose, a beautiful
nose, an exquisite nose, a tantalizing
nose,” he gloated. ““A bad idea? It was
a wonderful idea!”

**1 like the idea, too,” Letty admitted.

Then they looked at each other and
burst out laughing. Bart knew he had
got his wife back again, by a nose.

THE END % %
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“No!” the girl cried despairingly.
“No! No! That is not the truth!”

Guilty 7
The forem®™

Of the jury

__not
didn’t car®
uld exact

if he co

h
secret 7€V

OW the jurors were retiring to de-
liberate upon their verdict in the
trial of Steven Kent, accused of the mur-
der of Andrea, his wife. No inkling had
come to them that in one hidden circum-
stance the trial had been unique. None of
them had discovered that Bart Gibson,
their foreman, had hated Steven Kent
for as long as he could remember.
Because this had been a secret hatred,
woven through his life like a black
thread, there had been none to challenge
him when the jury was chosen. Until he
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hadseenBart Gibsonthatfirstday of the
trial, in the stale, sweltering atmosphere
of an antiquated courtroom, Steven
Kent had neither heard his name nor
looked upon his face.

For Bart, the situation had a peculiar
relish, his interest in the defendant
scarcely keener than his interest in his
fellow jurors, eleven men and women
who might have been picked at random
from any bus or street corner in Dover
City. As human beings, they could not
have been more commonplace, their

{HE TRIAL OF

individual prejudices and weaknesses
playing like dark little fish under their
conscientious attention to the matter at
hand. Eversince the trial began Bart had
been watching them out of the corner of
his eye, but he had kept his own face
free from any play of inner thought.
This had not been difficult, for it was a
shrewd gambler's face with a false geni-
ality upon it sometimes like the gleam
of a neon light.

Solemnly, a little like half-frightened
children, they had listened to the opening
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address ot the prosecution. Hodges, the
District Attorney, a heavy-set man with
beetling black brows and a square, pow-
erful jaw, had roared at them in mighty
and righteous wrath :

**What manner of man have you here
on trial? I am going to tell you what
manner of man! Then I am going to
prove that what I tell you is true. You
have—and this shortly will be clear to
you—a man who has not bacome a com-
mon criminal through poverty, through
wretchedness of birth, through any of

the extenuating circumstances that might
plead for your pity. No, ladies and gen-
tlemen of the jury! You are concerned
with a man whose life from infancy has
been strewn with rose petals, who has
had every opportunity that wealth and
position could give him. You will dis-
cover a man so accustomed in his arro-
gance to the favors of fortune that he
could not endure the turn in the tide that
a less privileged man might have ac-
cepted with humility and fortitude.
‘““We are going to prove beyond any
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reasonable doubt that Steven Kent could
not bring himself to accept the blow of
fate that chained his lovely wife, a help-
less victim, to a wheel chair. Was he
thinking of her suffering? No! In his
monstrous selfishness he was concerned
only with the curtailing of his own pleas-
ures, of his own lustful appetites. Oh, yes,
ladies and gentlemen! We shall show
how he turned to the young girl who
came into his home as a companion to
the stricken wife, how he dazzled this
girl with his handsome appearance
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and his well-bred, charming ways, how
he came, in his own infatuation, to de-
cide upon the murder of his wife, solely
because that unhappy woman stood be-
tween him and this new, exciting love
affair.

*We shall produce witness after wit-
ness who were close to these three peo-
ple, who saw this sordid drama unrolling
before their eyes. We shall prove Steven
Kent actually purchased the sleeping
pills that brought about the death of
Andrea Kent—purchased those pills,
moreover, on the very day of her death.”

BUT the jury had given the same re-
spectful attention to Paul Lansing, attor-
ney for the defense, an agile, slender
little man approaching the sixties, who
had a dramatic way of tossing back a
shock of pure white hair, and a tendency
to make knifelike gestures with a thin
white hand.

From the beginning it was clear that
he was not going to let them forget his
client’s high standing as an architect in
the community, or the fact that he had
served in the South Pacific and had
twice been decorated for valor. In deli-
cate derision he had torn down the
State’s picture of a vicious, money-rotten
weakling who could have murdered,
cold-bloodedly, the unfortunate girl he
had married.

Lansing promised to reveal the case
against Steven Kent to be a tissue of coin-
cidence and malice, and managed to hint
at evidence pointing, actually, to the
suicide of Andrea Kent.

Days had passed. The witnesses, one
after another, had given their testimony.
And some who had most longed to help
Steven Kent had dug the pit for him a
bit deeper. At long last the defendant
himself had taken the stand.

Everyone had been looking forward
to this moment. Would the accused
break on the stand? Would he confess?
What fresh revelations would there be
when Harry Hodges began to cross-ex-
amine?

Thedreary courtroom,simmering with
heat, was hushed to an almost painful
silence as Lansing called for Steven
Kent.

Bart eyed the defendant uneasily,
wondering how much the jury would be
taken in by that look of quiet courage,
combined with so much undeniable
charm. Bart was especially afraid of the
women. Kent, now in his late thirties,
was as lean and hard and fit as a man
ten years younger. Fair-haired, with far-
seeing blue eyes, he had the look of one
whose forebears had sailed the seven
seas.

It soon became evident that not even
this ordeal could shatter a poise so
rooted in blood and discipline. He had
taken the oath gravely, and fastened his
gaze on his attorney, answering the pre-
liminary questions without effort. Only
at Lansing’s first mention of his wife had
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he turned a shade paler. There was no
break in his voice.

“Will you tell this court and jury, Mr.
Kent, in what year you were married?”

“In 1933.”

“What was the name ofyour fiancée?”

**Andrea Morrow.”

**She was a young lady who occupied
a certain social position?”

“In Dover City? Yes.”

“Her family was not impoverished?"

“No.”

“They were, in fact, people of a cer-
tain affluence?”

Here Hodges had frowned, and moved
his expressive furry brows as if in per-
plexity. But he had not objected to the
questions, and Lansing had gone on
without hindrance :

“You were also, even at that time, a
person of considerable means?”

Kent nodded. a bit uncomfortably.
“Why, yes, that’s true enough.”

“Was there, then, any monetary rea-
son for this marriage?”

““Nothing of that kind.”

“On either side?”

“No.”

“Youwouldsayitwasa love match?”

“Yes....Yes,I would certainly say
s0.”

The witness was speaking with less
readiness now, plainly finding it distress-
ful to speak of these intimate matters. His
attorney gave hima moment’s pause, and
resumed the questioning: *“Now, would
yousay itturned out to bea happy mar-
riage? In those first years? [ am speaking
nowof'the years between 1933and 1946.”

“We were reasonably happy.”

“Will you clarify that statement for
us, Mr. Kent?”

“I will try. We were as happy as we
couldbe, I think—considering our tastes
were so different.”

““Was there anything objectionable,
on either side, in these * tastes’ you speak
of ?”

“Oh, no! It was just that my wife was
fond of gaiety—parties, dancing, having
people around. . . . That was natural,”
Kent added hurriedly. **She was young
and exceptionally attractive. But, as time
went on, I got more and more studious—
serious-minded, I suppose one might say.
There were just these temperamental dif-
ferences between us.”

*Yet you both adjusted to these differ-
ences?”’

I believe we did the best we could.”

«

Now, will you tell the court and jury
what happened in the year 1946?”

“Yes. It wasinthat year—in the sum-
mer—that Andrea was thrown from her
horse. It was a bad accident. She suffered
a serious injury to the spine. She was
never able to walk again.”

“Did you bring in specialists?”

“Yes

“From where?”

“There were at least three from New
York, as I recall—one from San Fran-
cisco—one from London.”

*1n addition to her own local physi-
cian?”

“Yes.”

“Then you would say you did every-
thing possible to help your wife?”

1 believe I did.”

“But to no avail?”

“They told me it was quite hopeless.™

“Mrs. Kent was informed of that?™

“Never in so many words. But I'm
afraid she realized it well enough.”

“How did she feel about it? Precisely
what emotional effect did the accident
have upon her?”

“Naturally, she was depressed. It was,
hard for her, very hard. Then, of course,
she was cut off from all her former in-
terests.”

*Did you encourage her to make new
interests?”

“I tried.”

“With any success?"

“No. I failed completely.™

“Did this depression of Mrs. Kent's
let up a bit—fade, so to speak—as the
time went on?2"

Kent shook his head. ** She continued
to be—well, to be extremely unhappy.”

“But you made every attempt you
could to bring her some sort of happi-
ness?

** Just what any decent husband would
do.”

“You continued to spend your eve-
nings at home?”’

“Yes.”

“All of them?"

“All of them,” Kent repcated.

LANSING paused for a moment, shifting
some papers in his hand. The pause
seemed to warn “his witness—and the
Jjury—of the importance of the testimony
to come.

‘“Now, then, Mr. Kent, was your wife
sleeping badly?”

““She sometimes complained of it.”

“When did she first make these com-
plaints?”

“About two months before her death.™

“Did her physician prescribe anything
to relieve this condition?”

“Yes. He prescribed sleeping pills—
barbiturates.”

* Was she taking these pills regularly,
as prescribed?”

“I do not believe so.”

“Did you believe so at the time?”

“Yes.”

“Then what has made you change
your mind?”

“The fact of her death.”

*Will you elaborate that statement?™

“Yes. I now believe my wife was
secretly planning to take her own life. 1
believe she was hoarding the tablets un-
til—well—until there should be enough
for that purpose.”

“Did you have any such fear before
the actual event?”

“No. That would not be the word. 1
had never felt anything so concrete as
fear.”

*“Had you ever any idea at all of such
a thing?”

“I had a certain uneasiness, but I re-
fused to recognize it. consciously.”

*Did you act on this sense of uneasi-
ness in any way?”

*“Well, I would always see to it that
my wife never had a large quantity of
the sleeping pills at hand. When 1 had
the prescription filled I would give the
bottle to Mrs. Pardridge, our house-
keeper, who would give the pills to my



wife, but never more than one or two at
a time.”

**But you took no precaution against
any hoarding of the pills?”

*I'm afraid not. Of course, I was not
acknowledging to myself that any pre-
caution was really necessary.’

“That is clear, I think. ... And now
will you tell us what happened on the
evening of April twentieth, in the year
1949?”

Steven Kent's eyes moved from the
attorney and seemed to fix themselves,
unseeingly, upon a door in the back of
the courtroom. His voice was level, al-
most toneless.

“On that particular morning,” he be-
gan, ""'my wife had asked me to have the
prescription refilled. That is, the pre-
scription for the sleeping pills. On my
way home from the office I stopped at a
druggist’s and had this done.”

At this point Bart Gibson's mouth
could have been observed to twist in
derision. The druggist had already testi-
fied about filling that prescription. Kent
wasn't going to gain any ground for him-
self by admitting a fact he would have
been forced to admit.

Kent continued, ““T put the package,
along with a camera 1 had had repaired,
on the seat beside me in my car, an open
roadster. I had started to drive home
when I discovered I was out of cigarettes.
As [ wanted to smoke, I pulled the car
up to a curb near a corner tobacco store.
I went in for the cigarettes and had to
wait a few minutes—there were four or
five customers ahead of me. When I got
back, the camera and the package were
gone. Someone had stolen them.”

Here there had been an audible mur-
mur in the courtroom, for this particular
morsel of information had been the suh-
ject of conjecture ever since the trial
began.

LANSING had thrown back his shock of
white hair. “Now, Mr. Kent! Did you
notice that at once?”

*No, | did not.”

‘‘ Have you any reason to give for that?
Any explanation?”

*Nothing but ordinary human care-
lessness. I am frequently careless and
absent-minded in that way.”

“When did you become aware of this
loss?”

*Not untit the nextday. Not until the
police questioned me.”

“Then did you advertise?”

**1 did. I offered a reward for the re-
turn of the package with the druggisl's
label, but there was never any reply.”

Lansing, having made a swift, con-
clusive gesture witn his thin white hands,
turned to the district attorney with an
air of smiling confidence. *‘Your wit-
ness,” he said.

Hodges eyed the defendant for a full
moment. Then, with unwonted silkiness,
he began his cross-examination :

*Now, you have stated, Mr. Kent,
that your wife had access to alarge num-
ber of sleeping tablets on the very night
you ‘lost’ this large newsupply. Do you
ask the jury to accept that fact simply
as a rather remarkable coincidence?”

*“Yes,” Kent said slowly, **I suppose
I do.”

“You ‘suppose’ you do? You are not
clearabout what you are asking?”

| am notclearaboutwhathappened.”

*Oh, 1 see! You are in some sort of
daze about these events?”

**No. I am not in a daze. I am trying
to say I have no positive knowledge of
what happened.”

“Then,” said Hodges sardonically,
**suppose we go back to this astonishing
‘coincidence’ of yours. Do you—I am
putting the question, Mr. Kent—do you
ask the jury to acceptit?”

“l don’t know! It may have been a
coincidence, astonishing or not. Or—"

“Why do you hesitate, Mr. Kent?
Have you some other theory to put be-
fore us?”

“Only that Andrea, my wife, was not
in a really sound mental condition. Since
the accident she had come to hate me, |
think. She may have planned everything
to happen—just this way.”

Holx,[s drew back, and allowed a sec-
ond or two to go by, as if allowing time
for some altogether monstrous sugges-
tion to sink into his consciousness.

**Are you trying to imply that Andrea
Kent committed suicide—and at the
same time tried to cast suspicion on you?
Are you accusing your own dead wife of
a cnme so base?”’

“1 am not accusing her! She would
have been irresponsible. She would not
have known what she was doing! But it
may have happened. . . . I don’t know,
I tell you!™

“Then let us leave these theories of
yours, if you please. Let us get back to
those earlier prescriptions. . .. You have
stated it as your belief that Mrs. Kent
was taking the sleeping medicine all
along?”

“Yes.”

“And you felt she was getting the
proper amount of sleep?”’

“Yes, | suppose so.”

You ‘suppose’ so?”’

I took it for granted.”

*Now, however, you believe she had
becn hoarding those pills?”

*“[tis the only possible explanation.”

*Yet in thatcase she would have been
going without sufficient sleep? For a

period of two months?” |

**Well—not necessarily.

** But you have said her own physician
prescribed these sedatives?”’

**Yes, but she may not have told him
the truth. She may have merely pre-
tended to need them. After all, she was
planning this thing! Whether or not she
intended to implicate me—she was plan-
ning this thing!”

For the first time the witness’s tone
indicated he was nearing the end of his
endurance. Hodges closed in quickly :

*And you, Mr. Kent—you weren’t
planning anything at all?”

“No!”

*Although there were problems, were
there not, weighing rather heavily on

your mind?”

*l was not making plans—of any
kind.” |
“Well, now, let me see. . . . At the time
of the tragedy a certain young lady was
living in your home, was she not? Wait |

a moment—I meant to be specific. 1 am

|

| |

SImooth

SOUVENIR
CALIFDRNIA

PORT

.‘?\"«é_(/

CRESTA BLANCA WINE
LIVERMORE, CALIF.

®
Relax Explore, Pla

this winter in the warm_ y

LET US TELL
YOU ABOUT IT

L PASO sulu‘.“n“;? Pase, Toras

b San l.-.-uuw e astrahed folders (E! ro-n

a T
-4 ;. nahine playground ond 48 Thing
_S:Ih:ro:ﬁd £l Posa) ter

N.ws_.__—-—'-'_'__-'-—_.

1
1
1\
1
1
[l
1
1
]
(.

Relax—loaf in
warm sunshine
under bright,
A dry desert skies.
Here's the healthiest climate. Friendliest
folks, too (they're Texans). No hustle, bus-
tle, smoke, blizzards. Explore—see hun-
dreds of scenic, historic wonders, Indians,
cowboys, ghost towns, unusual industries.
The real old west lives on in wide open
spaces and inviting mountains. Play—have
fun outdoors all winter, golf 3615 days a
year, tennis, horseback, hike, fish, See
“‘city" sights, too.

rodeos, bullfights,
VISIT Carlsbad Caverns National Park, pictur-
esque Old Mexico acress the Rie Gronde, White
Sands Naotl. Monumeni, 4 oncient missions near
El Paso, Big Bend NaM. Pork.

COUNTY,

EL PAST rexas

Sundbrine PLAYGROUND OF THE BORDER

141



referring, of course, to Miss Cicely Dris-
coll, who has already given her testi-
mony.”

**What is your question?”

““Was Miss Driscoll living in your
house with your approval?”

“Yes. She was a companion to my
wife.”

**A paid companion?”
“Yes.” .

*You were in love with her?”

Kent looked steadily at the district
attorney. He answered without hesita-
tion: “Yes. | was—and I am—in love
with her.”

** Feeling as you did, you felt perfectly
comfortable about having this young
woman in the house with your invalid
wife?”

“Not comfortable, no. But we—""

“Yes?” Hodges prompted as the wit-
ness seemed to grope for words. ** Will
you go on, please?”

“The relationship was innocent. I
couldn’t help feeling that that made
some difference.”

“You felt free. then, to tell your wife
about it?”

“No.”

“Yet the relationship was innocent?”

“I could not tell my wife | was in love
with someone else.”

*“ Yet you could keep this other woman
in the house?”

A Quick anger flared in Kent’s eyes.
*‘1 would not put it that way!™

‘ Disregarding how you'd put it—you
did permit Miss Driscoll to stay on in
the house?”

“Yes, I did.”

“You felt that was honorable?”

1 persuaded myself that no one was
harmed by it.”

“Now, Mr. Kent, on the afternoon of
April fifteenth you drove Miss Driscoll
to a cottage you maintain at Kennicott
Lake?”

*Yes.”

“On that occasion you told her.of this.
great affection you have for. her?™

“Yes.”

“How long did you and Miss Driscoll
stay at the cottage?”

“About twenty minutes.”

“Then what did you do?”

“We drove home.”

“How far is the cottage from your
house in town?”

“‘About sixty miles.”

“Youdrove that distance just to spend
twenty minutes at the cottage?”

“l hadn’t planned any exact time.”

“You hadn’t planned to make love to
Miss Driscoll?”

“No!™

“You just wanted to have this little
chat with her?”

“I just wanted to talk to her—yes.”

“You understood that Miss Driscoll
returned your love?”

“Yes.”

“Then what did you feel when she told
you she was going to leave you? To leave
your house for good and all?™”

| felt it was the wise thing for her to
do.”

“You accepted her decision?”
“Yes.”

“Knowing you were going to lose this
girl you were so much in love with—
didn’t you actually feel desperate about
it?”

“No, I wouldn'tsay I was ‘desperate.’”

*Extremely unhappy?”

“Yes.”

““Unhappy enough to wish with all
your soul you could be in a position to
marry this girl?”

Steven Kent lifted his head. *‘I ac-
cepted the situation as best 1 could,” he
said. **God knows I wished no harm to
my wife.”

At this point the cross-examiner dis-
missed the witness rather hurriedly. He
had evidently felt a slight discomfiture.
for his final question, so charged with
meaning, had in some curious way failed
of its mark. In Steven Kent's last state-
ment there had been a warmth of con-
viction that rang like a true coin. Among
the spectators there had been an instinc-
tive, spontaneous murmur of sympathetic
vesponse. . . .

““So that’s the Pacific Ocean—somehow I always
pictured it as being much larger’’
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Certainly Steven Kent's testimony had
left the most lasting impression upon the
men and women now assembled in the
jury-room. All the rest of the trial, Bart
told himself irritably, had been knocked
clean out of their heads.

Cass Bentley was the first to voice his
opinion. Bentley, a manufacturer of chil-
dren’s garments, was a plump individual
with a receding hairline and a bulbous
nose. There was no tightness about his
face. He would be as flexible as rubber
in his notions and beliefs.

“Now, why am [ lighting a cigar?” he
was demanding genially. **I won't even
have the time to smoke it! Thatpoor fel-
low no more killed his wife than I did.
I guess we can go right back and say so,
can't we?”

Mrs. Dora Munson, a middie-aged
housewife, beamed upon the speaker.
She was a dumpy woman with eyes that
had a permanently startled look, and a
little chin that faded into four or five
ropes of pink cultured pearls.

“Yes,” she said, “and I'd just like to
see the expression that man Hodges will
get on his face! My, isn't he ferocious-
looking!™

*It’s just his eyebrows,” said Bart.

*Well, why can’t a man have his eye-
brows plucked same as a woman?”

Bart grinned. "1 hope you ladies don't
go so much by a man’s looks. That
doesn’t leave much of chance for me!”

Miss Vida Newhall, schoolteacher,
had been clicking the table with clean,
sharp, unvarnished fingernails. ‘“This
seems a bit trivial, Mr. Foreman. We're
here, after all, to consider a matter of
life or death.”

Jason Meers, salesman of barroom
supplies, looked at Miss Newcomb with-
out favor. He came to Bart’s defense:
“A little joke never hurt nobody,” he
said.

He smiled a fat smile at Mrs. Bette
Wendel, a juror who was pretty. She re-
sponded with an expert little flash of
spiked black lashes. ‘“Now tell us,” she
said, **what vou think, Mr., Meers?”

““About the case? Oh, he ain’t guilty.
Naw. First place, he wouldn’t have the
nerve.”

Tms was annoying to Mrs. Frances
Perry, department store executive, *I
don’t know what you mean by ‘nerve.’
He was decorated for gallantry inaction.”

“That ain’t the same thing.”

“No? Are you an authority, Mr.
Meers? Were you in the South Pacific?”

Mr. Meers leered at her. ** Nope. I was
in Africa. I was decorated three times.”

Mrs. Perry colored slightly. *“ I apolo-
gize.”

“Lady, I ain’t sensitive.”

““One might wish,” said Miss New-
hall, **there could be some sort of con-
centration on the matter at hand.”

Her eye fell on Mr. Irvin Potter,
printer, who spoke out of pure nervous-
ness. *“ Well, I say he behaved in a very
gentlemanly way throughout. I was
struck by it,” said Mr. Potter.

Bart controlled a quick, impatient
movement. ‘“But we couldn’t take that
as any angle, could we? I mean, after-
ward if the reporters started asking us
questions and all like that. We'd look
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kind of class-conscious, wouldn't we?”

**Oh, that wouldn’t do,” Mr. Potter
said hastily. **We wouldn't want a thing
like that said! I didn’t mean that!”

Hesubsided, and Bart turned smoothly
to Mr. Dean Austin, accountant : ** Well,
now, how do you feel about this thing,
sir?”

Mr. Austin, a thin little man with mul-
berry green eyes, answered with some
acerbity, " It's the facts I'm going on. 1
don’t think he’s proved guilty on the
facts.”

**Character,” Mrs. Perry observed,
*'is also a fact. I've done a good bit of
personnel work, it so happens—and |
have always found it advisable to trust
my own judgment of character.”

“You think he’s innocent?”
asked calmly.

“I most decidedly do!™

**1 agree with you,” said Miss New-
hall.

Bart

ALSO in agreement, it developed, were
Miss Christina Kilburn, photographer,
Miss Jessie Slater, bookkeeper, and Mr.
Dwight Thayer, dealer in antiques. Miss
Kilburn’s agreement had a bitter, reluc-
tant flavor; Miss Slater’s was timid and
self-conscious; Mr. Thayer’s was calm
and precise.

*Well, that’s the lot of us!” Cass
Bentley said. *"Or, no—wait a minute—
How about you, Chief?”

Bart assumed a conscientious expres-
sion. “Only thing is—now, this is just
another slant on it, of course— but how
would it look?”

Mrs. Munson pursed her soft little
mouth in surprise. “*How would what
look?”

“Well, maybe it would strike the
Judge we were in too big a hurry—not
taking the time to deliberate the way we
should.”

Miss Newhall nodded. **You have a
point there. Rather definitely.”

“It was kind of bothering me a little,”
murmured Bart. “But how about the
rest of you?”

The rest of them, after a certain
amount of discussion, were finally in ac-
cord. They would take a little more time
to consider the verdict.

And he would have that verdict right
where he wanted it, Bart promised him-
self. Even now he was getting a line on
these people. . . .

Bart was good at getting a line on
people. That was what had made him
useful to Boss Dickerson. who had much
to say about the political situation in
Dover City. Bart had performed a num-
ber of useful services for the Boss, and
in return had been given remunerative
commissions hovering on the precarious
edge of rectitude and respectability.
Sometimes it seemed that Bart Gibson,
at thirty-eight, should have traveled
farther than he had. He was smart
enough—the Boss and his henchmen
were accustomed to speak of Bart as a

very smart lirtle guy—and yet the breaks
had always seemed to go agalnst him.

The bad breaks had begun in child-
hood, when he had lived with censorious
grandparents while his widowed mother
worked as cook in the home of the
Barkley Kents, who were wealthy, soci-
ally prominent, and as far removed from
the Gibsons™ sphere as a maharaja of
India. On her afternoons off Emily Gib-
son had fondled her little son. wept over
him, and talked continually of the supe-
rior advantages of young Steven Kent,
who was just Bart's age. It was an end-
less saga, borne along on a veritable
stream of maternal indignation.

There was the time young Steven had
jumped into an icy lake to save a four-
year-old girl from drowning. This had
made a hero of him, but the fact that he
didn’t want to talk of the exploit, or
accept any praise for it, made him even
more of a hero. Emily Gibson had been
especially waspish when she talked about
that, and Bart knew /e should have been
the one given achance to jump intoan icy
lake tosave that silly,screaming littie girl.

Then there were all the stories she had
told of Steven's fine electric train, of his
pony, of the wonderful birthday party
where all his rich little friends had stuffed
themselves with ice cream and caterers’
cake, and found costly toys wrapped up
beside their plates. And again Bart un-
derstood that he was the one who should
have had the train and the pony, the
party and the toys. Instead, he had had
to accept the slightly worn but still serv-
iceable pants and caps and sweaters his
mother had brought home from the big
house. In school their origin had been
suspected. One bright little girl had
composed a sensationally successful jin-
gle about it:

Hand-me-down shoes, hand-me-down

clothes!

Bart's hand-me-down from his head

to his toes!

In shame and in loathing, Bart had
worn the cast-off garments of Steven
Kent.

After his mother left the Kent house-
hold, even after her death, he could not
break the torturing link with a man who
was unaware of his very existence. In a
town the size of Dover City the glamor-
ous doings of people like the Kents were
chronicled in the newspapers and gos-
siped about, rather proudly. by less
spectacular citizens. Every failure in
Bart Gibson’s life had been emphasized
by some bright favor of fortune tossed
at the well-shod feet of Steven Kent. . . .

BART was absently fingering one of his
own shirt cuffs. Even now he could
not buy the kind of expensive, mono-
grammed shirts he wanted to buy. And
he had to wear his shirts too long a
time. They got a limp, gray look.

He came out of this reverie to find the
jury amiably concurring on the personal
appeal of Paul Lansing, attorney for the
defense.

““Well, yeah, but a lawyer’s got to have
what it takes,” Bart said, ‘‘or nobody
would be hiring him, would they? I mean
it’s part of his job. Like an actor.”

That, they agreed, was true enough.

“I think,” Bart went on cautiously,
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“we ought to take a look at those wit-
nesses. That doctor, for instance. Now,
he’s a good professional man. He ought
to be reliable.”

Miss Slater spoke with the defiance of
a brave rabbit. *I don't like doctors,”
she said.

Mrs. Munson was mildly offended.
*Why, my own family physician is just
like a father to me! Still, I must admlt
I wasn't much taken with Dr. Ewing

*I thought he was kind of cagy,” Mrs.
Wendel said.

Jason Meers winked at her. **A doctor
can't blat out everything he knows!"

“But he was hedging,” Miss New-
hall smd **Hedging for all he was
worth.”

There was a general murmur, blending
doubt with agreement. Frowning a little,
with a new sense of their own impor-
tance, the jurors considered the testi-
mony of Stanley Ewing, M.D.

The doctor, the first witness called by
the prosecution, had been the one least
intimidated by the act of testifying.

Hodges had dddressed him with a cer-
tain deference: **Is it a fact, Dr. E\\mg,
that you were the sole physician in at-
tendance upon the late Mrs. Andrea
Kent?”

**At the time of her death? Yes, to the
best of my knowledge.”

“How long had Mrs. Kent been your
patient?”

“Since the summer of 1946.”

“That was the time of her serious in-
jury?”

“Yes.”

“Now, in your own words, Doctor,
would you be kind enough to tell us
what you know of the accident.”

The doctor deliberated a moment. ‘I
should say my own part in the affair
began when I was summoned to the
house by telephone by Mrs. Morrow,
Mrs. Kent’s mother, who was one of my
patients. She reported that Mrs. Kent
had been thrown from her horse and
carried to the house by a gardener who
happened to be near by.”

““Carried to her own house?”

“Yes. The accident occurred on a
path near the stable maintained by the
Kents on their property.”

“Now, would you proceed to tell us,

Doctor. somelhing about the nature of’
lhi> accident?”

“There was a vertebral fracture, with
m_;ury to the spinal cord.™

And will you tell us, please, if there
was any |n_|ury to the brain.”

*No.

“You are quite sure of that?”
“Yes
You continued 10 pay pr ofessional
\mls to the patient?”
=1 did.”
““In the three years or thereabouts that
followed the accident?”
“Yes.”

IN a casual fashion Hodges turned
over some papers in his hand. “You
would say, under these tragic circum-
stances. that youl patient bore up with
some courage?

Lansing objected to the question as
leading, and the objection was sustained.
The judge peered amiably at Hodges.
“Will you re-phrase your question,
Counselor?”

Hodges turned back to the physician:
“How would you say your patient bore
up under her misfortune’"

“As well as I could have expected.”

“I see. ... Now, let me ask you if you
ever prescribed any sedatives in this
case?”

“Yes. Two months prior to her death
Mrs. Kent told me she was not sleeping
well, and I prescribed barbiturates.™

“And you knew that a sufficient num-
ber of these pills, taken at any one given
time, would result in a patient’s death'””

“I would scarcely be unaware of the
fact!”

Hodges paused. The heavy brows
came down, sceming to move like cater-
pillars. The members of the jury leaned
forward a little. Hodges was looking
steadily at the witness. ** Then you would
not normally prescribe sleeping pills for
a patient of suicidal tendencies?”

“Not without taking special precau-
tions, provided, of course, I had any sus-
picion of such a thing.”

Hodges continued carefully. giving his
next question great weight: ** Now, you
never warned anyone in the household
to take these special precautions in re-
gard to Mrs. Kent?”

Next month’s mysterv novel

EAGER VICTIM
by Hugh Pentecost

The story of a man who wanted to be murdered

Complete in the IFebruary American Magazine

144

“No.”

“Then it never occurred to you she
might take her own life?”

“No. ... No. itdid not.”

“*Well. now. let us be quite clear about
that, please. You, as a physician of con-
siderable experience, never thought this
particular patient would commit suicide?
That is your sworn testimony, is it not?™

“Yes," the physician said. rather
acidly. "I could have been mistaken, of
course.”

Hodges's deferential gesture and smile
indicated that the witness was underes-
timating himself. **You would say the
patient was merely subject to the little
moods of depremon and dlscourage-
ment to bee\pected in such a tragic cir-
cumstance?

Again Lansing objected, and again the
objection was sustained.

Hodges resumed his questioning:
*Now, did you ever feel your patient
was afraid of anything? Was there ever
any sign of fearfulness?”

The doctor considered this a moment.
“Yes.,” he said, 1 suppose one might
say so.”

**Had you ever suspected she might be
fearful of her husband? That she sus-
pected him of a growing homicidal
intent?”’

This time Lansing’s objection came
like a whiplash. But the district attor-
ney assumed an air of quiet satisfaction
as he yielded his witness for cross-ex-
aimination.

L,-\.\'SING began rather crisply : ““ Now,
Doctor, we all know that in the course
of your medical career you have had
wide experience in the field of human
behavior, if we may put it that way. Is
that not a fact”

“Yes, | should say so.”

“And you have known other cases of
suicide?”

For so large a man, the district at-
torney could get very rapidly to his feet.
He was roaring an objection, which the
judge promptly sustained.

Lansing altered the form of his ques-
tion: " You have known a number of
men and women who have committed
suicide?”

“Yes.”

“And some have acted on an unpre-
dictable impulse—on the spur of the
moment, you might say?”’

“Yes.”

“But others have entertained the idea
in their minds for a long time before the
actual act?”

“Certainly.”

“Even managed to be quite crafty and
clever about it?”

“Yes.”

“And there was nothing in Andrea
Kent’s attitude or actions inconsistent
with the theory that she was hoarding
those sleeping pills with the regrettable
intention of taking her own life?”

“Not actually inconsistent—no, 1
wouldn’t say so.”

**Now, you have stated there was no
injury to the brain?”

“That is correct.”

“Yet it is possible—1 am speaking now
in general terms—that a psychosis may
exist—or a state of extreme mental de-



pression—even though the actual brain
of the person be entirely sound and
normal?”

“*Well, those are layman'’s terms, but
—yes, of course, thatis true enough.™

*Now, assuming that suicide was Mrs.
Kent's intention, would you say she was
intelligent enough to conceive and carry
through such a plan?”

Why yes. Certainly she would have

been.”

L,\Mmc smiled at him. “You have
said, Dr. Ewing. that you found some
evidence of “fearfulness” in the last years
of Mrs. Kent's lite. Did I understand
that correctly?™

" Yes, you did.” The doctor drew out
a tine white handkerchief and wiped his
hands. ** Mrs. Kent was neurotic.™

**Now, is it possible for a neurotic per-
son to have irrational fears?™

**Quite possible.”

*Would you say, in fact, you would
cven expect a neurotic to have such un-
real or imaginary fancies? ™

" Yes, | would say so.”

~ But, in addition to wholly irrational
fears. would you say Mrs. Kent might
have had justifrable fears?™

Even the judge could not control a
start of surprise. But Lansing was almost
placidly waiting for the answer to his
question.

The doctor hesitated. **I am afraid [
don’t quite understand you.”

“Well, for instance, would you say
this unfortunate young woman might
have had fear of further suffering?”

““Possibly.™

“Of the neglect and indifference of her
former friends?”

“Perhaps.”

“Of her future as a helpless invalid?”

 Yes, quite possibly.”

Lansing quirked one eyebrow. *“ Then,
Doctor, you admit a woman might con-
ceivably have fear of something other
than her husband?™

There was a ripple of laughter in the
courtroom, followed by the pounding
of the judge’s gavel.

The doctor had reddened. ““I have no
doubt,” he said.

Lansing inclined his head. “Thank
vou.” he murmured. Like his opponent,
he seemed well satisfied with Dr. Ew-
ing’s testimony.

The jury found now, they could not
share this satisfaction.

*Why didn’t he come right out and
say what he thought?”’ Bette Wendel de-
manded. “After all, he was her doctor
and he must have known her awfully
well, and if he thought she took that
batch of sleeping pills, well, then, she
most likely i take them. Why didn't
he come right out and say so?™

*“I didn’t trusthim one little bit!™
Miss Slater sternly.

*“Idon’tsee why you didn't!"" snapped
Miss Newhall. “A distinguished-look-
ing man, and highly intelligent.”

“He acted.”. Miss Slater insisted, **as
if he had something up his sleeve.”

~He did, at that,” Jason Meers putin.
“t's just like Mrs. Wendel said. If he
really thought it was a suicide, why
didn't he say so?"”

Well,”" Bart suggested,

said

‘““maybe he

didn't think so! Maybe he thinks Kent
is guilty.”
“Well, say!" said Meers excitedly. ** It

sure did look as if he was doing Kenta |

favor! Playin" dumb that way. Yes, an”
no, an' I may have been mistaken, and
all that malarkey. And here’s another
thing—Kent could have made it damn’

well worth his while. Srables on the |

place! Why, the dough that guy must |

have!™

1 think,” said Mrs. Perry

“that is a |

shocking suggestion. Dr. Ewing has been i
practicing in this town for years. His |

reputation is beyond reproach, Mr.
Meers.”
Mr. Meers dropped a cymc.il eyclid.

“There's always a first time.” he said.
“*How absurd!"" said Mrs. Perry.
Bart made a pacitying gesture, as gen-

tle as the smoothing of a baby's bed.

*"Well. now. we've all got to say \\‘ha[’s |
“The |

on our minds,” he reminded her.
way | lool\ at it, that's what they expect
of a jury.

There was a general chorus of agree-
ment with the foreman’s point of view.
Bart, meanwhile, was congratulating
himself. He had Meers and Miss Slater
on his side now. He could be practically
positive of that.

“How about going out for a meal?”
Meers demanded. I could eat!™

So, it was admitted, could the rest of |
them. The attending officer escorted

them to a private dining-room in a hotel
across the street, while the newspaper-
men rushed frantically to the telephones
to report that interesting fact.

ON THE return to the jury-room, in a
little over an hour, Bart led away from
any further consideration of the doctor.
“You know what 1'd like to hear about?”
he asked. “I'd like to hear what all you
lgood pcople thought of that mother-in-
aw.

**Oh, | was so sorry for her!™
Mrs. Munson.

Almost everyone had been sorry for
her. Beatrice Morrow, mother of the
dead girl, had been the sort of witness
beloved by the press. A fragile figure in
the misty black of mourning, she had
evoked all the sympathy that even
Hodges could have wished. He had
treated her with such extraordinary chiv-

said

alry that one reporter was reminded of |
an elephant treading delicately among |

bluebells. Even Lansing had hesitated to
object to the testimony that gloritied her
daughter at the expense of his client.

Mrs. Morrow had been a dangerous
witness, even in her prejudices. Nor had
she harmed the State's case in revealing
herself as the plain-little-brown-wren
sort of mother, given to blind and abject
worship of a beautiful daughter.

In her testimony she had displayed a
tendency to wander from the point, but
Hodges did not choose to correct her,
and Lansing did not dare.

Hodges's tone was soothing, almost
apologetic: *If you would tell us, Mrs.
Morrow, something of the circumstances
of your daughter Andrea’s marriage in
—1933? That was the year?"

“Yes.”

“Did you approve this marriage?”

“l never approved it altogether. I
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think I may have had some sort of pre-
monition—"

** But was there also some concrete ob-
jection on your part?”

“Well, yes, 1 felt they were such chil-
dren—hardly out of their teens. |
thought an older man might take better
care of Andrea.”

*Did you express this feeling at all?”

“Yes, but Andrea was a high-spirited
girland, likeall youngpeople, she wanted
to have her own way. Oh, | hadn’t the
heart to object too much!”

‘“‘Well, now, in the years between—Ilet
me see—the marriage in 1933 and the
accident in 1946—yes, roughly, those
thirteen years—what was your general
impression of the marriage during that
time?”

1 still felt Andrea should have mar-
ried an older man, who would have trav-
eled more, given her a more interesting
life. Andrea was bored with Dover City,
and no one could have blamed her! A
girl with her wit and charm and beauty—
she would have been an ornament to
society anywhere!”

“Well, yes, I've no doubt—"" mur-
mured Hodges. ** But would you say that
Andrea’s marriage went on well enough,
all things considered? In those thirteen
years?”

*Yes,” the old lady admitted, *I
could say that, I suppose.”

Now, will you tell the jury, please—
but take your time, Mrs. Morrow; we
understand how difficult this is—"

“I'm all right, thank you. Andrea
would not want me to break down in any
way.”

*No, I am sure not. . . Well, if you

would tell us now about the years follow-

ing the accident in 1946—if you noticed
any change in the relauonshlp between
yout:daughter and your son-in.law.”

*Oh, yes! Yes, indeed!™

“Will you elaborate on that?”

G, all of it was so terrible for An-
drea—all of it! She had always loved
sports so, and dancing—and. she had
always been so popular. And now that
dreadful wheel chair—the poor darling—
No wonder she got a-little fretful some-
times,” the mother went on' fiercely.
“No wonder!”

“And did you feel her husband re-
sented this occasional fretfulness?”

“Oh, it was plain enough to me he re-
sented it! Sometimes, w hen Andrea
would—well, perhaps complain a little—
he wouldn't say anything, but he would
get a look on his face as if he were the
one who had been in that accident, as if
he were the one who was tied to that
wheel chair!™

**He didn’t sympathize?”

“Oh, he said he did! But he didn't
really understand Andrea at all! No one
did! Even her nurses were unreasonable
—the servants—"

Hodges led her back gently: *But her
husband—you felt he was losing his love
for her?”

For a moment the old lady stared at
the defendant. He smiled a little sadly,
and shook his head. She trembled, and
turned swiftly back to her questioner:
*“Why, he hated her! Sometimes when
she’d be a little cross about something
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he'd look as if it would make hlm happy
to be a million miles away—"

There was a sympathetic pause here
while Mrs. Morrow mopped her eyes
with a little handkerchief and sipped
from a glass of water.

“Can you go on, Mrs. Morrow?”

“Oh, yes! Andrea would want me to.”

“Then will you tell us what you know
of how Miss Cicely Driscollhappened to
be employed in your daughter’s home?
That was two years after the accident, a
little over a year ago, was it not?”

*Yes. Andrea needed someone to read
to her, now she had so much time on her
hands, and she couldn't use her own eyes
too much any more. I wanted to help
her, but Andrea was right—I read rather
badly, I am not at all gifted in that way—
and all her nurses had been so impatient
with her—"

“So Miss Driscoll was employed in
that particular capacity?’

The mother nodded, her eyes clouding
with bitterness. “Andrea was too trust-
ful! Oh, I wanted to point out the danger
to her! Andrea used to laugh sometimes
about how awkward that girl was, with
her small-town ways. Poor Andrea had
no idea that a mousy little thing like that
could attract a man. And I didn’t like to
say anything—to make her wretched—"’

*‘But as the time went on did you be-
gin to feel your fears were justified? You
became convinced there was a certain
state of affairs existing in that house?”

**Naturally I did! Why, over and over
I caught Steven Kent looking at that girl
with his whole heart in his eyes—as if
she were the sun, moon, and stars—as if
Andrea and his marriage vows meant
nothing to him—nothing!—compared to
that commonplace little creature!”

**And did you feel Miss Driscoll wel-
comed this infatuation? Reciprocated,
let us say?”

“Of course she did! The way she was
all smiles and blushes whenever he looked
at her. Why, she was his slave!”

**Supposing your son-in-law had any
nefarious plan in mind in regard to your
daughter, do you believe Cicely Driscoll
would have encouraged it?”

“I do

“ Now, would you tell us, please, of
the scene you witnessed on the morning
of the day preceding your daughter’s
death?”

MRS. MOoRROW spoke slowly, pro-
nouncing every word with painful dis-
tinctness. Small and frail though she
appeared, she was, in her maternal pride,
like some avenging angel:

*1 had driven over to my daughter’s
house that morning to see if there was
anything I could do for her. When the
housekeeper admitted me she tried to
keep me from going into the living-room,
but naturally I brushed past her. I had
some instinct that my little girl was in
trouble.

“] went into the living-room and
found Andrea and her husband. It was a
Sunday, and so, of course, he had not
gone to the office. Neither of them saw
me right away. Andrea was a trifle upset.
She was talking about something she
wanted Steven to do for her and that he
refused to do. Suddenly he interrupted

her. | saw his face. It was as gray as ash.
And he spoke with a voice of a man
ready to do any desperate thing. He said,
*I'm not going to take much more of this,
Andrea!’ Then he strode out of the room.
Right past me. He hadn’t even seen me.”

She looked into the distance, tears
shining in her faded blue eyes. *‘ The
next day—my Andrea was gone.”

Bart Gibson had wondered, at this
point, if Lansing would have the courage
to confront this particular witness, so
strongly was the sympathy of the room
running in her direction. But apparently
Lansing thought it essential to cross-
examine.

HE WAS even more considerate, if pos-
sible, than Hodges had been: “‘Are you
familiar, Mrs. Morrow, with the way in
which Miss Driscoll was employed? That
is, was she found with the help of an em-
ployment agency?”

*No. She answered an advertisement
in the paper.”

*Were there other applicants?”

“Yes. Six or seven.”

*But your daughter chose Miss Dris-
coll?”

*Yes. Obviously.”

“‘In the presence of your son-in-law?””

“*No.”

“Then your son-in-law had no part in
this selection of Miss Driscoll?”

“I don’t see how that makes any dif-
ference!”

*But he had no part in bringing Mis¢
Driscoll into the house?”

“Well, no, he hadn’t.”

‘“Now, Mrs. Morrow, in your opinion,
would your daughter have invited a
strange young woman into her home if
she had ever had cause to distrust her
husband?”

“That’s got nothing to do with it! |
wasn't talking about the past!”

“You don’t believe a man’s past—
thirteen years of fidelity and good faith
~—should stand as a silent witness of his
character?”

| believe what I saw with my own
eyes!”

But Lansing’s point had been made.
He sent a fleeting glance toward the jury:

*Now, in regard to the scene you ob-
served between your daughter and her
husband, would you say your daughter
had been quite reasonable in the reques’
she had made of him?”

**She was an invalid!’

*I understand that, Mrs. Morrow, but
will you tell usthenatureof this request?”

““Well, it was just that she wanted him
to dismiss the housekeeper—Mrs. Par-
dridge. . . . After all, it was Andrea’s
own house! She should have had some-
thing to say about it!”

**How long had Mrs. Pardridge been
employed in the house?”

“Why—for about fifteen years, |
should say.”

“To your knowledge, had there been
any previous trouble about her—that is,
during those fifteen years?”!

The witness hesitated. ** Well, no, not
that I know of.”

“In your opinion, had she been a
capable person?”

**Capable enough, I suppose.”

“And loyal to her employers?”



“Yes. Why wouldn't she be!™

“But now, after this long record of
faithful service, she had displeased your
daughter?”

The mother looked at him defensively.
‘*Andrea took her little notions, the way
a sick person will do!™

**And what was this particular little
notion? About the housekeeper?”

““Well, she felt Mrs. Pardridge was
partial to Steven, made too much of
him, always thinking of his comfort, or-
dering what he wanted for dinner, even
if it was something Andrea didn't care
for. Andrea felt, considering everything,
she was the one who should have had the
attention—""

“*And so she wanted Mrs. Pardridge
to be fired?”

“Yes.”

*Did you hear Mr. Kent’s answer to
that?”

**Oh, he took the servant’s side, of
course! He claimed she'd done every-
thing humanly possible for Andrea. He
said he couldn't tell Mrs. Pardridge to
g0, couldn’t bring himself to do anything
so ‘terribly unfair.' That was the position
he'd take in the matter, naturally!™

“And Mrs. Kent was angry about
that?”

*“Well, she was a little upset.”

“You have stated the housekeeper
tried to keep you from the room. Did you
gather your daughter had been making
these recriminations for some time?”

“1don’tknow. It may have been some
little time. She was upset.”

**Thank you,™ said Lansing.

Then, most courteously, he had dis-
missed her. . . .

IN THE jury-room, Mrs. Munson had
become almost tearful. “l was just as
sorry for her as I could be!™

Dwight Thayer frowned. ** Yes,” he
said, *“but while she was testifying 1 was
also a bit sorry for Steven Kent!”

“Well!” said Mrs. Munson. *How
would you feel if you were a mother?”’

“1 don't know,” said Mr. Thayer.
*‘Perhaps, like Mrs. Morrow, I'd be a
prejudiced witness.”

Mrs. Munson looked at him defiantly.
“I'm not so sure she was prejudiced!
You can't just laugh off a mother’s in-
stinct!”

*“No,” said Miss Newhall. “I know
my own poor, dear mother had almost a
sixth sense.”

*“Yes,” Dwight Thayer murmured.
**So has a tigress with its young. But in
either case you wouldn't look for any
gll'eat__amount of justice or reason or fair
play.

**Of course not!”” Dean Austin agreed.
“1 think we ought to discount the old
girl entirely.”

Mrs. Munson, shocked past speech,
had an ally in Miss Newhall.

**Mrs. Morrow was a lady through
and through,” the schoolteacher said
heatedly. ** She wouldn't have given such
a bad impression of her son-in-law if she
hadn’t had something to go on. And you
can mark my words!”

Now, the foreman observed with sat-
isfaction, both Mrs. Munson and Miss
Newhall were beginning to confuse the
issue. Suddenly the forlorn mother was

on trial, needing to be defended against
cynics like Mr. Thayer and Mr. Austin.

*Well, | can see both sides,” Bart said,
“but that old lady's testimony has me a
little buffaloed, to tell you the truth.”

He would postpone any positive state-
ment as long as he could, he thought.
Things were beginning to boil nicely
enough with only an occasional sugges-
tion from him. Now he could chalk up
Miss Slater, Mr. Meers, Mrs. Munson,
and Miss Newhall. He was ready enough
to agree with CassBentley, who felt they
were all too tired to reach a verdict that
night. . . .

THE jurors had been escorted to their
hotel, but for hours Bart Gibson could
not sleep. From the darkened window
of his room he looked down on the
crowds streaming forth from a late
movie, the aimless strollers seeking a
breath of air in the humid August night,
the boys and girls on their way home
from beer parlors and juke-box joints.
One boy had an arm around his girl as
he led her to a car by the curb. Plainly,
he was bursting with pride, pride in the
girl, pride in the car. Bart watched him
as he slid behind the wheel, started the
motor going, swung the car into the
street. He understood the feeling very
well. The boy was about twenty-one, and
that was the time a boy appreciated a car
more than he ever would again. Bart re-
membered . . .

Yes, even now he could summon the
image of the garage mechanic who had
seen fit to tell him about Steven Kent’s
twenty-first birthday, which fell not a
week before Bart’'s own. Very clearly he
could see that mechanic, sweat trickling
in rivulets down a smudged, good-hu-
mored face. " You know there’s a rich
young fellow comes in here somenmes-
Steven Kent, the name is—"

Bart waned dreading to hear, yet
wanting to hear.

“Well,™ his informant went on, wip-
ing his hands on an oily black rag,
“there’s a darned nice guy, if anybody
should ask you! | keep hearing about
him from Quinby—that's their family
chauffeur. Seems Quinby got laid up
with pleurisy a while back; had it bad.
Well, he got his salary all along and all,
but, on top of that, this Kent kid kept
goin’ to see him, taking him fruit and
stuff. You ought to hear Quinby tell it—
thinks the world of him!”

Bart eyed him bitterly. **When a guy
has that much dough he can afford to
buy maybe a couple of apples for some-
body that works for him. 1 can’t get ex-
cited.”

The mechanic grinned. ‘*Yeah? I'd
like to see you buyin® apples for anybody
—dough or no dough. . . . But what |
started to tell you— It seems young
Kent was twenty-one the other day. His
birthday, you know. And his folks gave
him a big convertible. A honey.”

The mechanic had more to say, but
Bart was busy with his own thoughts.
This was the way it would happen, of
course. Steven Kent got an expensive
convertible for his birthday, but Bart
wasn't going to ge: as much as a ride on
a bus.

The contrast was bitter, and almost in-
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tolerable. At that time in Bart's life a
powerful car was more than a large,
expensive object. It was a symbol, and
more than a symbol. It could almost be
thought of as a man’s own drive and
force in the world. Without a car a man
had no armor, no shell, no skin.

That night Bart borrowed a small red
roadster its owner was accustomed to
park before the bar across the street from
Bart’s rooming house. The keys had been
left in the ignition. It hadn’t seemed
much of a risk. At least, the risk was
nothing compared to the overwhelming
desire Bart had to take a girl he liked—a
girl called Millie Fleming—for a little
run around the park.

The police had never known about it.
But Bart had been compelled to drive
that car back with a badly dented fender.
And the owner, coming ac-oss the street,
had caught him just as Bart was parking.

The owner, amiably disposed to re-
member his own youth, had been willing
to overlook both the escapade and the
dented fender in return for the forty dol-
lars Bart had been saving to put on the
races. It had hurt to lose the forty dol-
lars. It had hurt a good deal worse to
lose Millie. “Cheap punk,” she had
called him. Those had been her exact
words which, in almost twenty years, he
had not forgotten: “Cheap punk.”

But Steven Kent wasn’t losing any
girl-friends. A man with a car like his
could have any girl-friend he liked. In a
Sunday paper Bart saw a picture of the
girl-friend he had chosen: ** Miss Andrea
Morrow, whose engagement to Mr.
Steven Kent, son of Mr. and Mrs.
Barkley Kent of Riverdale Road, has
just been announced.” Even from a
newspaper photograph, Bart could see
she was a luscious little plum. . . .

THE street was almost deserted when
Bart finally left the window.

He had decided, on the morning that
followed, to bring the jury’s attention to
the testimony of William Seton. It was a
net, he thought, that ought to catch at
least one fish.

William Seton, a tall, clumsy, loose-
mouthed youth, was a boat attendant at
the lake near which the Kents had a
summer cottage. On the stand he kept
twisting his moist hands and running his
tongue over a gross upper lip. But
Hodges had striven to make this nervous-
ness appear a lovable trait of youth. His
attitude toward Seton was almost pa-
ternal:

‘“Now, where were you exactly on the
afternoon of April fifteenth of this
year?”

“I was on the lake, sir.”

““The name of this lake—?"

‘‘Lake Kennicott.”

“Just what were you doing that after-
noon?”

““Well, there was a little kid with me
that his folks wanted rowed.”

Hodges translated this with an in-
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dulgent smile: ~ There was a child whose
parents had employed you? You were to
take the child on a little excursion?”

“Yes, sir, that was it.”

“You are familiar with the cottage
owned by the defendant in this case? A
cottage known, | believe, as ‘Fisherman’s
Rest'?”

““Yes, sir. Sure, | am. I been workin®
around that lake every summer for six
years.”

“Well, just confine yourself to the
questions, please. . . . Now, on the
afternoon of April fifteenth last, did you
or did you not see Steven Kent, the
owner of that cottage?”

As if unwillingly, Seton's eyes had
turned to the man on trial. Steven Kent
answered the gaze, in his own eyes no
hint of recognit‘on. Seton turned quickly
away. “Why, yes, sure I seen him!”

“‘Was there anyone with Steven Kent?”’

“Yes, sir.”

“Did you recognize this other per-
son?”’

Seton’s answer was accompanied by a
sly grin. *“I sure did, sir! [t was that girl!
It was Cicely Driscoll!”

T;mus was a stir among the spectators
in the courtroom. And the reporters,
who had been rather wilted and listless,
were suddenly looking like bird dogs.

“You were acquainted with Miss
Driscoll?”

“Well, I seen her out at the lake once
before and I asked somebody who she
was.”

““And now on this afternoon of April
fifteenth you saw Miss Driscoll with the
defendant?”

“Yes, I did! I sure did! I seen ‘em
huggin’ an’ kissin’!”

Again, but now in lascivious satisfac-
tion, the witness sought the eyes of Steven
Kent. Kent looked at him steadily, his
mouth set in a straight, hard line.

*I don’tcare who calls me a liar!” the
boy shouted. ‘‘That's what I seen and
I've swore it on my Bible’s oath!”

“Yes,” Hodges said. * No one is call-
ing you a liar. . . . Were Mr. Kent and
Miss Driscoli aware of you and the child,
and the boat?”

**No, sir. They were too busy huggin’
an’ kissin'.”

Cross-examining this witness, Paul
Lansing had the air of one prodding
some pitiful but distasteful object with a
longpole: * You have stated you work as
a boat attendant during the summers. Is
that right?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Have you any employment in the
wintertime?”’

“What's that?”

*I am asking you—what is your work
during the winter?”

“Oh, 1 work.”

“Now, this is fine,” purred Lansing.
““We're beginning to make some head-
way on this difficult question. . .. Could
you tell the court what is the nature of
the work? What you do?”

“Why, | sweep the floors—carry out
the trash—all like that.”

“And where do you do these things?
Where do you work?”

“*The Home.”

Lansing, now a model of patience and

consideration, nodded affably. “Is it a
Home for children? An institution?”

“It’s for boys.”

““What is the full name of this Home?”

“Well, it's the Elizabeth Sorkin
Home.”

**And that is a home—a sort of school
—for backward and delinquent boys, is
it not?”

The witness hesitated, and Lansing,
having made his point, waived the mat-
ter aside. But his next question was a
sudden, inspired thrust: ** Youwere given
the job because you, yourself, had been an
inmate o f that home?”

Seton darted a perplexed and fright-
ened glance toward the bench, but he
answered defiantly: ““Well, what of it?
Sure I was!”

Lansing had dismissed the witness in a
manner again suggesting pity, and a vast
distaste. . . .

Talking it over, now, in the jury-room,
the jurors were inclined to share Lan-
sing’s sentiments.

“I've had boys like that in my classes,”
Miss Newhall said. **They’re border-
line cases, you know. In some respects
you'll find them quite safe and reliable,
but you can never really depend on them.
And they always seem to be malicious,
antisocial.”

“A nasty fellow,” said Cass Bentley.

Mrs. Perry looked thoughtful. *‘I
wonder why Hodges put him on the
stand.”

“The D.A.s no fool,” Meers said.
**He must have had a reason.”

“Why, I don’teven believe that couple
were at the lake at all!” Irvin Potter de-
clared. “Let alone all that love-making!”

Bart brought a match to his cigarette,
and languidly waved it out. *“Well, as far
as the love-making goes I suppose
Hodges thought we could figure it out
for ourselves. But Kent and the girl must
have been at the lake, all right. Seton
must have seen them. It would be too
easy for those two to prove they weren’t
there, if they weren’t.”

FOR the first time, Miss Christina Kil-
burn, an over-quiet, dark-eyed woman
with a bitter mouth, looked at Bart with
some measure of approval. “I think
that’s good reasoning.”

“And there’sanother point,” Bart said
modestly. “If Hodges was going to
spring a phony witness on us, he
wouldn’t have picked out a character like
that, would he? Not even right in the
head?”

*Now you've got something!” Meers
exclaimed.

“Well, I don't know—"" Cass Bentley
put in. “I'd sure hate to take a murder
rap for every pretty girl I've gone on a
lake with.”

“But this supports the State’s case,”
Miss Kilburn said incisively. “There's
no doubt of it. Those two didn’t go to
that cottage to discuss the rise and fall of
the Roman Empire, you know.”

Jason Meers snickered, and Bart
looked almost affectionately at Miss
Christina Kilburn. He had not expected
to get her hooked so easily. But it was
best not to give any more importance to
William Seton or his testimony. The
others all too plainly detested him.



“Well, now," he inquired, **what did
you folks feel about the housekeeper?”

Dean Austin snorted. ‘Like the
mother-in-law—only in reverse. Too
biased.”

** But she was important,” Miss Slater
pointed out timidly. **She was the one
who made the hot chocolate.”

Cass Bentley nodded. "*And she sure
was nervous!”

**She’s devoted to Kent,”™ Mr. Thayer
remarked detachedly. “Old family re-
tainer, I take it.”

**She’d naturally want to be loyal to
him.” murmured Bart. **Even if she had
noticed anything suapxcxoua she wouldn't
have admitted it.

*She admitted a lot,” Cass Bentley
said. ““Now I come to think of it—yes,
she admitted more than she wanted
to.” .
Trma Pardrldge it was true, had been
a most reluctant witness. A middle-aged
woman, stout, slow-moving, immacu-
late, and capable, she was possessed of
an innate dignity that commanded the
respect of the courtroom.

**Now, Mrs. Pardridge,” the district
attorney was asking, ‘*what is your posi-
tion in the home of Steven Kent?”

“1 am the housekeeper, sir.”

“And how long have you served in
that capacity?™

*Ever since the second year of Mr.
Kent’s marriage.™

“Will you tell us briefly what your
duties are?”

“Why, I’'ve always run the house, sir,
same as if it was my own. I plan and
order the meals, tell the servants what to
do; keep everything running, like.”

“And have you been entirely happy in
your position?”

Mrs. Pardridge hesitated. She sent a
quick, anxious glance toward Steven
Kent, whose eyes warmed in response.
The bond of affection between the two
was quite evident in that moment. She
turned back to answer Hodges defiantly:

“Well, T wouldn't be what you'd call
bursting with happiness these past three
years! It wasn't a happy house, with
Mrs. Kent in the mood she was. I'm not
letting any cat out of the bag when I say
that.”

“If there are any cats in any bags,”
thundered Hodges, “‘they must be let out,
Mrs. Pardridge!”

“I'm not keeping anything back, sir. I
was just trying to think how to put it.”

“Well, that’s right. Take all the time
you need. . . . But why do you say it
was not a happy house?”

SHE looked at him with troubled eyes.
““Nobody likes to speak ill of the dead,
sir, and that's a fact. But Mrs. Kent was
never what you’d call a sweet-tempered
young lady. Treating her own mother
like dirt the way she did—oh, it made my
blood boil many’s the time! Only, before
the accident she could have things pretty
much as she pleased. She could go to her
parties and her night clubs, and she
could dance all night and have this onc
and that one making a fuss over her. Mr.
Kent always let her have her own way,
and it made things easier. I must admit.”

“Did you feel Steven Kent was still in
love with her, during those first years?”

“Well, she knew how to get around
him, sir. She was so gay and excited.”

An amused little titter ran through the
courtroom, promptly rebuked by the
judge.

“Now,” Hodges went on, did a
change take place after the accident?
Mrs. Kent was no longer ‘gay and ex-
cited"?"

““Oh, no, poor thing! Oh, no, she
wasn't, sir!”

**You would say she became ditficult
to live with?”

““She was miserable and she wanted
everybody else to be miserable! Why,
I've seen Mr. Kent holding his tongue
when even a saint would have snapped
back at her—"

“1f you will confine )ourself to the
questlons, Mrs. Pardridge—""

*Yes, sir.’

“Now, did you feel that Mr. Kent,
although he may have held his tongue,
as you say, had changed in his feeling
toward his wife?"

**What man could have helped it!™

“Willyouanswer the question, please?”’

**Maybe he'd changed—a little.”

“Did you notice he was becoming in-
terested in Miss Cicely Driscoll?”

It wasn’t my place to notice, sir.”

“You are under oath, Mrs. Par-
dridge.. . .Did you ordidyou notobserve
any signs of sympathy or attraction be-
tween Cicely Driscoll and Steven Kent?”

TRINA PARDRIDGE twisted her plump,
gloved hands in her lap. “Well, they
might have been drawn to each other—
just a bit.”

“They were drawn to each other?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Did you ever see them embrace?”

“No, I did not, sir!”

“Did you ever see them look at each
other—m a sentimental manner, let us
say?

‘“Objection!”" Lansing cut in.

There was some wrangling here, highly
diverting to the spectators. It was Lan-
sing’s contention that no one could
weigh, measure, or otherwise calculatc
the expression in the eyes of a lover.
From Hodges's viewpoint. anyone past
the age of sixteen was perfectly capable
of doing so. The judge decided, to Mrs.
Pardridge’s obvious relief, to accept the
argument of the defense.

Hodges changed the subject entirely:
“Now, Mrs. Pardridge, if you will listen
carefully, I wish to ask you about the
events leading up to the death of Andrea
Kent on the night of April twentieth.
Were you in the house at the time?”

““Yes, sir.”

*Did you make a cup of hot chocolate
for Mrs. Kent on that particular night—
shortly before she was to retire?”

“Yes, sir.”

‘At whose request?”’

“Mr. Kent came out to the kitchen
and asked me.’

“Was it Mrs. Kent's custom to have
this cup of chocolate?”

‘“Not every night. Sometimes she was
in the mood and sometimes she wasn't.”

“But it was not unusual?”

“No., sir.™

“1t did not surpnse you?”

“Why, no, sir.

“To your knowlcdge, had Mr. Kent
himself suggested the chocolate on this
particular occasion?™

1 don’t know, sir. She may have sug-
gested it herself.”

**But it would not surprise you if Mr.
Kent had suggested it? "™

The witness moved uncomfortably.
““Well—no. sir. He was forever thinking
up little things to please her.™

“But whoever it was who suggested
the cup of chocolate, nobody could have
been surprised about it?”

*No, sir.”

“Now, did you, yourself, take this
chocolate to Mrs. Kent?"

**No, sir.  made it and gave it to him.”

““Was he still in the kitchen?”

““No, sir. He'd gone out.”

**Would you not have expected him to
stay and chat with you in a friendly way
while you performed this little task?™

“There was no special reason he
should, sir.”

“Were you and Mr. Kent not on
friendly terms?”

**Oh, yes, sir!”

“Did he not sometlmes stay and talk
toyouina fnendly way?

“Yes, sir.”

“But tonight he went out of the
kitchen?”

“*Well, he happened to.”

“Did you feel he was under a strain,
not in the mood for a friendly chat?"

The witness hesitated.

‘““Yes., Mrs. Pardridge?”

“Well, he’d been under a strain for
years! Any man would have been!”

“Yet on other occasions he'd stayed
in the kitchen and talked to you?”

““Sometimes he had.”

“Did he come back to the kitchen for
the chocolate?”

“No, sir, I took it to him.”

““Where was he?”

‘“He was standing in the hall.””

““Not reading? Not telephonmg" Not
doing anything?”

““He was waiting for the chocolate!”™

‘“But apart from that he was not do-
ing anythmg"

“No, sir.

“ Dld you not find that rather odd?”

“No, I just thought maybe he was
thinking about something.”

“I see.” Hodges paused, and glanced
at the jury before he asked his next ques-
tion: “Now, Mrs. Pardridge, what did
your employer say when you gave him
the chocolate?”

Trina Pardridge hesitated, a look of
utter wretchedness upon her honest face.

““What did he say? What were his ex-
act words?”” Hodges persisted.

**He said, ‘I hope it won't be bitter to-
night.””

““Then he took thechocolate from you
and went upstalrs

“Yes, sir.

HODGES turned to Lansing: “Your
witness,” he said.

“Mrs. Pardridge.” Lansing began
easily, “were you somenmes guilty of
making bitter chocolate

“No, I never was, sir.’

“But Mrs. Kent \\'ould sometimes
complain about the chocolate?™

““Oh, yes, sir! She was always criticiz-
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ing the food and drink in the house.”
*“You felt without cause?”
“Oh, yes; it was just her way, you

her being in a bad temper. Might he not
havesaid, ‘I hope the chocolate won't be
bitter tonight’—just as a phrase, just as
another way of saying, ‘I hope she won’t
be in a bad temper tonight’? Something
like that?”

“That’stheway Itook it!” the witness
cried gratefully. *“ That’s exactly the way
1 took it!”

““Well, now—as to this ‘change’ you
found in Mr. Kent’s attitude toward his
wife—was it displayed in any harsh or
cruel way?”

““ Never, sir!”

“Then in what way did you observe
it?”

*Just that he looked so worn down
and tired with her complaints and tem-
per, sir. Just laid out flat almost.”

“You felt it was the inevitable re-
sponse to the change in her attitude?”

Hodges objected vehemently to the
question, but not before the housekeeper
had voiced a firm affirmative. . . .

Reviewing this testimony, almost word
for word, at least two of the jurors had
become increasingly dubious.

“As I said,” Dean Austin reminded
them, ‘‘she was biased.”

Cass Bentley shook his head. * I'm be-
ginning to think she knew there was some
hanky-panky about that chocolate.”

““Yes,” said Irvin Potter, “andshehad
to admit he had his eye on that Driscoll
girl. Motive enough!”

“But it’s that hot-chocolate business,”
Bentley muttered unhappily. *That’s
what doesn’t look so good.”

Well, that took care of Bentley and
Potter, Bart told himself. Giving no hint
of his extreme satisfaction, he reminded
the jurors it was time for lunch.

He was a little absent-minded during
the meal, perhaps just because his pork
chop wasn’t too appetizing on this
August day, and the accompanying
mashed potatoes were thin and watery.
His attention had wandered from his
companions, but suddenly he overheard
Dean Austin talking to Jason Meers
about the war. “—and I wanted to get
into the Air Force, but my age was
against me, for one thing, and—"

T{E war. Well, the war was over, but
people didn’t forget. . . . There was
Steven Kent, getting his commission in
the Navy, and coming home with those
decorations on his chest. Bart had been a
4-F-er—glad enough of it at the time,
but it would have been pretty soft, that
business of coming home in a. uniform,
all the girls going batty about you.
Moodily Bart attacked a portion of
pallid-looking apple pie. . . . Well, it
had been easy enough for Kent, going
back to a career all ready and wait-
ing for him. And of course that had to
be the time Bart had got his first big
break from Boss Dickerson; a little mat-
ter of a city housing project for which
a friend of Bart’s was going to supply
the materials. That had been arranged
by Bart, who was to receive a sizable
commission, for the materials were
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not exactly what they should have been.

But the friend had met him one day
with a long face. “It’s off,” The said.
“The whole damn’ deal!”

“Off?” echoed Bart. *“ You're crazy!”

*Yeah? Talk to the Boss! Hecan't do
a thing about it. It’s a home-for-veterans
proposition and the Boss finds it ain’t
safe to give it to Ham Simms or Al
Moreno or any of the boys who'd play
ball with us. No. He’s got to hand it to a
veteran. | forget—some big shot in town
—an architect, some guy who was in the
Navy.”

Bart swallowed, because suddenly his
mouth had gone very dry. It would be
Steven Kent, wouldn’t it?”

‘*“Yeah, that was the name.” . . .

Now he signaled for the waiter, and
smiled absently at somebody's comment
about his woolgathering. He was still
thinking how queer it was the way things
had worked out. Kent had been getting
away with everything all his life, having
everything fall in his lap, making things
tougher for Bart Gibson and not even
knowing Bart Gibson was on earth. But
when he didn't get his own way, he
couldn’t take it. Had to ease his wife off
the map just because he had a yen for a
new girl-friend.

Well, that was the way that kind was.
Even the jury was beginning to get past
the good looks and the polished man-
ners. . . . Thoughtfully Bart considered
the ones who were still holding out:
Mrs. Wendel and Mr. Thayer, Mrs.
Perry and Mr. Austin. . . .

IN THE jury-room he gave particular at-
tention to Bette Wendel, allowing his
darkeyes to rest on her in the way of the
mentally caressing male. . . . *“Now,
what do you say, Mrs. Wendel? Don’t
you think, before we take any vote, we
ought to consider little Cicely and what
she had to say for herself?”

“Well, yes, 1 do!” Mrs. Wendel as-
serted. ‘I wouldn’t trust her an inch.
And I don’t think she’s so attractive,
what’s more. Sort of washed-out-look-

ing, if you ask me. I can’t imagine why
he fell for her.”

‘“Maybe,” drawled Mr. Thayer, “she
had some old East Indian love charm.™

“She’s a mighty sweet little girl!™
Cass Bentley declared indignantly. ** No
matter what he did, she didn’t have a
thing to do with it!”

In general, the gentlemen of the jury
were not in accord with Mrs. Wendel's
views. Cicely, the first witness for the de-
fense, had made anagreeable impression
upon every man in the courtroom.

There had been no Hollywood appeal.
She was a slender young woman with
steady gray eyes and a mouth suggesting
humor and courage. Appearing on the
stand, she had worn a simple brown and
white sport dress, and her small hat
didn't hide brown hair as smooth and
gleaming as satin. She had sat very still
and erect, her feet, in their small, high-
heeled pumps, placed firmly together on
the floor. Her manner had been wholly
modest and disarming.

LANS]NG, having elicited her name, her
position in the Kent household, and the
circumstances of her employment, had
put a question that brought a quick and
audible gasp from the courtroom: *“Are
you in love with Steven Kent?”

The answer was low, but clear and
unafraid: ‘“Very much in love with
him!™

Almost everyone turned, then, to the
defendant, who was gazing at the girl
with a tenderness in his eyes that was like
a spoken response to her avowal. This
was the moment for which the newspa-
pers had been waiting. The reporters
scribbled avidly. Lansing was in no
haste, allowing the startling admission
of his witness its full value and signifi-
cance.

*Now, can you tell us,” he resumed,
“just when it was you fell in love with
Steven Kent?”

““Not exactly. From the beginning 1
had felt liking for him, and respect—a
very great respect. I suppose I began fall-
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ing in love with him before I realized it.”

““How had this realization come to
you? What had happened?”

* Nothing—nothing I can explain very
well. Mr. Kent had been laying a fire in
the living-room fireplace. He was serious
about it—like a small boy—as if it were
important. When he put a match to it,
and it started blazing, he looked at me
and smiled, as if he were proud of him-
self. I don’t know what there was about
it—but just all of a sudden I knew I
loved him.”

*And did you find the defendant re-
turned your love?”

“Yes.”

“When?"

For the first time the low, clear voice
was shaken. “‘I don’t know—it came out
in little ways. I was just more and more
sure abour it—"

“And this feeling—this conviction—
made you happy, would you say?”

*Happy—and most dreadfully un-
happy!"

Lansing looked at her quizzically. ““At
the same time?”’

“Yes. Any woman would understand
that.”

“And so—happy and unhappy—you
stayed on in the house?””

‘“We hadn't said anything. I thought
it was all right to stay near him. Espe-
cially when we hadn't said anything.”

“On the afternoon of April fifteenth
of this year did you and the defendant
visit the Kent cottage at Lake Kenni-
cott?”

“Yes.”

“Will you tell the jury just how that
visit came to pass?”

“One day [ encountered Mr. Kent in
the hall—I mean in the hall of his house.
He looked haggard and wretched. He
said he wanted to talk to me. He said,
‘We must get things straight between

“Yes,” the lawyer prompted. ‘“‘And
then—?""

“Then he said we should get away
from the house. He suggested we drive
to the lake cottage.”

“And you agreed?”

“ Yes. It had beens o dismal and stuffy
in the house—and it was a lovely day.
Well, we got to the lake, but we did not
go into the cottage, after all. We sat and
talked on a little green bench by the
door.”

AGAIN her voice had faltered. She sent
a swift, frightened glance toward Steven
Kent.

Lansing waited a moment. * Now,” he
said, “will you tell us the nature of that
conversation?”

“* Yes. Of course, this all began during
the drive—but we admitted our feeling
for each other. We were not ashamed of
that feeling; but we both knew that
Steven must not be unfaithful to his wife.
We thought—it was wrong, but we
thought then—that we could just go on
in friendship.”

“You mean,” Lansing said quickly,
“‘you did not ‘go on in friendship?”

“Of course we did! I meant we were
wrong to think that could be any perma-
nent solution. It was only a few days
later that I decided to go away.”

““Yes, but will you stay now with this
story about April fifteenth? Was there
anything else of any consequence that
was said in that conversation?”

“No, I don't think so.”

““Now, will you please answer care-
fully, Miss Driscoll. Did the defendant
embrace you that afternoon, as the two
of you sat together on that little green
bench?”

The girl flushed scarlet. ‘“No—not
really.”

“*Not really™?”

‘““Not what anybody would call an
embrace.”

LANSING smiled a little. ** Then will you
describe this—this occurrence?”

“Yes. I— It wasn’t his fault! I'd
started to cry. Just a little. And I put my
head against his shoulder. Just for a mo-
ment or two. I couldn’t seem to help it.
And he put hisarm around me. But then
I got up and went over to the car. Right
away we went back to the city.”

“You would remember if the embrace
had been more ardent?”

“Yes—" shesaid,almost in a whisper.
“Oh, yes, | would remember!™

““Now, you had planned at that time
to stay on in the house indefinitely— just
as a friend?”

“Yes."”

“Did you continue to harbor that
plan?”

““No. As [ said, I realized it wouldn't
be right. 1 decided to leave the house—
even the city—so that I should never
even see him any more.™”

“And did you tell Mr. Kent of this
decision?”’

“Yes.”

““What was his response?”

““He knew it was the right thing.”

“‘Can you recall his exact words?”

“Yes. He said I should be free to talt
out of love with him—and marry some-
one else.”

“Now, did you tell Mrs. Kent you
planned to leave?”

“No.”

‘“Why not?”

“I hadn’t time. It was that very night
she took the overdose of sleeping medi-
cine.”

Asshe concluded this statement, Cicely
looked levelly at the district attorney.
The latter seemed about to frame an ob-
jection, and then to change his mind.

On cross-examination, Hodges opened
with an attack on the lake story: “ You
ask us to believe that when the man you
loved had his arm around you—and
when you had your head on his shoulder
because, as you stated, you ‘couldn’t
seem to help it"—you want us to believe
he did not kiss you?”

Cicely lifted her head proudly. *He
did not kiss me!”

“And you did not kiss him?”

“No!”

“Would it not have been entirely
natural—with the two of you sitting on
that little green bench, in that very ro-
mantic setting—and both of you so much
in love?”

* Yes—yes, perhaps.”

**But you both had such extraordinary
will power you could resist the idea?”

““We knew it would take more will

power if we—if we started anything like
that.”

Hodges shifted his great weight from
one foot to the other. “ You say you
planned to leave the city?”

“Yes.”

“And you have asked us to believe
that, when you told him of this plan,
your lover said, ‘Fine! You just get out
of here— Run along and marry some-
body else*?”

“No! I didn’task you to believe such
a thing! But he did say | should go! He
knew I should go!™

**So, Miss Driscoll, you now admit he
was disturbed about this imminent de-
parture of yours?”

““Well, yes, of course he was disturbed
—a little.”

Hodges drew down his heavy brows.
I suggest to you he was so disturbed by
the thought that, rather than lose you,
he made away with the one obstacle that
barred his way to you!™

“No!" the girl cried despairingly.
“No! No! That is not the truth!” . . .

BE‘ITE WENDEL finished penciling her
mouth with a raspberry-colored lipstick.

“Of course, she’d say it wasn’t the
truth, for heaven's sake! Whatelse could
she say?”

Jason Meers laughed. **Yeah, and
what’s more, she’d sayshe didn’t get that
huggin’ an’ kissin™!”’

““She was either telling the entire
truth,” Frances Perry said slowly, “or it
was all a lie from beginning to end.”

“Oh. I don’t know about that!” Cass
Bentley objected. ““I don’t think a nice
little kid like that would have an affair
with a married man, but at the same
time—""

“Of course she had an affair with
him!™ Bette Wendel cut in angrily.
“*That's perfectly obvious! It was written
all over her! And why men are always
taken in by a girl like that is a mystery
to me. Always has been and always will
be!™

Bart examined his fingernails. * That
story about the green bench is a bit hard
to swallow.”

“Hodges was coloring it,” Dwight
Thayer pointed out. *‘He was carrying
on like somebody writing a soap opera.”

“Why, 1 don’t agree at all!” Bette
Wendel said. ** Hodges just happens to
know something about human nature.”

Miss Newhall's mouth tightened. “If
they were capable of committing adul-
tery, right under that poor woman’s roof,
well, then, I'd believe them capable of
anything. If I felt there was that much
hypocrisy—""

“Well,” Bart said softly, ‘“‘we can't
ignore the evidence. As Hodges said in
his summing-up, there would be a good
deal we'd have to ignore—""

“Perhaps,” Hodges had declaimed,
‘“‘you could ignore the fact that the de-
fendant had motive enough for murder
—tied to an unhappy, quarrelsome,
invalid wife—passionately attached to a
young woman who was threatening to
leave him forever. But can you ignore the
opportunity for murder—and can you
ignore the evidence? Can you believe
that, as he claims, he conveniently ‘lost
that box of sleeping pills? That it was
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Everything complete in every issue

stolen from his car? A remarkable co-
incidence, ladies and gentlemen of the
jury! Remarkable!

“But my distinguished opponent asks
you to accept it. He asks you to believe
that Andrea Kent, never giving any hint

- of suicide to anyone, had nevertheless
plotted the taking of her own life! Had
hoarded sleeping pills for that purpose!
Had dissolved those pills in her hot
chocolate drink on the very night her
husband lost the new bottle, or had them
stolen, or otherwise managed to account
for their mysterious disappearance!

““‘Are you prepared to accept such a co-
incidence—or that strange hint we had
from the accused that his poor wife may
have done this terrible thing out of spire?
And can you—can you with a clear
conscience—ignore SO many arrows
pointing straight to the guilt of the ac-
cused?”

“He was right,” Cass Bentley said
hoarsely.

Dean Austin nodded in austere agree-
ment. **He put forth the facts,” he said.

BartglancedatFrancesPerry. ‘Yes—"
she whispered. * Facrs.”

Miss Jessie Slater began to cry a little.
“It’s awful—just awful—but if it’s our
bounden duty—"

BART GiBsON’s heart began to pound
against his ribs. “I’ll take a vote,” he
said.

They turned to confront him. Their
faces were grim.

“Dean Austin—"" Bart began.

“Guilty.”

“Cass Bentley—""

“Guilty.”

“Christina Kilburn—"

“Guilty.”

*Jason Meers—"’

“Guilty.”

“Dora Munson—"

““Guilty.”

“Vida Newhall—"

“Guilty.”

““Frances Perry—"

“Guilty.”

*“Irvin Potter—"

“Guilty.”

“Jessie Slater—"

“Guilty.”

*Dwight Thayer—"

Dwight Thayer lifted one eyebrow.
“The man’s innocent,” he said.

There was a shocked silence, broken
by Mrs. Wendel: **But that’s ridiculous!
We'veall decided he’s guilty! [ was going
to say so—and you were too, weren’t
you, Mr. Gibson?”

Bart nodded, not trusting himself to
speak. But, turning to Dwight Thayer,
he managed an ingratiating smile. *We
can’t all be wrong, you know! You can’t
hold out on all eleven of us!”

“Oh, yes, I can—"" the other said

easily. ““I can hold out for the next fifty
years if I have to.”

“But we've been all over the evi-
dence—"" Cass Bentley began, in bewil-
derment.

*“Oh, but if I only could be convinced
1 was wrong—"" stammered Miss Slater.
“I’d be only too glad—only too glad—"’

Bart’s smile had become a forced and
ugly grimace. **What’s taken you in,
Thayer? Kent’s looks?”

*“Oh, no! I’m never much impressed
by the appearance of a man, one way or
the other. But it seems quite evident to
me that Steven Kent isn’t a fool. That’s
the point all of you seem to have over-
looked.”

“I don’t understand—"’ faltered Mrs.
Munson.

DWIGHT THAYER lit a cigarette. For a
moment he seemed wholly absorbed in
the slow, gray ribbon of smoke.

“I think,” he said, then, **you’ve for-
gotten to look at Kent's record—merely
from the standpoint of intelligence.
Here, after all, is a man who is highly
successful as an architect. You know
that. A man who had a brilliant career
in the Navy. You admit that. Yet you
are ready to believe such a man would
turn into a bungling idiot when he
planned a crime! He had three years to
plan this thing. Don’t you suppose he
could have thought of a better way of
getting hold of those sleeping tablets?”

““Well, it wasn’t very smart,” Jason
Meers assented. I was struck by that
myself.”

*Let Mr. Thayer go on!” Mrs. Perry
said sharply.

*“Oh, it's easy enough to figure what
he could have done,” Dwight Thayer
continued. *You heard him say on the
stand, and the statement was unchal-
lenged, that when he had the earlier pre-
scriptions filled he would give the bottle
to the housekeeper. And she would give
the tablets, one at a time, to Andrea
Kent. Why didn’t Kent take charge of
these bottles, and keep holding back a
few tablets? It would have been the sim-
plest thing imaginable! But now you’re
asking me to believe he murdered his
wife with a batch of pills ke couldn’t
account for! Only a fool would plan a
murder on a story like that—and Kent
isn’t a fool.”

Cass Bentley stared at him in wonder-
ing admiration. *“Well, by golly!” he
exclaimed.

“It’s good reasoning,” Miss New-
hall said approvingly.

Bart cast an angry gaze around the
table. The jurors’ faces were beginning
to brighten as, one by one, they reflected
the relief from a grim and heavy burden.

Bart struck the table with his fist. ““The
hell it’s good reasoning! A guy with his

breaks could get a fancy college educa-
tion and be an architect with a big front
—even if he was the worst fool in the
world!”

“But he’d hardly have such a fine
reputation—"" Christina Kilburn began.

“Who wouldn't have a fine reputa-
tion,” shouted Bart, *"if they had enough
money to buy it? Why, I'm telling you
this fellow’s had it soft all his life—even
when he was six years old gettin’ credit
for being a hero—"

**Where did that come in?”” Mrs. Perry
asked quickly.

Bart could not see his questioner. The
room had become a red haze before his
eyes. He heard his own voice, lifted in a
frenzied shout: *‘I know about this man,
I tell you! My own mother had to cook
for those lousy, rotten, rich snobs—"

He managed to check himself, but it
was too late. With one exception, they
were staring at him in utter amazement.

The exception was Dwight Thayer,
who was considering him with a faint
smile. * Well, that explains your attitude,
Gibson. It hit me as rather odd, even
from the beginning.”

“That's right!” Irvin Potter cut in ex-
citedly. ““ Remember when we wanted to
acquit Kent that first day? And Gibson
was the one that queered it!”

““I can have my own opinion—"" Bart
began. “I can see to it this jury never ac-
quits Steven Kent! I can do that much!”

*Can you?” Dwight Thayer asked
him calmly. “What’s the penalty for a
juryman who has formed his opinion
before the trial?”

Bart looked frantically from one face
to another, all darkening with wrath.
“Well, if you'll just take it easy—" he
stammered. I didn’t say I wouldn’t go
along with the rest of you! You didn’t
hear me say that—” His words had
faded into a craven mumble. . . .

EVE minutes later the jury had re-
entered the courtroom, hushed, now, to
a breathless silence.

Slowly the judge leaned forward.
““Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, have
you reached your verdict?”

Bart Gibson moistened his lips. “We
have, your Honor.”

“What is your verdict?”

Bart’s eyes went to Cicely Driscoll,
who was awaiting his words in torment,
tears trembling unheeded on her lashes,
rolling down her smooth young cheeks.
Then his gaze went to the accused man,
who was standing erect, blue eyes burn-
ing and intent in a white face. Bart stared
at him for a moment that seemed inter-
minable in that courtroom. Then, slowly,
heavily, he said what he had to say:

“We find the defendant—not guilty.”

THE ENDX %
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in xehgulzr publisher’s editions, the THREE full-
length Perry Mason mystery novels pictured on this
page. In addition, send me the current triple-volume
of the month, which contains three complete new
detective books. .
I am not obligated to take every monthly triple-
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HER.E'S a tremendous treat for mystery
fans! Yours FREE-THREE excit-
ing, full-length Perry Mason mysteries by
Erle Stanley Gardner, the biggest-selling
detective author in the world.

The moment you open one of these
Perry Mason books you're off on a jet-
propelled thriller that whisks you through
a baffling murder maze at break-neck
speed. You'll have hour after hour of
thrills and suspense with these full-length

month to maintain your Club standing; you may
take as few as four each year, and still save two.
thirds the usual price.

You Enjoy These Four Advantages

(1) Every month you are offered the cream of
fine, brand-new detective books—by the best au-
thors. (2) You save two-thirds the usual cost,
(3) Your books are fresh, clean, unopened—de-
livered to your door, hey are so well
pnmed,_ so handsomely bound, that they grow
into a lifetime library you'll be proud to own.

volume, and may cancel whenever I wish. I may |f : F Mail Coupon NOW For Your 3 Free Books
ot : B f 4 stories. Accept ALL THREE now—~FREE—as a P
fﬂ,’,:;"f,‘f,‘,,ﬁg‘le’ai‘}?"f,‘:f ol)fy‘::;,k::%n:;e;:":f GEREIee | membership gift from the Detective Book Acceg: your FREE copies of these three full-
T will receive an advance description of all forth- Club. We make this unusual offer to introduce length Persy Mason mysteries NOW! Here are the
coming selections and may reject in advance any || you to the many advantages of the Ciub. Grlint 2‘532&'@3{;35“?‘21 Kojtake cety amngs
}’,‘;l‘},‘j’},‘ui g,? :‘:c[hv:,ﬁf'u:,?eclw;l; ;c?:;(d Is:,nif] ‘;‘,’,,‘:,’?,‘,‘f,; I How You Can Get the Best NEW Mysteries  month's selgaionl will Aalwénys ﬂe @ t, and you
ili i : may reject any volume in advance. You may can-
T e o e s complece [l e s Seud e Il e hard o €6 membership. wheever y0u wishi 1o marniain
pay ‘ B Fndthe besc. Buca mystery by E rle Stanley Gard- Cli‘b standinhg, you may take as fe;/ as four triple-
Mr. ner, Agatha Christie, Ellery Queen, or Mignon G,  VOUMEs €ach year you are a member.
Mirs, % ! Eberhart is sure to be good. ALL THESE, and SENP NO' MONEY! Simply mail coupon
Miss (Please Print Plainly) | many other famous writers have had their books Prompt! L‘"d receive your THREE membership
selected by the Detective Book Club. Many are gift books FREE—and receive, also, the current
Address | b 1 Ives' 2 triple-volume containing 3 other complete new
g H Club selections are AI}.]L nevflly published books, deective books ! Address coupon NOW to:
*one No. As a member, you get three of them in one hand-
o, SRR s | - | J . ¢ | some volume (2 $6.00 to $7.50 value) for on
ci Gt any) 8 licel (b5 s R cckanly DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB

- m o moa a a g o o o o o

$1.89. You do not have to take a volume every

ONE PARK AVENUE, NEW YORK 16, N. Y.





