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Not a Cakel

The first real fashion make-up ever created

Imagine! You put it on as would a wonderful
hat for an instant change in your appearance!

Imagine! “'F ate'" is a firm er BUT it

Imagine! Mo ma

drying! “Fashion Plate''—t

Wafer make-up—is and doas everything yo
dreamed! skin will b
Hard to belie

REVLON ... creators of world-famous color originals
in Nail Enamel = Lipstick « Face Powder

Touch it, feel the difference.
lust stroke it on.




Virginia Swensen and aon Georgic of Miami

Laura ('Banion and daughter Patty of Miami, Fla,

HKitty Higging of Lebawnon, N_ J. and daughter Kate

10 Model Mothers, 12 youngsters,
22 sparkling smiles!

HESE LOVELY models have smiled at you

from the covers of countless magazines.
And with their children, they've brightened
many a page in Ipana's “Model” Mother
series. Now see them all together—and see
how effective “model” dental care can be.

For these mothers have taught their young-
sters to follow their own prized dental rou-

Connie Joannes Dickman end sons of New Jersey

tine: Regular brushing followed by gentle gum
massage with Ipana, the tooth paste specially
designed for this purpose.

This dental care nusé be the right one—it's
based on the same theme thousands of
schools and dentists teach—that a radiant
smile depends on sparkling teeth., And spar-
Ekling teeth call for firm, healthy gums,

ar York City

et

S .
Naney and Harriett Shepard of Florida

Firmer gums, brighter teeth—with Ipana and Massage



M etro -GoIdwyn-M ayer presents
JUNE

JOHNSON -ALLYSON

“HIGH BARBAREE

Thomas MITCHELL - Marityn MAXWELL
BENRY HULL -+ CLAUBE JARMAN, Jr.

Original Scresn Play by
ANNE MORRISON CHAPIN, wYITFIELD
COOK, aud CTRIL HUME
Based on the Nevel by
CHARLES NORDHOF¥ snd
JAMBS NORMAN HALL
Produced by............EVERETT RISKIN
Directes by. e JACK CONWAY

There are man writers of adventure
steries, but few whose works bear the
stamp 'of greatness. In our day, the crown
of Alexandre Dumss and the mantle of
Joseph Cenrad fall te Charles Nordhofi
and Jsmes Norman Hall. Famed for “Mu-
tiny on the Bounty”, they new give to the
screen “High Barbaree”, @ story taut and
tense, packed with adventu e, woven
thrnlg? with a tender and memorable

To capture all the mood, all the ro-
mance, 2ll the adventure. there is Van
Johnson in a Tole quite different from any
he has played. At times tough and dra-
matic, at Wmes suave and civilized, hisis a
characterization yow'll like. June Allyson,

move attractive than ever, proves once
again that she can strike all the dramatic
notes on the scale.

High Barbaree . . . High Barbaree . . .

even the beauty of its name summons up
vistons of a tropical isie lapped by the
dappling blue of the Pacific, languerous,
lovely, peaceful beyond belief. And this
dream of “High Barbaree” js brought en-
chantingly to the screen.

Tts characters are people You might
know—-the people next door, their son
and daughters, If there fs wild danger to
threaten their lives, there isalso magnifi-
cent hope—and it its realization on
that mest wonderful of all islands, “High
BasbwzTe ™,

Heading a genuinely fine supporting
cast are Themas Mitchell, even saltier
than the sea he leves . . . glam urous
Marilyn Maxwell as the “other” girl in
Van’s ife ... Claude Jarman, Jr., ¥o
star of “The Yearling”, and Henry Hull.
We also bew toward Producer Everett
RiskIn and Director Jack Cenway.

‘We heap high pralse upon “High Bar-
baree” for its excitement, its beauty, itg
tenderness, its suspense. To miss it would
be to turn down an invitation to Remance!
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Will the law ever require women who are care-
less about their breath to wear bells warning
others of their approach? It's not a bad idea.
You can understand why if you ever came face-
to-face with a case of halitosis (unpleasant
breath).

This all too common offense is likely to
stamp any woman, of man, as an objectionable
person to be avoided.

Don't take your breath for granted. Don't
assume it's O. K. when it may be quite the
opposite. You yourself may not know when
you're guilty. Let Listerine Antiseptic help to
put you on the polite side. Use it before any date,
Almost at once Listerine Antiseptic makes your
breath sweeter, fresher . . . less likely to offend.

While some cases of halitosis are of systemic
origin, most cases, say some authorities, are due
to the bacterial fermentation of tiny food par-
ticles clinging to mouth surfaces. Listerine Anti-
septic quickly halts such fermentation, then
overcomes the odors fermentation causes, Never
omit Listerine Antiseptic.

LAMBERT PHARMACAL COMPANY, St Lowds, Mo,

>

Sy

BEFORE ANY DATE...

LISTERINE

FOR

ORAL

ANTISEPTIC

HYGIENE
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b * is Maiden Form's :ptciuliu:d design
or hetwy bosoms . . . crealed with just
enough extra fullness through the breast sec-
tions for correct support and comfort. At the
same time, this brassiere gives definite separa-
tion and minimizes the apparent size of the

breasts. In Jove Bengaline . . . $1.75.

Maiden Form's

This brassiere superbly i
supports and controls the averag:

bosom and that “in-between' type, the just
I.Iig;llfy |nr\ge1'-l|:u:n-a\-'cragc basom. Shown here
with a 2-inch diaph band for additional
suppaort; [eatured in Ny|onvb"mq‘uiscllc with
NyTl::l Taffeta back and band, $2.00; other
fabrics . . . $1.73 to $5.00.

“There is a Maiden Form
for Every Type of Figure!"

ats { Going On
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Arline Heatter’s father is a doctor who subscribes to a lot

of magazines for the table in his waiting room. Arline tells us

that of the whole bunch, Cosmopolitan was always her favorite.

(We might add that Arline is a very polite girl and, when she

was telling us this, she knew darn well we did not work for Good
Housekeeping or Popular Mechanics.) “And ever since I was a
little girl,” she says, “I always wanted to have my picture on

the cover of Cosmopolitan.” So naturally she is pretty ex-

cited this month because her wish hasz come true. Arline, who
has just reached the ripe old age of twenty, weighs one hundred

and three pounds and stands five feet three inches, without heels.

She never diets. A little over a year ago, while she was taking

the premedical undergraduate course at New York University,
she married Merrill Heatter, a Navy veteran who happens to be a
nephew of Gabriel Heatter, the radio commentator, and a cousin
of Basil Heatter, the author of “The Dim View,” an excerpt from
which was published in Cosmopolitan last November under the

title, “The Last Raid.” Five months ago she left college in the middle of
her senior year to become a model. Seems that her uncle, a pho-
tographer, showed her picture to somebody and he said—oh, well,
you know . . . Now she spends
her days posing—mostly for mag-
azine illustrators and for hat ads
—and then rushing home to Jack-
son Heights, a Long Island suburb
of New York, to get supper for
her husband, who works in'the
production end of radio. Always
interested in Cosmopolitan ad-
mirers, we asked Arline how the
magazine was doing these days.
“Well,” she confessed, “I haven't
read it for five months.” In other
words, we pointed out, she has
not had time to read magazines
since she started to pose for maga-
zine illustrations. “Why, yes,” she
said, a little surprised. “I guess
that’s right, isn’t it?” We advised
her sternly to quit the modeling
business at once.

This Month’s Cover Girl

As constant readers of this quaint column have noted, it
doesn’t take much to remind us of some kind of a story. Leafing
through this issue and noticing horses in three different
illustrations (Pages 27, 61 and 64), we wondered (a) if this were not
some kind of a record for magazines outside of the turf and
hunting journal class and (b) if the automohile is here to

stay. And it also reminded us of the story of the recluse in the
Tennessee hills who, on account of the housing shortage, was forced
to share his lonely hut with another recluse. They remained silent,
of course, for ten days, On the eleventh day the second recluse said,
“Saw a white horse today.” There were twenty-three more days

of silence. On the following evening the second recluse said, “Saw
a black horse today.” The first recluse arose in disgust and started

to pack his haversack. “Leaving?” his roommate asked. “Yep,"
said the first recluse. “Why?" persisted his friend, The first

recluse grimaced. “Too much horse talk,” he said.

Frederic Wakemans short story on Page 52, “Doctor Wilder's
Dilemma,” is the first piece of fiction that he has published
since his much-discussed novel, “The Hucksters.” Partly
because of the housing shortage in America, Wakeman and his
wife and children have been living in Bermuda while he works
on his next novel. We tried to get him to tell us what the book
was all about the last time we saw him, but he wouldn't talk.
He did tell us, though, about a letter he received from an English
professor complaining about the way the word “sincere” was
used in “The Hucksters.,” As you probably recall, the advertising
gentlemen in the Wakeman book wore sincere neckties,

used a sincere approach in selling a client a new and sensation-
ally sincere idea for a sincere radio show and generally tried to
be as sincere as possible. The baffled professor’ informed
Wakeman that he could find in no reference library any precedent
for employing the word as it was used in “The Hucksters.” He
asked Wakeman to be more careful in the future about his

Send for free Style Folders: Maiden Form
Brassiere Company, Inc., New York 16, N. Y.
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language because he was creating a bad example for college
freshmen and sophomores. “The Hucksters,” (Continued on page 14)




WALTER J. BLACK, PRESIDENT OF THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB, OFFERS

IN THIS ONE
MAGNIFICENT

‘MAGINE! Yours FREE—
THREE baffling full-length
mysteries by ERLE STANLEY
GARDNER, famous creator of
Perry Mason, and the man the
Saturday Eveninﬁ Post calls
“The Undisputed King of
Mystery Writers.”

Every thrilling word by the
great Gardner 18 here—each
story is absolutely compleie
and wmabridged, Here 15 a
triple-decker Mason “"Murder-
Go-Round” that every mystery
fan will “eat up.”” And it is
yours—FREE—as a member-
ship gift from the Detective
Book Club!

ES!'—THREE great Perry Mason master-
picces FREE—as a membershi I
from the Detective Book Club. W
this astounding offer so you can see for
yourself the kind of top-notch triple-decker
treats you can get every month from the

Detective Book Club,
How This Club Brings You the Best Mysteries

About 300 new detective books are pub-
lished every year. It's hard to find the best,
But a mystery by Erle Stanley Gardner,
Ellery Queen, Mignon G, Eberhart, Carter
Dickson, or Agatha Christie is sure to be
good! ALL OF THESE, and many other
famous writers have had their books se-
ed by the Detective Book Club. Many
are members of the Club themselves!

The selections of the Club are ALL newly
published books. As a member, you get three
of them in one volume (a $6.00 value) for
only $1.89!

You Enjoy These Five Advantages

(1) Every month you are offered 3 of
the finest brand-new detective books—by the
best authors, (2) You save two-thirds the

’ A
$6.00 VALUE
Each of the thre
books would, if
bought separ-
ately, cost you
$2 teday.

usual cost, (3) You do NOT have to accept
every monthly selection, (4) Your books are
fresh, clean, unopened—delivered right to
your door. (5) Your volumes are so well
printed and bound, that they grow into an
attractive library of detective masterpieces.
Mail Coupon NOW for Your Free Book

Accept your FREE COPY of this triple-
volume Perry Mason NOW! Your accept-
ance of this book, as a membership gift from
the Club, will not obligate you to take every
month's three-in-one selection, Take as few
as four each year that you are a member.
Cancel your membership whenever you wish.
A deseription of the next month's selections
i ent to you with each month's triple-
and you may reject in advance any
volume you do not want.

SEND NO MONEY

ply mail the coupon

promprly and rec your membership

gift book FREE: d recedve, in addition,

the current triple-volume containing three o
more complete new detective books! —C

Address the coupon NOW to:

DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB
One Park Avenue, New York 16, N. Y. f

- THESE
FREE s
A oy Maason M.

ALL THREE BY
ERLE STANLEY GARDNER
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| T
| Walter J. Black, President GGGD |

|| pETECTIVE BOOK CLUB

©One Pork Avenue, New York 18, N. Y.
| . Please enroll me as a member and send me, FREE,
the three.in-one gift volume pictured on this page.
In addition, send me the current triple-volume of
| the month also contains three complete new

i ance description of all fort
g selections and may reject in advance a
ne [ do not wish to own, I need send no money
» but for each volume T do accept T will send
only $1.89, plus few cents mailing charges, m
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Paramount presents Lr

ALAN LADD |

GAIL WILLIAM

RUSSELL BENDIX

N

“JUNE DUPREZ

Lowell Gilmore - Edith King
Directed by JOHN FARROW

It
was this way,

Judge

During a Rhode Island divorce hearing, the husband brought witnesses
1o court to testify that the wife had gone on a number of fishing trips
with his business partner, “That is true, Your Honor,” the wife ad-
mitted, “But 1 was just following my doctor’s orders. He told me, ‘Get
all the sunshine you can,”*

Patrons of a San Francizsco night spot watched a middle-aged man plying his
pet duck with whisky sours, Most of them laughed as the duck staggered
drunkenly along the bar, sampling other customers’ drinks, but when the hird
lost its balance and tail spinned to the floor, one of the patrons telephoned the
Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals,

Brought into court the next day, the owner explained, “I'm training this little
duck for a movie career. He's as smart as they come, but a little bit shy. All
1 was trying to do was teach him to lose his inhibitions and make friends with
people.

A burly Providence truck driver admitted assaulting his wife, but in-
sisted it was only because she had seemed so markedly inhospitable to
his friends—particularly to nine of them he had brought home from
a barroom to introduce to her at 2:35 o’clock ome morning.

New York police received a telephone tip about a woman carrying a pistol in
downtown Manhattan, not far from Times Square. Approaching cautiously,
they found a smartly dressed sixty-year-old Ohio woman, wearing pince-nez
and holding a German-made automatic pistol.

“When I told my friends I was coming to New York,” she explained, “they
pointed out what a wild place it was and said I'd better bring this along to
protect myself.”

Xn Palo Alto, California, a patrolman noticed a man driving an aulo-
mobile backwards through the middle of town. He followed the car for
several blocks, then motioned to the driver to pull over to the eurb.
“What's the matter with you?" the cop asked. *Are you crazy?”
“(h, no,” the man said. *1 rented this car, and I pay according to
the number of miles I drive it. I'm just trying to save a little money—
the speedometer doesn’t register in reverse.”

A Detroit trolley-car motorman was arrested after his wife turned up in a local
hospital, minus the tip of her nose. “She kept sticking her nose into my busi-
ness,” the motorman explained. “So I just decided to slice it off.”

In Peoria, Ilinois, a twenty-seven-year-old man, arrested for zigzagging
along the main street, said, “My girl got the hiccups, and I was just
trying to scare them out of her.”

‘When a homeowner in Tulsa, Oklahoma, reported that his lawn mower had
been stolen from his fromt walk, police followed the tracks and found a youth
still pushing the mower along the sidewalk, several blocks from the house,

“I didn’t steal it,” the youth asserted. “I bumped into it while I was coming
down the sidewalk and was too lazy to walk around it—so I just kept pushing
it away.”

A San Diego 1 tly denied that she had been drinking
but e¢ould think of no other explanation of how she happened to
thrown from a horse—on a merry-go-round,

By Myrick Land
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“APHE WALLS OF JERICHO" is the story of a subtle, unscru-
pulous woman—and the strange ambition which drove

her to schemes and actions that will make you gasp. She was
the kind of woman men fall in love with, for a while . .. but
whom wemen hate on sight—and always! The havoc she
wrought, the lives she wrecked, the tragedies that resulted
from her plotting are masterpieces of fictional delineation.
But Algeria Wedge is only one of the women portrayed in
this swiftly-paced novel of conflict! You will remember Belle,
the pretty but slovenly wife of Dave Constable, completely

dominated by her wretched mother. And

your throat when you meet beautiful, capable Julia Norman,
the girl Dave really loved—but couldn’t have!
Not in years has there been a novel with so much in it about

so many people you know. And never

dramatic a warning to women who are too shrewd and too
clever for their own good! Says the N.
action, dramatic scenes, pathos, melodrama and noble love
...immensely readable.”” A smashing best-seller all over the
country in the publisher’s edition at $3.00, you can get your

copy absolutely free by joining the
explained below.

TO NEW MEMBERS OF THE LITERARY GUILD BOOK CLUB

ndof
Most NWomen Hate

TOO SHREWD—TOO CLEVER—-TOO AMBITIOUS,
SHE FINALLY OUTSMARTED EVEN HERSELF!

you'll get a lump in

has there been so

Y. Times: “Violent

Literary Guild, as

THE WALLS
of JERICHO

By Paul 1. Wellman

It costs nothing to join the Literary Guild Book
Club—the largest book ¢lub fn the woi‘."u’. There are
no fees or membership dues of any kind.

Each month you will receive a copy of i
—the auractive and readable book-rev
zine which describes the forthcoming Guild
selection,

From this description you decide whether or
not you wish to receive the book selected. 1f wof,
vou simply return the form provided for that
porpose; otherwise, the new book will come 1o
You automatically immediately upon publication.
In this way vou will mot miss reading the new Club
selections you want while they are brand mew.

Free Bonus Books

To retain your membership in the Guild it is not
necessary to accept a book each month—only fowr

selections during the entire year. And vou pay
only $2.00 (plus postage and handling charge)
for each instead of the publisher's regular retail

price of $2.50 to $5.50, X =

In addition to these big savings, for each four
Guild books you purchase you will receive, as a
free bonus, a copy of one of the beautifully printed,

handsomely bound "Collector's Library” vol-
umes which sell at retail for §5 each—books

you will want for your permanent home library.
Free Mombership Gift Book
By joining the Guild now you will mo lowger miss
reading the NEW books you want and yvou will save
up to 50% of the rewil price. You will receive
"Wings" every month to keep vou informed of
the best new books of all publishers; and you will
receive at once, without charge, a copy of "The
Walls of Jericho,” described above,
Furthermore, as a new member you may have
any onc of the selections described below for
only %2.00 instead of the higher price of the
publisher's edition—and each hook you purchase
now will count towards free bonus books!
Send No Money—Mail Coupon Now
In spite of greatly increased cost of book manu-
facture, by joining the Guild now your new
membership can be accepre once, and vou will
be puaranteed against any increase in price on
Guild selections for a 3-?1'. Send no money—

but mail the coupon NOW,

START YOUR SUBSCRIPTION WITH ONE

. B. P.'S DAUGHTER — By Jobn P. Marquand
The story of a poor linle rich girl whose money
could buy everything she wanted—except lovel

. LYDIA BAILEY— By Kenneth Roberts
Albion Hamlin fights for justice, for freedom, and
for lovely Lydia Bailey—an irresistible heroine !

OF THESE BEST-SELLERS—AT ONLY $2.00

PAVILION OF WOMEN— By Pear! 5. Buck
She longed to be done with domestic problems—
but it was a spiritual love which made her free!

MRS, MIKE— By Hemedicr & Nancy Freedman
Kathy stﬂu_:a:lelll bravely against hardships—but
her love for Mike made suffering worth while!

LITERARY GUILD OF AMERICA, INC., Publishers, Garden City, N. Y.

g,

HOW TO SAVE UP TO 50% ON OUTSTANDING NEW BOOKSY

onan

- -y
Mail This ]
Coupon ]

FREE: The Walls of Jericho |

Literary Guild of America, Inc., Publishers
Dept. 5C, Garden City, N. Y.

Pavilion of Women
Ll Mrs. Mike
t issue of the

ie torthooming
be offered

B. F."s Daughter
" Lydia Bailey

c if Tdo not wish to purchase
selecticn. The purchase of Guild selecti

voluntacy on my part. [ do not ha
every month—only four during
ey memnbership requirement. T am to recei
book for every four Guild selections [ purch

Miss
Street and No.

Oecupation
Price in C
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*"though Carol Brandt could easily pass for a trim thirty, she insists
she was born July 28, 1904, thereby adding a dozen invisible years to her
life. This not only puts her in a class by herself, it alsp puts her under the
zodiacal sign of Leo the Lion, and her successful career as an author, agent

and editor would seem to support the astrologists’ claim that Leo people are

CAROL particularly suited to vocations that embrace writing.
Wndoubtedly one of the ten highest-paid women in New York, Carcl Brandt

has been working for Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer since 1945, when two gentlemen
BRANDT from Hollywood, a Mr. Mayer and a Mr. Schenck, who know a good thing

when they see it. offered her a position—too exalted, apparently, for a title—
at a salary that almost qualifies her for the
one-hundred-percent  tax bracket, Carol is
charged with acquiring the movie rights to
promising new novels and stories for her
studio. And since M-G-M, as the trade-
mark indicates, expects her to furnish the
lion’s share, in addition to keeping a keen eye
on the written word in America, the lady
dashes over to inspect the European literary
market several times a year. She also co-
operates with publishers in subsidizing strug-
gling young authors, and directs the committee
that makes the annual Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer
award,

The stargazers maintain that it is natural
for Leo people to have such energy. Our
Cosmopolite gave early evidence of this a=
a student at Barnard College in New York
when her restlessness frequently drove her to
long contemplative walks through upper Man-
hattan late at night. Barnard parted company
with its rambling coed when her absence on one
such occasion was reported to the dean by
an unfriendly elevator operator. A year at
secretarial school followed before Carol mar-
ried Drew Hill, the late writer.

While in Budapest with her husband, the
vouthful Mrs, Hi
story. She continued to write as a free-lance
author until shortly before Mr. Hill's death
in 1929, and her association with writers and

sold her first magazine

agents in Europe proved invaluable when she
hung up her pen and returned to New York

(//,_/; (f._f,:r/,/,y(,,f/; %/}% "Z/(///{;f‘// to work for Ann Watkins, the agent.
£ ;

Carol was fired when she married her present

husband, Carl Brandt, a rival agent, but Mr.
Brandt, although he loved his wife dearly, refused to have her as a business
partner. Mrs. Brandt nodded cheerfully, opened her own agency, and, what’s
more, made a shouting success of it. Mr. Brandt claims he still does not

know quite what to make of all this,

C arl Denny Brandt. aged eleven, and Victoria Brandt, eight, seem to stand
little chance of escaping the literary virus, even though neither of them are
Leo people. Their mother says her offspring have yet to enter a room in the
Brandt apartment without wading knee-deep through their parents’ manu-
seripts. Their father says the Brandt children have come to accept this phase
of their home life with as much unconcern as they regard Carol Brandt's
unique position in the highly competitive masculine field she has successfully
invaded,



La Cross hands you a new idea!

Naylon, the new nail polish miracle !
Genius designed this bottle that won't tip, tilt
or topple. And genius made this Steady Stroke
Applicator too. It's easy to hold as a pencil. applies
polish as simply as you sign your name. Naylon
itself is a dream nail polish...dries faster,
lasts longer, is flexible as a fingernail. You'll find
the colors tantalizing...especially flaming, vibrant
Congo Magic. Yes. La Cross puts polish
‘perfection at your fingertips...60¢ plus fed. tax.

/

and in a word it’s

by La Cross

ACHWEFEL BRO3.CORPORATION -'ul_r' FIFTA AVENUE « NEW YORK 20, K.Y, HAYLON TRADE MARK RES, 0.3, PAT. OFF,



COALBROOKBALE FOTPOURAI BOX, EIRCA 1920; JAMES ROBINSON INC. ANTIQUE COLLECTION

Dlse tar o contar / WALLACE
.WZW%@%%/{? sefbormanisty STERL]NG

All Sterling is silver clear t]n‘ough— but there must be genuine artistry in its “worki ng to make a Sterlin)_’;
truly precious. ook lor things like carving in complete contour, delicacy of detail, perfeet balance —bath
in weight and in line, These are qualities which in their epitomy of projection spell that exclusively Wallace
Third Dimension Beauty which sight alone can fully deseribe. W allace is unchallengeable in terms of eraft
as well ag great &esign. From left to right these Excluaively Wallace patterns with third dimension l]esul:y:
Rose Point, Stradivari, Sir Ckriatopher, Grand Colonial, Grande Baroque. Six-pieee plsue settings

(luncheon knife. ]uncl‘mon [oriz, teaspoon, cream soup spoon, sslscl {orlt, Ijuttcr :prearl:r) n]:u:iut $25 to $3D.

Wallace Silversmiths, Wallingford, Conn,  « Since 1835 * R. Willice & Sons of Canada, Ltd., Toronto, Ontaria

Ask for
Wallace Sterling
Silver Palish—

saves time

and effort,

THE CHOICE YOU MAKE ONCE FOR A LIFETIME ... THAT'S WHEN NOTHING LESS THAN THE FINEST WILL SATISFY




Manpower wos substituted for horsepower to keep the streetcars running.

THE GRZAT TRANSIT CRISIS

A horse-disease epidemic in the wake of a cold
wave from the north threw the Eastern slates
into a transportation turmeil in November of 1872,
In all major cities horse-drawn streetcar travel was
seriously interrupted and, in some instances, sus-
pended completely, Storage houses near docks were
filled to overflowing with produets which could not
be transported. Fresh produce rotted in wholesale
centers. The few horse owners whose animals es-
caped the grippelike disease reaped tremendous
profits during the two-week epidemie.

Railroad and stage companies were the first to
feel the effects of the scourge, and in New York
the few surface cars left running were jam packed
with fighting, shoving customers. Teams of oxen
soon appeared on the city’s streets, much to the
curiosity of New Yorkers, Employees of dairies
and grocery stores were delivering essential foods
on foot, the dairymen with milk cans suspended
from shoulder rests,

Prices paid for the luxury of horse-drawn trans-
port were exorbitant. One drayman was given $100
for transporting 100 harrels of whisky a few hlocks
From $15 to £25 a load of ordinary merchandise
was a common charge.

At the height of the epidemic in Boston, carts
and in some cases heavy trucks were moved by
manpower. Streetcar companies were so reduced
that total suspension of service was prevented only
by the offer of drivers to pull the cars by hand.
In this way a few trips were continued, with fares
increased to twenty-five cents. Boys harnessed to
wheelbarrows trotted along the streets like colts as
they ran essential errands. At one downtown Boston
street corner, the following sign was tacked up:

“Men wanted to draw wagons, No ohjection to
race, color or previous condition of servitude.”

¢_THE GOOD |,

¢ OLD DAYS p},

T

Oxen locomotion was
slow but sure when disease
felled the dray horses,

Passengers struggled
for toe holds on the few
streetcars operating,

By Hans Schoenfeld

"P‘KE FAMOUS

When upset stomach and jumpy
nerves hit with headache . . . take
Bromo-Seltzer right away. It fights
ordinary headache three ways:
1. Relieves pain of headache
2, Reli di fort of upset
3. Quiets jumpy nerves

which may team up for trouble.
Simply put teaspoonful in a glass
and add water. Bromo-Seltzer
effervesces with split-
second action . . . ready
to go to work at once.
Caution: Use only as
directed. -
Get Bromo-Seltzer at [Bgo
your drugstore fountain
or counter today. Com-
pounded in four conve-
nient home sizes by reg-
istered pharmacists.

For FAST teadache help

BROMO-SELTZER

A PRODUCT OF EMERSON DRUG COMPANY SINCE 1887







Dane Clark:
How does that stay up?

MALE-TESTED FASHIONS
BY HINDA GOULD

Pat O’Brien:
Bi-OLOGY!

Each month when our allmale group gathers at the
Stork Club 'round the table marked “judges” to appraise
women's fashions, they ask a question apparently up-
permost in the minds-of most men,
“Are we going to see bathing suits?” And then
promptly add, “Not that we care; it’s just that—
er—er!"”
While they have never shown any visible
signs of regret if the answer was hats or
dresses, when we were at last able to
reply “ves,” we anticipated a
mildly raucous response, In-
stead, we were greet-
ed (Continued
on page 204)

Stanley Marcus:
It takes self-control
to wear this!

Sherman Billingsley:
The lines are simple—

and she's not bad either. Jack Williams:

The proportion is good
between the upper third
and the lower two thirds.
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Just as sure as April showers bring
May flowers, so does good care in child-
hood make for better teeth later in
life! For years now, preventive dentis-
try has been discovering important
facts about tooth decay. For example

. according to some authorities more
than 3 out of 4 cases of decay begin
in tiny little flaws or imperfections in
the enamel.

Because it's only good Oral Hy-
giene to clean these places, Listerine
Tooth Paste contains a special ingre-
dient for this special purpose! Scien-
tists, working for a company with 60

14

Voted Queen of the May

by the “men"

in the second grade. ..
because of her smile!

years (‘)(}?L'!‘it,:nCL‘ in the field of Oral

Hygiene, created the Listerine Tooth |

Paste formula. It is really a cleansing
“Prescription for Your Teeth' that
helps clean many of the danger spots
that might be missed by a less efficient
dentifrice! So don’t be misled by the
claim that “all dentifrices are alike.”
Listerine Tooth Paste specializes in help-
ing to clean many of the very places
where decay most often starts! To get
Listerine Tooth Paste's important
cleansing action, be sure to get . . .
Listerine Tooth Paste . . . today!

LAMBERT PHARMACAL Co., 5t. Lonis, Mo,

If you prafer Powder, ask for
Listerine Tooth Powder—

|

on sale arall drug counters. |

Whats Geing On

(Continued from page 4)
by the way, is being filmed by
Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer with Clark
Gable in the leading role.

Frederie Wakeman

Speaking of books being made into
movies, Kenneth Roberts, author of
“Lydia Bailey” was quoted in an
interview with Robert van Gelder,
which appeared in our February
issue, as remarking that Twentieth-
Century-Fox had seen galley proofs of
his novel before they bought the screen
rights for $200,000. Well, when Twen-
tieth-Century-Fox read the inter-
view, they took violent exception to Mr.
Roberts' statement, They have witnesses
to prove that he erred when he said
that they looked at the product

before they bought it. Twentieth-
Century-Fox wants it clearly
understood that they paid two hundred
thousand for “Lydia Bailey” sight un-
seen. But, as Sidney Skolsky savs,
don’t get us wrong; we love Holly-
wood.

Earl Gross. a partner in a

Chicago art studio, who paints

in his spare time, was one of the
prime movers in the conception

and promotion of the competi-

tion for illustrators which was spon-
sored by Cosmopolitan and three
Chicago art groups. The contest was
based on an interesting plan. Cos-
mopolitan distributed copies of a story
by Gordon Malherbe Hillman called
“The Frustration of Peggy Allen"” to more
than two hundred artists in the Chi-
cago area. The artists were to paint

an illustration for the story—the

three best ones to be published in Cos-
mopolitan with the story. Gross is a great
encourager of young and unknown
artists, He practically forced

one of them, named John Howard,

to enter the contest.

Howard, a native of Kansas City,

is an artist whose progress

was interrupted and al-

most halted by an attack of spinal
meningitis in the thirties. Gross also
submitted a painting of his own. The
judges were Edmond Witalis, art
editor of Cosmopolitan and

three nationally known illustra-
tors—Al Parker, Harold wvon
Schmidt and Austin Briggs. The
signature on each painting was
hidden by a strip of tape to pre-

vent the judges from being
influenced by other work of the
artists that they might re-
member, The Gross painting

won second prize. It was beaten



only by the work of the artist whom
Gross had persuaded to enter the con-
test—John Howard.

You'll find the Hillman story
and the Howard illustration on
Pages 60 and 61 of this issue. The
Gross painting is on Page 62, along
with that of the third-prize winner,
Mary Miller, a twenty-one-year-old
Chicago free-lance artist who used
to live in Spokane, Washington,
and Portland, Oregon. Cosmopolitan
plans to sponsor similar contests in
other sections of the country.

While we are on the subject of art,
we would like to point with pride
to a water color of a race-track
scene by Hardie Gramatky, which
won the Fifth Annual Award in the
Audubon Artists Exhibition in
New York. Gramatky did the paint-
ing originally as an illustration for
a Beryl Markham short story, “The
Quitter” which appeared in last
July’s Cosmopolitan . . .

Next monih’s Cosmopolitan features
fiction by one of the oldest and one
of the newest of this country’s fa-
vorite writers—Peter B. Kyne and
John Hersey. Hersey's story has the
provocative title, “Tge Woman Who
Took Gold Intravenously.” We're

not saying what it's about.

It is appropriate that Damon Run-
yon's last magazine article (Page 23)
should be about the Stork Club
because that was the place where he
spent most of his evenings during
the last few years of his life. He liked
to sit at Table Fifty in the Cub Room
with his friend Walter Winchell,
listening to conversation, observing the
passing scene, scrawling comments on
the pad of paper which he used after
an operation for the cancerous
growth in his throat made it impossible
or him to talk. It took him almost
eight months to write the Billingsley-
Stork Club article. He was suffering
from his last illness while he worked
on it, and he had to stop frequently
and put the manuscript aside for a few
weeks. But he refused to give up on
the assignment.

By the way, Walter Winchell re-
ported recently that Sherman Bil-
lingsley was born in Louisiana, not
Oklahoma as Runyon states in his
article. Mr. B himself agrees with
Runyon, however, that he first saw
the light of day in the back
room of an Enid grocery store. As
all Stork Club addicts know, Win-
chell and Runyon were intimate friends.
They used to roam the city in the
wee hours, listening to police
calls on the radio in Walter's car and
occasionally chasing burglars. What
Stork addicts don’t know is that it
was Winchell who started Runyon
writing fiction instead of sports, Run-
yon's first story concerned a char-
acter named “Waldo Winchester”
who was Walter Winchell, or a reason-
able facsimile of him, It appeared in
the July, 1929 issue of Cosmopolitan,

One of the best descriptions of
Runyon at work was that written after
his death by Westbrook Pegler. Peg-
ler described Runyon sitting up
late in the Stork Club and other
places, drinking coffee, his keen mind
accepting and rejecting the bits of
dialogue that passed around him,
storing away a word or a phrase
for future reference, constantly work-
ing hard at the writing trade. “He was
always in the office,” Pegler said.

THE END

Can you answer
these questions about

TUBERGULOSIS?

A. Indeed there is! Since 1900 the vearly death rate
from tuberculosis has been reduced from over 200
per 100,000 to under 40! Many authorities say that
by continuing a well-planned, forceful campaign—
with public co-operation—deaths from tuberculosis
may be almost wiped out in the next twenty vears.

Q. What are the important steps in this campaign?

A. First: constant effort to find and treat more
cases in the early stages when the disease is easier to
control. Second: adequate treatment for active cases,
preferably hospital care, which will help to avoid
infecting others. Third: proper care for people who
have had tuberculosis, including medical supervision
and occupational guidance to prevent recurrence.
Fourth: a drive to eliminate poor health habits and
conditions which inwvite tuberculosis

Q. Why are periodic examinations so important?

Don’t let tuberculosis

frighten you

Today, through modern medical skills,
most cases of tuberculosis can be con-
trolled if caught in time. The earlier
that treatment is started, the better
are the chances for a prompt and last-
ing cure.

If you should have tuberculosis, yvour
physician will recommend treatment,
probably in a sanatorium. Once the
disease iz brought under control vou
can usually return to a normal way of
living, with periodic checkups to make
sure the diseaze does not become active
again. You should faithfully follow
your doctor’s instructions in order to
speed recovery and maintain good
health afterward.

A. Tuberculosis, especially in the early stages, often
has no symptoms. Its discovery then depends on a
thorough medical examination, aided by X-ray. Such
examinations are particularly important among
adults, especially older persons, workers exposed to
silica dust, and other special groups which have high
tuberculosis death rates,

Regular medical examinations pro-
vide comforting reassurance even if
vou don’t have tuberculosis, and sug-
gest immediate treatment if the disease
should be detected. For further in-
formation about such examinations
and about the disease itself, ask your
physician, public health officer, or lo-
cal Tuberculosis Association..

CAFTRIGHT 1967 MEFROPOLITAN LIFE iRBURARCL COHRARY

Metropolitan Life

Insurance Company
{d MUTUAL COMPANY ) o

Frederick H, Ecker,

CHAIRMAN OF THE BOARD

Leroy A. Lineoln,
FREAIDENT

1 Mamsox Ave, New Yorg 10, N. Y,

TO VETERANS—IF YOU HAVE NATIONAL SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE —KEEP IT!
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00D HEALTH ¢

WHAT’S NEW IN THE FIELD OF MEDICINE

A W TYPE of ultraviolet-abzorbing lens has been devel
oped to protect the sight of people who have had cataract opera-
tions, which ine . particnlarly 1o ultravielet
The new len of special chemical composzition and weighs only
30/100 of an ounce,

FOR CHILDREN undergoing operations, an anesthetic called
Avertin allays apprehension, quiets frightened and nervous
voungsters and causes sleep in eight and one half minutes. Aver-

age recovery time is an hour and sixteen minutes,

LEADING CAUSE of maternal mortality is now heart disease.
Yet doctors at New York Lying-In Hospital say the death rale
can be reduced if pregnant women with heart disease are hos.
pitalized before labor so their n be individually studied
and delivery procedure planned. D is can be used to lower
too last pulse and breathing rates, oxygen can be employed, and

on the heart can be reduced by operative 1Inluorw using
anesthesia, during the second stage of labor. heart
sease does not affect the infant,
ON CAMPUSES everywhere

Beech-Nut Gum is a favarite A NEW POTASSIUM penicillin salt can be held in the body
" for t\»‘e%ly-faur hours, in contrast to previous penicillin prepara-
Everywhere it goes the tions which often couldnt be held long enough to do the neces-
repmation of Beech-Nut sary job. It's safe, too, folr patients with heart or kiflne_'y disease
for fine flavor goes with it who cannot tolerate sodium penicillin. And in the inhalation
treatment of lung diseases and sinus conditions, it is safer and

less irritating than ecalcium penicillin,

THE LIVES OF thousands of women suffering from cervical
eancer, a form of uterine cancer, are being saved today through
use of both radium treatments and surgery. While either surgery
or radiation alone iz not always effective, the combination works
so well that cures are said to be possible in nine out of ten cases,

LE SIGNIFICANT news on cancer is the success of radio-
active iodine in treating a late stage of the disease in the thyroid.
The stage, ealled metastasis, oceurs when cells from the original
thyroid-gland cancer break looze. move through the blood or lym-
phatic system, and produ ondary eancers in other parts of
the body. Usually the condition is hopeless. But in one case now
being widely studied. radioactive iodine cleared up secondary
cancers in lungs, intestines and skull. While the iodine works

only for thyroid cancer and secondary tumors produced by orig-
inally diseased thyroid tissue, medical men have hopes that other
radioactive substances now coming from atomic-energy plants
may be as effective against other types of cancer.

IS VACCINE has been developed, and a test on one
thousand West Indians. who are particularly susceptible fo the
disease, is being evaluated.

Medicines mentioned in this column should be used only
on the advice of a physician

By LAWRENCE GALTON
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with more
abundant, more brilliant, more lasting lust
ster

ANNOUNCING
NEW

ADMIRACION
SHAMPOO

with amasing new ingredient
that removes the luster-dimming
film from hair... DECANIUM

+ Here is an important announcement
for women ceeking new hair beauty
and glamor . . - the announcement of
a new Admiracion Foamy Shampoo
containing decanium, & remarkable
nev. ingredient.

gives Admiracion
cleansing action that
{loats away the

o Decanium
Shampoo super-
magically yet safely
luster-dimming film- New Admiracion
cleans hair till it shines with a luster
which seems to last days longer. You'll
be df_‘lighted with new, different
Admiracion Shampoo.

« Get new, revolutionary Admiracion
o film-removing decanium

containing
from your favorite toilet counter

or hmrdresser today.

Problem Hair" made lovely again

Starltuq.‘s]?g&?ew Admiracion Foamy Shampoo
" fferr:!nii:jr)r,.t; i;e;io?xdof?ifurllyl]imp? et
y gly, dulling film &
g ﬁl\].:l p c‘keep your hair at the peik of ﬂ::]r(:]w-
* jllll-f;s—fofter: smoother, silkier, more
e‘.e:vm:]li_'hmr so easy to manage that
y shining strand goes obedientl
into place and stays there, i

Admiracion Shampoo now gives
TWay Aid to hair beauty

. 3 g Ty
e ﬁnumﬁud
Good Housekeeplag
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Internationsi

Interview
with a best-selling

author:

ERIC HODGINS

in recent years a number of men have given up
well-paying and important executive positions to
settle down in the privacy of their libraries and “write
that book.” Eric Hodgins, who resigned a vice-presi-
dency at Time, Inc., for this purpose, is the first of
these middle-aged beginners to turn out a best-selling
novel.

His story is called “Mr. Blandings Builds His Dream
House,” and it concerns a presumably slick Grand-
Central-zone advertising copy writer whose words
sell carloads of laxatives. Inspired by “the nest-build-
ing instinet,” Blandings becomes enamored of an
abandoned farm on a mountainside a couple of hours
out of New York. The adz marks on the farmhouse
beams, cut before the Revolution, seem to Blandings
to be a symbol of the kind of security he seeks. He
buys the farm.

But although Blandings is a fair-to-middling wizard
in the city, he turns out to be a babe in the country.
The house he has bought is about to fall down. He
has to pay a lot of money to have it wrecked. For two
yvears he engages in an unequal battle with realtors,
bankers, lawyers, carpenters, plasterers and
painters. In the end he owns a twelve-thou-
sand-dollar house, for which he has paid
fitty-six thousand, two hundred and sixty-
three dollars.

“Yes, 1did have a country house,” Hodgins
says. “And I know how Blandings felt and
what he wanted because when my wife and I
made up our minds to move to the country

by Robert van Gelder

in the late ‘thirties—well, it was a time of decision for
us, too. That was when I promised her and myself that
1 would guit my job when I was forty-five and set
myself up as a writer. I missed by two years on the
romise. | was forty-seven when I quit last year. But,
or all that, the novel is not autobiographical. It is
made up of suppositions, the experiences of friends,
tags and scraps of information.”

The name of the hero was borrowed from the
P. G. Wodehouse “Blandings Castle” series. Going
into the publishing lists with that hallmark, the novel
has been widely accepted as humor. Readers, always
grateful for anything they can laugh at, have de-
scribed it as “a hilarious gallop,” “pure enjoyment,
nearly split my sides.” Distributed by a book club and
for many months a best seller, the story will be made
into a movie with Cary Grant as Mr. Blandings and
Myrna Loy as his mild, patient, no-longer-exciting-
but-still-good-looking wife. It contains enough quips
and vinegary dialogue to make a funny picture. But
actually, this novel—written in an expensive East
Side New York apartment, a big country house in
Connecticut and at a summer place on
Cape Cod—is more inclusively bitter
than most books that come out of
garrets.

"Y_ou'r'e sore about a lot of things,
aren’t you?" I asked Hodgins. “Your
advertising copy writers are ‘deeply
miserable men.’ Your workmen are
mean and (Continued on page 122)

This popular novel was written
by an executive who kept a promise
and quit his job to be on auther.



How to strike it rich

(“tH s prospectors cuift.satying, Tn shor, we bereve  FOUR
and head for 418 3 - a 2 ”

But a
is much
l.-‘k

ask for Four | : """fﬂfa'sw_ -
v - Mosy —
When wyou taste Four FaMous Bougyg

we think you'll a
have struck it ; ; e maore
malchless w Frankfort Distillers




GROWING FAVORITE OF MILLIONS:

REAP A HARVEST OF HAPPINESS
BE A “FRESH UP” FAMILY!

For a full measure of fun in life, be a “fresh up” family!
Share work and play with your youngsters. And share, too,
their enjoyment of erystal-clear, wholesome 7-Up. Favor-
ite of all ages, 7-Up is America’s family drink. You like its
buoyvant personality . . . the way it gives vou a “fresh up’,
Order where you see the colorful 7-Up signs.
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By Joseph .J. Steinmelz

m

Iu me the most colorful man-made subject in the world
is the circus. The wild animals, acrobats flying through
elephams, the juggling seals, the
elowns, the grand parade, all blend into a riotous spec-
tacle of color. And for my money, the clowns and their
antivs are the most appealing part of the show.

My favorite eolor photograph shows my favorite clown,
Lou Jacobs, pounding away on a fake calliope as part of
his act with the Ringling Bros, Barnum & Bailey cirens.
rubber-ball nose, red wig and giant feer, and that
ion on his face as he warms up with “0h, Promise
Me." make me chuckle every time I look at the photograph.

My home is in Sarasota, Florida, fumed ecircus winter qu 3
so 1 naturally have spent much of my time pliotographing the Big
Top and its performers. Yet this one of Lou Jacobs more nearly
catches the spirit of the hig show for me than any other.

This photograph was taken with a 4x5 Speed Graphic, daylight-
type Kodachirome and bloe flash bulbs at 1/50th of a second with
an F.11 lens opening,

3 I THINK IT5 MORE A
FAIR, CLAIRE! | WRITE MATTER OF BREATH,
THE LETTERS — AND BETH! WHY NOT ASK
YOUR DENTIST ABOUT BAD
BREATH, HONEY? THEN .
SEE IF THE MALES DONT §
CROWD THE MAlLS !

IT5 JUST NOT

YOU GET THE MAIL!
MAUST BE WHAT 1
WRITE 15 WRONG!

TO COMBAT BAD BREATH, | RECOMMEND
COLGATE DENTAL CREAM! FOR SCIENTIFIC
TESTS PROVE THAT I T OUT OF 10 CASES,
COLGATES INSTANTLY STORS BAD BREATH
THAT DRIGINATES IN THE MOUTH!

“Colgate L
foam g Lot weses

~helps elean out decaying food part
stop stagnant saliva odors—remove the
of much bad breath, And Colgate’s soft pol-
ishing sgent cleans enamel thorouglly,
genily, safely™

ive penetroti

COLGATE DENTAL CREAM
SELDOM MISSES;

NOW BETH GETS MAIL —

WITH LOVE AND KISSES!

COLGATE
DENTAL CREAM

(leans Your Breath
While It Cleans
Your Teeth!

COLGATE DENTAL CREAIA
rwice @ day
and before every dare!
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DOCTORS PROVE

2 out of 3 women
can have

oo S ey

W

“1 was fit to be tied!"" say= Mary
Tuohey of Hackensack, N. J. "My
complexion had been oily and
~ coarse-looking for so long that [ thought
I had it for keeps! Even when I was
invited to try the 14-Day Palmolive
Plan, T didn’t dare hope for
any real i unprnvemem

“But whul could | lose? 5o 1
_— reported with a group of other
women to a New York skin specialist,
We were all ages, from 15 to 50. Some of
us had dry skins; some oily; some just fair-
to- mldtﬂmb .Mu ra rar(-ful examination,
we were given the Palmolive Plan
to use at home for 14 days. DOCTORS PROVE
PALMOLIVE'S

BEAUTY RESULTS!

“Here's all you do: Wash your face with ",
FPalmolive Soap. Then, for 60 seconds, massage with 1
Palmolive’s soft, lovely lather, Rinse! Do this 3 times o
a day for 14 days. This cleansing massage brings your
skin Palmolive's full beautifying effect, After 14
days, my doctor agreed my complexion was
smoother, finer looking—less oily, ton! See
what the Palmolive Plan can do for you!” ]

\\__/\—/

Less uiiy—:leumr Less coarse-looki other Fewer tiny blemishes Fresher, brighter color
“Less oily,” says Yirginia “Skin less coarse- Iou!\m in 14 Tiny blemishes—small black-  “Skin brighter, actually less sal-
MeKinnan ‘of Minneapolis, Ex- days!" reports Sophie Hirst of heads due to improper cleansing low!"" says Helen Farrell of De.
cessive oiliness often leaves skin Philadelphia. The 36 doctors re- respond to the 14-Day Palmolive troit, after testing the 14- Day

blatehy-lanking—robs it of that Palmolive Plan. The 36 doctors

clear, lovely loc ok, The Palmolive
Plan brought real gains to 89%
of the women with oily skin!

; L W4 8/ &
#5 For Tub . #e. For Shower _ get the new, Big, Thrifty ,f Bath Size Palmolive! _
= B 5 LEN

ported almost two-thirds of all
the women tested had smoather
—actually finer looking skin ! See
what Palmolive can do lor you!

Plan. *My skin improved a lot,”
says Betty Graff of San Fran-
cisco. Over half the 1285
women tested got clearer shin!

report this same improvement
for 2 skins out of 3. Start your
Palmolive Plan today !
.
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T:ORK CLUB

The only night-club owner listed in Who's Who in
America is Sherman Billingsley. The fine type following
his last and first name in the July supplement to the
1943 edition of that collection of big-shot biographies
begins with “. . . owner, Stork Club. Born in Enid, Okla-
homa, March 10, 1900. Educated in grade schools in
Oklahoma . . .”

Now I have nothing against Who's Who in America,
but that seems to be a mighty dull way to make a
reader acquainted with the proprietor and host of a
colorful and glamorous institution on Fifty-third Street,
Manhattan, U.S.A,, which future historians may refer
to as the Mermaid Tavern of our time. A Mermaid

The last magazine article
of one of America’s favorite
reporters. It’s about a very
Jamous tavern and its
equally famous landlord

By Damon Runyon



Lucille Ball usually joins
the celebrity parade

to the Cub Room

when she's in town,

Band leader Benny Goodman engages in supper
time conversotion with @ guest at the next table.

Lowvis Calhern

ond Marianne Stewart sharg Garson  Kanin
a Cub Room corner and Ruth Gerdan
shortly before their marriage. are steady customers, It's champagne for June Cox,

Billy Harbach ond Florence Pritchett
as Mr. B plays host,



Tavern complete with debutantes.

I don't see how anybody can start a Billingsley
biography by merely saying that he is owner of
the Stork Club and letting it go at that. After all,
there is a great deal of difference between the
Stork Club and every other night club in the
world. It has no floor show, no line of undraped
girls and no excruciatingly witty master of cere-
monies. The absence of that last attraction may
be one reason why so many customers are always
trying to beat their way through the front door
every Saturday night. It also has no melancholy
French blues singer who speaks no English. That
seems to be all right with the customers, too.
Why, bless your hearts, I could make out a case
stronger than the nuts, as the saying is, meaning
the three shell game, against any form of enter-
tainment in night clubs whatsoever, and cite the
Stork as proof of my contention.

Instead Mr. Billingsley concentrates on nice
furniture and interior decoration and good food.
He is not afraid to keep the lights on so that you
can see what you are eating. I am told that he
also serves fine liquor which will net remove the
enamel from the teeth. And, unlike other night-

Photo by Den Arden

Dancers jam the main
ballreom of the Stork Club.

club owners, he keeps his peppy
and pleasant dance music toned
down so that you do not have to
shout at the top of your lungs to
make the punch line of the story
heard above the roar of the brass
and the erash of the cymbals.

But the best attraction in the
house is the kind of people you
see and meet there. The Stork
Club is swanky but not snooty.
Its clientele is always an inter-
esting mixture of the more bear-
able members of the Social Reg-
ister set, the well-mannered
politicians, sports people, show
people, writers, businessmen,
scientists, artists, doctors and
lawyers. Seen there frequently
are such different types as Ann
Sheridan, J. Edgar Hoover, Mor-
ton Downey, Ambassador James
W. Gerard (he prefers the se-
cluded Table Fifty-seven in the
Cub Room), Alfred Vanderhbilt,
Lucius Beebe, Beth Leary,
George Jean Nathan and Julie
Haydon, Bernard Baruch, Drew
Pearson, James A, Farley, Gypsy
Rose Lee, Winthrop Rockefeller,
Leon Henderson, Merle Oberon,
Dorothy Kilgallen, Peter Arno,
Gene Tunney, Helen Hayes, Da-
vid O. Selznick, Mayor Ed Kelly
of Chicago, Dorothy Lamour,
Garson Kanin, Paul Gallico,
Leonard Lyons, Mrs. Harrison
Williams and, of course, Walter
Winchell. But the trade at the
Stork consists mainly of nice
people from the big and small towns of America
whose names you never see in the Broadway
columns. And, last but hardly least, those beau-
tiful debutantes and their undergraduate escorts.
What I am trying to point out is this: the Stork
Club, unlike most other night clubs and restau-
rants I know, is not a hangout for any particular
kind of mob.

A lot of people who have never been there have
the mistaken notion that you ecannot get by the
plush rope on the front door unless you are an
established movie star. The man who has charge
of the rope, a fellow named Frank Harris, who
knows the names and faces of more than twenty-
five thousand people, tries to keep out the char-
acters who are inelined to tap dance on top of the
tables and fight waiters, On a busy night he has
to turn away as many as five hundred people, but
only because they lack reservations and there is
no room for them. These people can never under-
stand why there is no room. It is a simple matter
of arithmetic.

The Stork Club can hold only five hundred
people comfortably, and Billingsley feels that it
is smarter business to (Continued on page 132)
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the Visitor

She had lived all her seventeen years on a South African farm. She

It wasn't of-
ten we had visitors up
there in the Transvaal High Veld in
those days, and never did we have one as
welcome as Calgary, He came when we were
breaking a new lot of horses for the police. My father was
a big breeder, and we'd hardly finished breaking in one
lot when they wanted another—sixty more remounts it was this
time. There was Dad and me and Val. Val was my sister—as pretty a
little horsewoman as you'd want to see. She'd finish ’em off for us. The
boys we had were good, too—Basutos who had been used to horses all
their lives. }

We had just tied a big chestnut with a blaze, a snip and two white stockings
on his forelegs when someone said, “Want any help?”

It was a rare thing to hear a strange voice at Wicklow Park—that was what my
father had named his farm—and the voice was queer too. Sort of drawling and high-
falutin. We made sure the chestnut was tied fast and then looked round.

Outside the kraal a man on a gray horse was looking at us. As we turned he said again,
“Want any help?” Then he threw his leg over his 's neck, slid d d came over to

e gate, He hooked his s over a post and climbed into the kraal. His age I couldn’t guess

s aren’t good at g ng ages, but he was a grown man, not old and not a boy. He was
tall and wore the kind of clothes I'd seen in the picture books and the English mag
gy riding breeches that were cut tight over the knee and brown top bo The
breeches had buckskin strappings. He wore a hea eather belt with a brass buckle, a
cream-colored silk shirt and a gray felt hat. The sleeves of his shirt were rolled up,
his arms locked very strong and wiry when he put out his hand to my dad.

I'm Calgary,” he said.

“T am the McFee,” my dad said. Had a man called him mister he would
have been insulted. A descendant of Irish kings, there was something
kinglike about him. At that time I had not the knowledge that all the
Irish are of royal descent. “This is my son Tim"—Dad nodded at
me—"and my daughter Valentine.”

Calgary took my hand. But before he took
Val's he took off his hat and made a sort of
bow. It wasn't exactly a bow; it was a
kind of inclination of the head. His hair was
fair, as fair as my sister’s, (Cont. on p. 90)
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morning, o w

she was his brother's wife,
his absent brother's wife,
and she was completely beautiful
and' wholly worthy of contempt

The day that Mark Gurney died
of enteric fever in China, the heavy buds of
the peonies in his mother's Rhode Island garden
were swelling, and the delicate black twigs of the

Judas tree in the southern corner showed their first veil

of soft green-yellow leaf under the dropping of its strange
rosy flower.

Dolly Gurney stood at her bedroom window, looking down. It's

mighty pretty, she thought. dully. Well, it ought to be, the time

she spends on it.

Old Lizzie, sitting in the chair behind her, had finished her sewing,
and now she rose and laid it away. She was Dolly’s maid and
had been her nurse. She turned toward the window, watching the
tall, idle figure before it with anxious tenderness. She's been too

quiet, lately, she thought. She's fixing for one of her days.

Dolly Gurney was a young woman of startling appearance.
She had the tall and sweetly ample body of a Praxitelean
goddess, the waist a little thick, the breasts a little small,

but all rich, magnificent womanhood; and above it, set
strangely on the slender, smooth, sweetly modeled column
of the throat, was the head of a Dresden doll, a small
woman's head of infantile prettiness, the eyes large and
dark, with a trick of opening very wide. Her color was
high, and her light brown hair fell naturally into its deep,
bright waves.

Her beauty of face—which was exactly the kind she her-
self understood and admired—she regarded with a careless
confidence, but her body, until she met Mark, had been

to her a source of regret.

“T certainly have got a pretty face and pretty hair,” she
would say to Lizzie. “It's a mean old shame I have
such an awful figure.”

“You ain't fat, honey. You're just right. It wouldn’t
become you to be skinny.”
It was what she wanted to (Continued on page 73)

mortimer wilson, jr. illustrated this story

" Vietoria

Only in her sly dreams
had she entered his roam
and felt his arms around her.






The terrier was no respecler
of college presidents, It had
a man-sized growl.




"3"-“ By the time she got through with him,

l‘lenry Imbelden was involved in a slight argument
with his wife. It was a mealtime argument, although
it had nothing to do with food. It had begun last
night at dinner, had continued in a sleepy way at
breakfast and was now serving as a postlude to lunch.

“But, dammit, sweetheart, it's not logical,” he
said, rolling his napkin. “Either it's genuine, in which
case it belongs in the library, or it's something else.
In which case it belongs in that room in the base-
ment.”

“Henry, I told you it wasn't a Mettlach, but it
looks like a Mettlach, and it's perfectly beautiful,”
his wife said.

“I agree,” Henry Imbelden said, “but that has
nothing to do-with the case. If you're going to
have a system of classification, it should mean
something,”

His wife had l attended an auction the

A

the eampus hero
was almost out of his mind.
So was a certain

professor




previous afternoon, and she had hrought this stein “Your trousers,” Mr. Imbelden said as he got out
home with her, The Imbeldens collected steins, as other his keys, “are probably ruined. They sweep the floor

people collected stamps or etchings or china elephants, with a mixture of sawdust and creosote, If you want
They watched the classified section of the newspaper, to see me, come in.”

and whenever a sale of household goods and effects Imbelden put his hat in a vacant space in the book-
was listed and the family had a German name, Jessie case, unlocked one of the windows and swung it
dropped around. It was an excellent system. At vari- open about a foot, and put his coat across the end
ous times she had brought home rare and remark- of the desk,

able items, sometimes for prices as low as seventy- “Confounded leg broke off the confounded thing,”
five cents. he said, indicating the brass-branched hat tree

“Now come and look at it again,” Jessie pleaded.
“T've put it right beside the big, chocolate-colored
one, and it's perfectly beautiful,”

Mr. Imbelden followed her into the library. It was
a big room, with terrace doors which opened on
either side of the fireplace. “Very handsome,” he
said patiently, “But incorrect. Almost dishonest.”

Jessie folded her small, pudgy hands and sighed.
“Henry,” she said, “you have no imagination.”

“Jessie,” Mr. Imbelden said, “you are illogical.”
They looked solemnly at each other, and then as
if he were giving a cue, Mr. Imbelden winked at his
wife. They both laughed; the quiet, private laughter {
of people who have been married forty years. { m

Then Jessie got his hat and topcoat from the closet \M{U
by the door—they always called it the vestibule
closet—and his cane from the umbrella rack, The
cane, a thin mahogany stick with an ivory head, was
pure style, pure swish; he did not need to carry a
cane. “When you're my age,” Mr, Imbelden was al-
ways saying, “you really don't give a damn if a few
people consider you affected.”

“And what's on your schedule this afternoon?” he
asked his wife, who was adjusting the relationship
of his hat to his ears.

“T}‘I;E bridge club's coming,” she said. “I told you
once,

“Good grief!” he said. “T'll remember to be late.”

He kissed her vigorously on the lips (“There’s
nothing more distressing,” Mr. Imbelden was always
saying, “than to see a man of mature years pecking
his wife’s cheek, as if they were not very well ac-
quainted.”) and walked down the rock path which
led to the street.

He didn't have far to walk; the Imbelden house
adjoined the campus. Once, to satisfy his curiosity,
he had paced off the distance between his front door
and the front door of Clunting Hall, in which his -
office was located. It was three hundred and seventy-
odd steps. It was downhill all the way, a gentle slope;
in the spring, smooth and solidly green as a billiard
table. Now the grass was brittle and losing its green,
but the university's famous aster beds were doing
very well.

Mr. Imbelden took his time, stopping two or three
times to admire the asters. He had no reason to
hurry.

Clunting Hall was the second oldest building on
the campus, built in 1879. It housed the Department
of English and the Department of History. And on
the third floor, near the west staircase and conven-
ient to the water fountain, was Professor Imbelden’s
office. There was gold lettering on the door: De-
partment of Classical Languages.

Mr. Imbelden stopped to rest at the top of the
stairs and noticed a young man sitting on the imita-
tion-marble floor, his back to the wall, his feet
stretched out in front of him. He was smoking a
cigarette,

* OUR REPRINT FOR THIS MONTH IS

Michael Fosier’s
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propped in a corner. “Have to get it fixed someday.”
“I know,” the young man said. “It was that way
when I left. The spring of nineteen forty-one.”
“That's not so remarkable,” Imbelden said.“As a
matter of fact, I seem to remember a young man
coming back in nineteen-nineteen and saying the
same thing.” He jabbed a finger at the young man's
lapel. “This is the discharge thing, isn't it?”
“That’'s right.”
“Well,” Imbelden said, extending his hand and ar=

ranging his face in a large smile, “welcome home.”

“You remember me?”

“Afraid I don't,” the old man said. “As a matter of
fact, we of the faculty were told to make a particular
point of looking for the button, extending warm
greetings, all that”

“You haven't changed, thank God! My name’s Mac-
Intyre.”

There was a small silence.

“If youre under the (Continued on page 156)




\o I can be cured

Don’t blame it on other people.
Doctors say you cause it all yourself.
And it is a disease that can be treated
and removed

Mot of us think that worry is foreed
upon us by the circumstances of our
lives. Nonsense, say the directors of the
Thought Control Class of Boston Dis-
pensary, who have conducted a Worry
Clinie for more than three thousand pa-
tients in the past sixteen years. \er}r.
according to their expe
ease, which can be tre
And sometimes the cured patients stop
ng w Jthnut the removal of a single
which were once
ng thr:m sick.

‘e a worrier if you stew over a
problem, i d of deciding what to do
about it, or setting it aside as nothing,
something that cannot be changed. Worry
is dreading to act, instead of acting and
settling the matter one way or the other.

Even the most fretful worrier can learn
the simple rules worked out for patients
at Boston Dispensary Worry Clinie, Us-
ing them, he will spare himself the un-
pleasant hours he now spends in fuming
over the inevitabl r the disagreeable
event that may never occur. As a divi-

nd, he will regain the vast amount of
ener; gv now spent on this unprofitable
pastime and apply that energy to more
ive work.
e the rules:

lhe matter about which you
rying lately and look at it
ppear to someone else. Ask
n:olf this question: Has worry "done
anything ve it or make it easier to
bear? No? Then isn't it time to try tack-
ling it by some other approach than

worrying about i
2, The problem which you are going to

By Gretta Palmer

try facing without worry belongs to one
of two classes, according to Worry Clinic
teaching. If it is a Class I problem it can
be cleared up as soon as you have ob-
tained a little training in thought control
and the courage that goes with it. And
hatever bothers you is a

em—the kind that would

disappear if you yourself were different.
All the difficulties that stem from our
iving are of Class I--

es w ght
Most of t.h(-: dramatic

in the clinic's files are of
. There was the girl so pam—
t she couldn’t y

ght how to mdl'llp,.lla > her
1 vay from herself, she has
learned pois d friendliness and is now
a professional dancing teacher, A woman
who suffered daily dizzy spells, with no
physical cause, learned to turn awa
fear that once preceded them—she
suffered an attack in several years,

upon om'se.lves.
case his!.

their thoughts, they can sleep whenev
their lids close. Such probl
mit quickly to a proper ordering of the
mind, and the w that surrounded
them inevitably disappears.
Class II prnh]cms re another matter.
These are “the bludgeonings of fate.” If
you have lost a child, or suffered the
amputation of a leg, self-change will not
remove the problem. Not worrying
such cas requires a courageous will-
ingness to face the facts and to adapt to
them, Many Class II patients at the clinic
have been taught how to build cheerful
lives in spite of (Continued on page 202)




EAGHGOMBING

ain’t what it used to be

BY RAY DUNCAN

is all washed up

Paul Thorne says that his noble profession

like his stock in trade,

There used to be a lot of openings
on the beach for patient men who
could keep their eyes open, and
who didn’t mind walking in soft
sand.

It's just not that way any more.

ings have tightened up along
the coast, and the golden days of
beachcombing are over. America’s
beachcombers, once proud and in-
dependent, have been forced to
scrape the sand from their shoes—
or from between their toes—and
seek employment in town. They
were brought to this sorry pass by
the squeeze of inflation, by over-
crowding, and by improvements in
cargo ships down through the years.

That's the gloomy picture as Paul
Thorne sees it, after fifty vears of
combing beaches in Texas and
California.

“You take this beach,” he said.
“There's three of us makin’ it reg-
ular now. One's a shoemaker, one
cuts down trees, and me, I work
for the eity.”

He shook his head sadly at these
signs of decay. Thorne knew this
was a blow not only to him, but to
every executive and businessman
who dreams that someday he will
throw the whole thing over and
become a beachcomber instead.

“No such thing any more,” said
Thorne. “I'll tell you why that is.
Here, let's sit on this rock.”

He sank upon the rock as if it
were a sofa. I had met him wander-
ing among the black boulders that
butt out of the sand at Laguna
Beach, California—a spare, wiry
man, quick and light on his feet,
who seemed to be looking -for
something, He wore an Army sun-
tan shirt and trousers, and his face
and hands, too, were the color of
sand. A bright metal badge was
pinned to his shirt.

“Beachcombing?” I had asked in-
nocently, (Continued.on page 211)
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In the eyes of Walker Towne,
most people were suckers.

Therefore he did not believe
in government by the people.

His conversion was slow and painful.

It began with a certain girl. . .

\




After two vears of working for Sam
Tanner 1 had almost stopped being sensi-
tive about the job. I had almest forgotten
a lot ot dewy-eyed ideals about govern-
ment by the people, picked up from pro-
fezsors of political science in eollege,

From the very first Tanner l=t.me in on
everything. A man named Blessing had
bezen his right-hand man for many vears.
Then Blessing had died of a strep throat,
and Tanner told me later he couldn't find
anyone in the organization that he felt
could handle the Blessing job.

I had answered the ad in the paper, and
Tanner had interviewed me in ths cream-
colored office on the third floor of the
Tanner Building. It had heen an odd in-
terview. He had sat behind his cheap oak
desk, a great, raw, lean man with black
hair curled tightly on the backs of his
square white wrists, His mouth was twist-
ed down on one side in sardonic good
humor, His black eyebrows met above the
bridge of his sharp nose. His long face
gave an impression of angularity, I guessed
his age at forty-five.

“Your name is Walker Towne. You are
trained in methods of local government.
You can type. You can keep your mouth
shut. You can handle yourself in a rough
crowd,” he said. They weren't questions.
They were facts. I nodded.

“What do you know about the city ad-
ministration here in Harthaven?”

“Not a great deal, sir. I understand you
talke—an active interest in it.”

“I run it,” he said quietly. “I like your
looks, I'll have you investigated. Report
back here in three days. I'll tell you then
whether I want you. Fifty a week to
start.,”

He had wanted me. I had gone to work,
It wasn’t easy work. There were two of
us in the outer office—Bess Proctor and
myself. She did all the routine steno-
graphiec work. I did everything else. Bess

! is black-haired Irish, tall, casual and hard

as nails. She helped me get the hang of
things..

I remember her first serious words of
advice. “Look, Towney,” she had said,
“you are going to be his man Friday.
He's quite a guy. He turns on the charm
with all the strangers, but with his own
people he's like tool steel. Don’t try to
kid him. Don't trade on his name. Lots of
jokers will think that just because you
work for him, they can ask you to get him
to do things. Report all those requests to
him, but don't try to do anything about

i them unless he tells you. He's in this office
l about two hours a day. He's afraid of
¢ women. Once in a while he'll drink sherry,

He smokes two cigars a day. His only
hobby is making Sam Tanner the biggest
thing there is.”

It didn’t take too long to find out how
he managed to run Harthaven, a city of
over a hundred thousand. He paid no at-
tention to party lines. He merely did every
favor that was zsked of him. Everyone for
whom he did a favor was automatically in-
debted to him. He (Continued on page 100)
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The biggest shopping day
of the week:

A typical Saturday
department-store scene.

Open since 1823, this

general store in Stow, Massachusetts,
is a favarite

Saturday meeting place,




Saturday-U.S.A.

All over America it's a day of shopping,
playing or just plain loafing—
the most enjoyable day of the week

s aturday in America has always been an institution. In the

days of the pioneers it was the day to go to the nearest trading

post, where the women would do the marketing while the chil-
dren selected penny candy and the men gossiped and exchanged
guesses about the crops and the weather. In later years Saturday
was payday and Saturday night was the night to howl, Today, in the
year 1947, it is just as big a day as it ever was. It is the day for big
sports attractions, bargain sales and motor trips. For children, it
means no school and no dressing up and a matinee at the movies.
For teen agers, it is the night of the Big Date, It is quite probable
that more young Americans propose on Saturday than any other
night of the week. For young married couples, it is the night to
hire the sitter and 1o go to the dance at the country club or to the
party at the Wilkinsons' or the Smiths’ house. For all of us it means
something special. The photographs on these pages show some of the
things that make Saturday special everywhere in the U, S. A.

Plotes by Intemationsl and by Pix, Ine,

Every Saturday morning, the National Cash Register Company of Day-
fon entertains up to 2,400 children with songs, broodeasts, movies.



Saturdoy afterncon,
and an important match
at the Sequeyah Country
Club in California.

Action ot the dice table on Hoot Gibson's
DA4C Ranch in Loz Vegos.
Thot's Hoot under the sombrero at left.



These people are waiting to go through the White House. Carl Miller's Bowling . Alley does o land-office
There are more visitors on reday than any other : on Saturdoy afterncon when o league of girls' teams pl

Busiest and brightest of all Saturday night spots is, of
course, New York’s Broadway, blazing with a million lights. sters show how well-planned co-operotion maokes it easy.




TO CATGH A MAN, THEY TOLD

» -l husband

Monica sat across the dining-room table from her mother,
her chin propped upon her square fists. Her myopic eyes
were wistful behind her glasses, for Monica was unhappy.

Mrs. Wolff cleared her throat with elaborate innocence. “I
do hope Peggy is as happy with Stirling as she seems to be,
she said.

“Oh, Mother, I do too,” Monica answered, surprised because
Mother had never before questioned the success of Peggy's
three-year-old marriage.

“Of "course your sister could get around anybody,” Mrs.
Wolff continued.

“Anybody,” Monica agreed.

“She really ought to write a column in a newspaper, telling
girls how to catch a man. Nobody could be any better at it
than she is."”

Oh, dear, thought Monica in a panic, so that's what Mother's
driving at; she knows all about everything.

Two weeks ago Monica, who was studying for her Ph.D,,
had met Kim Beckwith. Kim was a young instructor, new at
the university. They had met at a tea at Professor Lowrey's.
Kim had sat all the way across the room from Monica, but she
was immediately aware of him in a way that made it a new
experience. It was winter and the blinds were drawn, and his
face was half in shadow as he leaned forward away from the
lamplight, talking earnestly to Mrs. Lowrey, His nose threw a
curious shadow across his ascetic face, and he had a crooked
smile that went straight to Monica’s heart. She heard his
voice rising from begond the group in which he was sitting,
and although its timbre was no stronger than the others, her
ears singled it out and listened to it, disregarding the discourse
of Professor (The Middle Ages) Edgerly on the importance to
civilization of the inventions of the button and the horse collar,

Before Monica left, she and Kim had drifted into the same
group, and twice when he said something witty she wasthe only
one who laughed. She had never met anyone who had quite
the same quality of humor, Monica's wasn't a musical laugh; it
was full-bodied and robust. Naturally (Continued on page 124)

or
Monica

ILLUSTRATED BY PIOTR DIMITRI



HER, HERE'S WHAT TO DO. IT REALLY COULDN'T BE SIMPLER . . .

Thus she imagined herself, regal in evening dress,
carrying a single rose.
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The French Riviera

is an ideal place for laughter,

sunshine, gaiety —

and occasionally murder

A COSMOPOLITAN NOVELETTE

My enlightenment about Mrs., Jones,
the pretty lady who had told me to call
her Lili, was sudden and sharp. I was
going down the hall of the old-fashioned
French hotel just before dinner, toward
the elevator which I had learned to eall
the lift, when her voice came through
the opening door of the room ahead of
me: “If you don’t like it, you—know—
what—you—can—do!”

The words were childish, but the voice
was venomous. It spaced the last six
words so they were separate stabs of
derision and contempt. There was a
savagery in it which was appalling to the
hoy I was then and, in panic lest she find
I had overheard, I turned and bolted
down the stairs.

I had thought her such a pretty, pleas-
ant lady! That afternoon on the beach,
and the afternoon before, she had been
gay and friendly, much more delightful,
than my aunt’s dull friends. Then, too,
she was Lucy's mother, so of course she
was perfect as Lucy was perfect. It was
horrifying that she could speak so wvi-
ciously, and it was all the more horri-
fying because she was speaking to that
quiet, picked-sparrow-looking husband
with the kindly smile.

Out of breath from my rush down the
three flights, I slid into a chair in the
lounge beside my aunt. The guests of the
pension had a habit of congregating here
before the dining-room doors opened.
The British Colonel, retired, and the
British Colonial Administrator, retired,
were having what they termed their
“sundowner,” and the two old sisters
who had been ladies in waiting to Alex-
andra were sipping sherry; the Boston
mother and daughter were knitting and
chatting with the curate, and my uncle
was rustling his paper and imparting
bits of news to my aunt.

Everything was very decorous; it was
not at all what I'd thought a hotel on
the fringe of Monte Carlo would be. My
uncle and aunt had brouzht me with
them, that summer of "thirty-six, and it
was supposed to be a great treat for me.
My parents had impressed on me that
they were being generous and that I was
to be appreciative and not make any
trouble.

I was not a troublesome boy. 1 had
been lame, through an early accident,
and sometimes I still limped a little. The
braces I used to wear had kept me from
a boy's normal life, and the hours with
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books and with my mother had
made me, at sixteen, both pre-
cocious and innocent.

The lift was making premonitory
sounds. Everyone looked toward it,
as if it contained something they
were waiting for. The car thudded
to a stop, and the Jones family
emerged.,

It was -apparent that Mrs, Jones
was dining out. She was in evening
dress, bright blue, with a blue cape
poised on her white shoulders. Her
figure was what I later heard my
aunt, with uncommon saltiness, call
“busty,” and there was a good deal
of it uncovered. Her heavy hair
was an odd shade of purplish black,
and her doll's face was too highly
tinted.

I did not know much about mas-
cara then, but I did know that the
blackness about her really vivid
blue eyes was theatrie,

She rustled forward, looking so
radiant that it was hard to believe
she had just been speaking vi-
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A life that included a yacht

and a millionaire at her feet.

That was Lili's ambition.

ciously, and after her came Dr.
Jones, thin and plain in a dark
gray suit, and Lucy. They crossed
the lounge—everyone now intent
on knitting or reading or conversa-
tion—and Dr, Jones held open the
outer door for her.

He said in his gentle, well-bred
tones, which he made elear and
carrying, “Have a pleasant time,
my dear.” He closed the door and
turned back. He was holding Lucy
by the hand, as if she were still a
child instead of a girl of fifteen,

He paused beside one of the
former ladies in waiting. “My wife
has a child's love for games of
chance,” he remarked to her.

His wvoice sounded affectionately
amused and indulgent, but it
seemed forced, and so did the smile
on his worn face. Luey, a slim sil-
houette against his drab gray, was
expressionless.

The old lady gave him a pleasant
smile and murmured something. I
was conscious of relief because she
was being niee to him. I felt in-
tensely sorry for him because I
knew how ashamed he must feel to
have his wife speak to him like
that, and I admired the way he
tried to carry off her going out. I
understood now—which I hadn't
before. that afterncon on the beach



when I heard her making the date
—that there was something rather
queer about it.

The dining-room doors opened,
and everyone went in. Our table
was on the other side of the room
from the Joneses' and my aunt,
after a precautionary lock at the
distance, leaned toward my uncle,

“That man was out there in his
car—the long, gray one. Mrs, Back-
with saw him when she came in.
Mrs. Jones is out with him almost
every night.”

“What man?” said my uncle, ap-
plying himself to his soup.

“l don't know who he is—he's

very dark and foreign and
flashy-looking. Like a crou-

pier.”
“That’s Tony,” I put in,
with the idea of making

things better for the Joneses.
“He's a friend of theirs.”

My aunt looked at me sur-
prisedly. “You've met him?”

“He talked to us on the beach.”

“He did? What is he like?”

“Oh—all right, I guess.”

I really hadn't liked him, but I
wasn't going to say so.

“What is his last name?"”

“T don't know. She just called
him Tony.”

My aunt looked at my uncle,
with significance in the look. Then
she asked me, “What did Dr. Jones
call him?"

“1 didn’t hear him call him any-
thing.”" 1 remembered that most of
the time Dr. Jones had bheen sitting
a little way off, locking toward the
water, while Mrs. Jones and Tony
had lain, chattering, on the sand.

Something prompted me to say
anxiously, “Dr. Jones is an awlully
nice man.

“You can see he's a gentleman,”
my aunt said musingly. “It's the
strangest thing . .."” She brooded on
it, dipping into her soup. “I really
can't understand . . . I supposz she
was a pretty girl . . . The daughter
has her coloring. With the father’s
features. She's lovely, poor child.”
She looked again toward her hus-
band. “Those rings of hers are real
diamonds. And he's threadbare.”

“Ddiamonds don't wear out,” said
my uncle , . . He had a way of not
seeming to pay attention, then
coming out with something sensi-
ble. “Bought 'em for her in better
days.”

“But her clothes! They're terri-
ble, of course, but they're new. And
they. cost money.”

“P.obably gives her all he's got
left.”

“Of course (Continued on p. 144)
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Or how my salary dropped from

thirty-five to twelve and a half dollars a week.
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Now, as an honest Massachusetts tarmer, | am amazed to see how much
embezzlement, chicanery, incompetence and general antisocial behavior is revealed
as I study the career of Harry the Demon Reporter. It makes me suspicious of all the
standard biographies, which never admit such crimes.

Certainly George Sterling, the poet, was guilty at least of perjury and excessive imagina-
tion when he told Joe Noel, sports writer on the San Francisco Evening Bulletin, to
let his city editor in on the secret that there was a wonderful young reporter and
magazine writer named Mr., Lewis around those parts, that he seemed to like Califor-
nia almost as well as his native New York (Fifch Avenue), and might conceivably
be persuaded to stay here. An interview berween Mr. Lewis and that innocent
city editor was arranged with the pomp of a royal wedding.

I had planned to accept the position at thirty a week—which was vastly higher than
my value in the labor market had ever been—but as I walked into the editor’s of-
fice, Joe mysteriously handed me a slip reading, "Hit him for thirty-five.”

Hit? Me, the international journalist? I did nothing so vulgar as to hit. I per-
mitted the editor to know that I was a Yale man and had had things published in these
magazines and I knew New York like the inside of my hat (about which current
hat, which I had left outside, the less, the better). But I liked his nice little city.
and I would be willing to stay around awhile at—should we say forty or fifty a
week?—oh, what did it matter’—make it chirty-five . . . expenses so much less in these
smaller towns.

So I tilted back in my chair and looked casually down on Market Street.

Indeed it didn’t matter at all, except that if I didn't get the thircy-five (and
I would have listened happily. to an offer of thirteen-fifty) I would have stopped
eating and sleeping under cover.

He was a hard-boiled city editor and as credulous as all hard-boiled peo-
ple, who are too busy admiring their own hard-boiledness to study other people.
[ got the job.

If it were 1909 again and I were that editor, | would either fire this
Lewis the first week, or create a special department for him in the Saturday
Supplement, and let him write his fool imaginative head off, and raise him and raise
him—perhaps to thirty-seven-fifty in ten or twelve years. Lewis was good at
‘human-interest stories,” but he never saw the news or heard the news or brought n
the news, and if the governor had shot the mayor at the ferryhouse and Lewis had been
the only reporter there, he would have come sunnily trotting into the office with
a lovely piece abour Sunser Over the Golden Gate. Again does his real career

newspaperman myself

make me suspect all the published Lives, especially the autobiographies, and when 1 read

the triumphant pomposities of prime ministers and bishops and department-

store barons, 1 suspect that along with their youthful twenty-six hours a day of in-

dustry and pmbity. they must have had endearing times of being ornery and idioric.
This Lewis discovered in San Francisco a den, plagiarized from Robert Louis

Stevenson, where the hobos drank only wine all evening long—wine at five cents

4 can—and they were gently crazy, and in a room where shadows slid along the

huge wooden rtables, they told one another stories from the South Seas or sang together

as languidly as the lotos-eaters. But thar story the editor would nort ler our

young wonder hero write. Instead the editor told him that there were murmurings ot

financial scandal about a large orphan asylum, and would he kindly hustle our and

wet the dire?

I found that the asylum was surrounded by a brutally high red-brick wall. A

real reporter would presumably have climbed the wall at midnight, wriggled across

the courtyard, anesthetized the night watchman, removed the ledgers from

the safe, and have had a fronc-page story for next (Continued on page 200)
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PART il
THE STORY SO FAR: The unfriendly treat-

ment accorded the new star, Mademoiselle La
Belle da Ponte, by the other members of the
opera company in Silver City, Colorado, late in
the summer of 1881, did not disturb her much.
She did not expect things to be easy.

Since she had been old enough to reason at
all, her life had been a constant choice between
yielding and fighting. Because of her youth and
beauty, opportunities to yield had been endless
and varied. To have yielded even once would
she knew, have been ruin. So she had always
chosen to fight, and her virtue and honor had
become far more important and cherished than
that of the daughter of a deacon.

Mademoiselle (whose name was really Bridget),
had-a fine singing voice, but she did not want a
career. It was only to please the old Professor,
who had adopted her years before when her
mother died, that she had agreed to sing the role
of Violetta in “La Traviata”
on the opening night of the

3 Silver City opera season

& " The unexpected opportu-
J‘am Jg nity had come to her through
young Dick Meaney, who,
returning from England

ILLUSTRATED BY TOM LOYELL




with his tutor, Cyril Chatsworthy, had met Ma-
demoiselle and the Professor on the train head-
ing west.

Dick was the youngest son of P. J. Meaney
whose name, in Colorado, had the significance
of a feudal baron’s coat of arms. Mademoiselle
liked Dick as much as she disliked his swarthy,
uncultured older brothers, Shorty, Buck and
Blackie,

She accepted Dick’s shy, friendly overtures,
but when Shorty persisted in following her
through the streets she used her parasol as a
weapon to beat off his unwelcome advances.

* k ko k ok Kk

For two days, patrons of the “opry” had been
coming in from the valleys and canyons, from
the high ranges and from scattered settlers’ cab-
ins. The “ogry” marked the height of the season
in Silver City. There were cowhands and miners
and prospectors, sheepherders and even two In-
dians, chiefs of the Calamares and the Calgut
iribes, by name One-Big-Foot and Eagle's Pin
Feathers. To accommodate the erowd Mrs. Sower
put extra beds in all the rooms except those occ-
cupied by the opera troupe—a procedure which
led to an unusual (Continued on page 184)
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sv Frederic Wakeman

WHO WROTE "THE HUCKSTERS"

The average American, accustomed to his thirty-hour work week,
would have been astonished at Dr. Ross Wilder's schedule. Today, for
example, had begun at nine A. M. with his rounds at the John L. Lewis
Memorial Hospital where he was chief of medicine, Then, after a staff
meeting, he hurried uptown to the university to give his lecture on diag-
nosis. By one o'clock he was in his Park Avenue office which was
swarming with patients.

Next came his charity work at the children’s clinic at five ten, interrupted
by an emergency call—a heart attack. Ordinarily he would have gone
straight from that patient back to the hospital, as there were several touch-
and-go cases that needed his attention, but instead he called his wife and
told her he would be home early for dinner.

No man of forty-five should permit himself to be as tired as I am, he
thought, as he walked down into the subway. Although he had been riding
the subways for over three years, ever since conditions had forced him to
sell his car, back in 1950; he could never get used to the insult it heaped upon
his general fatigue.

He equally resented the circumstances which had moved him from his com-
fortable Fifth Avenue apartment to an uptown three-room flat. This night, he
could hardly make the fourth flight of stairs,

There was fish for dinner. Not because he liked fish. And it wasn't Friday.
No, there was fish only because they could not afford meat.

Poor Barbara! She had many gifts, but cooking was not one of them.
Even after these years of servantless living, she had not grasped the first
principle of making food tasty. And she tried so desperately hard to be
a good housewife, as the hospital-clean apartment demonstrated. He
washed up and squeezed himself into his place at the dinette table.
“Ummm,” he said. “Potatoes.”

Mrs. Wilder sighed. “T can't get used to paying eighty cents apiece for
them,” she said. “Even if we made a million dollars a year, I'd still be
horrified. Did you have a busy day?”

“The usual.”

"“Hospital tonight?" she asked.

Everyone knows about the medical fraternity, but few realize there is
also a medical sorority of doctor’s wives. They have a code as unyield-
ing as the Hippoeratic oath. these women. Take (Continued on page 78)

“Ross, she’s in great pain. You must help her.”

DOCTOR WILDER'S

ilemma
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Call this a fanciful fable, if you like.
Or call 1t savage satire.
Here the author of the most discussed

best seller in years tells his

first short story—the story

of the great doctor’s strike of 1953




Before these

visitors arrived, Meyers’

Manor was known as a good place for
o quiet summer vacation.

TH E Afterwards it was

R E S T known as Meyers’ Madhouse
by Sy Gomberg
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think we got everything now

so I'll lock the door only be
careful don't drop my hatbox it’s
got dishes in it,” Mom hollered to
4‘.—/ ’ Pop and me as we earried the last
e > suiteases downstairs. “And watch
and don't let Marv disappear we'll
never find him,” she finished. She
meant my shrimp of a kid brother.
Sometimes he got out of sight and
we had to search the whole neigh-
borhood till we found him. Twice
¢ the cops had to help.

“Don't worry,” Pop hollered
back. “I locked him in the truck.
Only for pity's sake, hurry up!”

I was almost nine then and the
Shrimp was five, and we were
going away to the country with
Mom for the summer, This was in
1927, the year Pop got a ten-dollar
raise from the furniture company.
He'd have to work, of couzsa,
but he'd be up every Satur-
day night till Sunday night
and for a whole week in
August.

The place we were going
to was called Meyers' Manor,
a hotel up in the Catskills
not far from Monticello, N 2w
York. It was the first time
we had ever had a real sum-
mer vacation, and it start>d
a lot of excitement in our
neighborhood. People who
lived in the part of Passaic,
New Jersey, where we did
couldn’t afford to go any-
‘where—except on  excur-
sions to Atlantic City for
one day maybe, or up the
Hudson on the Louisa Street
A. C's Annual Fourth of
July boat ride.

So I felt kind of proud
when we finally drove away
in the small truck Pop had
borrowed from the com-
pany. I stuck out my tongue
at some kids who were play-
i ing punchball in the street,
Mom cried, though, as she
waved good-by to all the
women hanging out of their
windows and waving to her.

Meantime Pop turned to
me. “Fasten the rope there
to Marv's belt.” he said,
“and tie it to the trunk. I don't
want him falling out of the rear
doors.”

We always had to be extra care-
ful with the Shrimp. He never said
much and looked like a little blue-
eyed, blond angel with a Dut-h-
boy haircut. That's how he look~d!
Yet in the one week since kind-r-
garten was let out he had alrerdy
been fished out of a sewer, almost
started a fire. in the cellar and
pushed the Jensen twins down a
flight of stairs. To me, he was worse
than anything. He followed me
wherever I went and copied every-
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THE REST CURE (Continued)

thing I did. The gang I went with
wanted him around like a hole in
the head. But whenever I sneaked
away from him, he got in trouble.
Pop had told me not to worry, that
in the country there would be kids
his size for him to play with. I
hoped so. Otherwise Mom would
make me watch him like a shadow.

ArtEr [ tied him, I sat down on
a suitcase and tried to picture
what Meyers' Manor was like. Pop
had never been there himself, but
he thought they probably had
horses for the guests to ride and a
place to swim. So for weeks now I
had been imagining myself gallop-
ing on big stallions other guys my
age would be afraid to go near,
making high dives off boards into
a beautiful pool—like in moving
pictures—anc{}(-]even going hunting
for wild animals with the slingshot
I'd made, Now, while I was dream-
ing these things over again, the
Shrimp was busy taking apart an
old clock he'd brought along. When
a piece wouldn't come off, he either
bit it loose or banged it free on
the truck floor. Finally, when there

Sanfy caught the turtle,
the Shrimp caught Sanfy,
and the three of them
dangled from the tree.
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was nothing left of the clock, he
put all the parts in his pocket and
went to sleep on the trunk. In a
little while I fell asleep too.

IT was almost dark when we ar-
rived at Meyers' Manor. One look
and my stomach twisted with dis-
appointment. It was just a big gray
house with a long porch they
called a veranda and with some
trees in front. The same as houses
in Passaic, except that it was in the
country. As I helped Po];: carry
suitcases up from the truck to the
little room we had, I noticed a big
barn behind the house and some
fields leading to a heavy forest.
But nothing else—no easino, no
colored umbrellas, no wild ani-
mals’ eves shining in the dark. And
of all the people I had seen so far,
there wasn't a single guy my age
I could hang around with and not
one girl big enough to show off for.
Without asking, I knew there
wouldn’t be any stallions either,
My dreams oozed right out of me,
and I felt empty inside,

“This is a rotten lousy place,” I
told myself, as I came back down
the stairs. I was so mad I kicked a
hole in the sereen door. But when 1
was pulling the hatbox
out of the truck I heard
an owl “hoo-hooing” in
the dark someplace, and
all of a sudden a rabbit
ran across the road. Right
in front of me! I grabbed
my slingshot, only he was
gone by the time I got a
rock. So I stuck the
slingshot and the rock in
my shirt pocket, in case I
had to make a quick shot,
and I looked out to where
the woods started. They
were probably crowded
with rabbits and other
wild animals. Maybe even
Indians, too. I felt much
better. On my way back
with the hatbox I fixed
the screen so the mos-
guitoes couldn't get in.

“Tuis is a wild, very
natural place,” I told the
Shrimp later, when we
got into bed. Mom and
Pop were downstairs. “1
know. I almost shot a
real rabbit with my sling-
shot. And that means
there's more hungry wild
animals all around here
which could eat up a
shrimp like you in maybe
one or two gulps. Know
that?”

He nodded his head.

“Me, I got my slingshot.
I don't haveta worry.
But you ain’t got a chance
against a fox, even. Boy,

I'd sure hate to see you meet one
o' them. Wow, what teeth they
have!”

He looked a little scared. But it
was hard to tell from those light
blue eyes of his. They never
changed, and he didn't say any-
thing—as wusual. You know, for
a long time we had thought he
was backward because he didn't
talk much. Then his kindergarten
teacher told Mom he was “very
profound,” whatever that was.
Right away to Mom that meant he
was different, that he had a gift.
What it was she didn't know, but
she told everybody he was tal-
ented. Baloney! Here he was five
vears old already, and I had never
seen him do one talented thing

yet.

“Yeah, you'll have to be care-
ful,” I said, after I told him a few
things about wild animals that
would have scared a grownup, “So
if Mom says you should go with
me when [ start scoutin’ these
woods, you better say, ‘No, I don't
wanna go with him." Okay?”

He stared at me without mov-
ing a muscle, I should've expected
that.

Pop came up to say good-by and
he told me to be good and mind
Mom and watch Marv. I promised,
so he gave me a dollar for spend-
ing money. The Shrimp got a
quarter and crossed his heart not
to get in any trouble or take other
people’s things apart. Then Pop
kissed us and left.

| wasn't sure what woke me up
next morning until I looked out of
the window. It was just getting
light, and a tall man wearing over-
alls was driving a bunch of cows
into the barn. They were mooing.
I also saw two big horses tossing
their heads as they ran through
the gate from the fields, Mom and
the Shrimp hadn’t heard anything.
They were still asleep, with th=
Shrimp holding parts of the clock
in both hands. How he got them, I
don't know,

I was so excited I forgot to put
on my shoes. I climbed into the
cowboy pants Pop gave me for
Christmas, pulled on a sweater and
sneaked out quietly. Nobody else
was up.

At tHE barn I found the tall man
sitting on a stool and getting milk
out of a cow. The other cows were
lined up in a row, waiting to give
theirs. From this close the man
looked dark, and very lean, like
some of the Indians I'd seen in pic-
tures, except that he had on clothes.
He even chewed tobacco, and he
could spit all the way across the
barn!

I told him my name and where
I was from (Continued on page 109)



Ingernational

IGOR GOUZENKO
TELLS WHY HE BROKE
AWAY FROM COMMUNISM
AND RISKED HIS LIFE AND THE
LIVES OF HIS FAMILY
TO WARN THE AMERICAN NATIONS
AGAINST THE DANGER OF

SOVIET ESPIONAGE

When Colonel Nikolai Zabotin left Moscow in
1943 to take over the direction of one of the
Soviet military espionage networks in Canada, he
brought with him as his secretary a major in the

attached to Romanov and treated him almost like
a son, Nobody else on the military intelligence
staff at the Soviet embassy in Ottawa, to which I
was attached as a cipher clerk, could stand him.
Sober, he was cruel and treacherous. When he
was drinking, which was almost every night, he
became a rough and dangerous sadist.

One evening after we had worked late prepar-
ing material from Canadian Communist spies for
transmission to Moscow, Zabotin asked Romanov
and myself and a few other officers on his staff to
help him sample a new bottle of Scotch at his
home a few blocks from the embassy. The con-
versation with the drinks turned, as it often did,
toward the war, and Romanov began to monopo-
lize it, as he often did, with his experiences at
Stalingrad where he had served as a combat in-
telligence officer.

I paid little attention to him at first because I
felt that I had already (Continued on page 85)

PART IV

Red Army named Romanov. Zabotin was warmly+
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The Royal Family and the Prince: King Gearge
VI, Princess Elizabeth, Princess Margaret,
Queen Elizabeth and Prince Philip.

By Richard Haestier

England’s Elizabeth,
being heiress to the throne,
will have to do the proposing herself.
And when she becomes Queen,
her husband won’t be allowed

to say a word about how she should rule the empire.
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Paul Adams, bandleader at the select Mirabelle
restaurant and night club in London’s West End,
thumbed nervously through his sheet music. He
was wondering what to play next. Perhaps the
“Blue Danube”? The Very Important Personage
who had turned up unexpectedly to dine and
dance would surely find that a sweet, pleasant
and inoffensive selection. Adams hoped he had it
somewhere under the pile of American jazz
favorites his customers usually preferred to
European music.

A young girl with chestnut hair done in a loose
bob, who was dining quietly with three com-
panions, looked toward him and smiled. It was an
encouraging smile. Then the girl called a waiter
and spoke quietly to him. He moved through the
closely packed
tables toward the
tiny bandstand.

“Her Royal
Highness says
would you please
be so kind as to
play ‘People Will
Say We're in
Love'?"

“Huh?" said
Adams, surprised
—and relieved. In
less than a minute
he had found the
music. He passed
it out, tapped his
baton with imperi-
ousconfidence, and
the notes of the
song from “Okla-
homa” floated over
the dining room.

Her Royal High-
ness Princess Eliz-
abeth Alexandra
Mary Windsor,
twenty-one-year=-
old heiress to the
British throne and
future ruler of 589
million people
throughout the
British Empire,
smiled happily and
glanced warmly
across the table at
her escort, Prince
Philip of Greece, a
good-looking
blond, who will be
twenty-sixinJune.

People have
been saying for
months that Eliza-
beth and Philip
were in love and
that royal wedding
bells would be

Nationul
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ringing in London soon. There have been rumors
before. At various recent times, Elizabeth’s name
has been linked by gossips with five young dukes
—and there have been denials in each case. But
no one has said officially that she will not marry
Philip. On the contrary, a Whitehall official, when
questioned, broke down so far as to admit that
the Prince and Princess are “very friendly,”
carefully placing a slight emphasis on the word
“yery.”

It is now taken for granted that when Princess
Elizabeth returns this summer from an official
tour of South Africa with her mother, father and
younger sister, her engagement and plans for an
early marriage will be announced by special
Court Circular.

Elizabeth is five feet two inches tall and weighs
137 pounds. Her figure could be improved by
dieting, but so far she has postponed any such
disciplinary measures. She uses lipstick but no
nail polish, and her excellent complexion needs
no facial creams. Her expression is usually
thoughtful, but she has a warm smile and lumi-
nous gray eyes which often light her face with
magnetic effect. Her voice is clear, resonant and
unpretentious. She is perfectly natural with
friends and strangers alike and has as much
charm and poise as her Uncle David, the Duke
of Windsor. She has tried cocktails and cigarettes
but doesn’t like them. Now and then she drinks a
little wine, and she is especially fond of a single
glass of champagne.,

Elizabeth swims and rides well, plays golf and
tennis and dances a mean rumba. She likes to
drive a car. When it comes to Scottish folk songs
she can surprise even the old lairds north of the
Border with her knowledge of the lore. Similarly,
she knows the intricate steps of most of the
famous native reels. She is an accomplished
pianist, having won a Bachelor of Music degree
at the London University. Her singing voice is
described as pleasant. In the privacy of her own
room she accompanies herself as she sings “Surrey
with the Fringe on Top” or a similar American
number, but if her mother, whom she calls
“Mama,” asks her to play in the palace drawing
room, she usually selects a piece by Beethoven.
The Princess acquired her wide knowledge of tin-
pan-alley tunes by listening to American bands
on a short-wave radio set. From this hobby she
builds her own hit parade and sometimes embar-
rasses an English orchestra leader by asking for
a number that has not reached London. She is an
ardent Bing Crosby fan and colleets all his
records.

Languages came easily to the Princess. She
speaks French, German, Italian and Spanish
fluently.

The man who, it is confidently believed, will
become her Prince Consort, was born in Corfu on
June 10, 1921, He is the son of Prince Andrew of
Greece and Princess Alice of Battenberg—a
family that changed (Continued on Page 116)



editor’s note

Last summer Cosmopolitan
and three Chicago art groups
sponsored an illustration con-
test for aspiring arfists in the
Chicago area. They were in-
vited to illustrate this story,
and more than o hundred
accepted. The winning paint-
ings, selected by three out-
standing Americanillustrators,

are reproduced here.
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W1 a manner of speaking, Mr, O'Meara lived
in a large harem. This circumstance did not
alarm Mr. O'Meara, who for many years had
been the sole male ornament of The Temple
School for Girls.

Precisely what Mr. O'Meara’s official posi-
tion was had never been clearly defined. He
was not exactly superintendent of grounds,
though he did look after the extremely ex-
pansive lawns and flower beds; he emphati-
cally was not an odd-jobman though no job
was too odd for him.

It was Mr. O'Meara's well-considered opin-
ion that he and Miss Temple—commonly re-
ferred to as Old Frozen Face—were the two
people who really kept the school running.
With, of course, some slight aid from Bobby
and Bess.

Bobby and Bess were now taking Mr,
(rMeara home for lunch with no assistance
on his part, for they knew the way perfectly
well and were a little hungry themselves
after having hauled loam in the dumpeart all
morning,

" Gordon Malherbe Hillman

It can be very annoying

to discover you're wrong about something.

It can also be a great relief

Bobby and Bess were two large, placid
brown horses of uncommeon intelligence, who
held themselves loftily superior to the riding
mounts in the school stable and were prob-
ably envied by those somewhat harried ani-
mals, who had to carry large and small girls
about on their backs.

Mr., O'Meara, slouched on the seat of the
dumpeart and half asleep in the pleasant sun,
was thinking about girls. He was thinking
that the landseape would look much better
without so many of their legs.

The legs of the young ladies of Miss Tem-
ple's school were always bare and frequently
scarred or seratched. There were large legs,
lean legs, scrawny legs and legs that were:
downright fat. There was also displayed a
great deal of knee, usually knobby.

Masculine legs, Mr. O'Meara was ready to
admit, would probably have looked worse.
but they would not have bezen so lavishly
forced upon the beholder's vision.

Mr. O'Meara reached for his pipe and re-
turned to his original conclusion that all
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Mrs. O'Meara's parlor contained a startling profusion of everything.

Why the Jury gave
First Prize to John Howard:

Ausiin Briggs:

“Howard's painting is the most original
« .« It symbolizes all the fears of traditional
authority which motivate the small heroine.”

Al Parker:

"Howard uses arresting color. . . . The
painting is not executed in the traditional
manner and should be refreshing to the
reader.”

Harold von Schmidt:

“"No one who understands that which
pecple do to houses and houses do to
pecple can miss the inherent warmth in
these unlovely buildings. . . . Howard felt
this—the contrast (Continued on Page 183)
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schoolgirls are mostly legs and shrill voices and that
nothing can be done about it except to wait for them
to grow up and go away.

Thanks to Bobhy and Bess, Mr, O'Meara was now
passing the boundaries of the school—that extraordi-
nary world for women only—and entering the village.
which was a slightly more rational universe.

He swayed gently upon his high seat: a large,
brown-faced, bald-headed man with heavy-lidded
blue eyes that never seemed to notice anything. As a
matter of fact, they missed nothing, not even the
small, dark-haired girl in the plaid dress, who was
striding doggedly down the sidewalk, steadily talking
to herself and holding a gray suitcase in one hand.

“Whoa!"” said Mr. O'Meara, but he needn’t have
bothered for Bobby and Bess had stopped automati-
cally, apparently knowing that small girls with suit-
cases are generally running away from school.

“Hot,” said Mr. O'Meara lazily and wiped his shiny
head with a red bandanna. “Have a lift?"

The small girl stopped and considered the matter.
With her hair cut in bangs in front and hanging down
in two thin braids in back, she seemed an oddly old-
fashioned sort of child, and Mr. O'Meara had not seen
one of those in a long time. She also had a snub nose
and an extremely determined chin,

“Thank you,” she said finally in a competent and
grown-up voice, and Mr. O'Meara reached languidly
for the suitcase. Bobby and Bess turned their heads to
regard the small girl who was climbing to the high
seat, They then started on of their own accord.

“Gosh,” said the small girl, surveying them, *“I
guess they know everything, don't they?”

Mr. O'Meara was pleased. “More'n most people.”
He applied the red bandanna again. “Name's
O'Meara. What's yours?”

“Peggy Allen. And will you let me off at the bus
stop, please?” .

“Sure,” said Mr. O'Meara, who had no intention of
doing anything of the sort. He had the sense that
Peggy was quite different from most of Miss Temyple's
girls, though he didn't know how. He proposed to find
out presently.

Peggy brushed- back her bangs and continued to
admire Bobby and Bess. “They are positively beauti-
ful, Mr. O'Meara.”

“Better not tell 'em so. Stuck up enough as 'tis.”

“I s'pose they understand every word I say.”

“Prob'ly. They've had plenty of practice listenin’
to little girls.”

Peggy's back sudden.ly got very stiff. “I am not a
little girl, Mr. O'Meara.”

“No?"

“And I'm thoroughly sick of being told I am. This
is the most stupid school I ever saw. Absolutely no-
body here has any sense.”

Mr. O'Meara thought that was ?mbably so. “Ain’t
countin’ in Miss Temple, are you?”

An expression of utter loathing crossed Peggy’s
face, , she's a simply terrible woman! All the
girls call her ‘Old Frozen Face.'”

“Girls don't know

Mr, O'Meara considered that.
much, do they?”

“They do not. They are absolutely abysmal. If
they win a blue blazer in sports, they get fearfully
stucgt up. I think school sports are awfully silly, don’t
you?”

Mr. O'Meara meditated on that, and the tail of his
eye saw the bus disappearing down the street. It was

the last bus for some time. “Dunno. Got to give the
little devils something to do, I s'pose.”

Peggy giggled, then gave a sudden cry. “We're 'way
past the bus stop, and there goes the bus and——"

Mr, O’Meara showed every evidence of surprise.
“Why, so it does. Won't be another for a while,
either.” He had never yet heard of a schoolgirl who
wasn't eternally hungry, so he added, “Better stop by
my place for lunch. It's Irish stew.”

There was a brief struggle between the small girl's
determination and her stomach. Mr. O'Meara had
suspected her stomach would win out, and it did.

“Well, if you're sure it won't be too much trouble.”

“No trouble at all,” said Mr. O'Meara, and Bobby
and Bess turned in beside a low, white house, framed
by trees, with a wide veranda all along its front.

A vastly billowy woman came to the door with her
flaming red hair done up in a white kerchief. The
rest of her was encased in a very rufled blouse and a
pair of plum-colored corduroy trousers. They were
the largest trousers anyone would be likely to see.

“Molly,” said Mr. O'Meara with immense dignity,
“this is Miss Peggy Allen. Miss Allen, Mrs. O'Meara
. .. Peggy’ll be staying to lunch.”

He indicated that she should alight; then Bobby and
Bess bore him and the cart off into the back yard.

Peggy thought that, though Mr. O'Meara was quite
calm, Mrs. O'Meara was calmer still. And large, calm
people, in Peggy's experience, were extremely com-
fortable to be with. Mrs, O'Meara did not disappoint
her. “T always do like company for lunch. Especially
when unexpected. Maybe you want to wash.”

Peggy said she didn't, and they passed rapidly into
the white house, whose parlor was full of tables, plush
chairs, and a startling profusion of ornaments, ranging
from picture post cards to china figures and sea shells.
On the wall were several large steel engravings,
mostly of stags in extremely stiff attitudes,

Peggy was sorry that Robert, her father, couldn't
have seen the room. He would have appreciated it.
He would also have known what to say about it, and
she certainly didn't. So she commented on the most
conspicuous object she could see. “Those are mar-
velous pants, Mrs. O'Meara.”

Mrs. O'Meara stroked her corduroys with affection.
“Comfortable. I always say if you can't be comfort-
able, what's the use? So we eat in the kitchen.”

Peggy comprehended this perfectly, and Mrs.
O’Meara’s kitchen was certainly planned for comfort.
It was a very large sun-swept room and, besides its
stove and sink, it contained a big, soft rocker and a
black leather armchair that sagged. Its wide window
commanded a splendid view of trees and garden, and
its table had a red and white cloth on it with a bronze
bowl of nasturtiums in dead center,

A huge yellow cat was sound asleep in the arm-
chair, and the stew was bubbling on the stove. Mrs.
O’Meara tasted the stew. “It's all right this time, but
you have to keep your eye on those butchers.”

Peggy smoothed her d‘;ess “You have to be very
careful of butchers. Can't I help you set an extra
place?”

Mrs. O'Meara motioned to the china cupboard.
“Go ahead. Haven't had a smart girl around for a
long time. Got to go out to speak to Joe for a sec.”

Peggy wondered what would happen next and was
sure she didn't know. She couldn't very well escape
because Mr. O'Meara had taken her suitcase off some=
where, and besides, it would (Continued on page 180)

The litile house seemed so placid thal Peggy could hardly bear to leave.
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Get into bed now, child, and your old nurse will tell you a story ...

When I was a little girl, and seven years old, just like you. I lived
on-a farm not far from New Orleans. I lived with my father and
mother and my sister Rose, who was six, and my brother Bill, who
was nine, and my grandfather, who was a veterinarian and very old
and wise. My father owned the farm. It was about twenty-five
acres. We had a cow and a mule and a house and a barn, and a
creek ran across our land. My sister and my brother and T used to
play in the barn on rainy days, and we went wading in the brook,
and often we rode the old mule.

Now, us Southerners love horses like we love nothing else; it's
just bred into us, I guess: so *vhile my brother and my sister and 1
were fond of that old mule, how we did wish he was a horse! Some-
times when we rode him we pretended he was a fine race horse,
and we even thought up a fancy name for him: Windstream, we

him. We got up on his back, all three of us at once, my
brother in front holding the halter rope, and Bill would shout.
“Come on,"Windstream, we're in the last lap! Come on, boy!” And
niy sister and I shouted too: “Windstream! Windstream!”
“But it didn't work. The old mule never any more than just jogged
étlcmg.u_I And pretend all we liked. we always knew he was just an
mule.

One day in early spring we were walking down the road that ran
past our house, and we got to talking about horses, “What kind of
a horse would you ask for,” my sister Rose said, “if a good fairy
gave you a wish?”

I said I'd like to have a gaited saddle horse so I could ride down
the road the way we saw fine ladies ride by sometimes. Rose said
that was what she would ask for too. But Bill said he wanted a
trotter; he said he would drive him in races, and that he'd be the
fastest horse in the world, and he'd pass all the other horses there
were. “And he'd be white,” Bill said. “He'd be white, and he'd have
an extra long tail. Maybe, when I hitched him to a sulky, I'd have
to tie his tail up, to keep it out of my face.”

“Would he be like that horse up there?” my sister Rose said, and
she pointed to a big poster that was pasted up on a barn. It was a
circus poster, put up because in a few weeks the circus was coming
to New Orleans. We went over and looked at it. In the picture
there were two dapple-gray horses and one brown horse and one
white horse, and they were hitched up to a fancy chariot.

“That's a chariot race,” Bill said.

“How'd you know?" Rose said.

You see, we weren't the kind of children who went to circuses.

“I know because I've read about 'em,” Bill said.

Rose was onli six and couldn't read, so that ended the argument.
and we stood there and looked at the picture. Those horses were
going so fast their manes and tails stood out as though they were
starched, and the man’s hair stood out and his robe, too. Oh, they
were going like the wind! But it was the white horse that Rose had
vointed to that looked most beautiful. He was chunky but not fat
or too big, just strong-looking, and his nostrils stood out and his
eyes were a little bloodshot, and he had the look of a boy let out of
school. We stood there and looked at that picture and couldn’t get
enough of it. *

“That's exactly the horse I'd want,” Bill said. “There ain’t a thing
wrong anywhere. He's just exactly it."

“I don't think even a good fairy could get us a horse like that,”
Rose said. And I thought she was right,

We went back to the house and, though we had two hours until
supper and the mule wasn't working, we didn’t feel a bit like riding
him. We went down and played by the brook (Continued on page 140)

“ Paul Marcus
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Remember, as you read this story,
that the horse was more

than a horse to these children.

It was a shining symbol

of faith and justice and hope ...
Remember, too, that no matter

how often such a symbol is destroyed,
it is always born again

in the hearts of children—

and of men of good will




fosmopolitan’s

ovie Citations of the Month

By Louella 0. Parsons

Mation Picture Edifor, International News Servlce

BEST PERFORMANCES

Cowinners of Miss Parsons' “Best Performance” citation this manth
were Rita Hayworth as the goddess Terpsichore in “Down to Earth” and
Deborah Kerr in the British-made thriller, "The Adventuress.”

England is fighting for her life these days. The setond Battle
of Britain is on and the weapons, with which she hopes to
win, are toil, sweat and exports,

I suppose when we say “exports” most of you react as I
do, and think in terms of English sweaters, Scotch for high-
balls, wonderful luxury leathers and fine furniture.

The English people, hungry and fatigued, are sending over
all these things. But they are also exporting another product,
which, in view of the past, I never expected to see. They are
sending out films so superior, so sensitive, so masterly in
every respect, that Hollywood must look to its laurels—and

BEST DIRECTION quickly.

I must in all justice report that England has all the best of
Brute Humberstone is cited for it, at least for the month of May.
his deft handling of the Technicolor When the shooting war ended, and the first British pictures,
horse-racing film “The Homestrefch.” like “Colonel Blimp,” “In Which We Serve” and “Blithe $pirit”

began arriving in this country, Hollyweod took the invasion with
relaxed tolerance. “These pictures are the best pick of the past
five yvears of their production,” Hollywood said.

But the distinguished productions have kept coming—the
brooding “The Seventh Veil,” the tender “Brief Encounter,”
the completely magnificent “Henry V.” They were all able to
stand on their own box-office feet—but they did more than
that. Whether by way of comedy, romance or heroism, they
all proclaimed the message of English democracy, of English
ways and of “English (Continued on page 119)



BEST PRODUCTION “0dd man Out” is a moving story of the

Irish revolution, featuring James Maoson, Kathleen Ryan
and o cost of Abbey Theatre players.




ILLUSTRATED BY WARD BRACKETT

Sometimes it is easier to forget a wound you have received than one you have inflicted




w very short story by Wyatt Blassingame

About halfway down the list
s Beatty,” he asked, “is

the principal stopped reading.
t Mary Lesko the girl with the thick,

."\tl"‘L’l- |'I'|I!|F_‘{_I '..’_ia

“Why, vy his secretary said. “A tall, very gawky child. Quite
homely. Why?”

“Nothing,” the principal said. He leaned back in his chair,
shutting his eyes. He would have liked a cigarette, but members
of the school board were due, and several of them were oppoesed
to smoking. As a substitute he tapped gently against his teeth with
his pencil, a habit which he knew infuriated Miss Beatty, although
she did not feel free to comment.

The list of names he had been reading represented nominations
submitted by the students, All these nominees would Le called to the
school stage, and. before the complete student body, introduced and
applauded. Then, by secret ballot, six would be elected Brandon
High’s Representative Girls, and their. pictures” would go in the
school annual and quite possibly in the local afternoon paper.
The list of nominees was made up of the school’s prettiest and
hest-d

"l‘lJ 'nll'l{l most EJU}'}U.]HT :_’i['[“-‘ﬂ[l'l .\‘ll['_\ I.('Fko-

It was curious, John Shes thought, how the problems of
teaching children remained the same year after year, generation
after generation. He recalled a senlence he had learned years
ago in a freshman college course in zoology: The ontogeny of
the individual is a recapitulation of the phylogeny of the
species, He found it comforting sometimes, and sometimes very
discouraging, to think that each individual must relive the
history of the race, that each child must pass through his own
dark age of organized brutality and sadism.

Even the situations, John Shea thought, remained almost
i{{l'f!'il'ill. OHI‘ 1I|t’ names f']'lill];_.’l'(]. I-It' (i[(]“‘[ |'I’J]||'J'|I}]{'|' \\}lﬂl
the honor had been called when he was a boy., The Queen of
Beauty, or something like that. But then, too, the contestants had
been summoned publicly to the school stage. And it had been his
idea, as a very hilarious joke, to nominate Sara Shadburn.

In the auditorium he could see Sara Shadburn, one row ahead
and across the aisle. She sat with her hands tightly clenched on
the books in her lap. Her fat, homely face was intent as she watched.
She had her favorites among the girls being called to the stage, and
she applauded them vigorously, '

John Shea never knew whether the teacher was consciously aware
of the name before she called it or not,

“Sara Shadburn. Will she pleaze come forward?”

There was a stunned hush in the auditorium. Only the row of
lm_\s with John Shea in the center made any sound, and their
snickering was muffled at first. Sara Shadburn sat as though the
name called was that of an ahsolute -'trzmger, Her face looked
blank, numb.

Then the girls around Sara began to repeat her name, Someone

tonement
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nudged her. There were loud whispers of “Go on!
Go on!” For girls can be as vicious as boys. They
had caught on to the joke like hungry dogs to a
bone. They half pushed her into the aisle.

She started toward the stage, still with the dazed
look upon her face, She was fat, with stringy red-
dish hair, and her clothes were cheap and ill-
fitting. All over the auditorium persons began
to giggle as she started down the aisle, awkward
and frightened. Then one of the boys said loudly:
“Our beauty queen!” and another gave a long
whistle. Girls went into gales of laughter.

Halfway to the stage Sara stopped. She had always
been a person to sweat profusely and now the beads
stood glassy on her face. She stared about her
as if she had lost her way. Her mouth was twitch-
ing, and, slowly, very slowly, a wild terrified
look came into her eyes. With a cry she began
to run up the aisle, away from the stage.

But even her escape was to be farcical. She
put her fat hands over her eyes, and running that
way she stumbled and fell. Her dress flew up,
showing fal legs and cheap. cotton underwear.

Now, sitting behind the principal’s desk of
the Brandon High School, John Shea could
remember the whole scene in detail, though
he could not remember at what moment it had
ceased to be funny. He had quit laughing before the
others. He sat through the teacher’s angry lecture,
scarcely hearing it. He kept remembering how
the look of terror had grown in Sara Shadburn’s
eyes, how the sweat had shown upon her cheeks.

The teacher had never learned who was respon-
sible for Sara’s name being lis'ed. There was no
punishment. John Shea had expected to forget the
whole incident. But he found he could not forget.

The girl had not returned to school for two
days, and then she went about her classes red
eved, frequently weeping, and looking more ugls
than ever before. A thousand times he imagined
how she must have felt with the laughter beating

at her from every side, trapped by the mockery
of it, as he was by his own shame.

When he could stand it no longer he went to her
house to apologize. He had been walking most of
the afternoon, and now it was nearly dark. Young
John Shea was trembling as he went up the steps.

Sara came to the door. “Hello,” she said,

“T want to talk to you.” John Shea said. “Will
you come out here a minute?”

She must have been working in the kilchen,
for he could smell the odors of food on her,
and of perspiration. “What is it?" she asked.

It was hard for him to speak. “You remem-
ber that time at school when they called your
name to go up on the stage?” But he did not
wait for her answer. “I did it. I nominated you.
But I didn't do it as a joke,” he said. “I thought
maybe you weren’t as pretty as some of the others,
but you are the smartest girl in school. You make
good grades. I—T thought . . . He was backing
away, feeling for the top step with his foot. And
she kept looking at him, saying nothing, her face
only a pale disbelieving circle in the dark. Then
he had found the steps and had gone down them
and was running, the way she had run up the
school aisle, blindly. trying to escape—and know-
ing already that he never could.

The principal opened his eyes and leaned
forward and looked again at the list of names
on his desk. He reached for his penvil—and it
was not primarily the girl at all. For he had
learned that sometimes the scar lives longer on
the person who causes the wound than on the
one who receives it. He knew that in all probability
Sara Shadburn had long since ceased to be hurt
by memary of the incident in the schoo! audi-
torium, had even forgotten the name John Shea,
while with Shea the memory and shame could come
back so fresh that even now his hand trembled
as he marked the girl’s name from the list.

“Sure. I can get ‘em all inl**

Sure, he can, but who's going to like it when he does?

Here at Cosmopolitan we do not believe in slashing
good material, whether cloth or copy. That is why, in
addition to novelettes and complete short novels, we
occasionally give you a five- or six-part serial. It's the
only way a big, full-scale novel can be presented
effectively in magazine form.

Cosmopolitan, we think, has always serialized the best
of modern fiction. We assume you want to read the
books that are destined to be important best sellers
and equally important movies. Books like "“Green
Light,” “The Stars Look Down,” “Saratoga Trunk,”
"Cass Timberlane,” “"Gentleman’s Agreement,” or the
Bromfield novel on Page 50 of this issue.

That has always been our policy. We have no inten-
tion of changing it.
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Here are tempting Campbell's Soups to
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And suddenly it's Spring! But you're ready for
it, and for those outdoor appetites—when you've
Campbell's Soups on hand. Be the weather sunny
or showery, well-filled bowls of tempting soup
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Morning, A Week Before the Crime (Coutinued from page 28)

hear, although she did not believe it.

Without Lizzie's love she would have had
an empty childhood. Her mother had died
in childbirth. Her father was a large but
inconsiderable man, fond of cards and
usually mildly tipsy from four o'clock in
the aftermoon on; her relationship
with him, from babyhood, had been a
protracted, stale flirtation. He was the
prototype of “the gentlemen,” and the
dolls and frilly dresses that he brought
back to her from his business trips were
not, in her mind or in fact, so much the
gifts of a loving father as attentions, like
the flowers and the boxes of candy with
lace paper and tiny gilded tongs which he
had given her stepmother, Sally Anne.

Sally Anne herself had died at thirty,
a gentle, vapid little woman without at-
tachments. Dolly, thinking back, could re-
member only two bits of motherly advice
that she had ever been given,

“¥ou shouldn't laugh so hard” Sally
Anne had once said. “It makes wrinkles,
Look, Dolly, just smile gently, like this.”

And once, when a gentleman had asked
Dolly for a kiss, and she had complied,
Sally Anne said, later, “Always remem-
ber, dear, néver give the gentlemen guite
all they want. That's our right way to
keep them happy, Dolly. Just you be
sweet and let them think they know it
all, but, Dolly, you always leave them
something to hope for tomorrow—hear?"

She remembered that. But she remem-
bered, too, what Lizzie had said about it.

“Did you do like that with Sam, Liz-
zie?"

And Lizzie had answered, “You don't do
a man that way when vou love him,
honey. I didn't do Sam no different than
what he done me.”

“And did he love you, Lizzie? Up till
he died, did he love you like he did when
you got married?”

“More and more,” said Lizzie. And then,
with a poetic quaintness which fixed the
words in the child’s mind, “He was my
heart. And I was his heart. If he'd lived
old, we couldn't have changed to each
other,”

“Maybe white gentlemen are different.”

Lizzie took a small white hand and laid
it open upon her own, closing her long
black fingers above it, firmly, with love.
“You and me different?” she asked soft-
ly. “We different how we feel 'bout lovin'
each other?”

“Course not. Not vou and me."”

“No more our menfolks is different,
honey.” She looked at the soft brown
hair, the anxious little face. Suddenly a
belated caution swept through her. “How
we're talkin'l” she said. “Don't you tell
Miss Sally Anne on me, now, hear?
She'd yank me baldheaded.”

“Oh, I won't,” the child cried. “I won't
tell on ypu, Lizzie.” Then, tactlessly, as
Lizzie's grateful arms hugged her close,
“You know I love to keep a secret on
Mama.”

She forgot it all, then, but the words
came back, coupled with the strong im-
pulse of her superior body, to save, in a
limited but fundamental way, her mar-
riage with Mark Gurney.

Her father had taken her to New Orleans
for Mardi Gras, and there she met him,
at the home of her father's banker.

He stared at her, almost without speak-
ing, through half the evening, and she
thought that he was attractive, but queer,

“I thought Yankees were supposed to
be real brainy,” she whispered to another
girl. “But this one o.ertain]y acts like he's
been dropped on the head.”

Late in the evening he asked her to
come out with him on the veranda. When

she returned to the dancing the smug
cogquetry of her little face had been care-
fully rearranged, but behind it she was
profoundly shaken. The passion of the
New England Puritan, onee it is liberated,
has an intensity, a richness unequaled in
happier natures, The strength of her re-
sponse left her in no doubt as to how she
should act, but in that headlong leap she
would have found it hard to say whether
she felt triumphant or helpless,

SHorTLy after they were married her
father died. The big, inconsiderable man |
caught pneumonia in the mild Southern
winter and accepted it, as he had ac-
cepted Sally Anne, his card games and
his tippling, with a mannerly apathy,

Dolly wept by his deathbed. Her brief
life with Mark had given her a curious
feeling that she had treated her father
ill, that there was something, some deep
wrong in their relationship for which she
should make amends, but she did not|
know how to go about it. |

“Papa,” she said. “Papa. You remember |
that doll-baby you brought me frnm!
Savannah, once? The one with the lovely,
pink silk dress? That one?”

Did he remember? Did he hear? His
suffuged, staring eyes, his ugly breathing
—which raised in her, in spite of herself,
a trembling of anger—were unchanged,
but she persisted, bowing her fine body
above him, bringing her tired, pretty face
close to his,

“I just loved it,” she persisted. “I al-
ways just loved that doll-baby, Papa, I
never thanked you for it enough. I just
loved you for bringing it to me.”

But it was too late. The lids dropped
over the unseeing eyes, the ugly breath-
ing filled the room.

“Papa,” she said, “this is Dolly. You
hear me, Papa? I do love you, Papa. I
would have loved you just the same if
you didn't ever bring me any old doll-
baby. You do hear me, don't you, Papa?
It's Dolly talkin’ to” you. You know it,
don't you, Papa? . . .1 do love you.”

She began to cry terribly, like a child,
with all the force of her strong body,
Mark tock her arm and led her out into
the corridor, She sat down, her face in her
hands, sobbing with total abandonment.

“I can't help being mad at him when
he breathes like that,” she cried. “I can't
help it. Oh, Mark. he wouldn't answer me.”

Seeing that her tears in no sense re-
solved the extreme and mysterious an-
guish of her spirit, Mark forbore, with
an effort, to touch her. And as it was
only by touch that they ever achieved
any sort of understanding, his impotence
and confusion in the moment of her de-
feat equaled her own.

The next day she was calm, self-pos-
sessed, taking him with her to shop for a
black dress. When she came out of the
fitting room to show herself to him, her
grief was quite real and in her face, but
it was overlaid with a sort of demure
pleasure, She looked, thought Mark,
watching her curiously, anxiously, lov-
ingly, like a child allowed to pour the
coffee, to assume some small position of
adult dignity in a mother's absence,

They had been married for a little more
than a year when the war came, and
Mark went into the Navy,

The year of marriage had been, for him,
a year of extraordinary release and de-
light. If Dolly's passion was not equal to
his own, she was at least docile and ten-
der, all soft receptivity. His amazement
at the possession of her rich beauty had
increased rather than diminished. And
she, for her part, was not at all frightened

by the continuing intensity of his desire,
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but, rather, proud of it and of her own

#ability to content hirXi A4 sti)l. he would
wake sometimes; ¥n the night. censcicus
of semething wreng, very wxofig’ and
lacking. .

And there were other things. A tinsel-
embroidered evening scarf, not new.
wliich he saw folded in a drawer that
she had left open.

“Did Mrs. Wyatt give yom this*" he
asked.

“Why, no,” she replled. *I bought it.
Ages ago?”

Had she really owned it before? It was
very pretty. Lucia Wyatt had worn one
like it over her head to the country-club
dance. Had she been weaving it when
she left? He ceuld net be sure, but it
seemed to him that Lucia's head, then,
had been bare.

And the lovely old Chelsea fgurine
that was threwn down from its table and
broken in the Howlands' house. Dolly
caught her feet in a rug and tripped and
the figurine fell. It was irreplaceable, of
course, and she felt very badly, so ka ly
that the Howlands were serry for he:
sorrier than they were for themselves
and sorry, too—you could see it—that
they had hurt her feelings earlier in the
evening with that careless remark about
Louisiana. She was clearly a defenseless
child.

She was indeed a child—but defense-
less? Caught her foot in the rug? Tall,
graceful Dolly, who moved so wonder-
fully, whose walking. whese sianding up
and lying down, were lovely to see?

The instances, the little things multi-
plied; not fast, but enough, ene here and
one there. In a year there had been time
for a good many of them.

And when the time came that Mark
must leave her, he remembered them all
While he held her te him, his love. his
dear woman, his wife--he rememtered

"@r couerse,” said Imogene, his mether,
whe bad knewn Dolly only fer a day or
two befere the wedding, “the peer child
will come to us at Meunt Leda."

Delly, at Mount Leda, with Imegene
and his brother Brooks? It was not the
right selution, but apparently there was
no right selution.

“Lizzie,” he said. "I want to #sik to you.”

“Yes. sir. Mr, Mark.”

He leeked at the llttle woman starding
before him. IJzzie had a low forehead,
flat lips, the cemplexien of a plum. and
her face, so uncempromisingly Negroid,
was sensitive and wice, fuil of dignity.

“About Miss Delly . . ."

He could not go en, of ceurse; he could
not put it into words, any of it, the deep-
est or the most trivial. But it was not
necessary.

“Yes, sir. Il look out for her. some
way. Best's I can.”

"You know her, Lizzie, don't you?” he
asked.

“Yes. sir. I know her right well. And T
fove her.”

He paused. “My mether and: my brother
aren’t the sort eof People she’s used to,
Lizzie. They are very—well—individual”
He had no gift for translatien, no real
way of communicating with people of
backaround dissimilar to his. But he felt
that he was understoed. “Ilove them. Liz-
zie, and T am sure that vou will. And
that Miss Dolly will. But if there is—well
—fricticn from time to time, Lizzie, do
what you can.”

“Yes, sir.” Suddenly she took both of
his hands in hers, and there were tears
in her eyes. “You had %0 go off away too
soon,” she said. “I kep’ thinking, if she
had a baby of her ewn, then maybe she'd
be able to leave off being a baby herself.
You know, she tries to sometimes, Mr.
Mark. Like that day when her poor papa
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K died, sre was
she ivas tryin’” P S

“You know her in and out, con’t you,
Lizeie? Well, take cares of her for mz.
will yeu?”

“As much as I can, Mr. Mark. Always
havg!. always will. Lizzie’ll de what she
can.

And with that Mark had to be content.

t:&in’ tpithen. -—hat day

Axp now Liaegie looked at Dolly, standing
so easily and nobly in the long white
dressing gewn that had been a part of
her tvousseau, her face coaxing and un-
regeneratz beneath the tumbled curls,
the face of a difiicult child.

“Listen to me," ILizzie said. “You just
get uressed and fixed up and auit lollin’
round thinkin’ mischief and meanness. I
don’t know what you got against Mrs.
Gurney, sweet and lovely like she is to
you, but I ain’t going te touch one of
her flowers unless she tell me—hear?”

Her face, as she brushed Dolly’s hair,
as she helped her inte her clethes, was
somber. like the face of a mother whe
reccgnized some grave, parmanent han li-
cap in her child, who makes herself say,
“He will never run and jump like the
others.” @r, “He will never be able te
keep up with his own class.”

Lizzie’s eyes under the withered eyelids
were sad; her thick, sensitive lips were
calm. “Yeu just run dewnstairs now and
be sweet and good.” she said.

Baeoks, in the wide garret under the
skylight, was at the clavicherd. The roem
was unfinished, shaped like an enormous
field tent. The rafters had been white-
washed, and the floor was painted with
a green deck paint, darkened with age.

“The handsomest room in the house,”
Brooks had remarked years ago. "The
propertions, ef ceurse, not the ~etail”

he sentence had ticklied Mark. who
rever fo:got it. Faced with any p:eten-
tiousness, any instance of affectsd celi-
cacy, be weuld murmur, “The propor-
tiens, not the dctail.” And yet he sin-
cerely loved and a’mired Breeks and
would have teen shecked te hear him
spoken of as an incompet:nt, a sponge or
a ¢ilettante.

B ccks. for his cwi1 part, had very little
opinion of himself, less than was justifel,
for he had missed genius by a very na:-
row margin. The sense of btauty by
which both Imogene and Afark weve
plagued and justified appear:i in him
with a degree of pathological senslbility
in which beth pleasure and displeasure
were felt wita a tormznt of intensity
This painful over-refinrement of life
showed itself in the soft, dark. almost
wemanish eyes: in the smooth, transpar-
ent lids in which the veins showeq o ‘dly
distinct: in the narrew han<s with their
nervous trick of thumb-huggize,

“I look,” he once remarked unhappily.
“like one of the sain®% on a reiigious cai-
endar.” The comment had an unforge:-
table comic justice.

Breeks Gurney was a professional mu-
sician. He played the piano in concert
with a limited but respectable success,
and he composed music. As a composer
he was witty. intellzctual, highly formal-
ized and fundamentally uninteresting. He
was at the moment at work upon a sym-

honie suite based upon Gegol’s story.
E‘l'l'le Cloak.” It was tre vitzlity of the
narrative, the broad and handseme figur-
ing of human emetien, which had tempted
him into the undertaking; he was nor-
mally uninterested in program music. But
in his hands Gogol had withered, and
the satiriczl c2cophonies which now ran
out frem his long, disciplined fingers had
a static fragility. a lack of genuine im-
portance approaching tho macabre,

Frem time to tme he lifted his hards

t.om 1ae .kevboard, observing the celor
of his palms. They had taken of latg to
an odd +rick by which ore fushed #n1i
the ether turnei pac. Af.er each ex-
amination he toek his puise by pressing
his finger tips to the sices of his throat.
About ninety-eight. No extra systoles to-
day. He played again.

You could hardly have called him .
nypechondriac, for he hac peen trom his
beyhoed dismally aware of the psy-
chegenic origin of his discomforts and had
remarked, upon trying to emlist at the
outset of the war, “However, it's only fair
to tel you I'm wsychoneurotic. 1 mean,
I don't mind if yeu don't.”

They had, to his real disappointment,
minded a gteat deal. He tried te think
that he was glad for Imogene’s sake. From
his fragile babyhood he had been the cen-
ter of his widowed mether’s life.

And still he was never quite ridicufous,
still he bad a quality of life. Imogene’s
possessive gr993 had crippled him, in-
Elal'}ded him. but it had not made him a
o0l

He bent his head above the keybeard,
and the accurate, unresenant, courteous
voice of the clavichord lilled the garret.

A raNT, light whispering of his music
came down through the air like a waver-
ing breeze and teuched the ears of Imo-
gene, where she sat en a low marble
bench in the heart of the box maze, tell-
ing her that Breeks, her love, her <ear
one. was safe at heme, near to her and
safe.

She had come inte the msaze to enjoy
her bed of auricula primreses. There were
no flowers that did not please her. She re-
jeiced in them all, even the magenta
phlex and petunias in the neglected farm
doeryard that she passed upon her inces-
sant country walks. “Like a shigwreeked
sailor.” she said coarsely, “who'd rather
have any woman tlan none.” But in the
whele calendar there were none in which
she took a celight approaching her delignt
in her auriculas, so small, 30 varied, each
one exquisite and singular. And brief, |
so bdef in thelr flowering time.

They lifted their small, fresh faces,
charming and strange in subtle gradatiens
of mauve, of brown, of rose~washed yel-
low. And Imegene stared at them in a
passion of identification, taking them inta
herself in a greed of love that was deli-
cieusly enhanced by the sound of the
clavicherd, the quiet voice, the quiet wel-
come voice, telling her again and again
that Brooks was near het, and alene.

This overweening sensibility, this way-
ward intensity of displaced affection, was
wholly alien to her appearance. She was
a teugh old gypsy of a woman. thick in
the waist, with a straight, sturdy back
and shoulders. Under the gray-brown
curls, piled in a careless appreximation
of her girlhood pompadour, her dark.
sun-weathered face had a queer. not un-
pleasant look of outlawry, like a pirate
or a healthy witch.

She wore a shabby dress of faded blue
seersucker, a brewn cardigan with a but-
ton mising, old white sneskers @n he-
left hand, brown and streng. not very
clean, an old gypsy’s hand, was a mag-
nificent sapphire centered by four larg-
diamonds. It had been her mother’s ring:
she always wore it, and it was always
dull with soap and gardening. To Mark
and Brooks, as children. it had been part
of her band, like the square fingers, the
shert and broken nails.

The music. so faint and still se clear,
now broke off in the middle of a phrase,
and the moment of concentration hroke
with it. It was as if auriculas had
losked away, assumed their own identity
again, refused her stare.

He must have finished his work, she
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thought wnh warmth. Now he will come.

he moved a little along the bench as
if he had come alresdy and she were
making room for him. The blunt dark
face softened.

Several times she lifted her bead to-
ward the central window und r the roof
of the old white house on the terrace
above her. Once her eyes towards
the windowa of Dolly’s reom, and quickly
turned away again, as if she rejected as
%1ckly as it came the thought behind

e glance. She walted for a long time,
but Brooks did not come.

At length she stood up. “'I'll just go for
a little watk." ehe said. Her voice was

membered mechanically; his mind did not
take over.

There was a quic step on the stair.

“That sure sounds r ght pretty, Brooks,
You never let the ladies come up in your
old hide-out?”

The small brown head appeared above
the level of the Roor, the curis bound in
blue ribbon, dark eyes opened wide. “You
makin' up musxc, Brooks, or iu t playin'?
Can I come up?”

The innocent, doll-like head lifted
higher; ltes { :«F the superb and opu-
lent body disclo:

Brooks rose and came forward, hls
courteous smile only a little rigid with

matter of fact. her face d, the

irr "Its all right, It was going

bright blue eyes only a little set. “I'll go
down the lane,” she said to hexself aloud,
“He'll know where I've gone. He'll com .

A barberry bush at the head of the
carriage drive was in bloasom. She broke
off a spray of it. turming it in ber fingers,
aspray of tiny yellow flowers with minus-
cule yellow centers. She walked down
the long drive through the open Eelds,
turning and turning the spray of bar-
berry in her hands, mindless that the

) thorns were lacersting her finger
tlps and making them bleed.

Dorry, mild as cream, came down the
staira, She looked In the long drawing
room, the music rogm, the lxbrary.

“Well, my stars,” she sald, ‘‘where is
everybody? Never knew such a crowd
for pokln off by themselves all the time.,”

She lanced In the long mirror near the

was wearing a white dress with
a deep soft ruffe at the neck. She
smoothed it down, pascing her hands ov r
the beautiful body that Mark had taught
her to admire. She smiled at the r.ty.
smali face, the gleaming browan curl
Iittle blue bow.

“Matter of fact,” she toid herseif.
"more’n balf the time I'd rather have
their room than their company.”

She wander d out into the garden and
the maze, where she found and picked
herself a bouquet of little pink and yel-
low Aowers, breakin, gothe st ms oo short,
like a child. She sat down upon the bench,
holding them In her large hands. Upon
her face there was a curious, infantile
look, partly of triumph, of fear.

“Lizzie's just an old she whis-
pered to herself. But in spite of the
words, the triumph in her eyes faded. The
odd, sly apprehension deepened,

"l guess,” she said aloud, “I guess I'll
just go upstairs and put them on my
dresser . No, I gueas I'l fetch them
up to Brooks He must get lonesome,
stuck off up ther workin', all alane. 1
won't stay and hinder him long.”

Walking with her straight, easy stnde.
emiling delightfully at the thought of her
own considerate amiabllity, she went into
the house and once more up the staira

But on the second ficor she hesitated.
She glanced toward her own room, where
she had left 1.i2zle, and saw that the door
wag z{:} cloﬁed

u hyaetenmtoanemty est
room, opened the door &e ﬂth,
droj the prlmroses Into (he toilet bowl
and flushed them away.

Weownc, thought Brooks. It's all wrong.
He pushed the manuscript aside and
began to play again, from the beginning,
quickiy and nervously, hoping that the
momentum would carry him past the bad
interval and Into the B-minor passage,
the ghost in the dark square. Come up
to it quickly. and it would dev lop its
own necessary intermal logic with none
of this maundering. He felt himself near-
ing the difficulty like someone riding out
of control at a deep gully. He felt his
breath ghallow and dry: his fingers re-
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badly anyway.”

1f only she didn't always have her head
on, he thought unexpectedly, she'd be
charming. Like the Victory of Samo-
thrace, Ca\zldnt tolk, then, either.

“My, oh, my,” * she said. ““This is nice.
B don't you tell Imogene, now, 1
came up here and bothered vou. She’d
skin me alive. You don't mind, do you,
Brooks? That little old piaro sounded so
pretty‘ and I was feeling so awful lone-
some.’

She walked with her slow, swinging
step around the room.

“Goodness, you've got a hige big place
up here. You could go roller skatin’”
She paused by a bookcase, Freud, Jung,
Brill, the “Summa Theologica,” numerous
works of the Anglo-yoga persuasion. The
varied history of Brooks's endless tinker-
ing with his psyche. “My what high-brow
stt'xﬁ! A,}] belong to you?”

“Goodness, you must be smart as Mark.
I always thought you didn’t go in for that
kind of stuff. 1 ht you just gl:yed
on the piano. I Q'le littie old Delly's on
just sort of dumb.

No. it would be a mistake to ta e her
head off. She would be less amusing. But
why had she come? What did she want?
She moved around the room as if she
were looking for something that she had
lost. Under the artful, artless prattle he
could hear an urgency in her; his hype -
sensitive body responded uncomfortably
to an inquietude that was moving some-
where below the bright shallows of her
mind,

She sauntered back to him, eying the
cot,

“1 don't know if it's even proger for
we to be calling on you li e this, Brooks
Is this your den or your bedroom?”

“That's a nice dlshnction," he said. “But
I'm sure. Dolly, it’s quite chaste. Do sit
down.”

She sat on the edge of the coi. She
sl'noothed her “I know it’s naughty
of me, bargin’ in on you like Brooks.
But I get o lonesome. And Lizzie got out
of the wrong side of the bed this mornin’.
She waa scoldin® me for every little
thing.”

“I suppose you must get lonesome.”

“Brooks, why does lmo, ogene hate me?"

“You lmngme it, Dolly.

“No, 1 don't, Brooks. She hates me so
I can feel it coming right out of her and
hitting against me. And you, Brooks, You
ma e me feel like you thought I wasn't
really there. Like maybe if you were to
count ten with your eyes shut you could
open them, and 1'd be‘g;:me."

“You imagine it We don't feel li e that.
I don't.”

She looked at him quickly, her large
brown eyes seizing on his face with a
strange, unchildh e avidiy.

“That's true,” she said quietly. “Moslly
you do. But you don't n.iht now.”

She was a remarkable person,
thought. The Quality of the outburst ex—
cited him: it was so obviously &incere,
and et the same time so obviously spuri-

ous, done for effect. Her loneliness, her
clear desire for some human contact
frightened him, But over and above it
her patent vulgarity and dishooesty lay
like a ¢! infinitely reassurmg Look-
ing at her, Brooks experienced a queer,
half-painful, half-exultnt leap of feeling.

Dolly Gurney was beautiful; she was
Mark’s wife; and sh was wholly worthy
of contempt., Freed by her very or-
ity, her contemn tibility, as she sat there
now, Mark’s wi? feeling her way blindly
towards a momentary Airtation with
Mark's brother, Brooks Gurney looked at

olly. He did not know that Imogene’s
love had made him afraid of love and
love's guilt, and love’s open vulnerability
and inevitable pain. He only looked at
Dolly and realized with a sbock of
amazement, with a naive and qulvering
stab of pride, with a delicate immediacy
of renunciation as hel and as prompt
as his own inevitable manners, that
he lust d after her in his heart.

And Dolly knew it and responded. Her
eyes, avid and yet promising nothing.
were like souls driven by thirst They
fastened upon his face as if it were a cup
that they would drain dry.

Dolly spoke first. “I just know 1
shouldn't be up here,” she said.

Her eyes, £’inkin3 their satisfact on,
were still upon his own; but she spoke
with automatic archness, showing her
dimples; and the falsity, the ludicrous
bad taste of the words were a joy to him,
He wrapped them about his vulnerable
life like a sheltering garment,

“Of course you should have come” he
said. 1 was getting nothing done, and
you were lonely. Come when you like.”

“Play me something, Beoaks, will you?”
“I'd like to.” He Jooked at her, sitting
the edge of the cot. the large hands
lymg open in her lap. “Lie down,” he
said, "and close your eyes and listen.”

What would she li e? Something easy.
something melodious and 28y His fingers,
over: a htne Y tremor,
ran into Purcell’s “Ayies for the The-
ayter.” After a few moments he heard
her move restively,

“I'm not so strong for that high-brow
stuff. Brooks. Don't you know something
that's classical and still, you know, sort
of nice and sweet?”

SxiLixG, his fingers at once steady nnd
strong, he went mto the “Valse Bluette.”
The saccharin nullities ran out oddly on
the clear, literal voice of the instrument.

“Better?”

“Oh. that's lovely.”

But when it was done, she stood up.
“I'd better go now. Brooks. I'd sure ha
for Imogene to catch me up here.”

“It wouldn't matter.”

But he new that it would matter, and
he saw that she knew he knew.

“1 sure fe | whole lots better. Thank

ou, Brooks. You've been real sweet. 1

eel as if we were just getting acquainted,
don't you?”

“Yes.”

“You're tall, Brooks. Mark and I are
jugt the same height. I'm not used to
looking up at peopl .”

He Iooked down at the young, uplifted
face, the child’s face, the avid, unchlld-
ish eyes. The big white room was quiet,
the May sunlight ficoding down from the
skylight in a quiet brilhapce as absolute
as dnrk He felt himself leaning towards
her with a compuisive, delib-
eration. She dld not. move or draw back.

“If no one knows.” her eyes =aid, "it
will be the same as if it never bappened
won't it? Won't it?"

He put his arms around her with
clumsy stiffness, covering her lips wltb
diy, unaccustomed lips. He dreamed
about women, sometimes, but his dreams
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AND ANNIE PUT TRUSHAY oN
HER HANDS BEFORE SHE TUBBED

HER UNDIES...S0 TRUSHAY'S

SPECIAL "OIL=RICHNESS" COULD

HELP PREVENT DRYNESS AND
ROUGHNESS.

AND WHEN A MAN WANTS TO
HOLD A GIRLS HANDS...
EVEN A GIRL LIKE ANNIE
-..HE DOESNT WANT TO
WEAR GLOVES. ..

SO NOW ANNIE (S ABLE TO
KEEP HER HANDS SOFT AND
SMOOTH AND HOLDABLE...

THANKS T0 TRUSHAY'S
WONDERFUL SOFTENING HELP

THEN, LUCKILY, FANNIE TOLD
ANNIE ABOUT AN ENTIRELY
NEW AND DIFFERENT HAND
LOTION! THE BEFOREHAND
LOTION .. . TRUSHAY!

TRUSHAY

The “Beforehand”
Lotion

FRODUCT GF RRSSTOL-MYERS

P.S. Trushay’s grand for softening hands at any time! Wonderful, too, for rough,
dry elbows and heels . . . as a powder base . .. before and aiter exposure to
weather. Trushay contains no alcohol, is not sticky. Begin today to use Trushay!




were violent and terrible He held he:
slifly, in an agony o mept;tude He had
no idea, be realized, in sharp, hopeless
misery, how much or how little one could
do. what he could do.

Her soft body taught him. leamng upon
him in the quiet brightness. Her moist
lips ssught him. She taught him by an
utter, absolute compliance, so that he felt
his strength greater than hers, his kiss
deeper. his hands wiser and more aware
Poor Brooksl For a moment he could
believe what he never dared believe.
that love can be happy. that it can be
mutual kindness and peace

The moment was strong, but the deep.
twisted fantasy was stronger. Now he set
upon her as if she were a wornan in his
dream,

Suddenly there was a little tearing ol
cloth, her hand went to the white ruffles
at her breast. and she broke away fiom
hxm, shaking.

“Brooks! For #oodness' sake, Brooks!'
she cried.

Her face was childish and trightened;
she backed away from him as if she
thought that he had only released her
for a moment. as if she were too fright-
ened to run away And she was fright-
ened.

He’s queer, she thought. He isn't like
Mark. He's queer.

She stared at him as if he were s
stranger. The familiar. handsome face
was Quite composed now: only the eyes
a little confused still, but gentle, apolo-
getie, almost smiling.

“I tore your dress." be said. “I'm very
sorry.”’

She did not know what to say.

“Goodness, Brooks,” she said. "people
don’t know anything about anyone. do
they?” Her voice was shaky.

“Didn't you like it®” he asked
thought you did.”

“I don’t know | wanted you to kiss tne,
and then it was like Mark, and [ miss
him so. And then I thought that vou
bated me. Brovks. do you hate me?”

“You're lovely, Dolly Yovu've tovely
Everything's all right, dear "

Sbe began to smile. pushing back her
hair. “I guess | was naughty. We were
both naughty We'll be good. now won"l
we. Brooks?”

“As you say.’

She had started down the stairs when
she turned again. *Do you think I'd bet-
ter not come back up here again®"

He held himself forcibly fiom laying
hands upon lier. from pulling het back
to him once more. His voice had an un-
familiar roughness “What do you think?"”
he said. "You’ll be back, and vou know
it. We can’l help ourselves now

He watched her go down the stalrs,
very quiet. and he thought that she was
still frightened. but in a moment or two
he heard her voice, strong and clear,
singing in the lower hall. She was sing-
ing a spiritual. and her kigh, untaught
voice came up to him clearly. so that he
could hear her words.

“Sometimes.” she sang. ‘sometimes I
teel like an eagte in the air.”

“Good Lord.” Brooks whispered. "Good
Lord in heaven!"

He walked restlessly about the room
After a little time he returned to the
clavichord. but as he sat down he was
taken with a fit of shuddering, like the
onset of a chill. He get up and rtan
down the stairs and out of the house

He walked rapidly along the lane to-
wards the main road, There was no ob-
jective in his mind, but he went at a
jerky trot as if he were hurrvine reo an
appointment.

At e end ot the lane ne saw (mogene
coming towards him. She was turning a
spray of barberry in her hands—small
leaves. small flowers, small, fierce thorns
—turning and turning it; and as he came
closer he saw with a shock that the slow,
mindless finger tips were torn. and the
spray freaked with their blood.

Dolly was in the lower hall and still
singing when she heard the cry from the
maze, It was leud and strange, hardly
recognizable, although she knew it was
Imogene’s voice.

“Look! Loek!
they’re gone!”

Dolly became abruptly silent, and after
a moment she wen! verv quickly ta her
own room

"Lizzie." she sard Her voice was smail
and good. like the voice of a sick child.
“Lizzie. dear ™

The dark nld tace lifted. anxious and
gquck

Trouble. Lizzte thought. Mowe trouble
When she 1akes a streak like this. ain't
nothmg you can do. seems like. but iust
let it tun out

*“What veu want now?"

“Mv head aches. Lizzie. it aches per-

They're gone! Broeks,

tectly awful Can vou sort of pull the
£ £ - ,f_,;_-.n-

shades down and bring me my lunch up
here on a tray? Just tell 'em [ don't feel
so good, will you, Lizzie dear?"”

o good askin’ her questions, Just stir
her up, frighten her into talkin’ mean
and tellin' lies Just make us both feel

ad.

She took the soft. pliant hand as she
had taken # when Dolly was a little girl
in Louistana, sick from too much remping
in the hot sun. She led her to the bed.
*Just lie down,” she said. “Lie down and
shut your eyes. Hare let Lizzie pull your
shoes off.”

"Don’t let anyone come m here both-
erin’ me. will you, Lizzie?"

Must be _comthing bad, this time

“How’d you tear your dress?”

“I caught it on sornething.”

Her voice was cautious, secretive, bui
the question, oddly enough. restored a
sort of cempesure to her face She
<lretched her fine body and lay easier on

the bed. She yawned. “I'm sleepy.”

But Lizzie had gone to the window to
pull down the shades. She looked down
into the garden and saw Imogene cem-
ing into the house. She was staring
straight ahead as she walked. and Brooks.
following close behind her, had his eyes
upon her, and his face was disorganized
with nervous pity.

So that’s it, thought Lazzie. So she did
go and puil up Mrs. Gurney’s best flowers
after all. So that's her trouble.

Her heart, heavy with shame and love,
fiiled with the tears that she was unwill-
ing to shed. She stood with her back
to the bed, pressing her thick, clear-edged
lips together, holding her wrinkled eye-
lids open so that no tears couid fall. star-
ing at the drawn shade before her, her
face sorrowful and shamed. her eyes
quiet and wide.

Under her grief, ter slow mind stirred
again

Never did sav how she tore her dress.
she thought. The blind, angry stare of
imogene's face rose before her again.
Suddenly her old body was stabbed with
a strange thrill of unrecognized, of un-
allowable fear.

“Mr Mark's bound to come home
soon.” she told herself. “They're bound
to tet him come home soon. War’s been
over now. most a year. Praise the Lord,
he'll be home soon! If he wasn't coming
home soon, things might get bad around
here. They might get right bad.”

THE END

Dector

Batbara Wilder for one. Because she was
a doctor’s wife. Also a doctor’s daughter
and a doctor's granddaughter. Three gen-
erations of breeding were |mphcn n the
way she had worded her question, “Hos-
pital tonight?” A more self-centered
woman might have phrased it complain-
ngly: “l hope you don’t have to o back
to that old hospital again tomight ™ Bui
not Barbara Wilder

“I should." her husband answered “But
1 have to attend a meeting.

On this extra-medical subject. she could
speak out as strongly as any wife, And
did, “‘Oh, dear," she said. “You're so tited
Can’t you skip it. ]ust this once?”

“Not this time. I have to speak.’”’

Barbara Wilder pushed back her piate
and jumped up. *1 forgot to mend vour
dinner jacket.” she said.

But Dr. Wilder stopped her. "No." he
said. “This meeting doesn't call for even
what’s left of my dimer jacket.”

He had just dabbed at his dessert, a
chocolate pudding, and then stood up.
“F'm going to rest for fifteen minutes.” he
said “1f T fall asleep. please call me”

7%

Wilder's Dilemma

She lollowed him into the bedroom.
'You'll feel wetter with your shoes off,”
she said, untying them for him. They were
very worn. "We must find some way to
get you a new pair.” Then she said. * Ross.
dear, I hate to bother you when you're so
tired, but— "

“It’s no bother. What 1s 1t> Money?"

“No. It's Mrs. Kaplan downstairs. You
know "

He trred to remember
the pregnarit one?”

“That’s the cne. She's such a wonderful,
young little thing. dear, And she's havine
trouble

“What kmd?”

“Well, for one thmg, she has no con-
tidence in her doctor. He just pays no at-
tention to her. It would mean so much to
her, Ross, it really would, if aman of your
reputation looked her over.’

He sighed. “For twenty yvears I've been
1eoking over your friends because they've
lost confidence in their own doctors.”

“You'll do it?”" she said, delighted.
“Now? Tonight? You've no idea how
much it'll mean to her.”

“Oh. you mean

\Conttnued 17om page 52)

"Not right now,” he said. “Maybe later.”

He closed his eyes and she tiptoed out
of the room, feeling guilty about the min-
utes she had taken from his brief rest.

Wnen Dr. Wilder arrived at Madison
Square Garden for the meeting, most of
New York's ten thousand doctors were
already there. He took his place on the
platform.

Although he had addressed many medi-
cal meetings in the past. tonight was dif-
ferent. and he suffered an attack of nerves
as the meeting was formally called to

order.

Finally, the chaivman said:

“The speaker tonight is Dr. Ross Wilde;.
one of the truly great medical men of our
time. As President of the New York Medi-
cal Association, Dr. leder speaks for all
of us Dr. Wilder

He rose slowly, and their applause gave
him time to gain control of himself. He
was a tired, middle-aged mamn: thi
visibly in the middle; he wore rimless
glasses and had a clear but rather high
and nasal speaking voice. It was only the
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knowledge of his achievements that could
account for the respect they paid him.

“Fellow medical workers,” he said, “I
need not follow my usual custom and
speak from notes, The hitter facts are
engraved so deeply on my cortex that not
even schizophrenia could obliterate them.”

But his audience was so extraordinarily
attentive, so very tense, that this feeble
bit of professional wit did not stir up one
chuckle

“I say it with shame," he continued,
“but my strongest impression of us to-
night is one of shabbiness. This suit I'm
wearing . , " He looked down apolo-
getically and, as if to prove his statement,
almost every man there grimly looked
down at his own clothes. “God, how shab-
by we have all become!

“And what has brought about this
unanimous shabbiness?” he asked, his
voice -hardening. “The cause is so well
known that I'll only summarize the facts
for the record,

“After the last World War ended in
forty=five, minor inflationary movements
persisted for several years, with the gov-
ernment trying all sorts of schemes to
plug up the leaks.

“Nothing was very successful but, as
conditions grew worse and price-fixing
collapsed, the government desperately re-
sorted to an attempt to fix the wages of
labor. Then came that unhappy day when
a law was passed fixing S]e maximum
charges for medical services.

“But the workers in other fields would
not stand for wage ceilings, so they sim-
ply struck, one after another, Theirs was
a devastating weapon, as our industrial
system was so dependent on each group's
services that every strike paralyzed the
‘national economy.

“So one by one their demands were met,
And are still being met. Only last week
the oil-pipeline watchmen forced the gov-
ernment to succumb to their ultimatum
for a thousand-dollar, flat weekly wage.
In October, the grocery clerks were suc-
cessful—almost to the point-of starving
the entire country—in winning an eleven-
hundred-dellar week%f wage. The atomic
workers' union scored a seventeen-hun-
dred-dollar victory . ..

“And so it goes,” the doctor said. “While
all the law permits us to charge for our
services is ten dollars an office call, twen-
ty dollars a house call, and so on. For
example, with all my charity work, I am
personally able to s only seven hun-
dred dollars weekly, in these times a
starvation wage.

“And prices, like wages in all other
fields, naturally go up and up, so that we
doctors who formerly occupied a high
place in the economy are now amongst
the lowliest of the poor, unable to buy our
families proper food or clothing.

“Forgetting ourselves, gentlemen, think
of the effect on the future supply of doc-
tors. Is it any wonder that students are
leaving the medical colleges in droves?
Just this morning my most brilliaht pupil
told me he was quitting to become a
barber. Medicine, he said, held no future.”

There was a short harsh laugh from the
intent audience.

“And the government has resisted to
date all our efforts to relieve this ridicu-
lous condition. The government bluntly
answers that increasing medical fees at
this time would be just one more step
towards disastrous inflation! Disastrous,
indeed! They refuse to budge for us, when
they give in to every other worker under
the sun.

“1 say we too are workers. And worthy
of our hire! I say we have endured until
endurance is a sin!”

This brought forth a great roar of as-
sent and two solid minutes of applause.

Then Dr, Wilder said, “There are those
who will argue that the moral obligation

a doctor owes to the sick transcends all
others. But I say a truck driver who re-
fuses to eart penicillin into a strike-bound
city is no better and no worse than the
doctor who would refuse to administer it.”

More applause.

“I am very conscious of my moral ob-
ligations. So are all of you., That is why
we have endured so long, But if you
strike, as I now propose, there will not
be one iota of blame borne by you. The
crisis is now beyond the issue of morality,
The wvote-crazy politicians who permit
such inequities must take all the blame.

“I have come to the bitter conclusion
that this administration only helps those
who use force against it, amfthat we who
iry to be good citizens are the victims of
our own government, which legislates
against the weak while pandering to the
strong.

“Well, let us be strong. Let us strike!”

The pandemonium that followed this
final demand in Dr. Wilder's speech
marked the beginning of the famous New
York Doctors’ strike of 1953,

It was unanimously voted to insist on
legal ceilings of one hundred dollars an
office call, two hundred dollars a home
call, An appendectomy would cost two
thousand two hundred and fifty dollars;
babies would be delivered for an even two
thousand. Other services were scaled ac-
cordingly.

And, at the end of the hectic meeting,
ten thousand doctors stood with hands
solemnly upraised and repeated after Dr.
Wilder: “I will not serve a single patient
until these just and equitable demands
are met, so help me God.”

Tue first effect of the strike was rather
farcical. That night people rushed to the
drugstores, buying any and all patent
medicines they could get their hands on.
By midnight, the shelves were empty.

Next morning, the mayor issued an or-
der authorizing nurses to do what they
could in taking care of the sick, but with-
holding the right for them to operate or to
prescribe narcotics.

The strikers answered this with a rea-
soned statement to the press, which Dr.
Wilder wrote. It urged the public not to
rely on the treatments prescribed by the
nurses.

“A little knowledge is a dangerous
thing,” it said, “and it is conceivable that
untrained medical practitioners may kill
more than they cure.” It went on to say
how much the doctors regretted this
drastic action into which an irresponsible
government had forced them.

For the first two days, until there was
time to repeal the law uiring doctors’
si‘gnatures on death ce:figcates, removal
of the dead was impossible,

The newspapers filled their pages dur-
ing this period with human-interest stories
about the strike. They told of pneumonia
cases dying for lack of oxygen, of bed-
ridden old folks in tenements perishing
for want of care. There was one story
about a child who got a pop-bottle cap in
his windpipe and died for want of breath
and the simplest surgery.

Then a polioc epidemic added to the
fear and trembling of the people. Many
became sick simply because they were
so afraid of becoming sick. Never had the
city been so neurotic. Everyone who could
afford it was taking self-prescribed sulfa
drugs purchased at black-market prices.

On the fourth day, the governor de-
clared a state of martial law and sent in
troops, but the soldiers just added to the
confusion. The general in command post-

a warning, addressed to all pregnant
women, to beware of racketeering mid-
wives who were cleaning up fortunes and
killing off posterity as well. The general
also tried ordering back into active serv-
ice those doctors who still had reserve
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commissions fiom Werld War I but two
ur three went to jail, and the trick failed.

The Presicential board set up to con-
duct negotiations with the doctors ot no-
where. Public opinion, as well as everyone
in goverrunent, considered the demands
impossibly, fantastically high. The strik-
ers would mnot listen to what was con-
sidered reasonable.

On the fifth day of the strike, Dr. Wild-
er and the medical board again met with
the government group headed by the
Mayor of New York

“Gentlemen,” the mayor said, "we have
been empowered by the President him-
self, with the full backing of Congress, to
offer you practically your full original
demand.” He paused and then said dra-
matically, “We're prepared to settle on
the basis of eighty-seven dollars and
fifty cents for an office call.”

The doctors said nothing but exchanged
ﬁraﬁﬁed glances. This was more than

ouble the last offer,

The Secretary of I.abor added, “The
formula has been carefully arrived at by
our economic planners who warn us that
to go any higher would wreck the na-
tionel ecenomy.” .

“How do you wreck a wreck?”' Dr.
Wilder asked. .

The secretary Pat‘iently explained a
simple ecomomic fact to the impractical
men of science.

“If we meet your full demands, gentle-
men, it will set off a chain reaction of
stiikes, The labor iitions, naturally, will
want higher wages to compensate for the
higher cost of medical treatment.”

The mayor pleaded, “Please, gentlemen,
if you have any regard for your country,
accept this plan, You have the highest
possible offer we can make.”

®r. Wilder conferred with his board
and returned with this message: “It seems
to be a law of modern life that man’s
first duty is to himself. If, as you reason,
our strike was created by previous strikes,
and it will in turn create future strikes
then government as we know it is faced
with an insoluble dilemma. But that,
gentlemen, is your problem, not outs. Of-
fer refused.”

(104 way home he heard the newsboys
shouting that the nurses had just struck.
The paper said they wanted one hundred
and forty-seven dollars and fifty cents a
day as a base pay. There was also a
skatement the commanding general,
saying that soldiers would be ordered to
nurse the sick, but only if there was a
provable temperature of one hundred and
three degrees or more.

The stairs up to his apartment were
just as hard for Doctor Wilder to climb
ag ifhe bad been working on his prestrike
schedule.

He wondered how the food was holding
out. A few more days of this, and he'd
have to sell something—anything but
medical instruments. which had flooded
the pawnshops until they had no value.

A mote was pnned to the door. “Ross,
dear,” he read, “please come down to 3B
when you arrive. Please!” Grimly he
descended a flight to apartment 3B.

Barbara opened the door, “Ross.” she
said. “Oh, Ross, I'm glad you're here!”

She led him across the living room and "

into another. darker room. He was all the
way in before hiseyes adjusted. Then be
braced himself against being led farther.

How many times had he seen such
things: the woman in bed, biting her lips
and dark-e¥ed with pain or terror. The

hard breathing, the stiffening body, the
gasping moan. The helpless man ide
her. miserably holding her hand.

Barbara spoke hurriedly, *“Ross, she

needs your help. Pleage .. .
Dr. Wilder turned and strode from the
bedside, out of the apartment. Barbara

caught up with him in the haill., She
seized his arm. She talked very fast,
making every word count.

“Roes, you can’t just leave her. She's in
labor, Premature. Worty brought it on.
She’s been having a terrible time. I'm
afraid for her, Ross. And the bahy.”

But Dr. Wilder’s anger was beyond
human pity. “You had ne right, Barbara,
to build up that poor woman’s hopes when
you know I can do nothing. Nothing."

She began to ¢ry. "If it weren't a baby!
Can’t you remem?m how we longed for
one? Please, Ross.”

Dr. Wilder’s anger passed, and be spoke
gently, for he loved his wife. “I'd like to
visit every sickbed in this city tonight.
But I can't. Please don't ask me, Barbara.”™

*“No one will know,"” she pleaded, "Onlx
you and me and the Kaplans. Please, Ross.

A shriek, uncontrolled and urgent,
came from the amartment. It was like a
sound-effect, staged te dramatize his
wife’s plea for mercy.

Dr. Wilder tried to close his mind
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against the noise. “'I'm their leader,” he

said. “I made them take that cath. How

co'uldv"l break it? How couid I betray
em?

Rarbara Wilder turned her back on her
husband. “I'm going, Ross,” she said.
“Back in there”

“I wish I could” he said. “But I can't.
Liust can't”

Slowly Dr. Wilder climhbed the stairs to
bis lonely, empty home and tried to find
comfort in the statistics of unattended
hizths. But his mind would not be satis-
fied with scientific facts. Against his will,
it probed deeper and deeper into the
foggy recesses of the soul.

Man, he brooded darkly, is a selfish
creature. Throughout histery he has al-
ways acted in his own self-interest.

“Even if it kills him,” a sarcastic inner
voice seemed to add

Through self-interest, argued the doc-
tor to himself, be forms a group, for only
in union is there strength. So he fights
for his group, as if for himself, sometimes
even to the point off destroying the entire
suviety of which he and his group are a
part.

But since there was no precise, scien-
tific solution to the problem, this little-
used, nonscientific fragment of Dr. Wild-
er’s mind wrestled with thought-mixtures
of good and bad, man and society, free-
dom and slavery, riches and poverty,
golden rules and steel forceps, sickmess
g?dhhealth, life and death, conception and

rth.

And floundered h opelessly, further con-
fused by the- other voice when it said
tauntingly, “Man’s only salvation lies
within himself: be will never find it in
any group, for groups tend to destroy one
another.”

Dr. Wilder tried to refute the voice.
Such individualism, he reasoned. sounds
fine: but modern life has made it obsolete.

What 15 one man in this complex world?
Without the power of his group ¥ehind
him, he is an economtc nothing.

But the voice would not be stilled.
“Perhaps you are right” it murmured
a little sadly. “And if you are right, what
a tragic choice! How would one decide
whether ta be an economic nothing or an
individual nothing?”

“I don’t know. I don’t know,” cried the
harassed doctor. “There must some
way to strike a balance. There’s got to
be, or we're all lost.”

He thought of his brilliant student who
took up barbering. He thought of Mrs.
Kaplan. He thought of the stern and
tragic cheices that face a man wherever
he turns in this hard and hitter life.

He was. sitting as if asleep when his
wife returned. But the hlood on her
hands and dress shocked him back into
reality. She went into the bathroom,
where he heard her scrubbing up.

When she came out., she only said,
“We've ccffee enough for one more pot.
Want a cup?”’

“What happened, Barbara?”

“What?""

"Mrs. What's-her-name? Kaplan?”

Mrs. Wilder seemed anxous to get to
the kitchen. “She’ll be all right. I think
... I guess I'll make that coffee.”

“Wait, Barbara. And the bahy?”

Talking was not easy for her. “Some-
thing went wrong, I guess. We couldn’t
seemn to . . . It was born dead."”

Dr, Wilder rose and held his wife in
his arms. “I'm sorry, Barbara. I'm very,
very sorry.”

“Yes.” said his wife gently, for she

"loved him too. “I know you are, Ross.”

He removed his glasses and massaged
his tired eyes. “I can’t understand why a
man—what it is that puts a man in—
this positien.”

His wife considered this for a long
time.

“It’sr a web,” she said finally. “Maybe
you helped spin it; maybe you didn't.
Makes no difference. It catches all of wus.
the spinners and the others alike. And
after it gets to a certain point, no one’s
right and no one's wrong. There’s 1o
blame, just--awfulness. Is just a web,
that’s all.”" She hurried into the kitchen.
“1"] have coffee in a jiffy, Ross.”

Dr. Wilder went into the bedroom and
took off bis .shoes. Sitting around the
house actually made him feel more tired
than working.

The phone rang, He decided to ignore it.
Some former patient perhaps. He didn’t
know how long he could keep refusing
their frantic voices.

But the phone kept ringing and so deep
was the habit of answering he picked up
the receiver. It was young Anderson, the
executive secretary of the association.

“We won.” he shouted. “They gave in
on every point, even night calis. It's a
complete victory, Dector.”

Dr. Wilder said, “Of course, you'll see
that every doctor is informed immedi-
ately. There’s much werk to be done”

“Of eourse. Doctor.”

Mrs. Wilder came in with the coffee.
“Who was that?”

“Anderson. The strike is over.”

“Thank God! Did yeu win everything
you wanted?”

“They granted all the demands,” he
said ::are?ully, not wanting to use the
word “win.”

He degan to put on hig shoes. “Bar-
bara, where did you put my bag? I'm
leaving right away for the hospital”

“I'll get it for you.”

Dr, Wilder kissed his wife good-bs.
“What was that apartment numher down-
swirs?” he asked. ‘I thought fimght.. "

“Three B, she said. “Good-by, dear.”

“Don't wsit up fer me.” ke said.

E END
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I Was Imside Stalin’s Spy Ring (Continued

heard many times over everything that
he could possibly say about Stalingrad.
But after a while I began to listen. When
I realized what be was saying, I straight-
ened up in my chair. Romanev was de-
scribing, with relish and amusement, how
be personally had shot and killed fifty
Red Army soldiers.

“l had several bad assignments that
had to be done,” he said. “It meant send-
Ef men behind the German lines to get
information about their positions and
troops. Suicide missions. but I had to gei
somebody to do them. I'd call them out
one by one with all the other men stand-
ing there, watching me. I kept my pistol
in my hand while I told them what bad
to be done. If they showed the slightest
hesitation or nervousness, I'd fire the
pistol and tell the men to take the body
away and call out another man. After
they saw two or three die. they would
volunteer for anything, let me tell you
I kept count of the ones I shot. There
were exactly 6fty in less than one week.”

Romanov paused and took a long
drink. "As I recall it, forty-three of them
were Jews,"” he said with a smile. “The
other seven were Russian. I jncluded
them because I didn't want znybedy to
think I was being anti-Semitic.”

What Romanov said next was, tc me,
even more shocking He described how
the junior officers in his section, feeling
that he needed to be restrained, sent a
radiogram fo Red Army intelligence heaii-
quarters, informing the commanding offi-
cer of the killings. The reply from head-
quarfers was calm and businesslike. It
merely asked if the shoetings had been
necessary.

Romanov's junior officers, fearing him
and realizing from the tone of the reply
that headquarters did not encourage dis-
agreement in a combat unit for any rea-
son, radioed the commanding officer that
the action had probably been necessary
for morale. They were then told not to
interfere with Romanoy.

When Romanov finished the story with
obvious pride. even Zabotin, a man with
a strong stormach. was somewhat dis-
gusted. “Let us talk about something
else.” he said. “For instance, women.”

I left 2abotin’s house that evening won-
dering if there were any difference be-
tween the conversation I had just heard
and a conversation that might have been
heard at a gathering of Nazi storm troop-
ers. I was not so much bothered by Ro-
manov himself. There are cruel and de-
generate people in every country. But I
was deeply disturbed by the official
Soviet approval of Romanov’s cruelty.
Here was the same ruthless lack of re-
spect for the vrights of the individual man
that I had endured all my life as a citi-
zen of the Sodiet Union.

Whaen I am asked today what made me
make the break away from the Soviet
embassy in Ottawa, which exposed Rus-
sian espionage in North America. and
which placed me and my wife and chil-
dren in danger for the rest of our lives,
I think first of things like the pistol in
Romanov's hand at.Stalingrad.

Things like that, compared witb things
I saw on every side of me after 1 came
to Canada, cenvinced me that the free-
dom of the individual which exists in the
American democracies does not exist in
Russia.

HBaving lived in freedom al your life.
you perhaps can'’t see it or appreciate it
as ] can. When you get your first taste of
it at the age of twenty-four, as I did,
after living without it for so many years,
it affects you like love or like a strong

drug. Yeu would do anything to keep it.

Looking back now on my life in the
Soviet Union, it reminds me of life in a
prison cell. Picture yourself being born
in a cell. And spending your childhood
and your early manhood in it. It is a
rather comforsable cell, and the warden
treats you well, He #ells you constantly
that you are much better off in this cell
with its four gray walls than you would
be outside the prison. Never having seen
the world outside, you accept the word of
the warden and believe him.

Then one day the warden has some
business outside the prison, and he asks
you to leave your cell and go out and
attend to it for him. You see for the first
time the blue sky and the flowers. You
also discover what it is like to live in a

lace where you are not hemmed in by
?our walls, a place where there is plenty
of sunlight.

Would you give uw all this and return
to the prisen cell?

THar was how Anna, my wife, and I
felt in the summer of nineteen forty-five
when we were erdered to return to Mos-
cow after living in Canada for two years.
I had heard Zabotin remark more than
once that living abroad spoiled some
Russians. It had certainly spoiled Anna
and me.

In Ottawa we had a comfortable apart-
ment of our own. In Moscow a place that
size would have been shared by four or
five families, By Canadian or American
standards, it was a modest and cheap
place to live, but it was far superior to
the three rooms Anna’s family had oc-
cupied in Moscow while her father, a
noted engineer, was directing the ocon-
struction of a subway, The government
allotted him that apartment because of
the great importance of his work on the
subway. It was considered the height of
luxury. In order to keep it, Anna’s father
had to assume a positisn of extracrdinary
responsibility that kept him at work prac-
tically day and night for seven days a
week. He was not a young man, and the
strain affected his health. The govern-
ment allowed him to take a less taxing
position in the construction project But
the change meant that he had to change
his apartment too. Anna and her parents
and her brothers and sisters moved into
twa small rrnms without bath or toilet.

The thought of giving up the only com-
fortable home we had ever had in our
lives was not as bad, however, as the
thought of Eivlng up the food that we
had been able to buy in Canada. ®ur
little boy, Andrei, was just beginning to
wallke. We were thankful that he had been
born here Anna was then expecting our
second child. We hated to think of the
kind of food that the mew baby would
have to eat in Moscow. At that time an-
other member of the embassy staff also
had been ordered to return. His wife was
worried about the health of their daugh-
ter. She told Anna that the little girl had
broken into tears when they began to
prepare for the trip.

“I don’t want to go to Russia,” the child
said. “There’s nothing to eat there mut
potatoes and bread. And not enough of
that.”

People who have never lived in the
Soviet Union have no conception of the
scarcity there of the simple necessities
of life. such ag medicine and clothing.
The only fairly presentable suit I ever
owned in Russia was one issued to me
at Red Army intelligence headquarters
shortly before I 1-ft for Canada. It was
intended to be worn here, but I made the
mistake of putting it on in Moscow and
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going out in it to keep a date I had made
with Anna. I was supposed to meet her
at a certain subway entrance, and she
was late, While I stood there, waiting for
her, the people in the street stopped and
stared at me as though I was some sort
of a curiosity. After a while I noticed
that I was being watched by three men
who were unmistakably secret-police
agents. When I tried to walk away, they
stopped me and asked #uestions about
my clothes. I had to produce identifics-
tion in erder not to be arrested.

This suit, incidentally, had not been
made in Russia. The factories there are
not allowed to produce such luxuries. Ii
ha! been made in Estonia where it had
been either beught or confiscated by
Russian intelligence agents and sent to
Moscow with tbe diplomatic mail. Al-
though it had seemed wonderfui in Mos-
cow. it was shabby and ill-fitting in
Amevica. When 1 reached Fairdanks,
Alaska, on my way to Canada and saw
how the people there were dressed, I
bought another suit and threw away the
one I ha' bezn given.

Walking into that store im Fairbanks
and being able to buy a suit of my own
free choice was an experience I'll never
forget. The abundance of so many things
we had always wanted but had rarely
seen made ws think that North America
was a dream world. At Edmonton, our
next stop on the way to @ttawa, we were
s0 overjoyed with the mere fact that we
were able to buy a bottle of cognac that
we paid a waiter thirty-Ave dollars for
it. Then we tipped him ten dollars and
insisted that he sit down and drink with
us.
But, above and beyond these material
considerations, Anna and I dreaded the
return to Moscow because we knew it
would mean the complete loss of personal
freedom for us and our children. There
isn't even real religious freedom in Rus-
sia teday, although Stalin in recent vesrs
has made a great show of returning the
churches to the people. When Koulakov.
the cipher clerk who came to Canada to
replace me in 1943, arrived in Ottawa, he
told me bow he had shared a railroad
compartment during his trip across Si-
teria with three young men whom he
had known in the Young Communist
League. They were wearing the robes and
the beards of Russian Orthodox monks
but. alone with Koulakov and sharing a
bottle of wine with him, they made no
pretense of being religious. They ex-
plained that they were doing undercover
work for the government. The Commu-
nists abolished the Church in Russia after
the revolution, because they c¢laimed that
the aristocratic classes were using it to
exploit the people. Now they are using
it for the same purpose.

‘FaE superiority of the democrat'c form
of government. with its freedom of enter-
rise and respect for individual rights,
Eecame apparent to Koulakov as quickly
asg it had to me. Not long after he arrived
n Ottawa, I was sitting in a park with
him one day. Several workmen were cut-
ting the grass and pruning trees. When it
came time for them to go to lunch, they
dreve away, each in his own automobile
“What do you make of that?" Koulakow
asked. “The lowest workers. who could
hardly earn enough for bread in Russia,
ride to work here in cais like gevern-
ment officials. I can’t understand it."
“There are a lot of things here that are
hard for us to understand,” I said.
“This country is nothing like I expect-
ed,” he went on. “Everything is clean ard
orderly and efficient. I've been here only
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a month, and I'm wearing clothes that one
of the most important engineers in Russia
could not afford after working and saving
for ten years.”

He pointed across the street. A bakery
truck was delivering bread at a grocery
store, “There's only one man working on
that truck. In Russia, there would be at
least three—one to drive, one to give him
directions and _one to deliver the bread.
and maybe a fourth one, with a gun, to
protect the bread. How do they do it so
easily and simply here? What's their
secret?”

“To them, it is no secret,” I said. “It's
this thing they call free enterprise.”

Koulakov glanced at me nervously,
realizing that the conversation was mov-
ing into forbidden territory. “You think
too much,” he said,

The ability to recognize the obvious
benefits of democracy is not limited to
cipher clerks like Koulakov and myself.
I am sure that practically every Russian
serving in the diplomatic service in
America feels the same way, but most of

them are too cautious to let their feelings
be known. I even heard Romanov mutter
one day, “These lucky Canadians.” Rogov,
the Red Army air attaché who worked as
Zabotin's assistant, once remarked to me
that he failed to understand the Cana-
dian Communists who served as Soviet
spies. “How could anybody be disloyal to
a country like this one?” he asked.

I have been asked if I was reluctant
to return to Moscow because I feared
some sort of punishment might be await-
ing me there. Most Russians in foreign
service are inclined to suspect that recall

to the Soviet Union is a prelude to dis-

ciplinary action, I remember one man on
the embassy staff at Ottawa who was sud-
denly returned to Moscow with no ad-
vance notice and for no apparent reason.
He was not even allowed enough time to
take his wife with him. The only Cana-
dian she knew was a grocer on Rideau
Street who managed the store where she
bought her provisions. She went to him
in a panie,

“They will shoot my husband,” she cried.

have to

Sometimes  you tempt
luck. Sometimes you have to wave
a four-leaf clover under its nose
—or a new hairdo. It was really
the hairdo that did it, I think.
Fired with the fresh assurance it
gave me, | strode into George
Cukor’s office. He was about to
make “The Women,” and [ wanted
a part in it. “But, Ros,” he pro-
tested, “you can’t play comedy.”

“I did it on the stage,” I as-
sured him. “I even make my
friends laugh oceasionally.”

I knew what he was thinking.
Rosalind Russell as “Craig’s
Wife” . . . Russell in drawing-
room “drahmas,” as much a part
of them as the statuary! He had,
he explained patiently, signed
someone else for the part. 1 was
not the type. But I pleaded, and,
more to get rid of me than for
any other reason, he consented.

We made that test in two hours
and fifty-five minutes, They put
a thousand feet of film in the
camera and just let it roll. And
I played “Sylvia.” Complete with
jingling bracelets, a fussy dress
that I managed to get from the
wardrobe department, and a hat
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By Rosalind Russell

that bore semblance to both a
banana and a porcupine, I played
her in six different ways—using
chairs for *the women” and with
every gag in the book thrown in.
The sixth time I played her for
Cukor alone, and I “hammed” all
over the set. “That,” he shouted,
“is the way we want it! That is
Sylvia!™ And so it turned out to
be.

That day marked my release
from the Hollywood pigeonhole.
I have never been “typed” since.

There is a very lucky tag to the
story, too. “The Women™ not only
proved the springboard for my
screen career—but it also caught
me a husband! Or so he says.
When a gentleman by the name
of Fred Brisson sailed from Eng-
land on board the 8.5, Washing-
ton, there was one solitary film
on the ship—"The Women.” They
ran it continuously to entertain
the passengers. “My deck chair,”
my husband later told me, “was
right outside the theater window,
and for days all T heard was your
voice, I got to know every gesture
you made, every line of your face.

And T fell in love.”

“What will become of me and my child?”

The grocer, thoroughly aroused, went
to the Soviet embassy and complained
about the way the woman's husband was
being treated. Pavlov, head of the NKVD,
or secret police, at the embassy, whose
function it was to guard internal security
and to keep a constant check on the loyal-
ty of Soviet subjects in Canada, talked
to the grocer and convinced him that the
woman was suffering from a nervous ail-
ment. The grocer went away, apologizing
for causing so much trouble, As the door
closed behind him, Pavlov went into a
l'renz;.v. “Bring that silly woman here at
once,” he shouted.

When she appeared, he screamed at
her, “You will leave for the Soviet Union
tomorrow!”

Unlike the woman's husband and un-
like most returning Soviet diplomatic
people, I had no fears about the kind of
reception I would receive if I went back
to Moscow. My return had first be=n re-
quested by Red Army intelligence head-
quarters in 1944, At that time I was
nervous about it, and I asked Zabotin
if I could not remain in Canada in infor-
mation work. The embassy was badly
undermanned, I pointed out, and my
command of the English language was
better than that of the other young men
on the staff. Zabotin passed my request
on to Moscow. He was told that I could
remain in Ottawa but that I could not
transfer to another line of work; I must
continue to be a cipher clerk. Inasmuch
as my duties as a cipher clerk involved
the handling of highly confidential infor-
mation, I knew that Moscow had abso-
lutely no doubt about my loyalty. I must
have remained on the list of trusted So-
viet servants until my last day in the
embassy. Otherwise, I would never have
been able to perform my last act there—
the removal of secret documents which
gave the Canadian government the com-
plete outline of the Soviet military es-
pionage network.

The only fear that Anna and I felt
about returning to Moscow was not a fear
of the Soviet government. It was a fear
of and for our own children,

“If we return to Russia now, how can
we face them in the years to come?”
Anna asked me with tears in her eyes.
“They will ask us how it was to live here.
We can't tell them lies. We must tell them
the truth about this country and about
the United States. Then they will ask us
why we brought them back to Russia.
And they will always hate us for it.”

The thought was unbearable. But the
thought of what would happen to our
parents and our brothers and sisters in

oscow if we did not return was also
unbearable. The merciless and completely
unjust Soviet law of hostages—which, I
believe, should be fought and outlawed
by the United Nations—calls for the im-
prisonment or death of innocent relatives
of any Russian who breaks the Soviet
code of conduct. Anna and I knew that
our families would be sentenced to five
years in a concentration camp if we car-
ried out our plan to stay in North Amer-
ica. And nobody in a Soviet concentration
camp is able to live much longer than
three years.

We weighed our children against our
parents. Our children had their whole
lives ahead of them, Our parents were
not old, but they were aged beyond their
years, They had nothing good to look
forward to so long as they lived in Rus-
sia. It was a hard decision for Anna and
me to make, but we made it in favor of
our children.

I remember talking to a Royal Cana-
dian Mounted Police detective when I
turned over the Soviet espionage plans
to the Canadian government on the morn-
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ing of September ?, 1945, two days after
I had fled from the embassy. He asked
me if I wasn't making it hard for my
family in Russia. I losked at my wrist
watch and caiculated the dlﬁerenoe in
time between Ottawa and Mosco

“They are in the hands of the “@cret
pollce right now,” I said.

I said it calmly. The desective must
have thought that I was the coldest and
most heartless person he had ever scen.
He dld not know that I was then experi-
lencmg the most miserable moment of my
ife,

Ir I had left the Soviet regime silentl
and empty-handed, slipping away Wl'j:
Anna and Andrei to some distant part of
Canada or the United States without re-
vealing to anyone my knowledge of Rus-
sian espionage in this continent, we might
he rafer and more today. The
NKVD would be for me, of
course, The Soviet government would
never permit anyone with even a slight
knowledge of its spy operaticns to escape
from the boundaries of Russia unwatched
and unpursued, But if 1 had made my
break for freedom quietly, my chances
of losing my identity and starting a new
life in a \i’emocmcy might have been
better.

I did not choose that easier way for a
reason that seems to me to be inseparable
from my original reason for not return-

to Moscow. I did not want to return
to Moscow because I fell in Jove with the
freedom of democrncy, and I wanted my
children to grow up in that freedom. At
the same time, 1 sincerely beiieve, from
tay experience in the Reg Army intelli-
gence service, that the leaders of the
Soviet Union are bent on world conquest,
They aredevoted to the Communist ideal:
a world without capitalistic democncy
Renoundng the Soviet Union in order to
give my children the rtunity to live
in a free democracy, I felt at the same
tmme a moral obligation to do what I could
to warn that democracy of the danger
that wag hanging over it. And so I made
my escape from the embassy, carr:rln%
under my shirt documentary evidence
the Soviet Union's secret designs against
Canada, Great Britain and the United
States.

There is no question in my mind about
the Soviet government's intention to fight
a third world war. It may not come
many yeara, but unless there is a drastic
and fundamental change in the thinking
of the Politburo, the small council of
Communist leaders who gnide Soviet pol-
lcy, it will come. Every Soviet move is
poin toward it. Every Soviet citizen
in the foreign diplomatic service expects
it The ones who are not devout Com-
mun(sts—and there are many such R -
sians—fear §t and hope that it can be
avoided The others look forward to it
quite naturally as a process in the de-
velopment of the human race that can-
not avoided. They feel that a com-
pletely Comimunistic world is inevitable,

There is not enough space in this mag-
azine to permit me to report all the things
I have seen and heard in the Soviet mili-
tary intelligence service which force me
to this conclusion. Here are only a few
of them:

First of all, there is the increased ac-
tivity of the Comintern, or the Com-
munist International, that branch of the
Soviet government which sugports Com-
munistic action in foreign countries for
the purpase of setting the stage for a
world revolution against capitelism. Al-
though Stalin announced during the war
the abolition of the Comintern. every
Russian knows that it was never abol-
ished. If anything, it was expPanded.

And there fa the increased use of the
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Communist parties in such countries as
the United States, Canada, Great Britain,
France, China, Australia and the South
American republics as Soviet fifth col-

umns.

Soviet espionage aetworks abroad are
also estal 2 close liason with the
diplomatic represunntwas of nations that
are now within the Soviet sphere of in-
fluence in Europe, such as Austria,
Czechoslovakia and Yugoslavia,

In the United States and in Canada,
Soviet military intelligence agents have
been ordered Moscow to contact for-
mer spies who worked in those countries
during the war for Germany, Japan and
Italy. in the spring of 1945, I saw one
telegram from Moscow to Ottawa which
asked for names of Germans who had
served on the military staffs of German
embassies and consulates in America be-
fore the war. The Soviets planned to lo-
cate these peo in Germany and to
force them to divulge secret informaton
about American and Canadiao military
plans which they might have obtained in
this part of the world.

Any doubt that I might have had about
the Soviet plan for world conquest would
have been removed by the constant in-
doctrination that I :eceived from my su-
periors in the embassy at Ottawa. There
was, for instance, the meeting of the mili-
tary Iintelligence staff which Zabotin
called after V.J Day. He had received
an jmportant message from Moscow that
day, outlining his work for the remainder
of the year.

"'I‘he war has ended,” Zaboiin said to

“"But we must remember that for us
a s!ata of war exists continually. During
peacetime we must increase our vigilance,
extend our activities and ect our spe-
clalties. Recentiy, I some of us
have been taking our outward show of
co-operation with our allies for some-
thing definite and constant. We have for-
gotten that the alliance between the So-
viet Unlon and the capitalistic countries
is mezely temporary. We must not forget
this, Yesterday they were our allies, to-
day they are our neighbo:s, and tomor-
row they will be our enemies. Nobody
knows what the next day may bring.”

Another unmistakable piece of evidence
that points to the Soviet Union’s inten-
tion to make war against the democracies
is the way that the government in Russia
is prepar the of its people for
such a conflict.

Wxxx war comes, the question of guilt
arises and. as was the case with Ger-
waany, there is always speculation about
how muceh of the cesponsibilty for the
war lies on the heads of the people who
support an aggressive government In
most instances nreople are tesyons:ble.
But the situation of the people in Russis,
in relation to their government and to
the rest of the world, is an extraordinary
one. I don't think that the Russian pecple
could be held responsible for a Soviet
war because they have no knowledge of
world affairs as a whole and very little
knowledge of their own government.
Thig is a difficult statement for an
American to accept. The average Amer-
ican, having lived all his life with free
access to accurate information about the
rest of the world and the freedom to
choose between opinions of many different
colors, cannot fully und how a
whole nation of people can be shut off
completely from pews and facts about
foreign countries and iorced %0 accept one
t. But it can be done. I know
because I lived in such a nation for the
first twenty-four years of my life. For
those twenty-four years I was convinced
that only chaos and misery existed in the
democratic countries, that the Soviet

Union was the only free and prosperous
nation in the world and that the people
of all other countries were hostile fowa=d
the people of Russia. It was only natural
that I was coovinced of these things. I
hlad no possible way of knowing anytaing
else.
There is cue fact that m t be remem-
if you want to understand how
such a state of ignorance can exist in
Russia today. That is the fact that the
protective iron curtain has been hanging
around the borders of Russia not for a
few years but during the whole lifetime
of a Russian generation that has now
reached an adult age. The men and
women in Russia who are now reachint
their thirties were born under the Soviet
regime. Even those who are now in their
fortiea have had no access to knowledg=
of the outside world sioce their very early
youth, It ian't s though they bad been
cut off from the rest of Europe and Ame:-
Ica in their full maturity.
But despite their limited knowledge,
the peaple of Russia have the same nat-
longing for freedom as all other
human beings. FLet them see it, as I did
when [ was twenty-four, and they will
reach for it immediately. The Soviet gov-
ernment, trying to explain the various
abuses of personal freedom in Russ'a,
such as the censored press and the ab-
sence of opposition political parties ani
free eleetions, claims the Russian pecple
have an understanding of freedom and
democracy different from that of the
American or British people, This is a
downright lie. The Russian people have
the same understanding of freedom as all
the peoples of tlie world. But in Russia
terror and persecution have taken the
place of individual freedam and de-
mocracy.

Warmxe this now in the comlortsble
home in Canada where I live with Anna
and our two rapidly growing children—
the little girl who wasn’t born until after
I fled from the embassy is walking now—
and looking back at what I did, I feel

proud.

I wanted to tell all the world about
the Soviet spies in North America. Judg~
ing by some of the clipaings of newspaper
stories concerning the international re-
percusslons and the trials of Canadian
Communist spies that were brought about
by my information, I guess I did it
wanted to open some eyes in the United
States and Canada 4o the danger of So~
viet aggression. hope 1 did that, too.
There is one thing tﬁt makes me feel
that the risk of death that Anna and
Andrei and 1 facel was really worth
taking, That is a statement made in the
report of the Cansdian Royal C is-
sion which officially investigated the es-
pionage described in the documents from
the Soviet embas The shetement says,
“In our opinion, uu:enko, by what he
has done. has rendered a great public
service to the people of this count:y, and
thereby has placed Canada in his debt.”

I will also be eternally indebted to Can-
ada for the great gift of democratic free-
dom that it has given to Arnns and the
children and toc me. We are still under
the protection of the Royal Canadian
Mounted Police. There is always the dan-
ger of the Soviet NKVD agents. Perhaps
this will be read by a Seviet official, with
much more impartant information than
I had, who is being held back from fol-
low‘i;g my example only by fear of the
NKVD. Let him himself—is it not
betser to live with a iittle danger in a
free democracy than to exist in perfect
safety within the four gray walls of a
prison cell?

I'll take democracy.

THE END
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and his eves a kind of gray flecked with
brown spots. He had a small fair mustache
and showed strong white teeth when he
smiled. When he looked at you he really
looked, His eyes fastened on yours and
held them. He looked us all over like
that as if he was fixing us in his mind
once and for all, and I felt once he'd
looked he knew about us.

And then when he'd done looking at
us, he loocked at the big chestnut that
was pulling at the hitching pole in the
middle of the kraal. He was lying back
on the rein that held him, his white-
stockinged forelegs straight out in front
and his quarters nearly on the ground.

“Nice horse,” Calgary said. And then
he went up to him,

Tuis was a wild horse, remember, a
three-year-old that had never felt a
halter or a rein on him since we'd
branded him as a yearling. A lazy 7T Q
| was our brand, and there it was on the
| chestnut’s near guarter. And it was there
just above the brand that Calgary touched
him, talking to him all the time very low,
“ .. good boy ... that's a good horse . ..
that's a very fine horse.” And all the time
| the horse was lying back with one ear
turned towards Calgary. I thought he'd
jump up and let out any minute, but he
didn’t. He just lay back there, part black
with sweat, part white with curded foam.
He didn't even move when Calgary
touched him. He only gave a kind of
shiver, I'd never seen anything like this
before. Calgary didn’tpat him. He touched
him firmly, pushed on him and stood
quiet, waiting, as if something he had
in him was going into the horse from his
hand.

I heard Dad tell Val to go to the house
and order tea. But she never moved. She
just stood there beside me, her big brown
buck’s eyes staring at the man and the
horse in the middle of the kraal. The boys
stood very still too. All white men were
strange and mad to them, but this one
was more of both than usual. In a minute
no doubt the horse would kill him,

But something was happening. The rein
that held the chestnut had slackened. He
wasn't pulling back any more. Calgary's
hand slid up the horse’s body to the rump,
then along the back and ribs till it
reached the shoulder. He had to move
forward now. That will make the horse
jump, I thought, but it didn't. He let
Calgary move closer, much closer. He
was at the shoulder, His hand was on
the horse's neck; it crept to his crest. He
was fondling the ears; the hand came
down over the blaze on his face, over his
eyes, and still the horse didn't flinch.

Calgary moved in again, swinging his
body round a little so that his left hand
was on the horse's chest. It crept up his
throat till it got under his jaw. Calgary
was right up at his head now. His right
hand was cupped over the near nostril,
his left under the horse’s chin. Then he
leaned forward and, raising his left hand
to form a funnel with his right, Calgary
breathed into the horse's nostril.

A ruffle of quivers ran over the chest-
nut, his skin looked like the water on a
dam when a breeze hits it. Then he began
to raise himself in a series of little hops.
His hind legs were steady, but he raised
his forelegs and lowered them again and
then raised them again; each hop was
about three inches off the ground. Each
time he came up Calgary gave to him. He
stopped bucketing as suddenly as he had
begun.

Calgary dropped his hands, turned
away from the horse and backed right
into his shoulder. The chestnut turned

The Visitor (Continued from page 26)

his head towards Calgary and could have
gripped one arm with his teeth, dragged
the man round and chopped him, But he
didn’t. All he did was to turn his head,
and Calgary pulled his ears and played
with his long forelock, twisting it be-
tween his fingers. Then he patted his
neck and came over to us.

“I've been with horses all my life,” my
father said, “but I'm damned if I ever
saw that done before.”

“Gipsy trick,” Calgary said. As if that
explained everything.

“Now go and see about the tea, Val,”
my father said again.

She gave Calgary a long queer look
and walked off. She was a good mover,
was Val. She walked straight as a Zulu
girl, balanced on the balls of her feet.
Her thick yellow hair hung like a horse’s
tail over her shoulders.

“If you want help,” Calgary said, “I'd
be delighted . , .”

It was a queer way to talk. It was not
the talk of a man wanting a job. It was
as if he had just passed by and seeing
there was a lot to be done was willing
to oblige.

“How much do you want?” Dad said.

Calgary looked sort of surprised. “Oh,
money, you mean.”" Then he smiled. “I
don’t want any money,” he said. “I like
horses. Some men like people; others
like horses. I'm one of them. I like to
meet new horses and to ride them.”

“We've got sixty to break and train,”
my father said, “It's a big job; the police
are in a hurry.”

“They are always in a hurry, and I
hear they are increasing the establish-
ment,” Calgary said.

“Yes,” my father said. “There's been
too much gunrunning going on.”

“Cattle smuggling too,” Calgary said,

I coutn see that Father was still think-
ing ahout how to pay Calgary, He would
be useful to us, but he couldn’t work for
nothing. I could see what was going on
in Dad’s mind, and I could see that Cal-
gary could see it too. There was a kind
of smile on his lips. It was gentle and
at the same time mocking. I didn't like
him then because he had got Father just
where he wanted him, like the chestnut
horse, The only difference was that the
horse knew it, and Dad didn't. Calgary
knew my father didn't know what to say
or how to open the subject again—he
having made it awkward for him to do so,
so he said, “I'll tell you what I would
like, sir.”

The “sir" had nothing to do with his
wanting to work for us. It was out of re-
spect for my father’s age and also, I felt,
to annoy him a little, because he wasn't
really old at all, and he was as strong as
a bull, After the “sir” Calgary paused,
and then went on, “I'll help you break
the horses for my keep, a sundowner
when we're through, and the first pick
of the ones we break.”

“That’s all right,” Father said, “but it
doesn’t seem encugh.”

“Well, perhaps I'll ask a favor of you
one day,” Calgary said, laughing. “*And
there is one more thing—I'd }ike you to

keep Kitty for me when I go.

“Kitty?”

“My mare., She needs a long rest. You
could run her with your mares, and when
I want her T'll send for her. Or"—he
turned suddenly to Val, who had just
come back—“you could use her, Miss
Valentine. If you try her you'll see she's
the best-trained horse you ever rode.
Not,” he said to Dad, “that I'm casting
reflections on your horses, but you see,
Kitty's a special horse, and I have a kind
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of gift with horses—training "em, I mean.”

“Learned from the gipsies, no doubt,”
Dad said.

“Yes, and from others.”

“Tea's ready,” Val said, “And Mother
says the spare room's ready too, if you're
going to stay.” She looked at Calgary.

“Depends on the McFee," he said. He
was laughing at my father in a way, I
felt, but Dad looked pleased. It did: not
occur to him that he could be laughed
at by anyone but his wife, and heaven
knows he got it from her, my mother
having a great turn for humor and all the
gentle irony of a loving woman.

We left the red horse tied. It wouldn't
hurt him to stand an hour or so, And we
went out of the gate. The boys all sat
down under a tree to smoke, The house
was about five hundred yards from the
main kraal, When we were halfway Dad
said, “What about your mare? Shall we
send a boy back for her?” The stables
and small kraals were near the house.

“No thanks,” Calgary said, “I'll ecall
her.” He turned to my sister, “Just watch,
Miss Val.” We all stopped and looked.

Calgary gave a long low call. It sound-
ed like cuw wuup ... cuw . .. wHUP,

The mare looked up and cocked her
ears, Then she took in her mouth the
single rein that had been looped over a
pole, unhooked it and trotted towards us
carrying her head sideways so as not to
step on the rein. When she got up to
Calgary he patted her, threw the rein
back over her neck so that it lay on her
withers, and said, “She’ll follow us now.
She follows like a dog.” Which she did
with her nose right in the small of her
master’s back, nuzzling him as he walked.

She was a light gray, almost white, and
it had surprised me for a minute that
her mane, tail and forelock were so dark
and that her hoofs were black. I remem-
ber, looking back, that it had surprised

me momentarily, but I never thought of
it again till much later.

Mother was sitting by the tea table on
the stoep when we got to the house.
“My wife,” Father said. Then he said to
Mother, “This is Mr. Calgary, He's going
to help us with the horses.”

“Just call me Calgary,” our visitor said.
“Just Calgary. Though some people call
me Calgary Jack.” Then he bent over
Mother's hand and said, “It is very kind
of you to let me stay a few days.”

It really looked as if he had invited
himself to stay, as if he had had it all
figured out before he came,

Mother said, “I'm sure we can do with
some help , . . Sugar, Mr. Calgary?”

“Please.”

Faruer had lighted his pipe, but Val
and I were watching Calgary. He was
worth watching, too. He was so neat in
his movements; each was clean-cut—
when he stretched out to take his cup of
tea, when he sat with it and crossed his
legs, when he lighted a match for his
cigarette by flicking the head between the
nails of his thumb and first finger, His
fingers were long and strong, his hands
and forearms as brown as ours, and his
nails were clean, beautifully trimmed and
locked as if they were polished, Mother
polished her nails with a buffer, but I
had never seen a man with polished nails
before. In fact, I don’t think I'd ever seen
a man with well-kept hands before, hav-
ing seen very few people in my life ex-
cept farmers and policemen, a trader or
two or a hunter on his way north.

We had Boer rusks with our tea, Cal-
gary didn’t dip his in the cup, and it
made me laugh to see Val not d.ippi.n%
hers either. Acting very ladylike all o
a sudden, I thought. Poor little Val, She
never had seen anything like Calgary
before, and she was acting up whether

she knew it or not. But I knew it I'd
been farming all my life, and a young
lady was like a young anything else when
the time came. Val was rising eighteen.
That is to say she was seventeen years
and four months old. Somehow I was glad
to see that look in her eves. They were
soft like a Jersey cow’s when she looked
at him and thought no one could see; and
then when she looked at us they were
flat, as if she thought we could see noth-
ing if she did that.

This man is going to affect us all, I
thought, Father said he'd never seen that
breathing trick before, though he'd heard
of it. Val was in love with him already,
and I had the feeling that this was a man
I could follow. If he'd said, “Come on
Tim, let's go,” I think even then I'd have
got up and gone. "Tis a queer and danger-
ous gift for a man to have what Calgary
Jack had. My sister in an hour was
charmed into his hand like a bird from
a thorn or a great red horse tame under
the blowing of his breath.

Something of all this must have been
in Mother's heart, for she looked at the
man with her big saucer eyes of blue, A
beautiful woman was my mother, not
quite in her forties then and her hair as
black as the coat of a cocker. And when
she looked at Calgary, he looked straight
back into her eyves, They held each other
like that. "Twas as if the points of two
spears had met, point to very point; and
behind the points was the shaft of the
man and the woman and the strength of
them—the man full grown and in his
strength, and the woman still in hers and
aware of him but also the mother of a
young girl who was ready to mate.

No one saw that look but me. Val was
looking down at her lap where her hands
were folded, She was quite still, but her
breast moved up and down as if she had
been running. Dad was smoking, staring
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out at the veld and thinking no doubt of |
his horses and the fine remounts they
would make for the police—though good-
ness knows the McFee had no love of the |
police in any land. Horses were his love |
—and my ‘mother. But this there was to|
be said of the British—and this alone, in
his opinion—that they were good mas- |
ters to horses and dogs, and good hus-|
bands to women. Let them get out of
Ireland, he sald; but let them buy our
fine lepping horses and our gun dogs and
hounds and marry our maidens, for these
—which are the finest in all the world—
would carry the fame of our land to the
ends of the earth, Even as he had done,
bringing his wife, the lovely Sheila
O'Malley, into this godforsaken country
and raising a breed of South African
Irishmen for one reason alone, that in
the old country there was no longer room
for the likes of himself, who needed
horses and servants and few to say him
nay. He might have been thinking of
Dragoon, too, our stallion that had died

t year, Many of the horses we were
breaking now were his get. In faet, the
one we had left tied in the kraal was the
dead spit of him.

So my father in his dreaming was not
watching his wife or the stranger, and
therefore saw nothing of this matching
of eyes that was like a battle of spears.
It lasted but an instant in time as we
know it by a watch: but in another kind
of time it was an hour, maybe, or a life-
time perhaps. Then Calgary smiled and
my mother smiled back, and I knew then
that they were friends and that she would
give this man her daughter, and that it‘

was in her mind that if it had not been
for my father, whom she loved, she might
have given him herself,

He had a way with women, had Cal-
gary, and with boys—me being just a bc{
then. But with men—I did not know.
had not yet seen him with a man. For
it is one thing to break a man's horse
for him and another to ride away upon
that horse with his maid across the saddle,

Tea was finished now, and we got up
to go and work on the horses again. But
as we got up Mother put her hand on
Val’'s arm and said, “You're tired, Val;
you had better go and rest.”

She knew, did Mother, that the man
who was our guest was like strong drink
to the girl. Val gave in easily, so we
men went off alone to the kraal and the
horses, It was too hot even for the dogs;
they stayed at the house with the women,

None of us said anything as we went.
Calgary was carrying his saddle and
bridle; he had taken them off the gray
mare when the horse boy had come to
take her to the stables. The saddle was
an English hunting saddle, and the bit in
the bridle was & rubber-covered snaffle,

The boys got up when we got into the
kraal. The dust had caked on them while
they rested, in dry paste that cracked
as they laughed, and this dissolved as
new rivers of sweat began to run. The
chestnut stallion was standing steady,
flicking his tail. The sweat had dried on
him, matting his hair with dust.

When Calgary went up to him he had
the saddle on his arm, the stirrups up on
the leathers, the girths thrown back over
it; the bridle was over his shoulder. The
horse sidled a little, laid back his ears
and rolled the whites of his eves. Cal-
gary stood still just out of the range of
his heels and spoke to him. The horse's
eyes chanpged, his nostrils stopped flaring
and his ears flicked forward. Still talking, |
Calgary went right up to him and put the
saddle on his back. The chestnut bucketed
about a bit as the girths were tightened,
but Calgary calmed him. Then the bit
was slipped into his mouth and the bridle
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brought over his head—the single rein
lay on his withers,

1 wondered what Calgary would do
next. The horse was still tied by a double
riem to the pole. This man might, |
thought, mount him there with his head
tied, Instead he turned to us and said,
“Open the gate”

He waited while a boy opened it. Then
he untied the riem.

The horse did not know at once that it
was loose; for an instant it steod still. In
that instant Calgary—he had the rein in
his hand all the time—moved so that his
left hand was on the front of the saddle,
and his fingers that held the rein were
twisted into the long golden hair of the
horse’s mane. For this instant everything
was still. The boys, even the horses in
the catching kranl, all seemed to be
watching. A low dust like a mist drifted
over the kraal, but the stillness was
dynamic; it was like watching a lighted
| fuse and waiting for the explosion.
| Then it came. The red horse went
| straight up; his white stockings pawed
the air. Calgary went up with him. He
let the horse lift him. He was limp and
easy; he was not fighting the horse, Up
the chestnut went again, this time pivot-
ing a little. Then he saw the gate was
open and saw the wide veld.

] l!lT aLways seemed to me that I knew
. 'the mind of a horse. I had broken so

| many and bred so many. In his mind the
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chestnut was thinking of speed and

. |lroom—if only he could gallop enough

leverything would come clear. A man in
trouble ean think, but a beast can only
run or fight. The fight was out of the
chestnut—at least part of it was—all he
could do now was to run. I saw him lower
his guarters down almost to his hocks as
he stood rearing, and then he gave a
great jump forward. 1 saw him go in a
| great arc that almost reached the gate;
|but when his forelegs hit the ground
Calgary was in the saddle.

| The chestnut went straight as an ar-
row, not galloping, but in a series of
plunging bucks, Calgary sat there letting
him do whatever he wanted. I had never
seen riding like this. I wished Val could
see it. I must have been a fool to think
she wasn't watching from the house.

The chestnut was settling down to a
gallop, and Calgary began to swing him
|in a great circle round the homestead
and the kraal, A circle a mile or so round.
But this was not all. After the second
time round Calgary dropped to the ground
and, running beside the horse, jumped
into the saddle again, dragged up by the
horse’s speed. First on the near side, then
on the off, he did it. Then he pulled up
the horse, slipped off him andpled him
back to us and tied him up.
| “You breed fine horses, McFee,” he
sald, He was sweating, but he was still
perfectly neat. And when he had wiped
his face with a red silk handkerchief and
lighted a cigarette, no one would have
thought to look at him that he had just
| broken in a three-year-old blood horse.

I could see that Dad was puzzled. “A
fine exhibition, Calgary,” he said.

Calgary laughed, “Not really in the best
of taste, showing off like that: but if you
want me to work for you I'll ride two
horses a day and hand them over like
that"—he nodded in the direction of the
red horse. “Then Tim and the boys can
finish them. You" he said to Father,
“ean do the selecting and catching, I want
one horse tied up there at nine in the
morning, and another at two in the after-
noon, I don’t like to get up early,” he
said, “and I like to finish at teatime . . .
I see you have a lot of hay. and it will
save time if we rig up horse lines, and
feed and water the tame ones by hand




1aihe1 than letting them run in the kreal”

“You'll have the horses,” Dad said.
“Two a day for as long as you like or
till I break my neck.”

Calgary was laughing by that time.

“Might as well knock off for today,”
Dad said then, and we all went back to
the house. Work for us indeed! In a
couple of hours Calgary had broken a
three-year-old that had never felt a riem
except when he'd been thrown to be
branded; and he had reorganized the
work of the farm. Father was to catch
the horses for him; I was to finish them.

I wondered wheve Val would come in.|
She'd come in somewhere all right, if 1|

knew anything about her.

THe pays went like lightning for me. I|

had never thought there could be anyone

like Calgary. The way I had been brought |

up the end of life was to ride and shoot
well and to be able to handle farmstock.
There was nothing Calgary did not seem

to know or to be able to do. He could |

throw and hold & nine-month calf alone,
If he went out with a shotgun he'd bring

down a brace of birds with a right and|
left every time, He was as good as any |

Boer with a rifle. He was wonderful with
the dogs. Even Lion, the old mastiff, that
allowed only my father to really handle
him, would lie at Calgary's feet.

The horsebreaking went on as he had
said it would, Punctually at nine, neat as
a new pin, his riding beeches pressed, his
top boots polished, Calgary would walk
into the kraal and go up to the horse
that was tied up ready for him. When he'd
finished—it generally took him about a
couple of hours—he'd go back to the
house to bathe and get ready for lunch.
At two he'd be out in the kraal again.
The boys treated him as a chief. 1 had

never seen a man handle natives as he|

did. He never raised his voice or hand.
But the boys were always watching him;
whatever he wanted appeared at once. I
worshiped him. I would have gone any-
where in the world with him.

My father was puzzled by him. They did
not talk to each other much, He was too
English for Dad. It was hard for him to
think that anything good could come from

England, and yet there were the horse|

lines, with the horses getting tamer every
day. They were the best broken Klompie
we had ever had, and we’'d broken them
faster than we had ever done before,
Mother seemed faintly amused by the
whole thing. She was easily amused, and
laughter came quickly to her. It came to
her eyes before it touched her lips. I
think she laughed more often at father
than he knew; he was not a subtle man.

To our mother this was like a play, and
I think as good as a play. I had never
seen one, but she told us of them and
had read to us from Shakespeare. But
she liked Calgary and knew what would
come to pass. For Val had eyes only for
Calgary and one day Mother said to me,
“Tim, when you go to court a maid one
day, may you do it as well as Calgary.”
Then she smiled. “ 'Tis a wise man who
courts the mother at the same time he
courts the maid" So she knew that too,

“But Father , . .” I said, I was worried
about Calgary and Val. Dad would never
let her marry an Englishman.

“Your father,” Mother said, “And what
can he do? Val's of his getting and of
the same mettle as himself, and the man
Calgary is of no ordinary kind."”

And that was all there was said about
the matter. But each evening, as if he
did not get enough riding, Calgary would
saddle his gray mare and the red horse
that he'd broken the first day and come
to the stoep where Val was waiting for
him. I think my father thought Val was

still a child and was certain that, what- |
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ever happened, not one of us would ever
dare to defy him, No one ever had. Cer-
tainly he was not afraid of Calgary, for
no man had ever stood up to him in a
fair fight—and he'd had plenty of fights
in his life. Many a tale of them he told,
So why had he to worry. Everything was
well in hand, and his horses were being
well and quickly broken.

But it was a pretty sight to see Val and
Calgary riding side by side in the lilac
light of evening, the red horse almost on
fire, the gray mare a rosy pink. Knee to
knee they rode, stirrup to stirrup, and
he'd taught Val his tricks. She could run
beside a galloping horse and vault onto
it as well as he, and sometimes they'd
play like eentaurs, a man and a girl play-
ing a game, with the horses they rode
seeming to enter into it. It was a fine
thing to see them gallop, to hear the
thunder of the hoofs as they rode, the
flying of my sister's golden hair and the
manes and tails and tossing forelocks of
the horses: fine to see them wheel to-
gether, like birds, in a cloud of dust and
pull up laughing, still side by side,

Tuouce but a boy, it was clear to me
then that this man was my sister’s mate,
and that she, since his coming, was no
longer my sister, the girl with whom I
had played all my life, but a woman who
had flowered suddenly, bursting like a
bloom from its bud with the coming of
this man, Still little was actually said of
it among us, and the work went on, We
had fifty-eight horses in the horse lines
before anything new happened. This time
it was a native who came and sat down
outside the horse kraal. He could have
been a boy traveling to his home, who
had just stopped by to rest and eat as
was the custom; but he did not lock like
that to me. He was a Zulu and therefore
far from home; he had the bearing of a
warrior and wore a ring in his hair.

When I asked him what he wanted he
answered, “Young Chief, I follow upon
the yellow lion's spoor like a jackal to
warn _him of the hunters; also I pause
that I may rest myself, In addition, I
have friends in the vicinity and, besides,
the thin air of these plains cools the fever
in my blood.”

“Stay in c{mam,” I said, for the rigama-
role he had given me meant nothing ex-
cept that it was his intention to stay for
some private reason of his own.

In a few minutes I had forgotten the
Zulu; nor did I think of him at dinner
when Calgary, suddenly, just as we were
finishing, said to Mother, “I don't know
how to thank you for your kindness to
me while I have been here. You have
been like a mother to me.” He was laugh-
ing as he said it.

Mother said, “But are you going?"

He said, “Yes, I'll be off tomorrow.”

Father said, “I don't know what we'd
have done without you.,”

“You'd have done very well, McFee, It
would have been a little slower, that's
all, But I have had a wonderful time. It's
wonderful to handle horses; each one is
a little different. Sometimes I think you
| meet horses as you meet people, and I've

met good horses here.” He paused, then
said, “You know, they say you do not
make friends—you recognize them.” It
| was not clear to me whether he was
talking about us or the horses.
| “I suppose you'll take the chestnut
| stallion,” Dad said.

“Yes, he's the one I fancy.”

“He's by Dragoon,” Father said.

“I heard he’d been sold to someone in
| Africa,” Calgary said.

“He went to Lord Freveril. When he
died I bought Dragoon.”

“Fine horse,” Calgary said.

“Lepper,” Father said. “National horse.”




“I know,” Calgary nodded his head.|
“I saw him run,” Father said. 1
“So did I, Calgary said.

“Remember the fall
Brook?"” Father said.

“You mesn the way he cleared the
horse that had fallen?”

“Yes.”"

“Jack O'Lantern fell,” Calgary said.

“That's the horse.”

There was something going on that I
didn’t understand — something between
Calgary and Father. It had to do with a
race that had been run ten years before.
Father had been in England that year,
They must both have been at Aintree.
“&F@nny, the resemblance in men and
horses,” my father said.

“Family likeness.”

“Dead spit sometimes,”

“Even the snip,” Calgary said.

The chestnut had a snip on his nose,
and so had Dragoon,

Calgary was staring over Mother's head.
He must have known Dragoon well to
know that; 1 thought, A snip as long as|
the top joint of my thumb was not some-
thing. you remembered if you only saw a
hdrse’ ance,

Sl F
that night I went to Calgary's
see his light still burning.
her said when he heard me.

at Beechers'

S0 g I sald. It seemed very
little to ;_').)‘1;&19",{; could not say more
for my Heartiwag sere.

“I'm off,” the’ sdid. Then he told me to
sit down, and he sat on the edge of his
bed.

"Do you ever hear,” he said, “of a man

that was in love with a horse?” Not|
waiting for my answer he went on,
“Could you imagine such a man? And

could you believe that he could love that
horse’s son when the horse was dead?
But that his true love was the girl to
whose father that horse belonged. Like a
golden daffodil she was, and he had her
promise that if he won the race with her
father's horsegghe'd marry him the next
week, It was afoke between them because
she was going to marry him the next
week anyway, win or lose, All that could
have stopped her was his breaking his
neck over one of the jumps. |

"But there was no next week for|
them,”" Calgary continued. “She died. Her
horse fell. She was just riding Ccross- |
country, trying out a new hunter. He hit
wire, turned right over and fell on her.
He was a big horse, sixteen-three, and
she was a slight slim woman.

“This one of whom I speak must have
gone mad, for he found the man who had
strained the wire in the hedge and 'twas
said that he had killed him, though there
was nothing ever to prove it. The man
died in an accident—his horse galloped
over the edge of a quarry. But there were |
the marks of two horses’ hoofs right up
to the edge, and there were marks of a
whip on the man and on the dead horse’s
quarters when they were found in the
quarry. Nobody said anything of all this,
for she who died was well loved in those
parts, and men who shoot foxes and strain
wire in the hedges are not respected.
Besides, they said, where was the man
who could gallop a horse to a quarry’s
edge and turn him back upon the brink?
Nevertheless it was llwugﬁt best by this
man’s friends that he should get away— |
and he went abroad, as they say, till
things blew over."

Calgary lighted a cigarette.

“He went to foreign parts—to the Ar-
gentine—to Canada, to Africa, He had
money, plenty of it, and he made money,
but he liked to take chances and to gam-
ble. It could even be that he wanted
something to happen to him, Not being
one of those who would take his own
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life, he gave it to the gods to play with.
And then one day it came to him that he
should seek out the horse he had loved
or see if he had bred colts that were
like him. So he did this and found a colt,
the dead spit of the father—and found a
girl too.”

“Val," I said.

“Yes, Tim.”

“And it is your own life you're speak-
ing of”
“Yes,” he said.

“Then why must you go?"

“The police,” he said. “I've been smug-
gling cattle and running guns."

“Why?" said I

“For the hell of it, Tim, Because I was
bored and angry and unhappy.”

It was hard to think of him being
bored and unhappy. “But you'll come
back for Val?"” I said.

He laughed. “Val and I will not be
parted long,” he said. “And now I'm off.
Like a thief in the night. And give my
love to the sergeant when he comes.
We're old friends though we've never
met , . "

It was early next morning when Val
and I met Sergeant Ferrars on his way
to the house. He had two troopers and
some boys with him and a Cape cart with
two mules with their camping gear.

“Come about the horses, Sergeant?” [
said, “If you have, they're about ready.”

“Yes,” he said, but he was looking at
Val's mare. “If that mare’s mane and
tail weren't so dark I'd swear . . .” He
looked down at her hoofs. “Black hoofs,
too.”

Val and I didn't say anything. The gray
had no brand, but quite a few of our
horses weren't branded.

Since Calgary had gone the night be-
fore Val and I hadn’t spoken of him. She
knew what I felt about him, and I knew
what she felt, And both of us knew that
this was not the end. The sergeant looking
at this mare was part of the story.

We liked Ferrars well enough, but no-
body really likes policemen. They re-
main, as Father said, thieftakers, and are
themselves but thieves set upside down.

“'Tis a good lot of horses you'll find,”
I said.

And that was all that happened. Nor
did anything out of the ordinary occur
till later, when the horses had been
looked over and the police had made
their camp, for we had followed that
sergeant like a brace of beagle pups;
never for an instant had he been out of
the sight of one of us. But now, sitting
on the stoep with us, a drink in his
hand and a pipe in his mouth, the ser-
geant said, “So he fooled us after all.”

“Fooled us?” Father said. “Who did?”

“Your horsebreaking friend. To think
of him lying up here with me watching
the border for him for a month. And my
description of him ‘bearded and on a
white mare’ Calgary indeed!” he said.
“Gentleman Johnny's what we call him,
but he's got a lot of names, Anyway it's
over now.”

“What do you mean, it's over?”

“The border is open to cattle again, and
it's been decided that the natives can
buy guns after all, so that settles his
little smuggling business, But I hope you
watched your daughter well,” he said to
Mother. “Gentleman Johnny's no man to
have around with young girls for long.”

“I was too busy watching myself,”
Mother said, “and if I had been a maid
like Val no mother could have watched
me enough to keep me from him, Indeed,
considering the time they've been to-
gether I am surprised at my daughter,
Had it been me, he'd never have ridden
off alone.”

I locked at Val. She was blushing a

little and looking down. Then she looked
up; her eyes were wide open; she stared
straight at the police sergeant. Her hand

was at her throat holding the little gold |

chain that she wore. 5till looking at him
she lowered her hand to her breast and
then pulled it out so quickly that she
snapped the chain. There was a heavy
gold signet ring between her fingers. She
did not say a word, She just slipped it
on her finger,

Mother came over and kissed her.
Father opened his mouth to swear, and
then seeing Mother and Val both looking

at him, changed his mind and began to|

laugh. “Sure, nothing but the best's good
enough for Gentleman Johnny. A McFee
for a wife and a Dragoon for a horse.
You've got yourself a good man, Val
Your blood and your looks you get from
me, but it is your mother’s brains and
good taste that you have”

“I told you I could manage your father,
Val,” Mother said.

Father, paying no attention to her,
said, “What a race he rode!”

“You saw him?"” I asked.

“Yes, I saw him win the National on
Dragoon.”

“When did you know him?”

“Not till I saw him with the chestnut
one day when he thought he was by
himself, He was talking to him and kiss-
ing his nose.” My father paused.

“I'LL tell you the story,” he said finally,
“Calgary's not his name, but in his day—
and that was almost the last of those days
when I saw him--Calgary was the best
gentleman rider in the British Isles. Like
a young king he was, the pride of his
regiment, and all the highest ladies in
the land ready to marry him. For he had
a title and great estates. The catch of
several seasons he had been, but none
of the young ladies who wanted him had
been able to slip a bit into his mouth.

“Then suddenly there was a lot of
talk about an accident, and a notice in
the gazette that he had resigned his com-
mission. He resigned from his clubs. He
gave up his flat in London. But no one
really knew what it was about.”

So of them all only I knew the true
story and the whole of it, though of
course I didn’t know how much Calgary
had told Val.

Then the sergeant began to laugh. “To
think of him hiding here right under
my nose, and me searching the land for
him,” he said. “Well, the charges will be
dropped, now.” He turned to my father,
“Can you beat it, a man like him turning
smuggler and gunrunner! Why, with ev-
erything in the world to his hand, once
his troubles had blown over, would he
do that?”

“From boredom mayhbe,” Dad said, “The
old life was gone, and he wanted excite-
n;ent and perhaps there was something
else”

“What else?” The sergeant leaned for-
ward in his chair.

“It could be that he was seeking the
world for another golden maid and an-
other big red horse,” Dad said.

Val got up and left us. In a few min-
utes she was back with a bottle that she
put into the sergeant’s hand,

“What's this?"” he said.

“Hair dye,” said Val. “He gave it to
me . . . Now I'm going.” And when we
saw her again she was on Calgary's mare.
She waved to the sergeant and rode by.

Whereupon Father filled up his glass
and the sergeant’s and said, “Tim, it's a
pity you're too young to drink to your
sister’s health.”

_And my mother said, “He can drink at
the ,\‘vedding, which will not be leng
ow.

THE END
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traded on the indebtedness. H he had
loaned John Smith a thousand in 1930,
then in 1933 John Smith’s cousin on the
zoning board would help Tanner get
around a local ordinance so as to help
Henry Brown, Then in 1935, Henry Brown
‘would, at Tanner’s request, speak to his
brother on the ligquor board about help-
ing Jim Jones get a license, Then in 1938,
Jim Jones would hire the son of another
of Tanner’s friends. This other friend
would end up on the draft board in 1942
and get the son of another client deferred
for a while. This other client's cousin
would be writing specifications for county
road contracts, and slant a specification
toward the equipment of still another
client. His gratitude to Tanner might take
the form of cash. It was a confusing,

| tangled web, and Tanner kept it all clear
|in his mind. Small initial favors had

pyramided to such an extent that his in-
fluence was felt in every meeting of the
Common Council. His men were in office,
and he kept them in office. The American
public are too lethargic to inform them-
selves about the relative merits of candi-
dates for office. The voters of Harthaven
knew that there was a political boss, They

| knew Sam Tanner. And yet the city was
| reasonably clean; taxes weren't too high;

and the pay-offs were handled in a dis-
creet fashion

Sam Tanner maintained three office
staffs. Bess and I were one—the political
and patronage angle—public affairs. The
second was down in the Magnum Brew-
ery which he owned, The third was in the
Excello Construction Company, which
handled a good many city and county
contracts and also handled the rentals on
the Tanner Building. As Bess said, the
Boss spent only two hours a day with us.

I remember the first conversation I had
with Tanner about ethics. From time to
time, guiet men would come into the
Tanner Building office, and I would have
no clue as to their purpose, After I had
been there about six months, Tanner
called me in just after one of the guiet
men had left.

HE ToLp me to sit down, There was a
white envelope on his desk. He tore it
open with a blunt thumb and spread a
sheaf of bills on his desk blotter, He took
out five twenties and handed them to me,

“This is a bonus, Walker,” he said, I
took the money a bit uncertainly, won-
dering about social-security deductions
and withholding tax. He saw my hesita-
tion and said, “Stick it in your pocket and
forget it, son. It won't bite you. There'll
be other bonuses.” I stuffed it into my
wallet and it looked good to me, even
though I did feel a little uncomfortable
about it.

He leaned his elbows on the desk and

| said, “Now listen to me for a minute,

Walker, and remember what I tell you.

| This city, or any American city, is set up

in such a way that it is very easy for one
man or group of men to run it. I'm run-
ning Harthaven, You might call me a
political boss. That word doesn't sting.
I'm not too greedy. I take risks and I get
paid for them—paid well. I don’t grab too
much, Suppose I died tomorrow. Some-
body would step into my shoes. I imagine
he would be greedier than I am. He
would take bigger paly-oﬁs, The city
would suffer. I take a little, and I have
the interests of the city at heart.”

I got courageous and said, “You think-
ing along the lines of the greatest good
for the greatest number? Isn't that a
rhtionalization?”

He smiled at me, twisting one side of
his mouth downward. “You've still got

some damp idealism behind your ears,
Walker. But now you're sharing in it—
in the pay-off. Just remember that.”

I did remember it. I kept wondering
just how the money had got into my
pocket—where it had come from, I had
some ideas. But I had taken it, and I had
bought a suit, hat and shoes with it; it
was no good wondering. At times 1 de-
tested the roundabout, sneaking methods
of the game, the small furtive men, the
crumpled bills changing hands, At other
times I felt smart and proud and happy
to be on the inside, while the suckers
milled around in the street and paid their
taxes like little angels,

I tried to date Bess, but she told me
something that I couldn’t quite forget.
“No thanks, Towney. I go out with you,
and all I'll be able to smell is changed
assessments, construction contracts and
the damp rotten wood in the City Hall.
This is a business, and it's no pleasure.
When I go out I want to go with a clean
kid in the grocery or chicken-farm racket.
Then I can pretend to be a lady.”

“I didn’t know you felt like that, Bess!”

“I don't, Towney. I just like to picture
myself as a gal with enough sensitivity
to dislike the whole business, You keep
asking me; one of these days I'll say yes.”

X rememBER the morning when things first
started to go wrong. Tanner had Bess in
for a while for some routine dictation,
and then he called me in. There was
nothing unusual about the assignments, I
scribbled in my pocket notebook as he
said, “Go over to the mayor’s office and
tell that clown not to use a city employee
as a chauffeur when he goes out to get
drunk. This is the second time, so tell
him in a rough way. Then stop in and see
Vince at the sales agency, and tell him
that the next sedan he gets zoes to
Harold Vogler over at Consolidated, Tell
him I don’t care who the hell is on his
list. Vogler gets the next one, Then call
on a Mrs. Mary Hanrahan at 16 Otter
Street, and tell her that her assessment
has been reduced to three thousand, Tell
her that I arranged it and tell her to
keep her big mouth shut about it. Don’t
tell the neighbors. Then go see Lamonte
on the park board. Tell him that I've
decided that the tree-surgery contract
should go to Watson. Tell him to check
Watson's equipment and write the speci-
fications around them. Call up Watson,
and tell him that I'll stop in at his club
at five for a drink with him. Then , . .”

He was about to continue when Bess
rapped once on the door and came in.
Tanner scowled at her, and she said
quickly, “Farrell is out here, and he's
excited. He says it's urgent.”

“Send him in. Walker, you stick here.”

Farrell came bustling in, a small gray-
ing man in a rumpled brown suit. He had
an air of importance, and he was chew-
ing on his lip. He locked at me cautiously.

“Come on, Farrell. Shut the door be-
hind you, Walker Towne sits in on this,
whatever the hell it is.” There was no
charm in Tanner's manner, Farrell was
one of the group, a small cog, full of
self-importance. Nobody cared much for
him, but he had never stepped far encugh
out of line to be brushed off.

Farrell said in a high nervous voice,
“Sam, there’s all hell to pay. There's a
kid named Santosa in the City Engineer-
ing Department, and he got hold of a list
of the fake overtime pay, and his name
was on it, and he’s asking Mike Florence
where the hell the money is.” )

Tanner’s eyes narrowed. He said, “I
told you a long time ago that your fake
overtime is a clumsy damn way of mak-
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ing dough. Who let Santosa see the list?”
“This Santosa has been pestering Mike,
| asking when he's going—"
| “Answer the guestion, Farrell. Do you
| want me to call Mike up?”
| Farrell came apart at the seams. His
hands shook, and he dropped his hat. He
swooped it up off the floor, and his face
flushed with the exertion of stooping over.
“Sam, it was just plain foolishness. You
see, I had all these papers in my hand
and I passed Santosa, who was heading
toward the treasurer's office, and [ i

“Yeah,"” Tanner interrupted, in a voice
that was dangerously soft. His face was
expressionless. “You get too lazy to walk
with the papers yourself so you let a guy
carry them, and his name is on the list.
You've been in the City Hall for over
twenty yvears, Farrell, Resign this after-
noon, Go buy a farm or something, You're
all through as a public servant.”

Farrell got dead white. “But I can't. I
haven't got . . .” His voice trailed off.

“Resign this afternoon, If you don't I'll
get vour son fired at Consolidated. That'd
be too bad. He's got more on the ball
than you ever had. And if I remember,
your daughter's husband works over at
Sindley's. Maybe he can find another job
as good.”

Farrell stood for a few seconds staring
at Tanner. Then he turned, fumbled for
the doorknob and lurched out. We heard
the outside door slam behind him.

Tanner said to me, “I bet you're think-
ing T was too rough. I'll let him stay out
of work for six months or so, and then
we'll stick him back in some place where
he can't do any harm. This is no game for
guys to be careless in, He won't be care-
less again™

I agreed and then he said, “I don't know
this Santosa. Forget the other stuff I
gave you to do and go see him. Patch it
up. Get Mike Florence, the treasurer, to

that he saw on the list. You see, every
two weeks over there, they run through
a fake overtime list, make out checks, pay
themselves off out of petty cash, fake
the endorsements and then cash the
checks at the bank to reimburse petty
cash, When the checks come back in the
statement, they get hidden real deep in
the files. Tell Mike to fix up his books
so it won't show. I don't care how the
hell he does it. Maybe he better pay it
out of his own pocket.”

On the way over to City Hall, I had to
stop in a drugstore and phone Tanner and
tell him that I had passed Farrell on
the street. I told Tanner that he was right
about Farrell not ever being careless
again. One of the rear wheels of the truck
he walked into went right over his head.
I recognized the brown suit and cracked
shoes, Probably was worrying so hard
that he didn't see the truck. Tanner
sounded mildly shocked, then he told me
to hurry up and see this Santosa.

I found Santosa behind a drawing board
in the engineering department, He was
a soft-looking Italian kid with big liquid
eyes and a trembling chin, I told him to
come along with me, and I took him out
to the water fountain in the hall where
we could talk. “I'm Walker Towne," I
told him, “I work for Sam Tanner. Mr.
Tanner heard that there was a little
| trouble here about some overtime pay; he
wants to know if he can help you out.”

The kid locked puzzled. “It's like this,”
he said. “Last month I take a list down to
the treasurer's office, Mr. Farrell give it
to me to take down. I happen to see my
name, John Santosa, and after it, it says
twelve bucks. On the top of the list it
says overtime. I don't say anything about
it, and I wait for a while to see if 1 get
the check. I don't. So I go see Mr. Flor-
| ence, and he acts funny. He tells me that

give this Santosa the money for overtime

I imagine it. He laughs and says I am
nuts, to go back to work and don’t bother
him. I don’t like no run-around like that.
Something’s fishy, and I want to know
who gets my twelve bucks, see.”

The trembling chin firmed up, and he
suddenly looked very stubborn. I told him
that I'd see what I could do. He went back
to work, and 1 went down to Mike Flor-
ence’s office. Mike is a beefy citizen with
crisp white hair, a ruddy face and a
twinkling smile. He was able to see me
right away. He shut the door to his office,
and I pulled a chair up close to his desk.

He leaned toward me, and the twinkle
was gone. “Does Sam figure I had any-
thing to do with thig?”

I made my wvoice quiet like Tanner’s
and kept all expression off my face. “Not
at all, Mike. Sam wonders why you didn’t
E;}‘; the kid his twelve bucks and shut

im up. By the way, Farrell's dead.”

He arched his evebrows and said, “Po-
litically? Wasn't he always?”

“No, Mike,” I said patiently. “D-E-A-D,
As in corpse, coffin, undertaker. A truck
wheel ran over his jolly little head.”

I waited while he absorbed it, wiped
off his glowing face with a big crisp hand-
kerchief. Then he said, “Damn it, Walker!
You're getting as cold as Sam.”

“You want me to tell Sam that you
think he's too cold?”

“Hell, no, What's the matter with you?
That was between friends.”

“I have no friends,” I said. “Now get
back to the point. Why didn't you give
him his twelve bucks?”

“I tried to," he complained. “It was after
the pay period, and I couldn't have an=-
other check made out. You know, we
haven’t got everybody around here, Just
key guys. When you make out checks you
let clerks in on it, and they aren't in the
know. Besides, it would screw up the
books. I can't plumber them around, you
know. These guys from the State Comp-
troller’s Office aren’t dummies. And this
Santosa won't take cash. He wants a
check, I can’t do anything with him, Bet-
ter see him and try to give him the twelve.
Get him to take it; I'll reimburse you.”

I went back and got Santosa out of his
office again. He stood in front of me in
the hall, a half head shorter, I counted
out twelve dollars and tried to stick them
i)n }]1‘15 hand. He put his hands behind his

ack.

“What's the matter, John?" I asked him.
“It was a little mistake Here, you take
the twelve bucks and forget it. Come on.”

“I can’t do it. I promised Bobby.”

“And who is Bobby?”

“My wife. An English girl I married
when I was in London with the Army.”

“¥ou don't happen to know what she's
got in mind, do you?"

“Sure,” he said. “She says that by acci-
dent I found out where public money is
going. It's some kind of graft. She says
that she has always heard about this
country being a democracy, and she says
I got to stick up for my rigf}ts. She wants
me to make a big fuss about this. And I'm
making a fuss.”

“You're both wrong, John,” I said pa-
tiently. “This was just a little mistake.
Tell you what I'll do though. I'll see that
vou get a raise of fifteen bucks a month
starting next month. That ought to make
it right.”

“No, sir. All I want is a check dated
last month made out to me fdr twelve
bucks. Over on the corner it's got to say
for overtime. That's all I want.”

I locked down at him. He made me
angry. It was such a small problem, and
still he wouldn't let me solve it. I walked
away from him, which was a mistake, and
phoned Tanner from Florence's office. I
caught Sam at the brewery I sketched in
the details, telling why Mike didn't want
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to risk making out a new check. Then I
waited for instructions.

He sighed heavily and said, “What's
wrong with you, Walker? Is this little guy
scaring you? Go see him where he lives
tonight. See him and this wife of his and
go up to a thousand to buy them off. If
that won't work, scare 'em off. Impress
‘em with what might happen, and then
we can forget the whole thing, They got
' | no proof.”

I rounp the Santosa apartment on the
second floor of a brown frame two-family
house on lower Stanley Street. It was six
o'clock, and kids were playing all over
the street, The hall door was open, so 1
went on up and knocked.

Santosa opened the door. He had
changed to a soft yellow sport shirt and
gray slacks. He recngnized me and said,
“You got my check?"

I said that I hadn't it on me and tried
to walk in, He tried to shut the door in
my face. I banged my shoulder into it
enough to open it up and drive him back.

“I'm going to call a cop,” he said, his
dark eyes hot.

“Go ahead. Call all the cops. Call the
chief. Tell them that you want them to
come and throw Sam Tanner's man out
of your house. Then stand back from the
phone and give them room to laugh. I
just want to talk to you and your wife.”

He stepped back, and I walked on in.
The apartment was dark and airless. I
sat on the couch in the front room, and
his wife came in from the back of the
house. They sat on chairs opposite me.
Bobby Santosa was a medium-sized gal
with soft brown hair and not a trace of
make-up. She had that wonderful pink
and white complexion the English seem
to specialize in. The lines of her jaw,
brows, cheekbores, were prominent—al=~
most too firm. Her wide, steady, gray eyes
were her best point. Never let a person
with eyes like that catch you dealing
from the hottom of the deck.

There was no introduction. So I said,
“Now look, you two. You're heading into
trouble. You happened to find out some-
thing that doesn’t concern you. You can't
parlay that into a fortune, or even a head-
line. If you want to keep this apartment
and your job, just take this twelve bucks
and give me a receipt, That's all.”

John looked at her. She locked at me.
Without taking her eyes off me, she said,
“Johnny, go out to the kitchen like a
dear.” He looked surprised, but he got up
and walked out. She stared at me silently.
It made me oddly uncomfortable.

When she spoke, her accent was a pe-
culiar mixture of clipped British and
Stanley Street American. “I'm delighted
that you've come to see us. It shows that
you and your chums are worried.
well you should be, In London I worked
for a solicitor. When Johnny told me
about the check he didn’t get, I went to
the Towner National Bank where the city
funds are kept. There's a very sweet and
important young man there. [ won't tell
you his name. Over coffee I had a long
talk with him. He agreed to take a chance.
He let me have the overtime check with
the forged endorsement long enough to
have photostats made, I rented a safe-
deposit box and put the photostats in
there. You don't know what name the
box is under, You don't know where the
key is. Jolly interesting, isn't it?”

i took my time answering her. She sat
across from me, unsmiling, her wide gray
eyes gentle but determined, It didn’t take
much imagination to figure out what
would happen if the state comptroller’s
office got hold of those photostats.

The move was obvious. I said, “Five
hundred bucks will buy you some pretty
new clothes.”

She shrugged delicately. “Quite. I really
enjoy spending money. But don't you find
that selling your self-respect is a bit dif-
ficult? I'd much rather see how one of
your taxpayer’s suits against local gov-
ernment works, you know. Educational.”

“How about a thousand?”

She smiled a little. “If I wished to sell,
you'd have been told the price. Just tell
your people that we can't be Eurchased"'

“A couple of idealists, hey?

“If you want to call it that.” She stood
up—my signal to leave.

I used my last weapon at the door. I
said, “It might not be healthy, you know.”

he door closed quietly and firmly, The
Tanner machine in Harthaven was endan-
gered by an odd girl with gray eyes—and
a brain behind those eyes. I had to find
Tanner quickly.

He was at Watson's club., The steward
showed me into the waiting room, a dim
place with leather chairs, potted plants
and recent magazines,

Tanner looked surprised when he
walked in. “What’s wrong now, Walker?
What a hell of a day!”

I gave him the whole thing, word for
word, without advice or interpretations.
He paced back and forth in front of me,
his hig white hands locked behind him,
He stopped in front of me and leveled a
finger. “‘Okay. Forget it. Skip it. I'll see
that it's handled. Go and catch up on the
other stuff I gave you" He walked out,
and I left.

Rumors get around. When I hit the office
the next morning, Bess came over and
draped herself on the corner of my desk,
her eyes round and inguisitive. “Come on,
Towney,” she begged, “let Bess in on the
dirt. What went wrong yesterday—beside
Farrell getting it?”

1 didn't tell her a thing, but she kept
trying until Tanner came in. He looked
older, and there seemed to be new lines
on his face. He called me into his office
and shut the door.

“Walker, last night I made a mistake,
and I'm frightened. I gave a job to the
wrong man, to an excitable man. I should
have given it to you."”

“What happened?”

“John Santosa is in the hospital, and
that wife of his is going to be tough to
deal with. Go see her. Here, Take this
envelope. It's got fifteen thousand in cash
in it. Go see her and see what you can do.”

Bess glanced up at me as I walked
through the outer office. She wore a smirk.
Bobby Santosa wasn't home. I went to
the hospital, I checked in the office and
found that Santosa was in Ward E. His
wife wasn't up there. A cute little black-
haired nurse bustled over to me.

I pointed to the curtains around San-
tosa’s bed and said, “How is he?”

She shook her head. “Not so good. Con-
cussion with possible fracture. Eight teeth
missing, Sight of one eye maged.
Broken ribs, Possible internal injuries,
Somebody nearly clubbed him to death.”

I turned and walked blindly out of the
hospital, I felt sick. There was an aecid
taste in the back of my throat. The money
felt bulky in my inside jacket pocket.

I didn't find Mrs. Santosa until the mid-
dle of the afterncon. I hadn't felt like
having lunch. A car stopped in front of
their apartment. She got out with two
men and went into the apartment, I
waited for a few minutes and then crossed
the street and went up the stairs. When
she came to the door, I took her wrist and
gently drew her out into the hall, Then I
closed the door behind her,

Her eves were puffy from weeping. She
stared at me coldy. “I can’t tell you how
sorry I am, Mrs. Santosa,” I said. *I didn’t
have anything to do with this, We know
how you feel. I've got fifteen thousand
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dollars here for you lf you call off what-
ever you plan to do.”

She looked at me and then she began
to giggle. It changed into a kind of hys-
terical cackle that left her hanging against
the door frame. I shook her, but she
couldn’t come out of it, couldnt speak.
Finally she said, “Johnny was trying to
be an idealist. He talked about cleaning
things up. I just gave the man from the
State Comptiroller's Office the photostat.
Johnny gave him a description of the men
who beat him up.” She pulled away from
me and went into the apartment.

1 stood for a time outside the closed
door, The king was soon to be dead. Long
live the king. I knew that I would be
pulled down along with him—that when
| the whole machine blew up in his face,
it would blow Walker Towne to bits along
with it, Days without end behind gray
walls. I remembered movies. This was
where my studies in local government
had taken me. I was at the end of the
road—unless . . .

I knocked on the door and when Mrs.
Santosa opened it again, I walked in.
There were two men in her front room,
both grave and somber. I walked up to
the oldest one of the two and said, “I'm
Sam Tanner's confidential assistant. Here
is the fifteen thousand he gave me to
bribe Mrs. Santosa. I want to give evi-
dence against him and the machine.”

It was eleven o'clock at night when I
| was through. More men had been called
in. I had given names, dates, places,
amounts, I had their assurance of im-
munity in exchange for the information
I had given them. They let me pack a
bag, and they took me away to a neigh-
boring city and had me register at a hotel
under a different name. They told me
that it would be safer that way.

I should have felt cleaner than I did. I
wanted to feel washed and pure. After
all, hadnt 1 mended my ways? Hadn't 1
killed the machine?

@x tHE third night I called up Bess. 1
remembered what she had said about
being clean. I knew that she would under-

‘ stand, She agreed to drive over and meet

me in the hotel lobby.

I dressed and waited for her. At last she
walked in, smiling, tall, casual and con=-
fident. She took my hand warmly, and
we went into the hotel bar and sat at a
small table in the corner, She had heard
ahbout what I had done.

After I gave her the whole story and
my reasons, she sat back in the chair and
inspected the end of her cigarette. She
didn't look at me. She said, "Towney, if
yvou'd done all this before the Santosa
thing came up, then you'd be okay for my
money. But you didn’t. You waited until
it was too hot on one side of the fence,
and then you jumped the fence. Can't you
see it? All you did was squeal, which isn't
good no matter what the end result is.
Tanner will get about ten years, I think.
That's the general theory The trouble
with you is, you can't see yourself. You
think you've done something good for
your country. Nuts, Towney! You're dirt-
ier than you ever were”

I tried to explain to her how, all along,
I had been growing more disgusted with
Tanner's methods, She didn't seem to lis-
ten. Finally she said, “Let’s get out of
here. My car’s out front. We'll take a
drive while you talk.”

She drove, and 1 talked. She stared
straight ahead into the night, her hands
tight on the wheel. Finally she pulled up

| onto the shoulder of a narrow, unlighted

road. I reached for her, but she took the
keys and slid out her side.

She turned to someone standing in the
night and said, “He’s all yours, boys.”

I locked my door on the inside, but the
window was open on the driver’s side.
They had white handkerchiefs tied over
their faces. There were three of them.
They hauled me out, and two of them
held me by the arms. A short, stocky one
stood in front of me. I didn't see the first
punch, but I felt my teeth go, and the
world reeled as the salt blood seeped into
my mouth, There were sharp, smashing
blows I ecouldn't count—an infinity of
pain as the stocky one grunted with each
swing. At last the blows began to grow
dull, as though I was standing behind
thick cushions. I felt them let go of me,
and I floated off into space ...

I was walking along Kimball Street in
Harthaven the other day, browned off
because Bess Proctor had just passed me
without even the flicker of a smile, when
I saw Bobby Santosa walk slowly out of
a store. I took one appreciative look at
the gray-green dress which suited her
{Jerfectly and walked over. Her gray eyes

oked up into my face. “So it's Mr.
Towne!” she said. “How are you today?
Public-spirited?”

It was my chance to let her know how
little she knew about polities. “Listen,
Bobby,” I said, blocking her way so that
she couldn’t walk on as Bess had done,
“mayhbe you don't know it, but a slick
apple named Hickock is ready to pick up
right where Tanner left off. All you did
was switch the pay-off into new pockets.”

She studied me for a moment, and the
faect that she looked more amused than
annoyed stung me a little, I was conseious
of my need for a haircut, shoeshine and
new suit. “¥ou consider yourself a realist,
don’t you, Mr. Towne? A rather cynical
chap with an eye for what you people call
the angles.”

“I'm not a joker with stars in his eyes.”

“Shortsighted would be a better de-
seription, I believe.”

“I don't get you.”

“Mr. Towne, you don't startle me with
this talk of a person named Hickock. It's
inevitable that in your American cities
there will always be Tanners and Hickocks
trading on inertia, building themselves up
in all sorts of nasty little ways.”

“So knocking Tanner down was pretty
pointless?”

“Not at all, Mr. Towne, It's just as in-
evitable that there will always be little
people like Johnny and me who can't be
bought, who will come along and spoil
the most powerful and complicated setups.
It has to be that way.”

The dgray eves bothered me, I had to
look down at the sidewalk. When I
glanced up at her, she was smiling a
little. “I've known that from the start.””
She hesitated.

“You're not all you pretend to be, Mr.
Towne,” she said gently. “I'm working in
the new mayor’s office. If you have no
other plans, stop in . . . There's lots of
work to be done. We need trained men.”

She walked away down the street, I
walked to a diner and sat down to a cup
of coffee. It's a bitter job, looking squarely
at yourself—wondering if deep inside you
there are enough untarnished bhits to fit
together—wondering if wou have the
Euts .

I had ]ust short of two dollars. Enough
for that haireut, shine, press. And enough
time to get to City Hall by three o'clock.

THE END

Peter B. Kyne returns to

Cosmopolitan next month

with the remarkable story of an old man who became a
hero in a young man’s war and then refused to admit it



Radiance is spelled: C-0-L-0-K... fc

and—

it covers and it clings
and it covers and

it clings!

Face Powder by BOUR.J O IS



_Eventually yours,

WARE W1 2

SUP ILLUSTRATED NOT OVER $4. CORETTE SLIPS, 148 MADISON AVE, N. Y.

e e



The Rest Cure
{Continued from page 56)

and I asked him what his name was.
i “Lonnie,” he said after a while. "I work
ere,

I asked him if he thought I could ride
one of the hularses an,dfshuwed him how

my muscles were for a guy my age.
l%le roak&:i at my arms, then he aimed
a stream of tobaceco juice at a big fly on
the wall and almost got him, I wondered
if Tom Mix could s}ut that far. Then he
got up and reached for the full milk pail.

“Where’s it go?” I grabbed the handle
quick. “T'll take it!”

He told me where to pour the milk.
After that he let me sweep out the milk-
ing room and pour feed for the cows and
throw some corn to the chickens and pull
fresh hay down into the stalls for the
two horses, The names were Dan and
Bess, and he planning to use Dan
to rlo some plowmg later, I was pouring
more milk when I heard Mom calling me.
Lonnie said he didn't mind me helpin
him because I wasn't like the rest o
those city brats, and if I-came back he
might let me steer Dan while he plowed.

Mom was really sore when I got to her.
1 didn't get a chance to explain. She was
talking too fast, “I didn't know what
happened to you or anything you might
have been kidnaped even,” she said.
“How was I to know?”

I tried to tell her about Lonnie, but
she pumted at my bare feet and held her

“Your breakfast is whit‘lng only don’t
you come into the dinin, Hie that
you smell like you roll m a stile,”
she told me. “Go right upstairs this min-
ute wash good your father should see
how you look already.”

What could I do? I went to wash,

Mom wouldn’t let me tell her much
about Lonnie at breakfast. She was still
sore. But I found out everything about
Meyer's Manor. It wasn't like the big
hotels where they waited on you; it was
really a farm with a sort of summer
boardinghouse on it. All the mothers
cooked their own meals with their own

ots in the big kitchen, and each family

d its own tala%ie in the dining room. We
got our food from the people who owned
the Manor, Charlie and Jenny Meyer.
Charlie was fat and always worried. He
had a red face from high blood pressure.
JennY was skinny and worried about
Charlie. She ran the little store, built
near the kitchen, Whatever you bought,
Jenny marked down in a book—except
candy. You had to pay pennies for
When the fathers came up on each Satu.r-
day night, they paid for what you ate all
week., It didn't cost too much.

As for the people—outside of three old
men—they were mostly women and ba-
bies. Worst of all, 1 didn't see any kid
the Shrimp could play with, Thaf. wor-
ried me. Lonnie expected me
Dan. But what would I du w'lth the
Shrimp? 1 was sorry I hadn't brought
some more clocks for him to work on.

Mom wiped the last of the oatmeal off
his mouth and took off his bib. “Now you
take him out and watch him," she told
me, “Don’t let him run he just ate and
he'll throw up and don't let him get in
any trouble.”

“But, Moin, what kind of trouble can
he get into in the country?” I asked her.
“There ain't nothin’ he can break or take
apart, Besides, he promised Pop. Didn’t
you?” I asked him. He didn't say a word.

“Don't talk so loud people”ll think vou
havent got no manners{ Mom sa:d.

‘Take him outside the sun’s shining,

“We' shoulda stood in Passaic,” I an-
109
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swered and took the Shrimp outside with
me. I knew if 1 didn’t meet Lonnie he'd
think I was like other city kids, and I'd
never get the chance to help him out in
the barn or steer Dan again.

From the veranda I could see Lonnie
iding Dan down the road. I hid behind
a pole. I didn't want him to see me. He
might think I didn't want to go—or maybe
that I was afraid to ride on a big horse
like most city guys who were nine would
be.

Tears began biting at my eyes, and
I looked up to the skies, wondering why
God was punishing me this way, Then I
got sore. I turned around ready to bop
the Shrimp a good one. It was his fault,
wasn't it? But he was gone.

I ran to the steps that went down to
the lawn, and I spotted him. He was walk-
ing toward a redheaded kid his very own
agel This kid was standing near a fat
woman in a rocking chair. She had a baby
| in her arms, and when she saw the
Shrimp coming she ghabbed the redhead,
too. I ran down to them very fast.

“Don’t be afraid, lady,” I said. “My
brother won't hurt your little boy. He
||-lk.Eb to p]dy and never fights with nice
children,” [.had a good hold on the
Shrimp's Ht:'t,k in case he tried to stick
his fingers in the other kid's eyes.

“I worry on account Sanford's a very
delicate type child, you understand,” she
| told me. “Also he got it his nervous na-
| ture from me and can't stand excitemnents
or fighting.”

"It shows on him,” I said. But from
his red hair and the way Sanford's eyes
moved and the way he tried to pull away
from her, I knew he was almost as dan-
gerous as the Shrimp, “My btoLhF‘] M.u
/in is just the same Wd‘-, I lied. "He
uns away from fights." I had my fingers
IO’bb&‘d so God would see.

“That's the way chnid:en should I)e,
she said, and smiled. “The baby here is
named Sherman, My name is Mrs, Fliegel
and we come from Flatbush," She let g
of Sanford. “Go play with Marvin, Sanfy,”

While I was telling Mrs, Fliegel about
us, I watched Sanfy. He stepped close

| and looked right into the Shrimp's face.

In one of his grubby hands he held a
he
held a stick. I still held the Hhump I
couldn't tell which hand Sanfy was going
to use.

All of a sudden he dropped the stick
and plopped down on the grass. “Le’s play
carts, Mahwin,” he said.

I let the Shrimp go—carefully, He sat
down, too, and reached for half of the
cards. Not the whole deck. That was a
very good sign, In a minute they were
playing a crazy kind of game they hoth
seemed to know. They played with some
of the cards face up and same face down,
and what won the stack one time could
lose the next time. But they didn't fight.

“See?” I told Mrs. Fliegel. “I told ya.”

“Just like a coupla angels.” She clicked
her tongue. “A painter should see them,
such a beautiful picture they make, no?"

“Yeah,"” I answered,

Waen Mom came out they were still
playing without fighting. Mrs, Fliegel
told her how sweet the Shrimp was, and
Mom looked surprised. But she said San-
ford looked sweet too, and Mrs, Fliegel
asked her if she would like to play a
little rummy. Mom said ves and told me
to bring a chair down from the veranda

I came back with it and asked if I
could go out to the field and watch
Lonnie plow.

“Of course,” she said. “Being that Marv
has got such a lovely playmate he can
play with only don't go so far you won't
be able to hear me if I should call yvou.”

“It's only over there.” I pointed to the
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|ﬁeld which was four or maybe five city
| blocks away.

| “Oh, you'll be able to hear me.”

| “I know,” I said, and I ran as fast as
'I could before the Shrimp got tired of
| being good or Mom changed her mind.
When I got out on the road I jumped
into the air and yelled, “Hooray!"—only
not too loud . . .

From that time on—until the hig ex-
citement—everything was wonderful. The
Shrimp and Sanfy played together from
morning till night, and they never had
one fight. It was like they had been born
for each other. Mom said it was a mir-
-acle and that she had never had such a
real rest. Of course she and Mrs. Fliegel
got scared when Sanfy and the Shrimp
started climbing trees and doing tricks,
like hanging upside down. But after the
two of them promised not to go higher
| than the first branches, they were even
ialluwed to eat sandwiches in trees.

1 was so happy that the Shrimp had
| found a friend and wasn't following me
taround any more, that I gave them a
snapping turtle I caught in a small brook.
| They called it “Pres'dint Coolitch,” and
they took turns keeping it each night,
That is, until Mrs. Fliegel woke up one
' morning and found the President sitting
| on her chest. After that he slept in a
| shoe box on the veranda.

Now that I was free of the Shrimp, I
had become good friends with Lonnie,
best friends. He let me help him with
lots of things and ride the horses when-
ever he plowed. 1 learned how to milk
' vows and clean stalls, how to dig potatoes
and beans and how to pitch hay. Some-
times what I did was hard work, but
Lonnie said if he had to live in the woods
with any guy under ten, he'd pick me,
I was true blue, he said. He also prom-
ised he'd take me hunting some Sunday
morning, and we'd shoot the woodchucks
which were ruining the apple trees. 1
|wrote a pal of mine in Passaic, Stosh
Graleski, and told him I was coming home
| with a rug made from woodchuck fur.

THE Saturday night before the Sunday
when Lonnie was going to take me hunt-
ing, Pop arrived with Mr. Fliegel, who
was a baldheaded man much smaller than
Mrs, Fliegel. He was so small I had to
help him carry up the folding carriage
he had brought for the baby, Sherman,
It was made of canvas and was packed—
with the wheels, axles and frame all
apart—in a wooden crate. When we got
to his room Mr, Fliegel showed me where
a bag of nuts and bolts was tied and
said he would give me a quarter if T put
the carriage together the next day. I told
him I could use the quarter, only I was
going hunting woodchucks, He was sur-
prised and said he'd do it himself.

Later Pop was also surprised when 1
left the veranda to go to bed without
anybody telling me. As ' was walking
away I heard him tell Mom and the
Fliegels that the country had made a
man out of me.

“A hunter you mean,” Mom said. “I
don't know what he'll do this winter in
Passaic where there's nothing to shoot
you'll have to take him to Pennsylvania,
Sam, and hunt reindeer maybe.”

That night I dreamed of shooting wood-
chucks as big as lions and of showing
Pop how to hunt deer in Pennsylvania,
I was shooting the fifth or sixth deer
when 1 felt somebody shaking me. I
opened my eyes without blinking, be-
cause it was still half dark in the room.
It was the Shrimp and Sanfy, in their
nightshirts. They were both standing
| over me, shaking me, The clock on the
| dresser showed it wasn't five yet, and
Mom and Pop were snoring hard,
| “Go back to sleep,” I whispered to
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them, "It ain’t even dayiime yer”

The Shrimp sheok his head and looked
at Sanfy. Sanfy sad., “No!”

‘Sashh! If you wake up my pop he'll
throw you both outa the window. Whyn’t
you go downstairs and play?”

“No!” Sanfy's whisper was abmost a
holler.

I was getting soce. “Why?”

“'Cause we wuz playin' together.” he
answered, holding up a paper hag, "an’
now my belly hurts. Thass why.”

1 sat up. “What're you talkin’ about?”

“Mahwin tol' mé teat it, and I did too,"
he said, fishing around in the bag. “Now
my belly huits.” He pulled out a bolt
from Sherman’s new carriage. “One o
these I ate.”

I couldn't believe it! It was over an
tnch long! I loeked at the Shrimp. He
nodded, his eyes very inserested, Sanfy
searched around in the bsg again and
took out a two-inch bolt this time.

“Or maybe it was one ¢ these,” he said.

“Holy smoke:” I jumped out of bed
and pulled on my pan®s. “Does your
mother know?" I asked him.

“Nah. She’s sleepin’”

“Holy smoke!”

Behind me one of Pop’s snores broke
off, and he mumbled a few words. If we
didn't get out of the voam he'd wake up,
and . . . I was afraid to think what
might happen if be found out.

I yanked Sanfy close to me. "You sure
you swallered it?" I whispered. “Maybe
it's only stuck in your throat or halfway
down, and you can cough it out.”

“look.” He opened his mouth wide.
Esnpty, way Jpast his tonsils.

"Come on!" I pushed him into the hall
and shoved the Shrimp back into our
room when he trfed to fallow. “We better
tell your mother Sanfy. Only don’t
say Marv told you to do it Will you cross
your heart and promise?™

“But Mahwin he— ™

“I know.” I said. The Shrimp stuck his
mophead out of the door, and I bopped
it 50 hard he pulled it in fast. “But if
{:u tell her he told you to, Sanfy, she'll

mad at him and won’t let you play
with him any more. See?"

"Oh.,” He crossed his heart. “I love
Mahwin. I promise.”

On the way down the hall. I looked
back. The Shrimp was watching fiom our
door. { made out like I was going to run
back, and he jérked his head inside. But
when | went into the Fliegels' room. I
saw bim watching again.

It tock me over a minute to get Mrs.
Fliegel to open her eyes. I didn't want
to wake up Mr. Fliegel, who was sleeping
on his face, snoring Wken she saw Sanfy
and me, Mrs. Fliegel sat up quick. She
got nervous right away.

“Wb—what’s the matter?” she asked.

"Nothin',” I answered. “and don’t get
excited, please, Mrs. Fliegel. Only—well—
only Sanfy swallered a holt like this.” I
held up one of the'smaller bolts, of couree,

“What?” Her eyes opened very wide
and she grabbed her throat. “What?”

I got scared. “It ain’t very big,” I said.
“Honest.”

“Sanfy!” she yelled. “You swallered it
a acrew like that?"

“! dunno, Mamma. Maybe it was one
o' these.” He held up the two-incher
again, "My belly hurts.

Mgz, Fliegel's mouth opened wider and
wider, Her head went back. Then out of
her came the loudest scream I'd ever
heard.

“AAaiiree EHE!" “AAasiiiee-
ERBRH'!"

“Mrs, Fliegel, don’t get nervous. Please!”
1 begged her. “You'll wake pecple up!”

Mr. Fllegel jumped up like somebody
bad stuck him. He locked different with-
out hla teeth, Smaller.

it went

“AAaiiieeEHH! Gevzalt! AAaiiiceEHH!"

“Beshie! Beshie'” MNr. Fliegel velled.
“Wasir happened?”

I tried to tell him, but she was scream-
tng 50 loud he couldn't hear me. And a
minute later all the people in the Manor
began crowding into the rcom. They were
wearing nightshirts, pajamas, batbrobes,
and they were half asleep yet and scared.
Everybody was yelling, “What happened?
What'a the matter?” They were all asking
at once, though, and Mrts. Fliegel was
still screaming while Mr. Fliegel was
telling her to stop—so nobody heard a
single word I said. It was a terrible com-
motion!

Then my Pop pushed his way in. He
went over to the bed and stopped a
scream right in the middie by putting
his whole hand into Mrs. Fliegel’s mouth.
The scream ended up like a gargle.

“All right Pop said “Quiet every-
body. What ha ed?”

I told him held up the bolt.

The people in the room heard. but the
ones out in the hall still kept yeliing to
know what was the matter. One of the
old ladies, Mrs. Mushkin. held up her
hand and hollered, "A screwi! Mrs,
Fliegel's boychickel Sanford svallered it
a screwl)”

From the back I heard Mrs. Unger say,
‘I hope and pray it’s going down head-
foist. Otherwise . . .”

Mrs. Fliegel heard that, too. She pushed
Pop’s hand away and started screaming
agpin, louder than before. Then Sanfy
started to cry, teo.

After that the real excitement started.
Women came running in to guiet Mrs,
Fliegel and to give Sanfy certain things
to eat and drink so the bolt would go
down easy. Raw oatmeal Cold mashed

tatoes. Olive oil Dry bread. Pieces of

tter, Hardboiled eggs. Cream. Mr.
Fliegel didn't know what % do. He
cracked his knuckles and tried to stop
his wife from screaming.

Finally Pop couldn’t stand it any more.
He pushed eveiybody out of the room
and called Charlie Meyer in. Charlie's
face was very white, and he was biting
his fingernails.

“Have Lonnie bring your car around
the front. Charlie,” Pop told him. "This
kid’s got to go for an X ray. That's the
only way to tell if everything’s all right.”

“Sure. Sure.” Charlie ran out.

I should have known it: something
HAD to spoil my hunting. I wanted to
remind Pop about Lonnie and me, but
1 was afraid to. then. He turned to the
Fliegels. "Harry.” he said, "you and
Beassie get dressed quick. You can be in
the village in a balf an hour.”

Mrs. Fliegel staited to give another
scream. Only Mr. Fliege]l took a desp
breath and yelled “G@ESHIE. SHUT UP!"
3o loud, she never finished it.

When we got back to our room. the
Shrimp wasn't there. I couldn't hold it
in any more, I was so worried. *'Pop,” I
said, "it was Marv's fault. He told Sanfy
to eat the bolt.”

Mom heard me and sat right down on
the bed, She began crving. Pop’s face got
ﬁuﬁed and his fists clenched. “Where is

e?" he ssid. “Where is he?”

We looked all over the house. The
Shrimp had disappeared. Pop told me
not to mention it to anybody else. All he
wanted to do was find him. But we
couldn’t, anywhere.

At seven oclock, when the Fliegels
came down, everybody was on the ve-
randa to watch Lonnie drive them away
in Charlie's car which didn’t have a roof.
The Fliegels got in the back, with Sanfy
between them. He looked scared

"Be careful, Lonnie,” Mrs Unger called,
“Drive slow.”

The car starbed to move. “If you shake

him teo much.” Mrs. Mushkin hollered
over the noise. “the screwl might toin
upeide don!"

Pop waved. “Good luck, Harry, Bessie.’
Everybody else waved, too. But Mom just
sni ed and blew her nose.

Lonnie drove down the driveway real
slow. Just before he turred onto the road,
Sanfy stood up. “Mahwin!” he screeched.
“Wheah's Mahwin?” Mrs Fliegel pulled
him ¢own in the seat.

After that all the mothers went in to
make breakfast. The rest of us waited
on the veranda. Nobody went back to
sleep, Pop lit a cigar and drummed on
the railing with his fingers. I had an
idea where the Shrimp might be, ant
even though I was sore at him for spoil-
ing my hunting trip with Lonnie, I didn't
tell Pop. I had never seen him this mad
before. Se we waited . ..

Two hours later we were still waiting.
all of us. One man bhad tried to start a
pinochle game, but nobody felt like play-
ing. Mom was worzied about the Shrimp
not having breakfast. Pop whispered that
when he got his hands on him, he'd have
to eat standing up for a month.

“He’ll get hungiy soon and come back,
you'll see,” Pop said, chewing on bis
cigar. ‘And when he does—"

Mrs. Hochman jumped up. “I hear a
automobile!”

Everybody ran to the veranda rail.
Sure enough. Down the road came
Charlie’s car, moving very slow, with Mrs.
Fliegel in the front. Nobody said & word.
Pop swallowed and put his arm around
Mom. Then we saw WMr. Fliegel getting
out of the car to talk to a couple of
people. Mrs. Fliegel was yelling some-
thine.

“What’s she saying?” Pop cried.

I jumped over the rail and ran and got
into the back of the car where I could
hear her. Then | turned around and hol-
lered as loud as I could: "She says the
X ray showed it’s haadfirst and the doc-
tor says it's goin’ t’be okay'!”

You never heard such cheering and
clapping. People began banging pots and

ans, Mom and Pop danced up and down.

t was like Fourth of July! I cheered for
another reason, too. It was still early
enough for me and Lonnie to go hunting!

Sanfy sat up on the back seat, 3o peo-
ple could see him. And when the car
tumed off the road, everybody ran down
the veranda steps to meet it. But just as
the car started chugging up the drive.
way under the trees, I spotted the Shrimp.
He had beep biding in the fifth tree, and
now he was climbing down to the lowest
branch.

I had a feeling I should grab for him
quick, Only I was too late. Because as
the car rolled under that tree. the Shrimp
hung down by his knees. He had some-
thing in his hand. It was President Cool-
idge, the turtle.

Everything happened in a second, Sanfy
stood up to take the turtle--Mr. Fliegel
ran to grab Sanfy-—the car hit a bump
and bounced—the cheering stopped and
somebody yelled “Wasch out!” The car
gave another lurch and I fell down on
my face.

When I tooked up, Sanfy was dangling
under the tree! He had been reaching for
the turtle when he was bounced out of the
car, and the Shrimp had caught him b
one hand. Now he was swinging
and forth. All the women were scream-
ing, the men were running toward the
tree. They never made it. The Shrimp
let go of » who turned over in the
air and right on his head.

“The screwl tolned over!” Mra. Mush-
kin hollered.

“AAaiiieEHH!” Mrs. Fliegel again,

A new commotion etarted, Everybody
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was running around, the women screech-
ing. Mrs. Fliegel fainted, Sanfy was wob-
bling like he was drunk, Lonnie turned
the car so he could rush back to the vil-
lage. Pop started up the tree after the
Shrimp, who got scared and climbed to
the top branch. So Charlie Meyer pulled
Pop back down. He was afraid the Shrimp
would fall from the top. Mom sat down
and hid her face. Wow!

Long after Lonnie had speeded the
Fliegels away to the village for another
X ray, everybody was still under the tree
watching Pop. He was yelling up at the
Shrimp to come down “this minute!”
and shaking his fist. Mom kept trying
to calm him, but he was ready to ex-
plode. The Shrimp just loocked down from
\:_ay up without moving, I didn’t blame

im,

All of a sudden we heard a car horn,
and people began to run. It was Charlie’s
car, coming back very fast. Mr. and Mrs.
Fliegel were both standing up and wav-
ing their arms,

“It's out! It's out!” Mr. Fliegel was
holding up the shiny bolt. “It’s out!”

“The fall upset it Sanfy's stomach,”
Mrs. - Fliegel cried, “He threw up the
screw on the way!” .

Even before the car stopped, people
were crowding around it. Mrs. Fliegel
kissed everybody. Sanfy climbed on the
back of the seat and showed off by mak-
ing faces. Mom gave him a big hug.

“Marvin, come down!” Mrs. Fliegel
called up. “You saved it Sanfy’s life!”

“Yes, come down!" Mr. Fliegel was
very excited and smiling. “We're going
to give a big party for you and Sanfy!”

The Shrimp didn't move, He was
watching Pop.

Mr, Fliegel pushed Pop. “You tell him,
Sam,” he said, “He’s afraid. Assure him.”

Mom pushed Pop, too. Finally he said
all right and went to the tree. “Come

down, Marv.” He sounded tired. “Every-
thing is fine”

The Shrimp came down wvery slowly,
still watching Pop. Mom grabbed him and
kissed him. So did Mrs. Fliegel, And after
a while Pop did, too. When Sanfy kissed
him, there was more cheering,

THe party started that afternoon. There
was a big cake, ice cream, candy and
paper hats. Pop and the men went out
to the barn with Charlie and came back
a little drunk.

Then Mr. Fliegel made a speech. He
apologized for spoiling everybody’s Sun-
day rest, and thanked each and all for
their kindness. We all clapped.

“But we mustn't forget our two little
boys,” Mr. Fliegel went on, “They was
under a terrible strain this day.” He
turned to Sanfy. “Sanfy,” he said, “Poppa
wants to do something for you. Tell Poppa
whatever you want and he'll see that
you will be sure and get it,”

Sanfy didn't think a second. *A choo-
choo chrain, Poppa!”

“Good. You'll get it. Now Marvin.” Mr.
Fliegel looked at the Shrimp. “What is it
you want?"”

The Shrimp bent his head and didn't
say a word.

I kicked him under the table. He still
didn't talk.

Mom reached across and patted his
face. “Go ahead Marv dont be bashful
tell Mr. Fliegel.”

The Shrimp finally looked up. A big
smile came over his face. He licked his
lips and said, “Can—can I have a party
jus' like this for th' screwl I ate this
morning, too?"”

Pop's mouth opened, and he dropped
hiz head in his hands.

“AAaiiieeEHH!"” This time it was Mom.

I got up and just started running.

THE END
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If the Crown Princess Takes a Husband (Continued from p. 59)

its name to Mounthatten in World War L.
Normally, Philip would be sixth in line
for the Greek throne, but he has decided
to pass that up, even if the necessary
combination of ecircumstances should
make it possible for him to become king.
Instead he applied for and has been
granted British eitizenship, which means
he has renounced all titles and affiliations
that tie him in any way to the Greek
nation. Not that there are many, except
fortuitously through his family tree. The
Prince has spent only one year of his life
in Greece, when he was a baby, and he
does not speak their language. In fact,
by association, he is more English than
anything else. He was brought up by his
uncle, Viscount Louis Mountbatten, and
educated in England. He joined the Brit-
ish Navy when he was nineteen, During
the Battle of Matapan he was a junior
officer on HM.S. Valiant.

Ir was under the British equivalent of
the GI Bill of Rights that Prince Philip's
application for British citizenship was
speeded up, although the romantic in
England did whisper that it was being
hurried through so that he could marry
the Princess. However, the fact remains
that he is now a naturalized British cit-
izen. Actually, the final papers came
through before the Royal Family re-
turned from South Africa. His name is
now officially Philip Mounthatten, It is
the first time he has had a last name. He
will be given an ordinary British pass-
port, signed, incidentally, by the former

| London Dockworkers’ Trade Union leader,

|

Ernest Bevin, now Socialist Foreign Sec-
retary.

Since Prince Philip is a cousin of King
George VI, he is also related to the future
Elizabeth II of England. They both refer
to Viscount Louis Mountbatten as Uncle
Davie. But the royal relationship will
give him no constitutional rights, even
if he marries Princess Elizabeth, He will
be merely her husband. As such he will
be accorded the courtesies extended to
royalty, but it will take an Aet of Parlia-
ment to give him even the title of Prince
Consort. A special act was passed after
Queen Victoria married Albert, and it is
a foregone conclusion that this preecedent
will be followed. As Prince Consort,
Philip will have no say whatever—ex-
cept that influence which a husband
would normally have over his wife—in
ruling England, Neither in Councils of
State nor anywhere else, will hiz opinion
be asked or accepted. The law of the
land says that a Prince Consort has no
standing in relation to the monarchy.

In fact, he would be most severely
frowned upon if he ventured to offer a
minister of the Crown any advice, and,
legally at least, he could bring no pres-
sure to bear on his wife should she be-
come gueen, Being seen and not heard
will be his lot in official life once he has
said “I do” in response to the Archbishop
of Canterbury’s question during the West-
minster Abbey marriage ceremony.

Incidentally; it is quite in the cards
that, should this young couple become
engaged, Elizabeth will probably have
to do the proposing. Queen Victoria cer-
tainly proposed to Albert, and since Eliza-
beth is the heiress to the throne and there
is the precedent of Victoria, it would take
a bold young man to make the first ad-



vance. Anyway, before either of them
does anything about it officially, the Prin-
cess will have to talk about it with the
King, The Constitution says that if she is
under twenty-five she must obtain the
King's permission to marry, not because
he is her father, but because the King
must give his consent in his official ca-
pacity. He, in turn, must consult the
Privy Council, who, with the Dominions,
must ratify the alliance. If she reaches
twenty-five before deciding to marry she
must herself obtain the consent of the
Privy Council, and, having obtained it,
wait one year before the marriage cere-
mony. This is to enable Parliament to
think about and discuss the proposition.
It's unlikely, of course, that either the
Privy Council or Parliament would object,
except under abmormal -circumstances,
since the only constitutional proviso at-
taching to a proposed marriage is that
the partner of the heir to the throne
must be a Protestant—that is, the equiva-
lent of an Episcopalian in the United
States. Thizs law came info existence
after Henry VIII tried to get rid of
Katharine of Aragon by divorcing her.
The Pope refused the divorce and Kathy,
of course, made her exit the hard way.

Whaexn Princess Elizabeth was born no
one thought she would become next in
line to the Crown. Her father, then Duke
of York, was the second son of King
George V, and he had a very healthy and
popular older brother, David, Prince of
Wales, through whom the line of suc-
cession should have passed, But among
them, the late Archbishop of Canterbury,
the then Prime Minister, Stanley Bald-
win, and an American lady named Simp-
son from Baltimore, made a dramatic
change in the history books, It was then
that little Elizabeth, not yet eleven and
not knowing what it was all about, had
to start on the arduous job of training to
wear the ancient Crown of England. From
the small row-house on Bruton Street, in
London's swank Mayfair, where she was
born, she was taken to Buckingham
Palace. Since then she has never been
allowed to forget that one day she will
probably be queen. It wasn't too bad,
even in the beginning, because her tutor,
Miss Marion Crawford, and her nurse,
gray-haired, bespectacled Mrs, Knight—
whom she still ealls “Crawfie” and “Nan-
nie”"— went with her. Her grandmother,
the Dowager Queen Mary, took over the
supervision of her deportment in public
and private, talked to her gently but can-
stantly about the necessity of trying
never to be bored, no matter what the
circumstances, and certainly never show-
ing boredom. At the same time, Sir Henry
Marten, Proctor of Eton arrived. He iz a
famous authority on the British Con-
stitution and every day -of her life the
Princess has to “bone up” on this dry
but important subject,

Today her normal schedule is the same
as it has been for ten years. She rises at
seven forty-five and by nine thirty must
start her studies. These go through the
whole gamut of normal egucatiuna] sub-
jects, plus constitutional law, the duties
of the king in relation to hiz ministers,
and several languages in which she must
be conversationally perfect in order to
talk with visiting potentates in their own
tongue,

Until recently Princess Elizabeth spent
most of her days at Windsor Castle, some
miles from London. Here, when she was
younger, she showed all the normal ten-
dencies of a healthy child to resist being
educated. In fact, she once played hookey.
At the foot of a sloping lawn on the
castle grounds is a large lake. One morn-
ing young Elizabeth ran off when no one
was looking, jumped into a boat, rowed
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out to the middle of the lake and refused
to come ashore when she was called. The
Queen, it is reported, was very cross and
thought such behavior called for punish-
ment, But the King, who is very human
and has a great sense of fun, stood at
the lakeside and laughed. So there was no
punishment; only a little more drumming
into the child’s consciousness that a fu-
tﬁrwe gueen really musin't behave like
that.

Since she was eighteen Elizabeth has
had a break from her studies every morn-
ing at eleven o'clock, At this hour, for
fifteen minutes, she talks over matters of
state with “Daddy,” who shows her state
papers and explains this, that and the
other in relation to them. He also dis-
cusses with her what is happening in
warious parts of the Empire, and it is
reported that at these sessions—always
held over a cup of tea—Elizabeth iz no
mere listener.

On her eighteenth birthday she was
formally appointed a Counsellor of State.
She acted as such, signing state papers
and being consulted by Cabinet ministers
when the King was absent from England
in 1944, visiting the Italian war front.

It was on this eighteenth birthday, too,
that she was given permission to make
her own dates and select her own friends,
Even so, she is far from free. Princess
Elizabeth is never allowed to go out with-
out saying where she is going and taking
a lady in waiting with her, Notice is
then passed on to the Special Branch at
Scotland Yard so that plain-clothes po-
licemen may be detailed to shadow and
?mtect her all the time. Her circle of
riends, too, is necessarily preseribed.
Even so, she has a lot of fun. Promptly
taking advantage of her new-found, if
only comparative freedom, she started to
date young officers of the crack Grenadier
Guards (of which she is honorary colo-
nel) and the equally slick Household
Cavalry. With one or another of these
trim, good-looking, but nervous beaux,
she began to appear unexpectedly at
select might clubs and London theaters.

When Elizabeth goes to see a play she
politely refuses to sit apart in the royal
box. Instead, she squeezes into a seat in

WORLD'S MOST

' ‘
A ‘QEFREWMCH !

dt it

the orchestra stalls, where, she says, she
can see and hear much better not only
what is happening on the stage but all
around her, The only thing she consents
to do to prevent the theater management
and her police shadows from getting the
willies is to enter and leave through a
side door. Thus she never gets “lost” in
the crush of arriving and departing the-
atergoers.

At a night club, however, she has been
known to stand in line by the cloakroom
at the end of an evening's entertainment
while her escort recovered her fur coat,

The only distinction accorded her when
she goes to a night club is that the man-
agement usually rustles up a vase of
flowers—which are scarce and expensive
in postwar London—and the chef natu-
rally tries to do something special with
the rationed foods at his command. The
Princess sits at a table for four, squeezed
in among the other guests, Her favorite
lady in waiting, the Honorable Mrs. Vie-
ary Gibbs, pretty twenty-three-year-old
widow of an army captain killed in the
war, usually sits on her left. Her “date”
is seated opposite and another young
male escort on her right completes the
royal pmttj‘:'

Elizabeth believes in having a good
time on these occasions. She is a tireless
| and energetic dancer, and by the time
the orchestra is ready to pack up and go
home, her date is usually completely ex-
hausted. For one thing he is invariably
nervous, which makes dancing a strain,
and for another, he usually holds the fu-

ture queen as if she were made of the
most delicate porcelain—which she cer-
tainly is not.

One of her favorite might spots is a
small restaurant and night club called
the Bagatelle. She chooses this for a
sentimental reason. When her father and
mother were courting they sometimes
went to the Berkeley Hotel o dine téte
4 téte, Here they were served discreetly
by Ferraro, who is now headwaiter at the
Bagatelle. Naturally, these days, Eliza-
beth thinks a great deal about her moth-
er's romantic love story. .

The Princess makes no feminine hearts
ache with envy over the clothes she is
wearing. Like all other women in rationed
England today, Her Royal Highness is
allowed only thirty-four clothing coupons
a year. A coat and dress cost twenty-four
coupons, a pair of shoes seven and a pair
of stockings, three, That takes care of the
lot, and there are none left for evening
gowns, Elizabeth has overcome this prob-
lem in just the same way as any other
woman who wants to go to London's
rather pathetically “gay”™ spots after dark.
She wears the gowns her mother wore
during the royal wvisit to Canada some
vears ago. They are cut down and re-
modeled. One of her favorite “hand-me-
downs” is a simple black dress with a
scarlet sash round the waist, The only
decoration she wears on such an occasion
as a night-club visit is a diamond Grena-
dier Guards emblem, pinned on her
shoulder. Over her gown she throws a
fur coat that has seen better days but
must continue to do service until ration-
ing is no longer necessary.

In 1945, when Elizabeth was nineteen,
she decided to join the British armed
forces. Her selection was the Auxiliary
Territorial Service (British equivalent of
the Wacs) and she enlisted for a full-time
job, Her military number was 230873
Having given hizs permission, the King
telephoned to the training center and or-
dered that his daughter was to be treated
exactly the same as any other “rookie,”
without any special privileges. Conse-
quently she was put into khaki jeans and
had to do boot training, learn to oil and
grease an automobile, change spark plugs
and wheels, mend punctures and do small
running repairs. When she had learned
about the engine, she was taught to drive
and finally became a subaltern, driving
an ambulance in blacked-out London.

As a small girl the Princess joined the
Sea Rangers section of the Girl Guides
and eventually became a commodore. But
before she attained this rank she had to
drill with the other girls, learn about
things nautical and salute officers.

Despite her exalted rank, Elizabeth is
no snob, There aren't any soda fountains
in England. If there were, she would be
in them. She loves orangeade and drinks
too much of it when she can get it, She
also has a girlish passion for strawberry
ice cream. “Sausages-and-mash” she can
tuck away with an even greater relish
than an American has for hot dogs at a
baseball game. She is very fond of roast
chicken and complains that she never
can get enough of it to satisfy her appe-
tite.

Like most girls of her age, Princess
Elizabeth has to manage on a modest sum
for pocket money, Her allowance is three
hundred dollars a year, doled out month=
ly. If she spends a month’s allowance too
quickly she has to wait till the first of
the month to become solvent again, This
is to teach her the value of money. When
he became king her father was allowed
twenty-four thousand dollars a year for
her education and training for her future
role. This was a special government grant
from the treasury. On the twenty-first of
April, her twenty-first birthday, it was



increased by thirty-six thousand dollars
a year,

Despite this substantial income, and
specifically because of the wartime
rationing and shortages, most of her
clothes are bought from two well-known
West End department stores,

If Elizabeth marries Philip, Britishers
will be pleased. When stories of the ro-
mance began to circulate, sedate British-
ers clucked in their cheeks a little, not
knowing whether they were pleased at
the prospect of a Greek prince getting
into the Royal Family. The Sunday Pic-
torial decided that if there were any
serious objections they had better be ex-
pressed at once. So they took a poll of
their many millions of readers. Sixty-
four percent were in favor of the love
mateh,

A cockney in the Bag o' Nails, a pub
in Buckingham Palace Road, across the
street from the royal residence, summed
up the thoughts of the man and woman in
the street, Peering thoughtfully into his
half pint of weakened postwar beer, he|
remarked to anyone within earshot, |
“Blimey! Why should anyone object, I'd
like to arsk? Underneaf 'er royal robes
she's a woman, ain't she?"

THE END
Vit AV
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Cosmopolitan’s Movie
Citations

(Continued from page 66)

hearts at home under an English heaven.”

This was double-barreled exportation.
It would earn much needed money, but
it would also tell the world that a land
like England could not be let die,

Contrastingly, the run of Hollywood
product which I saw while searching for
Cosmopolitan Citation material, was slick,
superficial and generally meaningless
when it wasn't downright bad. In one of
our productions, I observed its farm
heroine living under the most primitive
conditions but fashionably gowned by an
exclusive dressmaker. In another super-
duper, I saw the hero, alone but un-
daunted, knock out six cops with a single
blow while the hercine looked on, her
face wet with glycerine,

Hollywood had better take a look at
“0Odd Man Out” and learn a lesson from
it.

For this is real life as it happens in real
cities. This is poetry, tragedy, heroism and
faith told through the medium of a gallant
and pitiful human story.

Johnny MacQueen is an Irish revolu-
tionist who has no taste for murder, His
party, however, must have money to
carry on his work, and he agrees to get
it by robbing a Belfast factory. Trying
to escape, he kills a man and is badly
wounded himself. The balance of the film
shows the final hours of his life and his
ﬁgath as the police finally close in on

im.

James Mason is Johnny MacQueen, I
know that Mason has stampeded feminine
audiences since “The Seventh Veil” in a
manner that rivals the sweep of Gable
and Sinatra before him, but speaking per-
sonally, he did nothing to my emotions
until I watched him in “Odd Man 0ut."'|
Now I salute him as a great actor—while
being very aware of him as a difficult,
different, commanding personality. |

With the exception of Robert Newton
as Lukey, the mad artist, Mason is 5ur-|

rounded by a cast composed entirely of
players from the Abbey Theatre in Dub-
lilré—and without exception they are ter-
rifie,

Go see the sly “Shell” of F. J. MeCor-
mick, who is trying to make a good sale
of helpless Johnny, dead or alive, to the
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highest bidder. Go have your heart rung
by the little “Father Tom” of W. G. Fay,
who I'm told is past seventy, and who
never fa a camera before. Mr. Fay
should make Barry Fitzgerald very nerv-
ous.

Feast your eyes upon the exquisite
Kathleen Ryan, the girl who loves Johnny
enough to die with him. Dennis O'Dea,
as the compassionate but rigidly ethical
Head Constable, leading the man hunt for
Johnny, is as handsome a man as ever
I did see and a fine actor. The sense of
truth that touches the whole picture is
particularly manifest in its making the
police smarter than the hunted man and
not dopes, as we so often make our of-
ficers of the law.

I repeat—the whole cast with their lyr-
ical Irish names—Dan O'Herlihy, Kitty
Kirwin, Cyril Cusack, Maureen Delaney—
are all wonderful.

Directed and produced by Carcl Reed,
this is a picture that shows you many
sides of many people, which holds you
in suspense, while it brings your tears,
and at the end leaves you in a mood of
almost mystical exaltation.

I give it the Cosmopolitan Citation for
the best film of the month of May and
1 do not expect to forget its power for
many months—or possibly years.

“PTreE Apventuress,” which I pick as my
second favorite film of the month, and
which is also British-made, is not at all
in the class of the former picture. Yet it
gains enormous vitality and power from
the very things that make “Odd Man
Qut” such an outstanding work.

For one thing, it was taken in real set-
tings, the wild, untrammeled eountryside
of Eire, the beautiful environs of Dublin
and the fierce and rugged Isle of Man,
The gales that blow through these scenes
are not from the wind machines, tha

waves that beat its shores are not being
Earef-ully whipped up by the studio stage
ands,

Where “Odd Man Out” is a love story
told in terms of tragedy, “The Adven-
turess” spins its yarn by way of comedy
and terror.

Bridie Quilty is such an ardent Irish
patriot that when she is twenty-one she
goes to England with the sole idea of
plotting some way to overthrow that
country and help her own, On the train,
she meets a slick gentleman, who locks
English but is actually a German agent
who quickly realizes he can use her in-
nocent enthusiasm. He hires her as a
decoy to aid him in helping a German
war prisoner escape.

Her first job is to vamp a young British
officer on leave and get him out of tha
way during the prisoner-stealing. Bridie
goes at this task with such gusto that
the officer falls immediately in love, and
it isn't until it's much too late, the pris-
oner lost, the Nazi agent wounded, that
Bridie discovers she has lured the wrong

man.

By then she is definitely in hot water.
The Nazi is dying and calmly tells her
that she must dispose of his body. The
police begin te suspect and shadow her.
Right there, along with your laughter,
vou'll find your pulse pounding—for the
scenes where Bridie wheels the dead man
along a crowded street and finally dumps
him into the sea are so horrific that I
could not get to sleep after I reached
home,

When I saw “The Adventuress” (which
in England was called “I Met a Dark
Stranger”), it was afflicted with some
awful comedy scenes, which were too
broad in bad imitation of our sure slap-
stick touch. I'm told those are now elim-
inated, and all the scenes which Deborah
Kerr plays have been pointed up.

To turn heads ... to be forever-remembe
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It is Deborah Kerr and her gay, salty,
saucy performance who gets “The Ad-
venturess” into the Cosmopolitan Citation
circle. Playing opposite the very attrac-
tive Trevor Howard, whom you probably
remember from “Brief Encounter,” the
twenty-four-year-old Miss Kerr makes
her Bridie such a dear little goose, blessed
with such turbulent and misguided pas-
sion, that she utterly charms you. Miss
Kerr will make her American movie
debut opposite Clark Gable, no less, in
“The Hucksters.”

The luck of that Gable! He gets him-
self an actress who is a comedienne, as
witness “The Adventuress,” a young
character actress, as witness “Vacation
from Marriage” and a beauty as witness
“Colonel Blimp.”

As for Deborah, she gets the Cosmo-
politan Citation for the best performance
of the month, What's more, I have the
feeling she'll be getting it in the future.
She's big-star stuff, if ever I saw it.

PersonaLry 1 am getting a little weary
of movie angels descending to our mortal
coil, of movie satans tramping our streets,
bedeviling our lives, of heaven being pre-
sented as a kind of giddy summer resort.

All this was an amusing innovation
when the original “Here Comes Mr. Jor-
dan” was made, but now it seems to me
that this celestial whimpy-poo has poo-ed
out. I sat through Noel Coward's “Blithe
Spirit.” I bore with Henry Travers spot-
ting Jimmy Stewart from the clouds in
“I's a Wonderful Life.” I writhed with
complete boredom at Paul Muni's hellish
and unconvineing character in “Angel on
My Shoulder.”

When 1 saw luscious Rita Hayworth
walfting toward Broadway in “Down to
Earth” she being the goddess Terpsichore,
accompanied by Edward Everett Horton
as half-spook, half-man, I wanted to ery,
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“Hollywood, take it away.” “Down to
Earth” could just as well be called, “Here
Comes Mr, Jordan Again.” For the old
boy is in there, up to his old tricks.

Rita Hayworth is here in technicolor,
in the most diaphanous gowns by Jean
Louis, in a headdress that 1 prophesy
will make fashion history, and she gives
as alluring, as appealing, as gay a per-
formance as ever you watched. Rita
dances. Rita flirts. Rita sings (or rather
somebody else sings for her, as always,
on the sound track). She is so dear and
lovely that I think it's a shame she hasn't
got a plot to put her art in.

Larry Parks, that wonder boy of “The
Jolson Story” is Rita's costar. His role
is certainly not another “Jolsen,” His
role of a Broadway manager could have
been enacted by almost any actor. Mare
Platt, the Broadway dancer, is featured,
but doesn't get much chance, either.

Still—be sure to see “Down to Earth”
because of Rita Hayworth. She's lovely
to look at, delightful to hear, and I'm
sure she’s dreamy when kissed. I give her
also a Cosmopolitan Citation for a best
stellar performance of the month and I
wish her better luck next time with her
starring vehicle,

“Tue HowmestRETcH” is a bonbon, too,
about horses and races and love, true and
untrue, Two of the handsomest young
people in the world costar in it, the stal-
wart Cornel Wilde and the glorious Mau-
reen O'Hara, and they are ably supported
by two other extremely comely people,
Helen Walker and Glenn Langan. Back-
ing them is a crop of wonderful thorough-
breds, the scenic beauties of all the top
race tracks, from California to Florida,
from Europe to North and South America.

Filmed expertly in the best technicolor,
with everybody dressed up to their per-
fect teeth, “The Homestretch” is good fun.
I admit that the plot could easily be writ-
ten on the top of a pin, even after some-
body had engraved the Lord's Prayer
thereon—but I still think you will enjoy
it.

If you must have details, it is all about
the bold, dashing race-track follower who
meets the lovely, innocent girl. He falls
for her. She falls for him. She owns a
horse which he buys and races. They wed
but the pert girl who has always tried to
snare him deesn't stop snipping. The
young wife tags her hushand from track
to track, with the girl friend tagging also.
Comes the inevitable misunderstanding.
Comes the inevitable reconciliation. And
comes, of course, those horses into the
streteh.

Cornel and Maureen are the charming
lovers. Helen Walker is most delectable
as the impudent Kitty. The shots of the
horses, on the horse farms and at the
world-famous race tracks, are very ex-
citing.

These various backgrounds, shifting
around the world, changed in pace,
touched with genuine romance have been
blended with soothing smoothness by
Director Bruce Humberstone, That's the
man’s name though nobody in Hollywood,
since the earliest day when he and I
first arrived here, has ever called him
anything but “Lucky.” He's a smart
hombre, this Mr. Lucky. He's turned out
scores of mowvies, all good. He's discov-
ered lots of players, all good, too, with
Arlene Whelan the most beautiful one of
them,

But I don’t want him to think that he’s
lucky that I am herewith giving him the
Cosmopolitan Citation for the best direc-
tion of the month. Because the truth is,

I'm giving him that for sheer merit. He's |

earned it here, and in a right smart and
delightful way, too.
THE END
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lazy. Your country neighbors in the book
take every advantage. One of your archi-
tects is a simple-minded poseur, What
makes you so sore? Have you any solu-
tions?"

Hodgins replied  quickly, “I suppose I
am sore.” Then he looked surprised. After
|a pause he said, “I'm no revolutionary.
I don't even think much about being
sore. But, look, We've proved so effective
in handling nonessentials and yet we are
helpless in the face of problems relating
to the things that are basic in our civiliza-
tion. I claim we needn't be, and I think
there's something to be done about it.

“How do we distribute power? That is
a really basic thing, The men go down
into the ground and they dig coal, The
lumps are graded and transported by rail
and water; thousands of tons of lumps
are carried in bulk for thousands of
miles. Tough work for everyone involved
—and expensive. And this is done not be-
cause we must have coal in Jumps to get

ower, but simply because we have done
t that way for a hundred years and
more, and there is an enormous vested
interest against change. With the knowl-
edge that we have right now—and this is
real knowledge, not a pipe dream—we
could, at a great saving, burn that coal
' right where it is in the earth and pipe
the resulting energy in gaseous form to a
| plant making electricity, to another plant
making gas, and so on. We could supply
our power needs without ever seeing a
| lump of coal. The process is worked out,
‘all ready for use.
| “And under present conditions, what
good is that? In the way of making use
of anything new is our habit of arguing
and fighting against change in the wvery
fields where change is most important to
all of us, Someone comes along with a
new machine to make it easy for us to
buy a candy bar and that's okay. But
against the new in agriculture or coal
mining or housing—in the basic things—
we build obstacles to prevent ourselves
from benefiting by new methods just as
long as possible,

“We won't use our possibilities in
housing. For example, compare our pro-
duction methods for automobiles and
| houses, We don't insist on custom-built
automobiles, If we did our cars would
cost about fifty thousand dollars each, We
don't even want custom-built automobiles
because the range of selection in this as-
sembly-line product, with all the differ-
ent makes at varlous prices, is so wide.
Why must houses be custom-built? Be-
cause that's the old, old way.

“When a whole concept is brand new,
we can work miracles, Atomic fission in
five years! Think of it! An impossible
job, a miracle!

“The shiny plants turning out bombs,
And look at our housing. This nation is
not merely one-third ill-housed; its about
nine-tenths ill-housed.

“I had to set ‘Mr. Blandings' back in
the ‘thirties because today he simply
wouldn’t have his house at all. All his
troubles would be multiplied beyond his
ability to cope with them—as they are
for veterans and their girls,

“Yes, I think there's something to be
sore about. We can do better with hous-
ing and coal mining and agriculture,
among other things. The knowledge of
what is wrong and what can be done
about it must be spread, and with that,

o?ple‘nty‘ will be piled
up in this country and be made available

Best-Selling Author: Eric Hodgins (Continued from page 18)

to the people here, enough so that when
some of it flows across the borders .. .”
He paused and locked out the window.
“We've got to kick hell out of inertia.”

Hobcins does not pretend to have a high
opinion of his writing ability. “I'm good
at picking up nomenclature. I can talk on
optology and make it sound all right. But
I don't run deep and there's very little
that I know. Dealing with most phases
of life, I'm ignorant and lost.”

He wanted to be a writer when he was
a boy. He started school in Philadelphia
where his father was an Episcopal min-
ister. “I fancied my prose style, and my
English teacher at the Episcopal Aca-
demy let me go on fancying it.” Then his
family moved to New York, where his
father became editor of The Churchman,
and he enrolled at Trinity.

“Even now, after thirty-seven years,
I'd like to wring the neck of that English
teacher at Trinity,” he says, meaning it.
“He took me apart and it still hurts, The
science teacher was a swell guy, and 1
made a sort of forced switch in interest
from writing to science. The du Pont ad-
vertisements were then playing up the
scientist, He wore a goatee and had a
black ribbon draped from his glasses.
The Adventure of Science. I already had
the glasses because of juvenile myopia,
and I figured that in time I could work
up to the black ribbon and the goatee. I
followed that idea all the way to the
Massachusetts Institute of Technology.
But after two years there I came under
the influence of the professor of English,
Robert Rogers—"

“The one who said to marry the boss's
daughter?” 1 asked.

“Yes, Unhappily that’s his epitaph
‘Be a snob, marry the boss's daughter.
He said many wiser things. Through him
I found what I should have known all
along; that I didn't want to be a chemical
engineer; that I wanted to write.”

Starting in jobs in the writing field,
however, Hodgins had an ungovernable
tendency to climb into executive posi-
tions, When he finally quit to write about
Blandings's dream house, he was toil-
ing as the suhli.sher of Fortune magazine,

“How did you happen to go wrong and
become an executive so many times? Par-
ticularly since you knew you really want-
ed to be a writer?”

“I can truthfully tell you,” said Hodgins,
“that it was not my doing. The bad
tendency is in industry, The du Ponts
are going to work on that problem now
but, as far as I know, they are alone in
doing so. They have noticed that when

‘they have a good chemist, the wheels of

organization work in such a way that the
good chemist becomes head of his de-
partment. They've lost a good chemist and
gained, perhaps, a lousy administrator.
The du Ponts are studying means of ad-
justing salaries and arranging enough
kudos to keep a good chemist satisfied as
a chemist. But that, of course, is a new
idea, and a sound cne. So it isn't likely
to be taken up generally, 1 suppose, for
a long time,”

1 asked, “How do vou feel about the
years you put off making the break back
into writing?”

Hodgins waved his arm. “I don't think
of them. I agree with Metternich, “What
is is right’ If I'd broken away years be-
fore that would be right. I didn’t do it
and I'm perfectly satisfied.”

THE END
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A Husband for Monica
(Continued from page 42)

Kim appreci.ated it, and both times he
threw her an interested glance, along
with the one-sided smile that so delighted
her, He seemed to be thinking: You and
I are two of a kind, I must see you scon
again.

Monica sang all the way home. She
couldn’t carry a tune, but she sang her
own interpretation of the love music from
Tristan, with Tschaikovsky trimmings.

“Peg dearest,” she had written her sis-
ter that very evening, “I'm in love! I met
him this afternoon at a tea, and his name
is Kim Beckwith. He's an instructor in
the Classics department, and he looks
about twenty-eight. He isn't actually
handsome, 1 guess, but he has the nicest
possible face and a most marvelous smile,
This is it, Peg, I've never been so happy.”

Only this morning Peggy's answer had
arvived. “Skippy has had the whooping
cough,” the letter said, “and I haven't had
a minute to write. By this time, for all I
know, you and Kim are engagec{ Tell me
more about him, Mon, I'm fascinated, He
sounds just right for you. Isn't it wonder-
ful being in love?"

Monica's cheeks smoldered with hu-
miliation, for she had not seen Kim Beck-
with a second time. For two whole weeks
she had been suffering the agonies of
dlsaﬁpamtment, and time had not miti-
gated the torment. Her lack of success
with men had never mattered before,

Back in high school it had always been
Peggy who made the splash, She had been
the idol-of the student body, the leading
lady in all the plays, and her class voted
her Prettiest, Most Popular, Best Dancer
and Class Giggler. Monica quietly won
prizes in English, Latin, French and His-
tory, and was voted Most Intelligent, but
she went to the senior-class dance only
because Peggy maneuvered an invitation
for her. The attentions lavished upon her
twin had never aroused the slightest
spark of envy in Monica's small bosom,
But now she most desperately wished she
had some of her sister’s beauty and charm.

Last night with tragic eyes Monica had
wandered to the mirror to observe what
transformation her unrequited love had
brought about in her face, Instead of the
beautiful spiritual quality generally sup-
posed to be induced by suffering, there
was only a wretched expression of patty
discontent.

“You were never meant to be tragedy’s
high queen,” she said fiercely into the
mirror, making the most of her dying
sense of humor, It was a very special
kind of frustration not to be able to
dramatize her broken heart,

Mrs. Wolff broke in on Moniea's
thoughts, saying, “Now, any girl who had
a problem could just go to Peggy and
ask her what to do. I'll bet l:n%gy would
| be only too glad to tell her, I'm sure
B | it \\gﬂ.ttld N}:utriln u}}t ﬁi%}ixt"' od,

" “Bu other,” Monica argu Peggy's
pretty. That'’s half the reason she got
away with her—well, her tricks”

Mother shook her head. “Peggy’s al-
ways claimed any girl could do it,” she
insisted. She looked pointedly at Monica.
“Any girl at all.”

{| Poor Mother, she'd been pretty restless
| | since Peggy had gone away; the house
was so quiet, so empty. It was no wonder
she was eager to stir things up a little,

Anvp she was right, of course. From the
age of twelve Peggy's life had been a
series of triumphs over the male. Scores
of men had been in love with her. Monica
remembered the few times she herself had
brought a boy home to dinner. On these
occasions she had worn an air of apolo-
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Monica could imagine that it might be
fun to have dozens of young men fas-
cinated by one’s charm, but not Peggy's
young men. They were so stupid that

onica felt embarrassed for them, Some- |
day, she knew, there would be a man

e would fall deeply, ir-
v, in love—a man she could look
up to. There would be no cccasion to
s wiles and
this would be the man
going to marry, and it was
that such a man would re-
spond to feminine tricker}

Well, she had met him at last, and it
wasn't at all the fine, gay, spontaneous
affinity she had dreamed about. It was
the source of the only real unhappiness
Monica had ever known. She made up
her mind to forget Kim as quickly as
sossible, although she knew it would take

me. As for her mother’s broad hints
about calling upon Peggy for advice, such
a thing was, of course, impossible.

It was only curiosity which impelled
her a few days later to grind her pride
under her he d begin a corres
ence with her sister that was to serve
as her guide for ma
“Mon, you've got to get a
Peggy wrote in her first letter.
jsn't half as becoming as it could
Forget all about that old-maid knot
vs looks straggly; get your hair
top of your head. With curls, if
ble. ‘_mu\e got a cute face, and I
could wear \mur h=11 that way.

vou absolutely have to! \’l ait till Kim
knows what you really look like before
you put them on; then he'll never notice.
Remember that a nearsigh girl has
something in hEr favo en you look
at a man 1_."01.1 re making an eﬂ’o't to
focus, and it gives a very entranced ef- |
fect, if you know what I mean. N about |
clothes, honey. I guess suits are all right
since you like them. But for h

sake, buy some cute blouses and
going around in those awful jer
That’s Step Number One.

“Now for Step Number Two. Since Kim
isn't exactly falling all over himself to
get to you, you've got to get to him. It's
just a matter of two people being in the
same place at the same time, and nothing
could be easier to arrange. In Kim's cas
all you have to do is find out when he has|
classes. Then simply arrange to be walk-
ing past the building when he comes out.
Then you meet, and you give him a daz-
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zling smile, and say, ‘Why, fancy meeting
Tynu!’ as if nobody could be more sur-
prised than you are. But, Mon, be sure
to put everything you've got into that
smile. If you look at him as if he were a
god, helll come back for more. It's as
simple as that, It's funny about men.
Theiy may like yvou a lot at the first meet-
ing”and then forget you right away. You
I‘u?‘; have to make sure they see you as
mahy times as it takes to make a perma-
nent impression.

“When he asks you for a date the first
timegiyou've. got to go, no matter what
else "you should be doing. This is im-
portant: You daren't take a chance on his
calling you again until you're sure you've
made your impression. When you're posi-
tive he's fallen, then will be
time to play hard to get.” L

Monica read the letter several times,
sure she couldn'’t bring herself to do
of the things Peggy suggested. But she
happened to have a copy of thes Univer-
sity Bulletin in her room, so she thumbed
through it, seanning the listings of the
Classics department. Greek 3: Mon, Wed.
Fri. 10 am Wilson Hall. Dr. Beckwith, That
wouldn't do. She had a class of her own
at that hour, Greek 22A: The Influence
of the Classics on English Literature. Tues.
Thurs. 3 pm Wilson Hall. Dr, Beckwith.

That meant he'd be through at four
o'clock. A nice hour to run into Kim,
end of the teaching day. :

She had the permanent wave that after-
noon, Miss Sue liked nothing better than
to turn ugly ducklings into swans, and
she approached Monica’s blond hair with
the creative rapture of a sculptor. As for
color, Miss Sue suggested a rinse—just
for high lights, of course.

It made a surprising difference, Monica
thought shyly, squinting into the mirror,
feeling unwontedly adventurous,

The new blouse cost eight dollars, but

plenty of ;

if was soft and white and decorated with
fagoting.
On the following day Monica walked

past Wilson Hall at four o'clock. She.

walked self-consciously, holding in her
stomach, trying to glide gracefully. She
tried to imagine herself, regal in evening
dress, perhaps holding a single rose in
her hand. She wore her glasses, because
otherwise she would never recognize Kim.
But she was ready to snatch them off the
instant she saw him.

Students drifted down the steps a few
at a time, and when Kim did not appear
she turned around and walked back again,
hoping the students weren't watching her,
n the fourth trip Kim appeared, and her
art gave a sudden leap as she hid the
assés in her purse. He came down the
conversation with another

get from Monica and turned in the other
ection without seeing her at all.
n-a'sense she was pleased. The fact that
F scheme hadn’t worked seemed to
rove Kim's differentness from Peggy's
men. Besides, the idea of contriving a
meeting with him offended Monica's bet-
ter nature.

Bur, somehow or other, Tuesday found
her again walking up and down in front
of Wilson Hall, and this time Kim
emerged from the building alone,

“Miss Wolff!" he exclaimed with ewvi-

dent pleasure. He had at least remem-
bered her name.
' She curved her lips in a determined
‘smile and steeled herself to utter the des-
picable words, “F-f-fancy meeting you!”
But the look in her eyes was genuine.

“Which way are you going?” he asked.
“It’s a good day for walking.”

“I'm on my way home,” she said. “But
it's almost two miles from here,”

“Good, Let's go.”

Monica was shivering; the thin blouse
wasn't half as warm as the jerseys she
was accustomed to wearing under her
suit. She was miserable without her
glasses too; she was afraid of stumbling
clumsily over some unseen obstacle and
of failing to recognize friends they might
meet, But she had infinite faith in Peggy’s
counsel; she was in Peg's hands.

They talked about some of the profes-
sors in their department, which led Mon-
ica to reveal that she hoped to win her
Ph.D. this vear. Kim thought she had
chosen a fascinating topic for her dis-
sertation: The Sources of Virgil’s Meta-
phors. Kim had an idea or two on the
subject himself, and it seemed to Monica
a good omen that they should share a
mutual enthusiasm.

They hadn't exhausted Virgil’s meta-
phors when they reached Monica's house,
so she asked Kim if he wouldn't like to
come in for a cup of coffee.

Kim and Mrs, Wolff liked each other
immediately, and it made Monica happy
to see that Kim's conversation was not
restricted to erudite matters,

“How are you going to like having a
Ph.D. for a daughter?” he asked.

“It's beyond me why she’s going
through all this to be a teacher,” Mrs.
Wolff told him. “She had a wonderful
offer to run the gift shop down by the
university, but do you know what she
told me? She said it wouldn't make her
happy on her deathbed when she con-
sidered her contribution to mankind!”

Kim looked guizzically at Monica.

“I do think teaching is the most sat-
isfying profession,” Monica told him;
“teaching or being a physician.”

“You don't hold then with those who
say a woman's most rewarding work is
to be a wife and mother?”

“Well, I've never been a wife and
mother,” Monica said in confusion, “so I




don’t know.” She was sure Kim was
laughing at her.

He said, *You'd better think about it—
don't you think so, Mrs. Wolff?—you
never know when you're going to have
to make a choice.”

Monica laughed; it was nice of Kim to
imply that he considered marriage a pos-
sibility for her. But she changed the sub-
ject quickly, embarrassed to find herself
the object of such speculation.

Mrs. Wolff brought in a plate of cup-
cakes and passed them to Kim with an
air of maternal pride. “Monica made
these,” she told him shamelessly.

Monica tried to signal her disapproval
of the lie, but her mother refused to meet
her eye,

“Both my daughters have a natural tal-
ent for baking,” she continued.

“Oh, you have a sister?” Kim asked.

“She's married and lives in Minneap-
olis,” Monica explained, with a surprising
sense of satisfaction that Peggy was at
a good safe distance. “And she may be a
wonderful cook now, but she didn't go
near the kitchen before she was married.
Neither of us—"

“Monica's a great help to me around
the house,” Mrs, Wolff interposed with
determination, “and don’t let her tell you
anything else.”

“I'm sure she is!” Kim agreed, winking |

alarmingly at Monica.

Mrs. Wolff, satisfied, lefi the two alone,

Kim told Monica that he was writing
a textbook which would take most of his
time during the next two months, but
that he had enjoyed the afterncon and
hoped he would see Monica again soon,

“Mother!” Monica protested after Kim
had left. “Why did you tell Kim I made
the cupcakes?"

“Well, Peggy always told her beaux she
made them.”

“I know. But I don't want Kim to be-
lieve things that aren't true.”

“1 should think you'd take a leaf from
your sister’s book, She knew how to han-
dle men.”

“I don't want to ‘handle men,’ Mother.
I would like to see more of Kim, but not
if 1 have to tell him lies,” It was bad
enough, what she had already done, "Be-
sides, he's.not the sort of man who could
be—who could be—well, snared, just be-
cause I could eook.”

“Well, T wouldn't be too sure, dear. Of
course, I'm more like you. I married your
father when I was very young, and I
don't know why he fell in love with me;
I'm sure it was nothing I did. All I know
is that Peggy knew how to catch a man,
and if you think a lot of your Kim, you
could do worse than copy her.”

Prcey’s next letter included an instrue-
tive paragraph about Kim: “Darling, it's
a great piece of luck that Kim knows so
much about your field. You're bound to
know more than he does, of course, be-
cause vou've been digging into it for three
years, but nothing flatters a man more
than going to him for help. Don’t let him
get away with the excuse that the text-
book is keeping him busy. He'll be happy
to be interrupted when you ask him gues-
tions, and the more the merrier.”

Peggy had always treated men as if
they knew much more than she did about
everything. Monica remembered a con-
versation in which funny little pompous
Harry Grace had undertaken to impress
Peggy with his knowledge of furniture.
Peggy had listened with wide intent eyes
while Harry talked at length, wallowing
in a welter of misinformation, and after
he had gone home, confident of her ad-
miration, Peggy had laughed until the
tears ran down her cheeks,

Well, Harry Grace was not in a class
with Kim. Kim was a man Moniea could

l
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look up to; he wouldn’t fall for such non-
sense. He was intelligent; he knew that
Monica must naturally have a more in-
timate knowledge than he of her own
subject. And if she went to him for ad-
vice he would see through the ruse,

Or (he was a man) would he?

“Kim,” she said earnestly into the tele-
phone, “I don't like to bother you when
you're busy, but if you should ever be
free for a couple of hours I wonder if
you would help me. I'm having one of
my orals next month, and I'm scared.”

“I'll be glad to help, if I can,” he told
her, “Let’s see. I ought to be through
with this chapter by Thursday. How
would Thursday night do?"”

“Oh, beautifully!”

“I'll be over at eight. See you then.”

It was easy for Monica to loock with
intense absorption into Kim's eyes as he
talked, because they were wonderful eyes,
kind as well as intelligent. To be sure,
he told her nothing that she did not al-
ready know, and he asked her no ques-
tions that she could not answer. She f{elt
abashed to have him believe she needed
his coaching while she pretended to hear
for the first time the things he told her.
5till, she would have been willing to
feign & more shocking ignorance if it
would keep him at her side. And when
she said, “I am very grateful to you,” she
meant it. She was grateful for the very
sound of his voice.

His nearness was intensely disturbing
to her. He wasn’t that impersonal object,
a man. He was Kim, and he was warm
and breathing and she longed to touch
him., The humorous dark eyes and the
off-center smile seemed the most price-
less things in the world.

He does like to be with me, she kept
thinking; I couldn’t be wrong about it.

| But why doesn’t he—

“Are you still afraid of the oral?" he

| was asking,

“1 feel much better about it now.” She
smiled. “I get so nervous sometimes,”

“If you want to go over it again, we
might get together another time. I wish
I hadn't agreed to a deadline; then I
wouldn't have to be so miserly with my
time. But I think I might be free a week
from Monday.”

“0Oh, good! I'd appreciate it, Would you
like some coffee heﬁ:re you go home?”

“I certainly would, And if you have any
more of those cupcakes you make——"

She was sure he knew all about the

| eupecakes, but it would have been humili-
| ating to admit that her mother had de=

liberately lied to him.
Monica found out several more things
about Kim that night. He liked to ski;

| he played the piano a little; he had once
written a play; he read himself to sleep

with mystery stories. Monica also liked
skiing and music and mystery stories, and
sometimes she wrote sonnets. They talked
till leng after midnight, and when they
shook hands at the door, Kim's hand, so
big and warm and hard, clasped hers with
a very evident enthusiasm,

After the next coaching session Monica
did not hear from Kim at all. Six painful
weeks of silence elapsed. Monica wroie
to Peggy, announcing that she had passed
the oral examination and added, “But I
haven't heard a word from Kim, and I

| guess I never will.”

“Why didn’t you tell me before?” Peggy
wrote, scolding. “I've been assuming you'd
got him all nailed down by this time. Six
weeks is a dangerously long period. Some
other girl could meet and marry him in
that length of time. You should have been
hanging around Wilson Hall as I told you,
day after day. Now you've got to do some-
thing drastic, Write Kim a note, thanking
him for the flowers. That’s right, sweetie-
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pie; that's how I got Allen Quackenbush
back that time. It goes like this: ‘Thank
vou for the lovely roses. No card came
with them, but they must be from_ you
because I seem to remember making a
bet with you that I wouldn't pass my
oral, You are a darling to have sent them,
although you really shouldn't have, and
I'm enchanted that you remembered. If
vou'll come to dinner some night I'll enjoy
thanking you in person.’” .

“There wasn't any such bet,” Monica
wrote back, “and Kim knows it, I just
couldn’t do it, Peg; and he'd tumble right
away if I did, so what would be the use?
Anvhow, I'm resigned to my fate by this
time, so don’t worry about it."

“Don’t be an idiot!” ranted Peggy via
air mail. “Is he worth fighting for or not?
You do as I say, and I promise you it
will work, He'll be intrigued to know
whether you really think you made a bet
with him or whether you made up the
whole story just to get him to call. If
he doesn't react he's no man at all.”

Monica’s unwilling fingers trembled as
she wrote the note. She copied Peggy's
words exactly, lest whatever magic power
they held be dissolved by so little as a
single change, The “you are a darling”
stoppea her for several minutes; she
would have preferred a less intimate word
than “darling.” But if Peggy used it, it
must be right. 4

She examined her note objectively.
Her handwriting was uncharacteristically
small and compact and legible. The mes-
sage was centered perfectly on the paper.
Usually she seribbled the date in the rr!id-
dle of the top of the page, but this time
she had written it with her address in
the lower left-hand corner, She folded the
note paper meticulously in the very mid-
dle hefore she tucked it inside its en-
velope (into which she had brazenly
sprinkled a little white-lilac sachet). The
very tip of her tongue moistened the flap,
and she sealed the envelope carefully, her
fingers wrapped in a clean white hand-
kerchief. She placed the stamp in the
precise corner, leaving a margin of ex-
actly one eighth of an inch over the top
and at the right-hand side. She hoped
Kim's name and address contained some
mysterious essence of Monica that would
enable him to recognize the handwriting.

She almost didn’t send the note. Her
judgment told her it was a waste of time.
Only the thought that she had nothing
to lose made her drop it at last into the
mailbox at the corner. Kim was already
ignoring her; the worst that could happen
was that he would think her even more
of a fool than he must think her now.

On the way back from the corner she
wished that she and Peggy had been
identical twins. She felt she would have
been willing to sacrifice her mind in ex-
change for Peggy's irresistible beauty,
She remembered her mother’s telling her
how they had looked when the nurse
wheeled them as bahies into her room:
Peggy so tiny and fragile and doll-like;
Monica a sturdy, lusty, bellowing bundle
of humanity. Mather had been glad they
weren’t identical, but it was cruel that
two girls should be so different. And of
what use was a mind if you were in love
with a man who scarcely knew you ex-
isted?

Having mailed the note, Monica was
convinced that she had gone too far
Pegey's devious plottings might have
borne fruit with the lame-brains Peggy
liked, but Kim was something else again,
In writing such a note she was insulting
his intelligence. As a matter of fact, she
knew that if Kim could swallow this
enormity of a ruse, she would despise
him, So, either way, it was all over now.
But for the ill-advised note, she might
at least have been able to meet Kim at

professors’ teas without hanging her head
in shame. She wept into her pillow, know-
ing that her future was bleak and empty.

WHaEN Mrs. Wolff called Monica to the
telephone the mext morning she did not
imagine it might be Kim until she heard
his voice. Then it seemed as if her heart
were pumping ten times its normal speed.

“I just got your note,” Kim said. “Are
you busy tonight?"

“Yes, I am.” She and her mother had
tickets for the symphony concert. But,
frantic, she remembered what Peggy had
said about Kim's first invitation, “That is,
no, I'm not.”

“There’s a dance at the Sigma Chi
house,” Kim explained, “and I didn't
think I'd be able to go. But I was up all
night with the last chapter, and if you
wouldn't be bored I thought we might
look in on the dance for a while.”

“Oh, I'd love to!” Mother could take
Mrs. Sluyter to the concert.

Monica had one evening dress, black
velvet, of a style that was ageless and
timeless. It was her most becoming gar-
ment. It was always exciting to dress for
a dance, but, although she was happy,
she wasn't happy. To tell the truth, she
was disappointed in Kim. She would have
had a deeper respect for him if he had
told her off. He was now relegated to the
limbo of Peggy's lame-brains, Darn Kim!
He should have known better, How could
she be madly in love with a man who
was so easily hoodwinked? Oh, he was
still dear, but he had proved that Peggy
was right in saying that all men were
alike. He wasn't unique at all; she felt he
had let her down.

When he came slfe met him calmly, with
a smile that was the least bit patronizing.

“How pretty you look!” he exclaimed,
and suddenly took her into his arms.

“Thank you,” she said, blushing a little
but feeling completely unmoved.

“It must have been someone else you
had the bet with.” He grinned enchant-
ingly and gave her a box from the florist.

“Oh!” was all she could say as she
lifted out-a spray of tiny white orchids.

She fastened them in her hair.

“They're beautiful!” she exclaimed, “I'm
so glad they aren’t lavender ones.”

“Those are strictly for chorus girls,” he
said. “Girls getting Ph.D.'s deserve some-
thing a little more recherché. By the way,
I'll take one of those roses for my button-
hole if you can spare it.”

“What roses?"”

“The ones you wrote to thank me for.
My book has finally gone to the pub-
lishers, and I'm in a mood to celebrate”™

“Oh!” Monica had regrettably neglected
to buy roses. “Oh, dear! They aren't here.
Mother--Mother has a friend who's ill,
and she took them over to her”

Kim laughed, “All right. I'll do without.
We'd better be off if you're ready.”

Ir was Monica's first dance in almost a
year, and she felt timid about dancing
with Kim. Fortunately he did not use a
variety of steps, and he danced so rhyth-
mically that she followed him easily.

It was pleasant to be in his arms, but
there was no ecstasy, for he had spoiled
everything, She could not forget how
much Kim was like poor Harry Grace
with his witless gullibility.

When one of the students cut in, no
one could have been more astonished than
Monica.

“Isn’'t Kim tremendous?” the student
asked enthusiastically, “We're trying to
persuade him to be our alumni adviser
next year. If you have any influence with
him, work on it, will you? Oh, here comes
Pete. He's our president.”

Pete's was a less direct approach, but
after going through the amenities, he too
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brought up the subject of Kim's being
alumni adviser to the fraternity.

“There’s nobody like him,” he said.
“T've never known a real scholar who was
so understanding of an undergraduate’s
problems. He's helped a lot of us as it
is, and he claims he'd rather go on work-
ing with us informally than accept the
responsibility of the title. He says he
doesn't know all the answers and might
let us down.”

“And you think that’s just modesty?”

“I know darn well it is. We really need
him, Miss Wolff, and I hope you'll try
to show him how important he is to us.™

As a third boy approached, Monica
realized that she was in for a rush.

After hours of hearing about Kim,
Monica had forgotten how much he had
disappointed her. It wasn't until they
were in the taxi on their way home that
cshe remembered and suffered a sudden
depression of spirits.

“You were a great hit at the dance,”
Kim said admiringly.

“That wasn't for me,” she told him.
“They all wanted me to persuade you to
be their alumni adviser.,”

EKim laughed. “Do they still have that
on their minds?"

“I heard nothing but Kim, Kim, Kim,
all evening. They asked me to use my in-
fluence with you.”

“They're pretty shrewd boys. They cer-
tainly came to the right person.” He took
her hand, “May I see you tomorrow
night—that is, tonight?”

“I don't know,” she said, “until I look
at my calendar.”

“T was rather counting on seeing you
all the time from now on, now that the
book’s finished.” .

“Why don’t you just forget about me?”
she said lightly.

‘Do you want me to?"

She hesitated, groping for the true an-
swer. It was hard, with her hand in his.

“T've had the impression,” he said, “that
for some unfathomable reason you—shall
we say?—looked upon me with favor.”

“1 did,” Monica confgssed,

“Past tense?”

“Yes. T don’t know what's happened.”

“I see. The Diana complex,” Kim ob-
served. “You're the huntress type. You
bag your man, and then you don't want
him any more.”

“It isn't that. 'm not that way at all!”
| “But you won't marry me?”

“Kim!” He couldn’t mean it. But there
| he was, smiling his smile, looking as if he
adored her. He was so dear, so sweet, how
could she not marry him when he asked
her to? She guessed the chemistry of love
was at work; otherwise her contempt for
|his weakness would have prevented her
enjoyment of being in his arms. Resting
with her head against hiz chest, hearing
his heart beat through his bulky coat,
she impulsively put both arms around
him. She loved him; she would always

love him; she eould not understand why
she had ever doubted it. It wasnt his
fault that nature had made men the dupes
of women, But, overcome with this sad
sense of disillusionment, she reflected that
this must be the secret sorrow of every
woman: having to live all one’s life with
a creature of inferior keenness of per-
ception.

Out of her turmoil she cried, “Oh, Kim,
why did you let me get away with it?”

A roar of laughter greeted her an-
guished gquestion.

“Is that what's bothering you?” He was
obviously delighted. “Why, Monica, I fell
in love with you the first time I met you.
I loved everything about you—that sweet
original face behind the solemn glasses,
your hearty laugh, the way you appre-
ciated my feeble jokes, everything, T went
straight home that afternoon and made a
notation on my memo pad, just out of
high spirits. I wrote, ‘Look up Monica
Wolff. Object—matrimony.’ I can show it
to you. But I had this damned book to
finish, so I had to postpone operations in
your direction. It took some doing, by the
way. You almost made me give up the
project, taking my mind off my work.”

“1 did?”

“¥ou did! But I had to help you pass
your oral exam, didn't I?"

“Qh, yes! That is=—"

“That is, you enjoyed hearing me sound
off on a subject you already knew cold.
And not once, but twice! I went home
laughing at both of us—at you for being
so enterprising, and at me for not being
able to get a rise out of you. Why, darling,
it was as if I'd been coaching you in the
alpl;(ﬂbe‘t, and you never said a word.”

“Kim!®

“And then this note.” Kim tock it out
of his pocket and flourished it. “I'm going
to preserve it for our grandchildren. How
d.'uf you dare? What made you think I'd
believe it?"

“Oh, you knew right away?” Her voice
was quivering with relief and joy,

"I knew long before that, the day you
met me in front of Wilson Hall and said,
‘Fancy meeting you!’ It was out of char-
acter, so I put two and two together. Oh,
vou needn't look ashamed. It made things
easier for me. It saved me the time and
nervous strain of a long courtship. That’s
why I told the Sigma Chi boys I couldn't
be their adviser, I thought my wife might
object to the weekly sessions . .. You
wouldn’t?” He laughed because Monica
had shaken her head. “Oh, Monica, Mon-
ica, as a dissembler I give you an F, and
I love you”

“Kim!™ Tt was lucky she wasn't wear-
ing her glasses, because they would have
been in the way. It was wonderful now
that the feeling had all come back, the
way it was before. Because Kim was so
darling, and she would have hated to
marry a man she didn't look up to.

THE END

Mr. “B” and His Stork

| seat five hundred comfortably than eight
hundred uncomfortably. The turnover
| of customers is not frequent. Between
eleven in the morning until four the
following morning, the club serves about
twenty-five hundred persons, The Stork,
by the way, is one of the few big clubs in
the world that keeps its doors open for
three hundred and sixty-five days a year.
It is quite a lively place at noon on Sun-
| days. People go there from church for a
| big Sunday breakfast, bringing their chil-
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Club

dren with them. The dance floor is usu-
ally filled with fox-trotting eouples eight
or nine years of age.

When you enter the door of the club,
after checking your coat in the small re-
ception hall, you pass first through a bar
and cocktail lounge which seats sixty peo-
ple. Twelve hundred drinks are consumed
at the bar daily, in case you are interested.
Adjoining the bar are the main ballroom
—large and square, with enough space for
three hundred—and, off to left, the Cub

(Continued from page 25)



Room, a small guiet place holding one
hundred people. It is designed for quiet
conversation, There is no orchestra in the
Cub Room and no dance floor, A customer
in the Cub Room who is overcome with
1the urge to rumba gets up and leads
his lady outside into the main ballroom.
Upstairs from the Cub Room is the Blessed
Event Room, an even smaller chamber
with room for forty people, although
sometimes sixty squeeze in there. It is
used for small private parties and, occa-
sionally, for the overflow from down-
stairs. The exclusiveness that is often
mistakenly attributed to the whole Stork
Club is really confined to the Cub Room,
At lunchtime only men eat there. It is
usually reserved at night for celebrities
and for established and respected cus-
tomers. One of the few celebrities who
shuns the Cub Room is Tommy Manville,
He prefers the main ballroom where
more people can see him,

In order to reach the powder room at
the Stork Club, ladies from the bar and
the main ballroom must pass the door of
the Cub Room. Billingsley sees to it that
the choicest available celebrity is seated
in the Cub Room at Table Fifty, directly
opposite the door. Then the lady who re-
turns from the powder room will sit down
breathlessly at her table in the main ball-
room and announce that she has just seen
Tyrone Power. It helps business.

Through these rooms every day at lunch
and all evening long, wanders the land-
lord, nodding here and waving to some-
body over there and sitting down for a
few moments of conversation at this table
while he scribbles initials on an order
which sends a free bottle of champagne
to that table. Sherman Billingsley is a
soft-spoken man with a cherubic smile
and an easygoing air of Oklahoma in-
formality about him.

He is American to the core. He refuses,
like many American males, to wear
formal evening dress, While his assistants
and many of his customers wear a stiff
shirt and black tie, Mr. B always makes
his appointed rounds in a conservative
business suit and a rather loud and flow-
ery cravat. He forbids his employees to
wear mustaches on the ground that they
look unsanitary. There is one exception
to this rule—the Stork Club chef, Gabriel
Beaumont, who used to preside over the
kitchen of Louls Rothschild in Vienna,
“Oh, well,” Sherman shrugs, “he has to
be different.”

As he passes through the Stork Club,
Mr. Billingsley iz constantly followed.
Fred Hahn, a former waiter, stays near
him and watches every move he makes
from seven o’clock in the evening until
closing time, He even accompanies Mr.
B to the theater and to prize fights, Hahn
rarely speaks to his boss. Every few min-
utes he passes him a slip of paper with a
message on it. “Doris Duke has just come
in,” the message may read. Or “Do you
want the music to stop at three fifteen?”
Mr. B will glance at it without interrupt-
ing his conversation and shake his head
or nod. “Governor Green of Illinois and
Bing Crosby are here; both want Table
Sixty-one.” He scribbles a solution and
hands it to Hahn while he asks Leon
Henderson about the stock market. He
passes another table and stops to say
hello, rubbing his right index finger
against the side of his nose, Hahn knows
this means a gift of perfume for each
lady at the table, just as the adjustment
of the handkerchief in the Billingsley
coat pocket means free champagne and a
turn of the ring on his little right finger
means no check for this party,

Hahn has held his job for two and a
half years, His predecessor was a former
waiter who operated smoothly with Mr.
Billingsley until a photographer from Life
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Magazine did a picture story about their
teamwork, The pictures showed the Bil-
lingsley shadow taking notes with a pad
and pencil and receiving hand signals
from his boss, “Fame ruined him,” Mr.
Billingsley says, “He began to strike pic-
ture poses all over the club every night.”
Mr. B's hand signals give away three
hundred thousand dellars’ worth of gifts
to the customers every year. Mr. B be-
littles the cost of his generosity, “You
must remember,” he says, “that I don’t
spend as much on gifts as other mnight
clubs do on floor shows. And I spend
nothing on newspaper advertising.” The
Stork Club gifts range from automobiles,
wrist watches, expensive jewelry and
solid-gold cigarette lighters to dice and
cigarette holders. He specializes in per-
fume—which is free to every lady in the
powder room—and lipstick, which comes
in three shades named after his three
daughters, Jacqueline, Barbara and Sher-
mane. He gives dolls to the little girls at
lunchtime and official major-league hase-
balls to the boys, He used to send Frank-
lin D, Roosevelt bow ties. On Sunday
nights before the war, he staged balloon
parties which he hopes to resume again
soon, At these parties the patrons would
scramble for hundreds of floating bal-
loons to which were attached one-hun-
dred-dollar bills, tickets for free parties
at the Stork Club and coupons which en-
titled the bearer to receive silver cocktail
sets, pedigreed dogs and even horses.
Sherman says that he began to give
away perfume years ago when he found a
seaman who was bringing the stuff by
the suitcaseful from the British West
Indies where the expensive French brands
can be picked up cheaply. It seems that
there were two kinds of bottles in the
seaman’s bags, One bottle was large and
fancy and the other was small and plain,
“I never knew anything about per-
fume,” Mr, B recalls, “I naturally gave
the large, fancy bottles to the important
ladies and the little ones to the kids,”
One evening Mr. B had the finger put
on him in a nice way by his friend, Beth
Leary. “Now don't misunderstand me,
Sherman,” she said, “I appreciate these
big bottles of perfume you've been giv-
ing me, But the kind of perfume I like
best—and it's very expensive and hard to
get—is the kind in the little bottle you
just gave that child at the next table.”
Quite often, of course, an expensive
gift ends up by mistake on the table of
somebody Billingsley hates and never
wants in the club again. And then there
was the time he asked his people to find
out the latest married name of a society
lady and to send something to her home.
A few weeks later he saw her in the Cub
Room. “That was a nice case of cham-
pagne you sent to my maid,” she said,

Arraovea Mr. B does not believe in ad-
vertising, he knows the value of pub-
licity. When a public figure arrives in
town, he receives a gift from Mr, B and
an invitation to the Stork Club, where, he
is easually reminded, the seclusion of the
Cub Room will protect him from auto-
graph hunters and drunks, When he ar-
rives, Don Arden, the Stork’s publicity
man, takes his picture and sends it to the
wire gervices and to his home-town news-
papers. The club’s file of pictures is larger
than that of most newspapers. Many an
editor finds in it a desperately needed
photograph when every other source has
failed him. On November 28, 1940, Arden
noticed Jesse Livermore, the Wall Street
tycoon, dining in the Cub Room with his
wife, Arden asked if he might snap a
picture. “Go ahead,” said Livermore, “This
will be the last picture made of me be-
cause I am going away for a long time.”

Two hours later a wire service called

Arden and asked if he had any recent
pictures of Livermore, The financier had
just committed suicide in an East Side
hotel. The picture of Mr, and Mrs. Liver-
more, with a Stork Club ash tray promi-
nently in the foreground, ran in prac-
tically every big paper in the nation,

Onece upon a time a Stork Club photo-
graph showing two men sitting at a table
full of liquor was published in the home
town of one of the men in the Middle
West, A few days later Mr. Billingsley
heard from him. “You've ruined me,” he
said. “I own the dry paper here, and I'm
the campaign manager for a politician
who is running for office on a dry pro-
gram. You sent that picture to the wet
paper in town, and they are running it
on the front page every day.”

A few weeks later the same man en-
tered the Stork Club, “I don’t like the
way you run your publicity,” he told
Billingsley, “but I like the way you run
your club. So I'm back.” He is still a
regular customer.

N 15 no accident, of course, that Mr. B
has encouraged such natianafly published
columnists as Winchell, Lyons and Louis
Sobol and Dorothy Kilgallen to use his
club as a headguarters. On the other hand,
the number of important people who fre-
quent the premises make it advisable for
the columnists to spend time there, It is
a wonderful place for news. Stories of the
marriages and divorces of celebrities are
always being revealed by Stork Club com-
muniqués, The marriages of Sonja Henie
and Dan Topping, Gloria Vanderbilt and
Pat di Cicco, Brenda Frazier and John
“Shipwreck” Kelly and Victor Mature
and Martha Kemp were all announced
there, So was the divorce of Lana Turner
and Artie Shaw.

Anything can happen in that house on
Fifty-third Street, Leonard Lyons, tells,
for example, about the evening in No-
vember, 1941, when American-Japanese
relations were strained to the breaking
point. A reporter, sitting in the Cub
Room, heard for the first time about an
important statement on foreign poliey
made by Prince Konoye in Tokyo that
afternoon, He asked for a telephone, The
call went through quickly and Table
Fifty talked at length with the Japanese
government official,

Seevpve most of his waking hours in
such an atmosphere, Mr. B has quite
naturally developed a rather startling
store of strange information beneath his
slightly receding hairline, He knows at a
glance that the red-faced man at the
corner table is now cheating on the lady
with whom he had previously been cheat-
ing on his wife. I-Pie hears some things
about the stork market and the stock
market long before the rest of us. He also
knows that the favorite dish of Annie
Sheridan is not eaviar or filet mignon or
lobster thermidor. It is canned salmon,
served with chopped onions and vinegar.
He knows that Amon G. Carter and Larry
Fisher of the Fisher Body Fishers bring
their own steaks with them from Fort
Worth and Detroit, respectively, and have
them cooked in the Stork Club kitchen.
He knows that Carole Landis adores a
half grapefruit with flaming cognac in its
center and that Beatrice Lillie likes a
drink which consists of one-half lime,
one teaspoon of sugar, two jiggers of
creme de menthe, one white of egg and
one scoop of vanilla ice cream, shaken
well and poured in a Tom Collins glass.
He is glacf that the war is over because
during it the amateur generals were al-
ways drawing maps on his table cloths,
adding twenty-five percent to his laundry
bill which runs around thirty thousand
dollars in normal years. He knows



that there is a girl somewhere in Texas
who thinks that she is married to his son.
Mr. B has talked to her on the phone and
assured her that he never had a son. But
she knows better because she is sure that
her husband would never lie to her.
“Why don’t you two make up?” she asks
Mr, B. “Why do you keep up this silly
quarrel?”

Incidentally, Mr. B is accustomed to
having strangers pose as his relatives.
During the war he received a letter from
a sailor named Billingsley who had been
telling everybody on his ship that Sher-
man was his brother, Now the ship was
unexpectedly heading for New York, the
sailor explained with a red face, and his
shipmates were demanding that he take
them to the Stork Club to be wined and
dined, If they found out the truth, his
life would be miserable. Would Mr, B be
a good sport and help him out by putting
on a brother act? Mr. B did just that and
earned the sailor’s lifelong gratitude,

As Sueamarw elbows his way through the
bar and the ballroom and the Cub Room,
one of his problems is to avoid the bores
who want him to sit down and spend the
whole evening at their table, If he im-
bibed aleohol, the quantity of drinks he
would be forced to accept out of polite-
ness might double the Stork Club’s an-
nual liquor consumption. (As it is, he
sells and gives away thirty-three thou-
sand and six hundred bottles of Scotch
and fourteen thousand and four hundred
bottles of champagne each year.) But
fortunately for his health he has not
touched the stuff in years. He does not
smoke, either.

One especially busy Saturday night,
when the place was filled with people he
wanted to talk with, a headwaiter told
him about a customer who was extremely
anxious to see him. Mr. B recognized the
name as that of a gentleman who had
owed him nine hundred dollars for several
months, “Tell him I'm busy,” he told the
headwaiter, In twenty minutes the head-
waiter was back again. The gentleman
said it was urgent. “Oh, all right,” Sher-
man grumbled. “Tell him I'll talk to him
in the pantry.” The pantry is a very noisy
spot. Mr: B calculated that an interview
taking place there, amid the clatter of
dishes, could not possibly last long, The
guest waited in the pantry almost ten
minutes before Mr, B arrived.

“Sherman,” he said, “I just had a good
week in the market. I want to pay you
that nine hundred dollars I owe you.”

Such incidents and his experience with
customers in general lead him to believe
that most people are fundamentally hon-
est, Considering the great number of
checks he cashes in a day, remarkably few
of them bounce. If Sherman knows you,
he'll cash a check for almost any amount,
And he will cash a check for anybody if
it isn't over twenty-five dollars. If one
of them turns out to be made of rubher,
he figures that the money is well spent,
“Those guys never come back to the
club,” he says. “And it is worth twenty-

five dollars to me to get rid of such peo-

ple” When a big check comes back to
him unpaid, it is usually due to an honest
oversight on the customer's part; he for-
got to cash in some coupons that month
or there was a mix-up in his bookkeep-
ing. “You can tell about business condi-
tions from the number of bad checks we
get,” Mr, B observes, “Very few of them
during the war. Nowadays there are more.”
_ One of the rubber checks he took dur-
ing the war came from a second lieu-
tenant, A few days later he mentioned it
to a friend. A major who was sitting with
the friend proceeded to give Sherman a
long lecture on how to check on the
identity of Army officers, “Ask for their
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AGO card," he said, showing his and ex-
plaining how the identification system
worked. The next day Mr. B read in a
newspaper that the major had been ar-
rested for impersonating an Army officer.

The Stork Club's law firm, Goldwater
and Flynn (Ed Flynn, the Democratic
boss of the Bronx), finds that most of Mr.,
B's legal work consists in bringing suits
against night clubs in other cities who
use the Stork Club name. They have won
such battles in Buffalo and Philadelphia,
and now they are waging similar ones in
San Francisco, Denver, Boston, Baltimore
and Chicago. Mr, B does not ask damages.
He merely tries to stop the use of the
name and recover court costs, His argu-
ment is a long column of figures showing
the amount of money he has spent build-
ing up the identity of the name since he
opened his club at 132 West Fifty-eighth
Street in New York, back in 1929, Mr. B
today has not the vaguest idea how that
place happened to get called “Stork Club.”

Besmes protecting the name of his busi-
ness, one of the main problems in Mr. B's
life is trying to get enough sleep. He
maintains that he once went a whole
week without closing his eyes, “A shower
and a change of clothes is just as refresh-
ing as sleep,” he says. But still he wishes
he could have more slumber, He blames
the lack of it on Leonard Lyons who al-
ways appears at the Stork Club when the
doors are closing at four in the morning,
and demands another round of the con-
tinuous gin-rummy game which Lyons
and Billingsley have been playing for
years. This means that Mr. B gets home
at five thirty instead of four thirty.

Still he manages to be on the premises
at lunchtime, bright and cheerful, In the
afternoon he either goes home again to
spend a few hours relaxing with his
family or gets involved in business dis-
cussions. At five he is sitting at the
table nearest the front door, reading the
stock prices, After the dinner crowd he-
gins to thin, he usually retires to his
three-and-a-half-room apartment above
the club for a shower, a rubdown and a
nap, reappearing downstairs around ten
thirty or eleven, Sometimes it is hard to
wake him from these evening naps. One
Saturday the waiter who was supposed to
arouse him shook him vigorously and,
hearing a muffled response, left the room,
When Mr. B finally did come to, he locked
at the clock and discovered to his horror
that it was seven thirty Sunday morning.

“Can you imagine a character like me
being wide awake at that hour on that
day in New York?” he says. “I went for
a walk. I met a few people who knew me
and they pointed at me and began to
laugh. When I went home, the neighbors
were thunderstruck, They thought I'd
lost my job, I felt like a fish out of water.”

Mr, B compensates for his meager sleep
by taking very good care of his health in
other respects. He eats generously but
never sits down to a big meal. He has
snacks several times a day. He is extreme-
ly partial to Canadian bacon and green
vegetables. He often walks from the Stork
Club to his Park Avenue apartment, a
distance of more than two miles. In the
summer he spends his mornings in the
sun at the Atlantic Beach Club.

While he rests in his apartment up-
stairs, Mr, B keeps in touch with every-
thing that is going on downstairs in the
Stork Club by means of a two-way tele-
phone system, By snapping a switch he
can listen to the conversation in the
service bar, at the telthone switchboard,
in the lobby and in the kitchen. Know-
ing that the boss may be overhearing
their words, employees are careful to
ask the price before ordering tomatoes
from the grocer. The telephone system

enables Mr. B to prevent bus boys being
persecuted by waiters or captains and
also enables him to give orders to the
entire staff at one time without taking
the time to assemble them in one room.

The success of the Stork Club is largely
due to the kind of relationship that exists
between Mr. B and his help, %’he boss, as
every employee in the club calls him,
makes it a point to know everything about
everybody who works for him. No one is
allowed to quit or to be fired without
talking to Mr, B.

Several of his twenty-seven captains—
those gents in black suits who take your
order and supervise the service of the
white-coated waiters—started working for
him as bus boys and were fired as bus
boys. After talking to the boss, they de-
cided to give the job another try. Mr. B
follows a policy of filling vacancies hy
promoting somebody within his organiza-
tion. This makes for loyalty and general
contentment, A few years ago a private
detective, hired by the Stork Club fo pose
as a bartender in order to check on the
cash register, liked it so well he quit the
detective racket and stayed there,

There are three hundred people work-
ing in the Stork Club on a payroll that
runs around $600,000 a year, There are
fifty-three in the kitchen alone—one head
chef, one night chef, one saucier, two as-
sistant sauciers, two roast cooks, eleven
cooks, two garde-manger (that one baf-
fled me, too; it means the men who store
and cure the meat), two assistant garde-
manger, two oystermen, four pantrymen,
four vegetable men, four silvermen, eight
dishwashers, two porters, three food
checkers and four stewards. I won't even
attempt to guess at the earnings of the
Stork Club waiters because a lot of their
income is derived from tips, and waiters
do not like to broadeast how much they
make a week from tips. Stork Club cus-
tomers, however, are pretty good tippers.

The largest tip in the history of the
Stork Club was twenty-five hundred dol-
lars which a wealthy advertising man
from Michigan gave to Arthur Brown, a
former day manager. On another occa-
sion the same man asked Frank Har-
ris, the guardian of the velvet rope at
the main entrance, what was the biggest
tip he had ever received. “One hundred
dollars,” said Harris. Our friend promptly
handed him two hundred and then asked
who had given him the one-hundred-
dollar tip. “You did, sir,” Harris replied.

Because lie has to say no to so many
people, Harris helds probably the most
unenviable job in the house. He lives in
constant fear of saying no to the wrong
people, There was the evening, for in-
stance, when he found himself faced by a
large party with no reservation. He ex-
plained that there was no room. The
leader of the party, a Paramount execu-
tive on his first trip to the Stork, said to
Harris, “You tell Billingsley that if we
are not in the Cub Room within five min-
utes, there will never be a movie called
*The Stork Club.!” Naturally, they got in.

Then there was the time when Mr, B
was engaged in a feud with Fiorello H.
La Guardia, who, as mayor of the City of
New York, was threatening to have the
ABC Board revoke the Stork Club liquor
license. That would have meant Mr. B's
ruination. One night Sherman received
word that two ABC men were at the
front door and wanted to see him as soon
as possible, This, thought Mr. B, mopping
his brow, is the end of everything. He
approached them with nervousness. “Can
I do something for you?” he asked them.

“Yes," one of the ABC men said, point-
ing at Harris, “Can you fix it so this
will let us go inside and have a drink?”

Not long ago a_ well-known killer,
formerly employed by the Luciano mob,



found himself on the wrong side of the
velvet rope, He informed everybody pres-
ent that he was planning to come back
again and that, if he could not get im,
there would be a dead doorman in the
Storkk Club. Mr. Billingsley walked up
to the mobster and said to him, “If you
think you're so tough, let’s see you stand
where you are for the next five minutes.”

“What do you think you're going to
do?” the gangster demanded.

“I'm going to call your bluff by calling
the cops.”

The character beat a sullen retreat.

As 1T said in Who's Who, Sherman Bil-
lingsley was born in Enid, Oklahoma, on
March 10, 1900, One of his biographers,
trying to tie him up in some way with the
Abe Lincoln tradition, uncovered a tat-
tered photograph of a taek‘{ frontier
dwelling and announced that it was Mr.
Billingsley's birthplace. Sherman showed
it to his mother, “Law, no honey,” she
exclaimed. “You weren't born in that
house. You were born in the back room
of a little old grocery store.”

Sherman’s father, a Kentucky moun-
taineer by origin, was a jack-of-all-
trades, and he happened to be running a
grocery store in Enid that month. There
were nine Billingsley children in all, Six
of them are now living. He has three
brothers—Logan, Ora and Fred—in New
York, One sister, Lottie, is married and
living in Oklahoma. The other sister,
Pearl, lives in New York. She makes the
sensationally good Stork Club pies.

Soon after his birth, Sherman and the
Billingsley family moved from Enid to
the Oklahoma town of Anadarko, where
at a tender age Mr. B made his first busi-
ness contact with Demon Rum. There
were a number of Indians living near
Anadarko, The sale of alcoholic beverages
to Indians was then and is now forbidden
by law. When he was seven, one of Sher-
man’s older brothers brought joy to his
childish heart by presenting him with a
little red wagon. Then his brother care-
fully placed in the wagon one dozen bot-
tles of beer. On top of the beer he put a
blanket, and on top of the blanket he put
Sherman's nephew, aged two.

“Now, Sherman,” he said. “You just
pull your wagon down by the Indian vil-
lage and you just stand there, When an
Indian takes a bottle of beer out of the
wagon, you take fifty cents off him.,”

Thus Sherman was introduced to that
phase of the liquor traffic known as rum-
running. In fact, it may be that Sherman
was the youngest rumrunner in history.
The baby nephew can scarcely be consid-
ered as a contender for the title because
he was not actually an active participant
in the transactions. He was asleep during
most of the business hours, The Indians
removed the beer bottles from under him
with great care so as not to wake him up.

At the tender age of sixteen Mr. B was
already embarked on a modified form of
his present business. He and his brother,
Fred, had opened the Lyric Drugstore at
First and Robinson Streets in Oklahoma
City. In a dry territory, such as Okla-
homa was in those preprohibition days,
certain angles of the drugstore business
bore a family resemblance to ecertain
angles of the night-club business today.
Not everybody bellied up to the soda
fountain in dry territory drugstores call-
ing for a strawberry ice cream or a nut
sundae. The majority of applicants for
refreshment called for a shot in the arm,
as a jolt of redeye was then known. The
drugstores could get whisky from the
warehouses on government withdrawal
permits. The government assumed the
whisky was for medicinal purposes. And
who should say, when a man called for
a slug, that he wanted it to make the
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drunk come, not to relieve the and
aches aforesaid? I mean, was the drug-
store clerk or soda puller to make a mere
call for a dram a case for the D.A.?

No one seemed to think so in those
good old days. We used to have drug-
stores like that in Colorado Springs which
was dry territory many years ago, and I
always thought the wh.i.siy tasted rather

ny. It was one reason w 1 quit
drinking whisky. Anyway, the Lyric ran
for two years under the firm of Bil-
lingsley and Billingsley and did fine.

There were similar ventures in other
parts of the country, Then Sherman be-
came a wholesaler of legitimate liquor in
St. Joseph, Missouri. This was still pre-
prohibition, and Missouri was a wet state,
though hard by was Nebraska which was
dry, The dryness thereof Sherman made
it his business to alleviate.

He began riding the bleak Western
roads through the dark of night with
loads of liquor for the relief of thirsty
in such towns as Omaha. It was what
'thn? called rumrunning. He was young,
a it was the high excitement that
yvouth craves. I would not be surprised
if today, as he sits in the lush elegance
of his Stork Club, absently nod to
passing celebrities, there are times when
he sees beyond the lights and the gay
erowds the lone reaches of some black
and muddy road in the back country of
Nebraska and hears above the compah
of the rumba number only the steady
hum of his motor as he drives furiously
through the night. I find it almost im-
possible to reconcile these facts of his
early career with his shrinking and gen-
tle personality, but of course every man
changes when responsibilitv takes him
by the elbow and starts guiding his steps.

rwards, Sherman worked in the
equally dry sections around Des Moines,
Then ﬂe became owner of three grocery
stores in Detroit, There, Armour, an
Oklahoma schoolmate, worked with Mr,
B. He has worked with him ever since.
Today Fred is day manager of the Stork
Club and runs its contessions.

In the early 'twenties, Sherman came
to New York and invested his Detroit
earnings in a Bronx drugstore, which
soon expanded into a string of drugstores
in the Bronx and Westchester County,
Harlem, Staten Island and Brooklyn. He
also delved into real estate and -built a
four-block residential district known as

illingsley Terrace. In 1925, he married
Hazel Donnelly. Their oldest daughter,
Jacqueline, who is now nineteen, ps
into the Stork quite frequently. Barbara,
ten years old, often throws a luncheon
party for lglilschuinlmtze?. S‘\ihermante. the
‘'voungest Billingsley girl, does not pay
much attention to her father's business.
She is only two.

Tue first Stork Club, which opened in
1929 on a site on West Fifty-eighth Street
where a Western Union office now stands,
loocked not unlike the current establish-
ment. And like 21, El Morocco and the
Colony in those prohibition days, it was
a speak-easy.

e management of a speak-easy had
its headaches. On the one hand there was
the law. The Federal agents who raided
the Stork Club had to use a member’s
card to get by the door. When they com-
pleted the raid, they would hand the card
to Mr. B with a smile. The name and
number were carefully obliterated, of
course, Mr, B went frantic trying to fig-
ure which of his customers was in cahoots
with the Department of Internal Revenue,

Finally he designed a membership card
which was really two cards; the second
one, bearing the same number, was glued
tightly to the first one, After the next
raid, Mr. B accepted the telltale doeu-

ment from Federal agents and split it in
two. Inside he found the number of the
guilty member, who, to this day, remains
on his black list,

On the other hand, when the speak-
easy proprietor was not worrying about
the law, he pondered about the under-
world. When the Stork Club became
popular, Mr. B was visited one evenin,
by two notorious racketeers who i.nqu.l.reg'
politely what valuation the owner placed
on his business. Sherman, whose original
investment amounted to something like
six thousand dollars, allowed it might be
around thirty thousand. |

The more repulsive member of the team
licked his thumb and placed ten one-
thousand-dollar bills on the table.

“We now own one third,” he announced.

THE owner of a speak-easy in that era
could hardly turn down such a proposi-
tion, The gangland powers had too much
influence with the sources of liquor sup-
plies. There was the possibility of
bemgmfgut out of business in a manner
that ht leave you somewhat maimed
for the rest of your time on this earth.

Sherman, to put it mildly, did not care
for the arrangement. He found himself
owning pieces of other speak-easies in
which he had no particular interest. He
was forced to do business with certain
friends of his new partners. These same
friends often appeared in the Stork Club
at inopportune moments, frightening the
regular customers, But Mr. B was advised
strongly by acquaintances whose judg-
ment he respected to do nothing about it.

i y there was a meeting of the
partners in the Stork Club cellar at which
Sherman attempted to buy back the one
third of the stock, “We don't own one
third of the club,” he was informed cold-
ly. “We own one third of you.”

But after a year Mr. B got out of the
alliance rather easily. He merely paid
thirty thousand dollars to regain full
ownership of his own business, three
times more than he had received under

' the original shakedown.

The underworld w?\ir ot pleased. At
that a:oint, however, Mr. B was a
friend of several very influential people.
One of them, higl;ly placed in New York
politics, let it known around town
that if anything happened to Sherman
there might well be a general erack down
on rackets and several mobsters would
find themselves forthwith in the pokey,
or la.s the British prefer to call ft, the
gaol.

In the meantime, the Stork Club be-
came famous. It started to attract the
Social Register trade. The free cham-
pagne and perfume and the free publicity
really ﬁpajd off after Sherman moved to
Fifty-first Street, near Park Avenue, The
Vanderbilts and the Astors were fol-
lowed by the Washington politicians and
the Hollywood glamour girls, Now, in
the Fifty-third Street location, where he
has been since 1934, Mr. B does a two-
million-dollar business annually.

The present headwaiter of the Stork
Club is a short, fat and bald little man
named Victor Crotta. When Mr, B opened
the original institution in 1928, he hired
Victor as headwaiter, Victor stuck it out
for a few months, Then he handed Sher-
man his resignation. “I don't think you
are going to be a success,” he said,

Victor opened a restaurant of his own
on Fifty-second Street and later gave that
up to go into the liguor-importing busi«
ness. In October, 1942, he dropped in to
see Mr. B and asked if he could go to
work for him again. “I think you are
going to be a success,” he said.

Victor’s second guess was undoubtedly
correct.

THE END
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The White Circus Horse
(Continued from page 65)

instead. That beautiful white circus
horse got so set in our heads we couldn't
think of anything else, and for days every
chance we got we went up the road and
looked at the picture, and every time
we went to look, that horse seemed still
more beautiful to us. By the time the
circus came to New Orleans we'd have
given anything we owned just to get
one little glimpse of that horse, But
of course, we knew we wouldn't. Not
children like us.

WeLL, a few weeks went hy, until
finally we decided that maybe it was
better to ride the old mule we had, than
to imagine riding a white circus horse
we didn't have. So one afternoon, when
we knew father wasn't working in the
fields but was pateching the barn, we
went out to the pasture to catch the old
mule, And what do you think?

He wasn't there,

We went down to the barn, then, and
asked my father what had happened to
the mule. And he said, “Your grand-
father took him to go into New Orleans.
The circus called him because they've
got a sick horse.”

We all looked at one another because
right away we were afraid it was our
beautiful white cireus horse that was
sick, and Bill said, "Was it a white
horse?”

“I don’t know what kind it was,” my
father said. “Just a sick horse.”

We didn't talk any more but went
walking down the dusty lane to the
gate at the road. We sat down in the
grass to wait for Grandfather,

“If it is the white circus horse,” Bill
said, “I bet Grandfather will cure him.”

“He's the best horse doctor in the
South,” I said.

“Everyone knows that,” Rose said.

So we lay in the grass there by the
gate and waited and waited until the west
was streaked with red. And then we saw
Grandfather coming down the road on
the old mule. Behind Grandfather was a
white horse.

We waited at the gate, the three of us.
When Grandfather turned down the
lane toward the barn we began to run
alongside him, looking at the white
horse, He didn't look much like our
beautiful white ecircus horse in the
picture. His head hung down, and his
eyes looked dull and stupid, and his
coat was matted with dirt, But his tail
was extra long; Bill noticed that, When
Grandfather came up to the barn my
father helped him off the old mule and
Grandfather said, “Fix up the second
stall, son.”

“Where'd you get him?"” Father said.

*Circus man gave him to me,” Grand-
father said. He looked awfully tired.
“I told him the horse would most likely
die, but maybe I could cure him in six
months. The man, he says he can't have
a sick horse around for six months, but
he ain't got the heart to shoot him. So
he gave him to me"

“Will he die, Grandfather?"” I asked.

“l don't know,” Grandfather gaid.
“I"'m going to doctor him. But only the
Lord can save him.”

My father covered the floor of the
second stall with fresh straw, and
Grandfather led the white horse in, The
horse sighed and lay down and Grand-
father shook his head. Rose be%ﬂn to
ery. My father took her hand and said,
“Come on, children, it's suppertime,
Let vour grandfather take care of the

orse

We didn't eat much. We didn’t talk
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much at the table, either. When we went
upstairs Bill whispered to Rose and me,
“If you'll pray for him, I will,” and we
nodded.

Rose and I slept together. After we'd
said our prayvers we stayed awake a
long time, whispering. We couldn't de-
cide whether the white horse in the
barn was our beautiful white circus
horse or not. But we did so much hope
he didn't die, [

In the morning us three children and
my father went right to the barn as
soon as we got up. Grandfather was
sitting there in the straw with the horse's
head in his lap. He had stayed there
all night. He said the white horse wasn't
any better, and he wasn't any worse.

Two weeks passed, and Grandfather
spent many nights with him and days,
too. Then one evening Grandfather said
for sure that the horse would live, We
children were very happy. And the way
my father and grandfather smiled I
could tell they were very happy, too.
After a month, Grandfather led the white
horse out to pasture.
He was all skin and
bones, and he stood
with his head hang-
ing down; once in
a while he ate some
grass or walked over
to the creek to drink,

By now our sugar
beets had to be har-
vested, and there
was a lot of work
in the fields for us
children; but every
day we went out to
the pasture to look
at the white horse,
if only for a few
minutes. If we could,
we lay down in the
grass near by and
watched him eat.
Grandfather kept
doctoring the horse,
As the weeks passed
his ribs filled out
and his coat became glossy; he held his
head higher and higher, and his eyes
began to brighten,

One day, when we were lying out
in the grass watching him eat, a horse
fly came along and bit him on the
haunch, and he threw up his head and
went galloping across the pasture, his
mane and tail streaming out and his
eyes with that look of a boy let out of
school. Such a beautiful sight you
never did see! And we knew, watching
him, that he was our own, our very
own beautiful white circus horse.

THe next day Grandfather put a bridle
on the white circus horse and lifted all
three of us children up on his back and
led him around the pasture. My father
came over from a field and leaned
against a fence and watched. The white
circus horse had a broad strong back,
and we could feel his muscles moving
beneath us as he walked, and our heels
could feel him breathing. Around the
pasture we went, Bill in front holding
on to the mane and Rose holding on to
Bill and me holding on to Rose, while
my grandfather smiled and my father
laughed and laughed because he was
so happy. “Make him go faster!” Bill
shouted, and Grandfather made the
white circus horse trot a little, and we
bounced up and down and the wind
went whistling past our ears. But soon
Grandfather was out of breath, and he
led the horse up to my father. Grand-
father helped us all down and he and
my father smiled at each other.
“Tomorrow,” Grandfather said to my

Paul Marcus, the author of this story

father, “we'll hitch him up to the buggy |
and drive to town.”

“Us too!” Bill said.

“No,” Grandfather said. “We don't
know how he'll drive, so we can't take
yvou children along. But if he behaves
well, we'll take you along next time.”

Bill puckered up, but he didn't cry,
because we knew that, besides being the
best horse doctor in the South, Grand-
father was old and wise and knew best.

In the morning we all went to the
barn together to hitch up the beautiful
white circus horse. My father threw
the old mule’s harness over the white
circus horse's back, and he had to let
out every strap to the last notch and
even piece it out here and there to make
it fit. Then Father backed the white
cireus horse between the shafts of the
buggy and fastened them. He helped
Grandfather up into the seat. Then
he got into the seat too and gathered up
the reins and off they went.

What a beautiful sight that white
circus horse was, going down the lane!
Mother turned her
head so us children
wouldn't see her
eyes, and we stood
there and watched
until there was only
dust to see. And the
minute he was gone
we almost stopped
believing in  the
white circus horse,
because he was such
a wonderful thing
to happen to a fam-
ily like us that it
seemed a good fairy
had indeed given us
a wish and then|
taken it away again,

Bur was the first
to see them coming
down the lane in
the evening, and he
let out a whoop, and
we all went down
to the barn. Father climbed down, and
we looked .at Grandfather's face, and
we stopped talking. We didn't ask them
any questions, We knew something was
wrong; we smelled danger. We watched
my father and grandfather unhitch the
beautiful white circus horse, and we
followed them to the house and watched
them wash. My mother got our supper. |

“How did he drive?” my mother said,
knowing wvery well what we children
knew.

“He drove all right,” Father said.

“A very gentle horse,” Grandfather
said,

“Except that he has to pass,” Father
said. “When he comes up behind another
horse, he's got to pass; he can’t be held,”

“A runaway horse!” Mother said.

“No, not at all,” Father said. “It's just
that the ecircus must have trained him to
try to pass any horse he comes néar, and
he’s bound to do it.” !

“Today,” Grandfather said, “we passed |
Dr. Wilkinson on the road and Judge
Glass, and they smiled and they waved|
to us. We passed that Joe Kirby, too. He
didn’t smile. He didn't wave to us.”

Then us children understood. Grand.
father looked very tired and shook his
head. Mother took us children up to bed,
and we were all quiet and frightened and |
said our prayers extra long, and said
“Amen" twice at the end,

Well, after that, my father didn't know
what to do, He didnt want to drive the
beautiful white circus horse into town
again, because it was too dangerous for
us all; but he hated not to drive him, too.
He didn’'t know what to do. Two weeks|
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passed while the beautiful white circus
horse ate grass in the meadow and drank
water from the creek and sometimes gal-
loped from one fence to the other just to
feel his muscles roll and his long white
tail stream out. And finally my father
and grandfather decided they would try
it again, and they hitched up the beauti-
ful white cireus Kur&e and drove to town.

And what do you think happened?

The same thing. When they got back
home the white circus horse was dirty
and covered with sweat, and Grandfather
rubbed him down and curried him before
leaving him in the stall, We went in to
dinner, and my father told my mother,
“I couldn't hold him back; we passed
that Kirby man again, and two other
white folks 1 didn't know.”

Us children were even more frightened
than we were before.

“So,” Rose said to Bill when we were
alone, “you wanted a horse that'd pass
every other horse on the road! It's all
your fault!” Bill hung his head, and you
could see he felt bad,

“Isn’t either his fault,” I said.

“I wished for him all right,” Bill said.

“But it isn't your fault,” I told him, and
I gave him a little hug, and he felt better,
Soon after that we went to bed, and Rose
and I stayed awake awhile whispering,

“Do you suppose,” I said, “that any of
those folks the circus horse passed up
are awful mad?”

“T don’t know,” she said, “Let's give
our beautiful circus horse a carrot first
thing in the morning.”

“Let’s,” I said.

In the morning we ran out to the pas-
ture before breakfast, but we couldn’t
find our white circus horse. We couldn’t
see him anywhere, though we saw the

old mule. We ran all over, calling the
horse as loud as we could, until Bill
heard us, and came out to help us hunt.
At last we found him down by the creek.
He was lying on his side close to the
water. Our beautiful white circus horse
had been shot through the head.

We walked back to the house. We told
my father and my grandfather, and they
walked out across the meadow. Us chil-
dren didn't want to see our beautiful
white circus horse lying there dead,
again, so we climbed up into the hayloft
over the old barn, where it was quiet
and sweet-smelling like a church. We
lay down in the hay and looked up at
the rafters. We watched a bird building
a nest, flying in with a wisp of straw and
then flying out again to get another.

“Do you think Father did it?” Bill said
all of a sudden.

“No!” Rose and I said together.

“,!-Ie might have,” Bill said, “to protect

“Why don't you go ask him?” I said.

“I will,” Bill said, and he got out of the
hay and climbed down the ladder.

My sister Rose and I heard Bill cross
the yard, but we didn't hear the house
door slam. Then pretty soon we heard
Bill climbing up the ladder toward the
loft, and he came and lay down in the
hay. He didn't say anything.

“Well, did you ask him?” Rose said.

“No,” Bill said, “but he didn't do it.”

“How do you know?” Rose said,

“Because, I looked through the win-
dow,” Bill said, “and he was sitting in
the kitchen, crying.”

.+ . And that's the end of the story
about the white circus horse , . , Now
go to sleep, child.

THE END

“The Vine,” by Elizabeth Enright: June Blue Ribbon story of a
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she may win something by gambling,”
said my aunt disapprovingly. Then she let
that supposition slide. “But it loocks—the
way she goes round with that man—-"

“Tawdry stuff,” said my uncle. “Hus-
band Ehould put his foot down. No back-

bone.
“Tt's dreadful to let it go on.” .
“Not the people for this place,” said
my uncle, “Can’t think why they came.”
“I expect he wanted to be with nice

people,” said my aunt. “You can see he's
used to nice ways., But that wife——"

“Management should know better.” My
uncle looked at me. “I shouldn't see too
much of them, Frederick.”

1 said, “No, sir.” It wasn't a prohibi-
tion, I was thinking. I knew I would
have disobeyed the most rigorous pro-
hibition . . . for not to see Luey . . .

We had met at the morning outdoor
art clags to wh;ch elders ta;lﬁixerz thelir

oun way of exposing them to cul-
fure gn getting them looked after, Lucy
and I were older than the others, and
we were both shy and embarrassed by it
and took to each other in immediate
sympathy. That first morning I was
limping a little from too much running,
andpl think that drew her to me. She
was a gentle, compassionate girl, but with
an intense pride.

Neither of us had artistic talent, but
we industriously painted indigo seas and
purple and gold sand and confided our
true ambitions. I wanted to be an avia-
tor, and she wanted to dance.

1 remember I said, “To dance? But
you know how, don't you?” and she

Lo o
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locked at me oddly and said, “I mean to
be a dancer, A real dancer, In ballet.”

I had never seen any ballet. Plays and
concerts, yes, but I expect my mother
had felt ballet might give me, in my
braces, a feeling of frustration. So I could
summon no image of a ballet dancer,
but I knew if Lucy wanted to be cne
that it was a lovely thing to be.

“Are you going to be one?” I asked.

She shook her head. Her hair was dark,
fine spun as the hair of a very young
child, and it fell to her shoulders in a
cloud with uncurled ends. Her eyes were
grayish blue, Everything about her was
fine and delicate.

“It's too late,” she murmured. “I had
some lessons once, but—" Then she
brightened and confided, “I still prac-
tice by myself, Silly little dances I make
up. You never know——"

I said, “I don’t know how to dance.”

“I'll show you.”

“Do you think I could? My mother
wanted me to try last winter, but I
didn't want to go to classes with kids,”

I had told my mother I didnt care to
dance. But I could tell Luey anything.

So I knew that no matter what my
uncle said I would not give uz) being
with Lucy Jones, Luckily, he felt that
advice was a sufficient guide.

Several days went by. I saw Lucy the
mornings of the art classes, and at other
times we roamed the shore for shells.
Because we were both shy, or through
some instinet older than my experience,
we avoided each other in the hotel, Mrs,
Jones came and went in the long gray



car with her flashy-looking admirer,
sometimes with a group of noisy friends,
and Dr. Jones read a book at meals to
his daughter.

The Jones family was the scandal and
enigma of the hotel. No one knew any-
thing about them except their present
appearance, The ladies did not say any-
thing to Mrs. Jones beyond an occasion-
ally forced and distant greeting, so nat-
urally they could discover nothing from
her. They were pleasant to Dr. Jones
when he was without his wife, but the
doctor was reticent, and, I expect, astute
at warding off leading questions, He was
a forlorn underdog beside his showy wife,
but he had a gentle dignity, and there
was something about the sad, shabby man
that drew you with an instinctive trust.

Mr somenow became known that Lucy
had been born abroad and had mnever
seen America, though she had gone to
school in England, Also that Dr. Jones
had mnever practiced since he came
abroad. ¥

I remember a scrap of conversation be-
tween my uncle and aunt about that,

My uncle said, “My guess is he had his
license revoked—you know——" an
cocked his eyebrows at my aunt.

She nodded and said, “He'’s just the

softhearted man who would i

I wondered what softheartedness had
to do with not being allowed to practice
medicine, but I was shy of gquestions
that revealed my own inadequate knowl-
edge of life.

My aunt was saying, “I wonder what |

he really does over here? He must have
something to live on.”

“Lives on his wife’'s momney, very
likely,” said my uncle. “That's why he
doesn’t put his foot down.”

“I don't believe she has any money.
Clotilde says she's always na,%ging him
for more money. Clotilde heard her tell
him she had to get one of her friends
to stake her at the Casino.”

“Ha! Gossiping with Clotilde!”

Clotilde was the chambermaid on our
floor, a stout middle-aged brunette with
eyes like sparkling jet.

“Well, I like to practice my French”
said my aunt, though Clotilde used vig-
orous English in her outpourings, and
all the French my aunt spoke was a
“Tiens, tiens!” and “Vous dites!” at the
revelations.

Clotilde took a lively interest in la
famille Jones. Nothing so piguant had
happened before to the staid hotel. Clo-
tilde did mot belong to the school of
thought that held Dr. Jones was sub-
servient to his wife’s money, nor did she

accept for a moment the delicate theory |

of the old ladies in waiting that he was
s0 nice-minded that everything seemed
quite innocent to him. Clotilde took a
very dim view of that possibility, when
my aunt relayed it to her.

“Not to see a thing before your face—
when it flaunts itself! A man would have
no natural sense. And that one is ex-
perienced. He is sad with experience.”
Clotilde drew a deep breath and said
impressively. “She iz in his blood. He is
possessed by her. There are men like
that, for whom only one woman exists.
They will bear anything, Madame, any-
thing, rather than lose her. They will let
themselves be trampled on, ordered about
like a dog. Only to be near her. He
lén't’)ws she is a poule, but what can he

o?"”

I was impressed.

“But someday she will go too far,” said
Clotilde darkly. “And then—Poof! Phsst!
Those quiet ones—they are the ones to
be feared.”

That night I loocked across the dining
room to see what a man looked like who
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had a woman in his blood, but my new
knowledge added nothing to my impres=-
sions. I merely saw the same mild-look-
ing man, reading a paper propped against
a carafe. He was certainly a quiet one,
but there was nothing about him to sug-
gest any future Poof and Phsst.

Nmpressions overlay themselves so rap-
idly that it is hard to know exactly how
much I understood then, but I don't be-
lieve I was aware, at first, of all that
the gossip was implying. Clotilde's poule
meant nothing specific to me—I simply
gathered that the French said “hen”
when they meant a silly woman. Through
my reading I was awesomely acguainted
with the implications of “lover,” but no
one in my aunt’s circles said “lover’—
they said that Mrs. Jones “saw too much”
of that dreadfully fast-looking man, and
I took the words at their face value,

I thought of her as parading around
with Tony at cafés and the Casino, which
she certainly did, and that seemed quite
bad enough to me, since it hurt Dr, Jones
and Lucy.

It was a little embarrassing to be with
Mrs. Jones now, and I called her “you”
instead of the “Lili" she liked, but she
must have put that down to my voung
awkwardness. She treated Lucy and me
as children who mildly amused her; she
chaffed us, and sometimes she was quite
jolly to be with, but I had the feeling of
holding my breath for fear something
would go wrong and she would lash out
at her husband.

She never spoke as viciously as the
night I had overheard her in the hall
but very often, when out of sorts, she
was spiteful and contemptuous. She had
a way of saying, “Oh, you do, do you?”
and “That comes well from you!” and
laughing nastily.

He never answered back. He retreated
in utter guiet.

Lucy looked distressed when some
flare-up occurred, but she had her
father's silence. I had no idea what she
felt for her mother, but I knew it must
all be dreadfully complicated, for a
mother is a mother and there is a natural
fondness—moreover, there was something
defensive in Lucy’s pride that made her
walk through the hotel halls stiff and
straight beside her mother, as if she
dared anyone to say a word against her.
Yet she was tenderly attached to her
father and must have suffered a great
deal for him.
| Money was the root of much of the
| acrimony. Mrs. Jones despised her hus-
band because he lacked it, and he was
perpetually in the wrong because of that
andpsf other things I did not understand.
There was a guarrel about the expense
of keeping Lucy in the art class, but there
Mr. Jones was quietly firm, I suppose he
felt she was learning something and
that she was with nice children even
though they were younger.

1 remember that Mrs. Jones said, “All
right, then! Don’t blame me if ., . .” and
gestured with the hands where the two
diamond rings sparkled.

Through their talk I came to know that
Dr. Jones had worked at several things
in several places, but they seemed places
where his wife never wanted to con-
tinue living. She despised England which
Luey had liked, and where he seemed to
have had some idea of becoming a doctor
again, Mrs, Jones said that Switzerland
was all right if you got to know anybody
and didn't get stuck In a cheap pension.
She hated Paris, which surprised me, for
1 thought so lively a lady would revel
in Paris, but they had lived in a French
quarter, and she knew no French, though
Lucy spoke it naturally. And just when
Mrs. Jones was getting to know some

Americans, Dr. Jones took them away.

She said, “If I'd been smarter then .. .!I"
and locked at him and laughed.

I wasn't, you understand, consciously
putting two and two together and piecing
out the puzzle of their life, I happened
to hear these things, but I was not very
concerned with them, I was absorbed in
my happiness with Lucy. I had a won-
derful feeling of happiness when 1 was
with her.

That was all I wanted—to be with her.
There was nothing of a boy's adolescent
fumbling for love-making in this. It was,
in utter truth, an affair of the heart, I
never thought of kissing her, and I never
touched her, except casuallv and natu-
rally, until that time at the very last. I
simply loved her. She was unutterably
dear and precious. She was Luey.

It was only for a short time that the
Joneses stayed at our hotel. They moved
suddenly into a small rundown villa on
the hill behind us. Whether the manage-
ment prompted the move or the hotel
was beyond their means no one knew,
but I expect it was a little of both. Dr.
Jones had the villa rent free for acting as
caretaker.

This change made it much easier for
me to be with them without anyone at
the hotel being the wiser. My aunt knew
that 1 spent some time at the villa but
not how much, She did not mind my
seeing Lucy occasionally, for she thought
Lucy was “sweet,” and there were no
other young people my age at the hotel,
but she would have disapproved if she
had known how many times I trudged up
the hill, after she saw me starting off
down the beach on my business of she.l
collecting,

Generally Mrs. Jones was out or asleep,
and Lucy and the doctor and I had the
place all to ourselves. Lucy could keep
her promise of teaching me to dance,
and I was glad to learn, but I never en-
joyed it very much for I felt clumsy be-
side Lucy. She had a natural grace and
lightness that was sheer enchantment to
watch.

The doctor was always repairing things,
a broken arbor, or a neglected chair, and
Lucy and I helped, and at those times he
talked a good deal to us, chiefly about
natural history. His mind was stored with
information about birds and butterflies
and moths and mammals; I was much
more interested than Lucy who had
heard all this before. One day, when he
was showing us different butterflies,
Lucy suddenly darted off to do a butter-
fly dance for us.

With arms outspread, now fluttering,
now still, she hovered over flowers or
flashed across the tiny lawn. Her hair
caught the sunshine and her slim feet
moved so fleetly that she gave the illu-
sion of wings. She was so beautiful that
m)i' throat ached, and I was angry when
a loud clapping broke in on us, Tony—
I never knew his other name—had come
along the path and he applauded and
eried “Bravo!” and “Bis!”

Lucy ran back to us, flushed to clove
pink. The man gave her a warm, admir=
ing smile. “You've certainly got some-
thing, kid.” For all his olive skin and
what the hotel called his “foreign looks,”
he spoke like one kind of New Yorker,
as perhaps he was.

Usually Luey was polite but shy with
him, Now she asked eagerly, “Do you
think I can dance?”

He had a thick mouth with upturned
ends, and now its ends turned up more
and more as he looked at her, He told
her, “Dancing ain't half of it.”

Dr. Jones took a step toward Lucy, and
his thin hand clasped hers as it used to
at the hotel. He said, his voice sounding



set and formal, “We will tell my wife
that you are here

“You do that,” said the man. He looked
very amused. Then he took out a match
and began picking his teeth.

Tre talk about Mrs, Jones did not die
down with her departure from the hotel.
She was conspicuous on the beach or at
a café which she and Tony frequented
for afternoon drinks, and Clotilde kept
the ladies of the hotel supplied with
startling facts. The Joneses kept no maid,
only a woman once a week to clean, and
Clotilde weént up to the villa on her free
nights each week to cook dinner for
them.

I heard her tell my aunt that the dnc-
tor did the marketing, like a bonne d
tout faire. “And prepares the breakfast
and brings it to her in bed. Figure you
that, Madame, Then he and the little
mademoiselle eat together in the garden.
Ah, she is gentille, the little one. Like a
flower. A rose opening . . . Quel malheur
to have such a mother!”

“Tiens, tiens!” said my aunt.

Clotilde thumped a pillow. “It is as I
sald, Madame. He is a slave to her. In
terror of losing her

“Oh, come, come,” said my aunt, aban-
doning all that “tiens, tiens,” business,
“He's just a meek-spirited little man
who doesn’t dare call his soul his own.
He must know what she is and hate it,
but he hasn't the pluck to do anything
about it, That’'s what's the matter with
him.”

“He will do something one day. I have
seen his face when she threatened to
leave him.”

“It would be good riddance for him,

. These are your handkerchiefs, Fred-
erick.” My aunt was sorting out the
laundry which had just returned.

As I went out the door Clotilde said,
“And she threatens to take away the
little one.”

“She can't do that," said my aunt.

TuHEN the yacht came. A great many
vachts came to Monte Carlo that summer
and they were nothing in my life but
slim, beautiful, distant objects to gaze at.

This yacht, however, was different. It was |

different because of the fact that Tony
knew the owner.

It happened like this, It was a day like
any other day, all blue and gold with
white balloons of cloud in the sky, and
I came along the beach till T met the
Jones family before the cabafia which
belonged to their villa. I dropped down
beside Lucy, who was stringing shells.
Lili Jones was talking away to the doc-
tor about®something.

I paid no attention till her voice grew
sharp. “I tell vou Tony's a friend of his.
Tony's got plenty of swell friends. And
you can't stick up your nose at this one
—he's all right. He's rich. He's so rich
that Tony says he makes the Rothschilds
look like pikers. Why do you always
have to crab?”

Dr. Jones said mildly, “I only said that
it seemed unlikely that such a person-
age would be interested in meeting us

“Who said he wanted to meet you? I
said that Tony was going to see he met
me.”

Lucy jumped up and ran toward the
water. I wanted to go with her, but I
didn't, I stretched out and laid my face
on my arms. I would lgo in a moment, I
t}‘:;;ught, When it wouldn't be so notice-
able

Lili Jones said angrily, “Yau seem to
think I haven't any S.A. lef

The doctor was silent,

“If I ever had anything decent to show

oft.”

Then silence. Two separate silences,
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| next day.

sullenness and dreariness. I turned my
head to watch Lucy dashing in and out of
the surf. It was heavy surf, and its boom-
ing filled my ears so I didn’t hear the
feet on the sand. I heard Tony's voice,
and then I heard Lili's, very gay and
welcoming,

1 looked around. There was an older
man with Tony, a really old man for his
hair was white under a yachtsman’s cap.
He looked stiff and important, and I knew
he must be Tony’s rich friend, who made
the Rothschilds look like pikers.

Tony. said genially, “And our young
friend, Freddy,” and I scrambled up po-
litely. A pair of cold, sharp eyes exam-
ined and dismissed me, and I sat down
again, Dr. Jones offered his beach chair,
and in a few moments detached himself
from the group. Lili sat in the sand at
the old man's feet, and I could see that
she was very nervous, laughing and
talking a great deal in an anxious-to-

lease way. Her hair was floating about
Eer shoulders, and she kept tossing it
back and twitching at the straps of her
bathing suit. Tony was sitting beside his
rich friend, throwing in a word now and
then when Lili ran down. The old man
did not seem to talk much. I turned and
looked toward the water, toward Lucy.

She was danecing in and out the surf
which was high that day. She had on a
white bathing suit and her legs and arms
were honey color. Sometimes she opened
her arms wide toward the waves, letting
them swirl over her, and sometimes she
ran back, as the blue-green water broke,
and outraced the white smother of foam
about her feet.

She was lost in her play, utterly un-
conscious, It was a sea dance to her, I
knew. There was something about her,
an air of wild and joyous innocence, that
made you feel that at any moment she
might dive into the sea and disappear
forever.

They were all watching her now. The
old man said something and Lili said,
“Yes, that's my kiddie. She's a darling
little thing.”

“Didn’'t I tell you?” said Tony, in an
odd, satisfied voice.

Lucy stopped her play and looked back
over her shoulder, and I ran out to her.
When we came back Tony and the

| stranger were gone, and Mrs, Jones was

talking eagerly to the doctor. She was
very excited.

She and Lucy were to lunch on a yacht
This rich man owned a yacht.
Now maybe he'd believe she knew what
she was talking about when she said
Tony had swell friends. But what was she
going to wear? There wasn't time to get
anything—as if she ever had any money

' to get anything! Lucky the white shark-

skin was back from the cleaner’s, Lucy
could wear her pale blue silk—it didn't
matter if it was a little short . . . And
what sort of hat did you wear on a yacht?
Sort of small and tailored? That wasn't
her type. The big white with the roses
set her off better.

Waer 1 went up to the villa late next
afternoon Dr. Jones was alone, the others
not yet back, He was putting a clock to-
gether, and I watched him for some time.
His thin hands moved surely and dex-
terously. 1 said something about it being
hard to do, and he smiled, in a queer way.
He said, “I've put together more tricky
insides than this.”

I asked, “Were you a surgeon, too?”
and he said, speaking as if he hardly
knew he was speaking, “On the staff of
one of the best hospitals in Chicago.”

I was from a suburb of Chicago, and I
almost said so. I expeet he'd taken it for
granted, if he thought about my back-
ground at all, that I was from Connecticut

where my uncle lived, But the words
never came out. An explosion of recogni-
tion, like a depth charge, went off in-
side me.

I thought: Why, of course! If he came
from Chicago, then he was my mother’s
Dr, Jones. The very doctor who had
brought me into the world. Mother was
convinced that without his skill and de-
votion neither she nor I would have lived.
When I had the accident to my leg she
had said, r:ryin% bitterly, “Oh, if we only
had Dr, Jones!”

She didn't have Dr. Jones then becauss,
just after I was born, he had left his wile
and practice and everything he had
worked so hard for and run off with a
yvoung woman nobody knew anything
about.

It was one of the greatest scandals of
the community. Dr, and Mrs, Jones had
been members of the church that Mother
and Father went to then—this was before
they moved to the suburbs.

I Hap heard the story ever since I could
remember. I was always impressed by
Mother's emotion about it; I had heard
her say to other ladies, “You'll never
make me believe Dr. Jones wasn’t a good
man—even though he did wrong. He was
weak—he yielded to temptation—but he
was good.”

That paradox had interested me, for,
wh%n I did wrong, nobody thought I was
good. E
I had absorbed unconsciously quite a
few bits of the story. Mrs, Jones had
never known there was another woman,
though after the event she remembered
being suspicious of a young woman who
came to the door one evening to see the
doctor. Mrs. Jones—the authentic Mrs.
Jones—had gone to the door herself be-
cause she was seldom able to keep a
maid, and she had seen the young woman
and taken the message that the doctor
was to call Mrs, Delecourt as soon as he
came in,

She thought it “pretty funny” that the
woman had come to the house instead of
telephoning, but she had given the mes-
sage to the doctor when he came and he
rushed right out, saying something about
an emergency, She described the woman
as young and pretty in a showy way,
with a much better fur coat than her own.
She was bitter about the fur coat because
she was convinced that Dr. Jones had
bought it for her. It was with Mrs, Del-
court that he vanished.

The doctor had written, begging his
wife to forgive him and to grant him a
divorce. Mrs, Jones refused. He wrote
again, pleading and entreating, saying
that a child was coming, and Mrs. Jones
read the letter to her friends. Mother
was not one of her intimates, but she
knew someone who had heard the letter
and described it as “pitiful.”

But Mrs, Jones was adamant. She said
a good deal to her friends about the
punishment for sin and the judgments of
God and undoubtedly incorporated her
views into her letter to her husband. So
far as mother knew, she never did give
him a divorce., Nothing more was ever
known of Dr. Jones.

The story was only one of many at the
bottom of my young consclousness, but
it seemed astonishing to me then that I
hadn’t thought of it before, that I had
waited for the word “Chicago” to make
the connection.

1 sat there, not daring to look above
his hands, wondering why he had not
recognized my name, since he had been
at such pains to bring me into the world.
But the name Brown was as usual as
Jones, and he must have brought a great
many babies into the world. Besides, at
the time of my advent, he certainly had



something else very much on his mind.

I figured back. I was sixteen, and Lucy

was en.
Mother had spoken of Dr. Jones as
being a young man, young for a doctor in
his position—was that the young thirties?
He must be in the late forties now . . .
Over fifteen years with Lili Delcourt, |

I was too young to know all that|
meant, but I had some inkling of it. |

He locked across at me after a time.
“What is it, my boy?” |

I felt myself reddening. “Nothing. I
was just—thinking.”

He probably fancied I was thinking of
Lucy for he smiled that kindly smile of
his and went on with his tinkering.

I continued to watch his hands, I
thought how they must miss their true
work. How he must hate this hole-and-
corner existence with a woman he must |
be ashamed of. I wondered what he felt |
for her—and if she was really “in his|
blood” as Clotilde said, or if he felt he
had to stay with her because he had |
“wronged” her and could not marry her. |
She was Luecy's mother. Of course he
had to put up with Luey's mother, |

My THOUGHTS were so full of him that|
night I could scarcely attend to what
was sald at dinner. I was profoundly
thankful that my aunt had undoubtedly
forgotten a story that my mother years
ago must have told or written her, and
even more thankful that I had never
written home anything in particular about
the Jones family. I had said that Lucy
had taught me to dance, and that a nice
doctor had told me a lot about natural
history, and I was making a butterfly
collection. I felt sure my aunt wouldn't |
write any scandal about the hotel. What |
she would write would be the stories of |
past high life that the old former ladies
in waiting retailed,

The next afterncon I was on the beach

again with the three Joneses, and Lili|'

and Lucy poured out the story of the
vacht's splendor. I had never seen Lucy
so excited.

There had been what Lili ealled a love-
ly luncheon with champagne and men in
white to wait on them, and all the time
they had been sailing along the coast.
“Sitting there like millionaires,” said Lili
with her throaty laugh. It had all been
wonderful, simply wonderful, Their host
had been wonderful. “Simply swell,” said
Lili, and this was before “swell” had
any smartness, when it was merely com-
mon, and Lucy said quickly, “It was de-
lightful.”

For once Lili was not resentful, She |
laughed again and said, “Yeah. We got|
to watch our step now, Lucy, if we're
going places.”

Dr. Jones said in a low voice, “That
man has a very bad reputation.”

Lili turned on him sharply. “What do
vou know about his reputation? You
don’t know any of his friends. I don’t see
vou talking to any top bankers and high-
up politicians!” Her sarcasm was terrific.
She said, “You'd better not try to crab|
anything. You know what I can do!”

The doctor was silent. Lucy looked from |
one to the other. She said, in a placating |
voice, "It was lovely, Father—being on
the yacht.”

“Lucy’s had a taste of high life,” said
Lili mocking. Then she said tauntingly
to Lucy, “But if your father's going to
be so fussy, maybe I won't take vou the
next time, Ma?'be the next party will be |
for grownups.’

Lucy said involuntarily, “Oh, no, Moth-
er—"

“You see? Lucy's had a taste of high
life,” Lili repeated with satisfaction. She
told Lucy, consolingly now, “Don’t you
worry. I'll see you have fun. How'd you!
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like to sail all over tive Mediterranean on
that yacht?®"

Lucy looked tormented. She said loyal-

i“ Father comes, too.”
they had forgotten about me.

Then Tony came. He was in bathing
trunks and flung himsed down in the
sand beside Lili. He gave her a slap for
greet and, i play
fully back as she always du{. she rulled
away and told him not to get fresh.

He just laughed. He had an offhand
bantering way with her as i she wasn't
very important to him, but he was al-
ways touching her, or looking at her, and
often he sald things te her under his
breath, as they lay stretched on the sand,
that made her laugh in a soft, teasing,
intimate way.

I didn't pay much atteation for a time.
I lay there looking toward Dr. Jones and
Lucy who had gone off by themselves.
Mrs. Jones and Tony wmurmured back
and forth for quite a while, then suduen-
ly Tony gave a whoop of lnughler ‘1 get
lt‘ You re upstage because you
you've hooked a bigger fish! Girl, you
kill me' You got more ideas about your-
se

He didn't sound offended. Just amused,
Then he got serious. “Put that right out
of your head. He isn’t interested in your
curves, He likes 'em young”

“You go to——"

“You don't 1t me. That's your bait."
He nodded his lack head toward Lucy.

Lily said sharply, “You're crazy!” Then
she said something about “just a kid.”

“Yeah? Well, he likes young girls, He'll
give them everything their little hea:ts
desire—if they hke him. The sky's the
limit. While it lasts.”

In my inexperience I thought he was
explaining to Lili that his rich friend
wasn't interested in showy ladies but had
a fatherly sort of love for young girls.
That seemed to me all right. Probably he
hadn’t any children of his own. I wasn’t
auch s {ool, though, that I failed to see
that Tony felt this was something to be
turned to agvantage.

Hip low voice was urgent now. I heard
“chance in 2 million,” and “play your
cards right,” and “she’d have a grand
time,"” and things like that. I didn't hear
what Llli said. Once Tony sounded angry.
He suid, "Oh, no, you don’t! Try that
one, and I'll blow it all to hits. I know
how. I've been useful to him before . .
You can’t handle this alone. So you can
make up your m)nd to come right back
and be sweet to me."”

That was the last thing I heard. Dr.
Jones and Lucy had wandered off and
presently, disappointed at not being with
them, | picked myself up and went back
to the hotel.

The next day I went on a motor trip
along The Corniche with my uncle and
aunt. It was very scenic, but I felt any-
thing a waste that did not include Lucy.
1 imagined she was on one of the yachts
lazing along the water and that we were
looking across to each other through the
blue distance.

Txen it stormed, and my aunt wouldn’t
let me go out. The rain fell in torrents.
I remember how the bougainvillea lashed
back and forth across my window in the
gale. I thought that day wouid never end.
I made up my mind to go out the next
day no matter what happened.

The next day the gale hag abated, but
it s8]) rained. I announced that I liked %o
walk in the rain, but my aunt said the
art clase was being held indoors that
morning. I went to my roem to get ray
pamtmg things, wondering if there was a

Lucy’s ing to the class. If
not, I decided to walk out on it.

Then I heard Clotilde’s voice carrying
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through the half-open door between the
rooma. “She is leaving him, Madame!
Leaving him for that piece of—for that
other one, They are to motor off tomor-
row, as soon as the little one is able—
she has an upset of the stomach now.

My aunt was scandalized enough to
satisfy even Clotilde’s pa<tion for giving
a thrill. “How dreadful! You ntean that
she—she's actually going off—-"

"Tomorrow In the automobile.”

“But—not to wait for a divorce!”

Ciotilde said drily, “Do not imagine
that friend of hers contemplates marriage,
Ma Jame.”

"Then she's just—just—"

"Exactement.”

“How dreadful!” said my aunt again,
;;H!,l;" poor husband. You say she told

im?

“That I can assure you ... With these
ears ! heard, While I was doing the oishes
. They were together, the three of them,
and she told him just as you tell someone
you are giving up a room in a hotel. that
she was going away with her friend. She
said she had a chance now to get some-
thing for herself. that she was sick and
tired of the kind of living the doctor gave
her. and sick and tire:l of him."

“Good grief! ... And what did he say?"

" At firet nothing, Madame. He gat turned
to stone. Then—oh, there was talk he-
tween them, and he began begging her—
his voice was enoughto break your heart,
Lucy, that peor little one, was sobbing
out Joud Fmally she ran up the stajrs
and into her room, and you could hear
her sobbing there. The doctor went up,
but he could not quiet her. and then he
came down and talked to her again. But
it was no use. I heard her say, ‘I'm going
and Lucy’s going and you can’t stop us.’ I
heard it. Madame.”

My aunt cried, “Lucy’s going?”

“That is what she said.”

“But she can’tdo that! A father has the
right . . If she’s running away from her
home she can't take her child.

Clotilde said vaguely, “Well —les Amer-
{ceaina!” As if eloping with your child
might be ene of our customs. Then she
said vigorously again, "It is as I ssid,
Madame. She can do anything with him,
even now. Deprive him of his child—any-
thing He is her slave.”

“} never heard ef such & thing in my
life,” said my aunt.

“l went up this morning—I had left a
dish. The littie one was in bed. Naturally
the emotion had made her ill. But the
plan is unchanged. Her maman”—with

ibable t—"‘was in the room
packing her daughtets dresces.”

My aunt said feebly, “Maybe she thinks
that with a child it lools more—more .

I could think of nothing but the awful
fact that Lucy was to be taken away the
next day. I had known our time together
would not last forever. but this abiupt-
ness was daztng. I went downstairs,
avoiding the art class, and hid myself in
a corner of the reading room. with a book
in my hands.

I really wanted to rush right to the
villa, but what common sense I had told
me that if Lucy was in bed I couldn’t see
her, and I had bhetter wait. I also had a
feeling that Lili Jones might be out by
afternoon. and I did not want to see Lili
Jones,

At any rate I waited till afterncon. The
rain had stopped, but the day was ng;
as my thoughte. I trudged up the pa
to the villa, and went along the garden
walk through the drip-drip of the leaves.
The cleaning waman was iDg some-
thing at the side door, and I went in that
way. She told me in French that the doc-
tor was in the front room,

He was sitting there, not working at a
table or a desk. but just sitting. He was

quite thin, but now be locked shrunken.
His face was so sad that the ache in me
deepened with painful pity for him.

I said awkwardly, “Where's Lucy?"

"Upstairs ... In bed . he’s had an
]upiet His voice sounded the way he
00

1 asked, “Is she very sick?”

“Oh, no. Just a stomach upset. She—
she overdid . . . I'll fix her a little soup
when she wakes up.”

I sat down. He did not say anything
more, and I did not know what to say. I
wanted terribly to say something that
would be of comfort to him, but what
could you say to a man whose wife—
one he had thought of as his wife—was
going to leave him? And going to take
away their daughter .

There was a clock—the clock he had
repaired— loudly in the room
That ticking and an occasional noise from
the back of the house were the only
sounds. At last 1 got the courage to
speak. I thought he might feel better if
he knew there was some real reason for
Lili's %omg, something besides her being
sick of him.

It was very hard to put the words to-
gether, but I made an earnest stab at it.
“It isn't just that she wants to go 80
much,” I got out. My voice had been
changing, and it croaked badly now.

He looked at me as if he had forgotten
I was there and had no idea what I was
tutking about, and I said desperatel{
"Mys, Jones, I mean. She isn't really
erazy about Tony—she sounded sort of
mad at him. But if she doesn®t do what
he wants, he wen’t help her about Lucy.”

“Help her? he said, his thoughts seem-
ing to come back confusedly from far
away.

“Its Tony's friend,” I explained. “That
one who has the yacht He likes young
girls. Tony said so. He can give Lucy
about anything in the world, and Mrs
Jones wants her to have things. And
Tony told her she could not fix it by
hergelf.”

There was a dead silence. Then, “Say
that agsm, said the doctor harshly.

I said it again. I tried to think exactly
what Tony had said. I repeated, "He'll
give them everything their little hea:ts
desu’& if they like him. The skys the
limit.” I didn’t add, “While it lasts,” be-
cause I didn't want him to worty about
that, and it was inconceivable that any
one could stop being fond of Lucy.

I told him, “He said Lucy would have
a grand life. I kaow Lucy wants dancing
lessons 3o she can dance in ballet .

I guese Tony's friend hazn’t got any chil-
dlx;e]n of his own--and he's wanted a
g —

"God!" said the docser. “Oh. my God!"

The horror in his voice was frightenin,

1 saw I had made everything woree, ?t
darted through my mind that he was
thinking the rich old man would want
to be a father to Lucy and not let her
own father see her. That was worse than
her just being with Lili and Tony. Tony
would never want to be like a father.

"How do you know these things?" said
the doctor in the same frightening voice,
and I told him I'd overheard them, that
I hadn't meant to overhear, but it just
happened.

For a long time, it seemed to me. he
sat stacing ahead of him. Hxs face was a
queer color,

Then he said, speabng wllh slow em-
phasis, as if forced to accoun
to my ignorance, "That man is a very
man. He is—al able.”

1 did not understand the extremity of
the horror. My hinmaturity, the innocence
of my own thought of Lucy, kept me
from reallzation. I understood only that
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the old man who was to be Lucy’s bene-
factor was hateful and mysteriously
wicked. I thought of him instinctively as
cruel. And I knew Tony and Lili would
not protect Lucy from his cruelty—not
with their eagerness for money.

I said anxiously, “Don’t let her go!
Stop her from going.”

“1 am helpless . . .
rights.”

Later I understood that when a man
is not married to the mother of his child,
the mother has the right te the child.
Lster I understood many things. I under-
stood that the doctor had been tied to
Lili, not that preposterous passion
Clotilde had talked about but by his love
for his child; he had been helpless in the
grip of a situation he, himse I, had brought
about. At the time I simply ached with
sorrow for him.

He did not seem to realize how much
he had said, or if he did, he felt it did
not matter. We sat there in silence. I was
thinking my dazed. bewildered thoughts,
sometimes of him, sometimes of Lucy.
feeling miserably unhapp,

@®f what he felt I dy only implica-
tions, but I know now that he was a
man Jooking into ruin, the ruin of his
cearly loved child whom he was power-
less to protect The long years of his
helpless endurance had been in vain. By
his old act of folly he had come to this.
The face of dead infatuation must have
mocked him,

1 said nmldly, ‘I wish that I could do
something.”

He leoked at me as if he bad forgotten
again that I was there. He continued to
look at me a moment. Then he said in a
surprisingly everyday voice, "Why, you
can, I think. Yes, you can. You might
go get Lucy a box of candy.”

He thought about it a moment more.
“Yes, that would be just the thing. To
tempt her to eat. How would it be if you
went down to the shop now and brought
her a box of candy?”

I stood up. Il] go right off” 1 had
money with me. My aunt had given me
my allowance the day before.

“q think I would get her chocolates.”
said Dr. Jones. ‘‘Preferably those with
liquid insides—you know the ones. With
ligueur in them. She is very fond of
those.”

They cost more than the others, but 1
would not count the cost. I .said eagerly,
“Yes, sir.’

“That would please her. That would
tempt her to eat. To have you bring her
something—something that you got for
her yourself.”

Suddenly he smiled at me. and I had
never seen him smile like that. It had a
suggestion of archness. He said, “We
won't say that I suggested it.”

"No, sir,” 1 said.

He stood up and walked with me to the
front door. El'hey come in colored pa-
pers, dont they? Silver paper and gold?
I'd get several kinds. I think. The bright
colors look pretty together. And have
them put in a box. That looks more
tempting than in a bag.”

My allowance was not very large and
these choeolates were expensive, but I
felt sure I could manage a box.

His hand on my shoulder held me a
moment more. “And have it wrapped. Be
sure to have it wrapped. Nice shiny pa-
per. That looks more like a present.
doesn’t it?”

1 said, “Yes, sir,” again.

He gave my shoulder a little push.
“Don’t lose time, my boy. Be as Quick as
you can,”

Legally, I have no

I rav all the way down the steep path
to the nearest shop in the row that
catered to the near-by hotels, and I

iCked out from the big glass case three
inds of chocolates, in red paper and in
siwver and in gold, and had them put in a
gold-colored box and wrapped in white
paper with a red ribbon. I was proud of
that present. I hurried back as quickly as
I could though my leg was bethering me,
and I limped.

The doctor had the front door open for

“Good.” he said at sight of me, and
took the box and put it under his arm, I
was disappointed because I bad hoped
to give it to Lucy myself.

I asked, “Is she still sleeping®” and he
said, “T'll see.”

He did not go upstairs but went into a
back room where he slept. I knew there
were back stairs up from the kitchen,
and I supposed he had gone that way. In
a little time be came back, with the box,
shll wrapped, under his arm.

He gave it back %o me. “You might put
it on the table. So it will catch her eye
the Brst thing when she comes down.”

1 put it en the table, then sat cdown
and waited. The gray day was brighten-
ing, and a ray of late sunshine came
through the window. Presently Dr. Jones
said, “Perhaps you had better unwrap it.
The sight of the gold box—that might be
more tempting than the paper.”

1 thought he changed his mind a lot.
It did not occur to me to wonder how he
knew the color of the box.

1 opened the stilf white paper placing
the box very exactly in its center, I
hoped Lucy would like it. She used to
exclaim over the chocolates when I
brought them in a bag [ wished she
would wake up and come down.

THE iron gate clanged. and I looked
out and saw Mrs. Jones walking up the
path. The doctor bad left the front door
open when I came in and she walked
nght into the room.

‘Hello!” she said good-humoredly, with
an air of amusement at the two of us
sitting there. She was very self-possessed
and gay. *You Jook like two stuffed owls,”
she said.

“Frederick brought Lucy some choco-
lates,” said Dr. Jones.

He speke very pleasantly. I was sur-
prised that he was so controlled and mat-
ter of fact. “Her favorites, with liqueur
in them”

“My favorites, too,” said Lili. She wan-
dered over to the box and took off the
lid, looking down at the assortment.

1 thought she was admiring it, and I
was horrifed when she picked a piece
up and ®egan to peel off the brlght gold
paper. "I always go for these she said.

“Curacao, aren’'t they?” I wanted to
shout at her that these were Lucy's
chocolates and she was spoiling my pres-
ent. but I had been brought up not to be
rude, so I sat helplessly, watching her
bright red nails scrape the last bit of
glistening color from the chocolate.

She popped it into her mouth. She said,
“That's not so good,” and picked up an-
other. She glanced at me. and I must
have looked Jistressed for she laughed in
my face. Deliberately she picked out the
biggest gold one in the center and ate
that. Then she took a red one. I was
watching indignantly.

“Lucy can’t eat them—she's been sick
to her stomach,” she said.

The doctor said apologetically. “Well,
I thoncht—a little later . ." Then he
said, “But perhaps . . .”

I would never have dreamed he would
have been inconsiderate but now, to my
consternation, he too despoiled my box‘z
He said. “I think I'll have one myself
and when his wife—for it was impossible
not to think of her as his wife—held out
the box he chose one with exact care. To
my relief it was a silver one. The silver

was less eye-catching than the red and
gold.

He looked toward me. “Have one?"” he
said casually, as i it was thinkable that
I would sit eating the chocolates I had
brought for Lucy. He made a motion to
select one for me, but I shook my head.
1 was hurt and angry.

“Well, I've got to get along,” said Mrs.
Jones. She gave the doctor much the
same defiant so-what smile that she had
given me when she ate my chocolates.
“Big party on tomght

“Yes, you told me

She took another gold-wrapped piece
from the box he had put back on the
table and ate it as she walked toward
the door. Then she looked back at him.
and there was a stifening in her as
if now she expected opposition. "“Think
the kid will be all right to travel to-
morrow?”

“De you think you will be ready by
then?” he asked mildly.

“Ready"" She laughed. “Believe me.
we're not taking much. I got nearly
everything packed this morning. And we
don’t plan to get off till noon.’

He made no comment or objection, and
she gave him a sharply exammmg glance
Then, as if satisfied, she said, “Toodle-o0."
with affected gaiety and went upstairs.

The doctor gave a heavy sigh. He sat
quite still a moment. Then, in a preoccu-
pied way, he took up the candy box
again, picked out a few more bright ones
and put the cover back on the box. By
now I didn’t care. I felt that he was so
upset he didn't suite imow what he was
doing but was trying to act natural.

I caught up my cap. “T guess Lucy isn't
going to wake up.”

“lI wish youd wait.” saxd the doctor. “1
really wish you'd wait.”

He spoke so seriously that I sat down
again. I looked surreptitiously at my
wrist watch and fgured I had plenty of
time. I did not have to change for dinner
since I had put on a clean shirt before
ceming here.

Now the docter began to talk as if
trying to entertain me He told me about
some of the birds on the Riviera, and then
he switched to toads and went into a.long
story about the Surinam toad which
hatches its eggs in pockets on its back.

Even in depressed mood I was in-
terested in nsfvlat toad. The eggs are car-
ried on the back of the mother, and the
skin thickens and grows around the eggs
until each is enclosed in a little pocket.
The eggs develop completely within these
pockets, and when they are ready, the
young hop eut in perfect condition.

‘Cunous are the arrangements of na-
ture.” said the doctor with a wan smile.

All the time he talked I had been hear-
ing steps overhead and hoping that Lili
would make some noise that would wake
Lucy up.

The cleaning woman came in then,
and Dr. Jones paid her, counting out the
francs carefully. 1 knew enough French
to understand when she said. with as-
sumed innocence, “Is it that madame will
not require me the next week?”

He considered. “You will be required,
as usual.”

Now Mrs. Jones was coming downstairs,
her heels tap- tappmg on the bare boards
1 got up nervously. “I've really got to go.”

“I'll walk a bit with you,” he said.

He did not turn back at the gate but
continued on down the path with me, We
could hear the big gray car coming, and
once, when the path cut across a stretch
of the zigzag road, we saw it making one
of the sharp turns.

Dr. Jones kept speaking of things along
the way. I thought he was trying to take
bis mind off his troubles so I pretended
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to be interested, but all I wanted now was
to escape from all this awfulness,

There was a big rock by the path with
a piece broken off and he stopped by that
and said, “See those striations, Frederick?

| They mean . .." And he told me what

they meant, but I could see that he was
listening to something beside the sound
of his own wvoice, and, sure enough, as
soon as we heard the car returning, he
turned to go back.

But before he went he said, “Don't for-
get this rock, Frederick. Come back and
study it. Don't forget where it is,” and I
said, “No, sir, I won't forget.”

Later—it was a long, strange day later—
when the Frenchman with the pince-nez
and the small beard asked me how far
down the path Dr. Jones had gone with
me I said, “To the big rock. More than
halfway down, He was telling me about
its striations.”

The Frenchman locked toward the
other man, a tall middle-aged English-
man, “You see? There could have been
no time after the return. It must be as
he said, that she had already gone.”

The Englishman said, “But that’s
not ”

“We will examine everything. With sys-
tem.” The Frenchman spoke very slowly,
checking off each item on his fingers.
“First, the dinner the night before.”

“That’'s not important. The time ele-
ment—"

“Let us be sure. Everything is of im-
portance, my friend. We must lock at
that dinner before we dismiss it. Now
that dinner was prepared by the maid
Clotilde, a reliable character, and she
states that madame did not partake of the
dinner, that she did not return to the
house until the husband and the daughter
had dined. By that time the remains of
the food were back in the kitchen. The
hushand and wife went immediately into
a conversation . , . That disposes of the
dinner, does it not? We may dismiss it?"

The other nodded. The Frenchman held
up another finger. “Now the time after
dinner. That was occupied with the quar-
rel. Neither madame nor her hushand
entered the kitchen., The maid, Clotilde,
was there until they had retired.”

“I am not interested in the evening
before. The time element—"

“Exactly, But by disposing of the im-
possible we come to the possible. Now
the déjeuner. The breakfast. It was the
husband's custom to prepare his wifes
déjeuner, but on this morning, with the
difficulty between them, he ignored it.
Madame Gion, who cleans the little estab-
lishment, relates that Madame Jones
called down to her to prepare the coffee
and bring it up. This annoyed Madame
Gion as it was no part of her task, but
she complied. The hushand had no access
to the tray. He had prepared himself
some coffee and consumed it downstairs.
He explained to Madame Gion that his
daughter was asleep, that she had been
malade in the night . . . We have since
learned that this was no true illness, but
an affair of the nerves. That is correct?”

The other nodded in a bored way.

The Frenchman continued, “Now we
have again the evidence of the maid
Clotilde who came in to recover a dish
which she had brought from the hotel
the night before, At this time, madame,
in negligee, was packing her baggage. She
was in the room of the daughter, and
monsieur was downstairs, Madame de-
manded of Clotilde that she take down
the tray that Madame Gion had brought
up, and Clotilde complied. At that mo-
ment, in the kitchen, monsieur was pre-

aring the juice of orange and the toast

or the daughter. He took that upstairs
himself, It is quite understandahble that

he should have given the daughter some-
thing to make her sleep, as he has told
us. She was in need of rest.”

The Englishman lighted a cigarette and
mutely offered one to the Frenchman who
gestured a negation.

“In the hall, upstairs, he encountered
his wife. She said some things to him, but
he made no reply and came downstairs
quickly. The women below listened. Nat-
urally they listened. It was raining so he
did not go out, but he went into the salon,
and Madame Gion says that he did not
go upstairs again until after his wife had
departed. She left before noon, for an
engagement for luncheon, At the door she
called to him, saying that she would not
be at home for the dinner that evening.
Madame Gion does not well understand
English, but she certifies that madame
made some such speech to which there
was no reply. Madame's luncheon was
with her friend, at a reputable café, and
they partook of the same dishes, I think
we may disregard the luncheon—yes?
And you agree that, for the husband,
there has been yet no opportunity?”

“Oh, quite. But it’s the—"

“I am coming to that. Attend! Madame
did not return until late afterncon when
this young gentleman here,” he smiled
with sudden playfulness at me, “was in
the house. That is correct, iz it not?” he
asked me. “You were in the house with
Doctor Jones when Madame Jones ar-
rived?”

I said, “Yes, sir.”

“And the husbhand was not alone with
her?”

“No, sir.”

“And you were together, in the same
room, all the time?”

“Yes, sir, All the time.”

“I understand that Madame entered and
partook of some chocolates that you had
brought?”

“For Lucy,” I explained.

“Exactly. For the little mademoiselle.
Bien . . . And you had bought the choco=-
lates—where?"”

I told ‘him the shop. He asked, “The
box was wrapped?”

I said, “Yes, sir.”

“And it was wrapped when madame
entered and partook of the contents?”

“No, I'd taken off the paper.”

“Ah! You, yourself?”

“Yes,” 1 said, remembering. “I put it
on the table.”

“Did the Doctor Jones then pick up the
box and examine it?"”

“Why no.”

“You are quite sure?”

“He was sitting across the room."”

I sam nothing about the time the
wrapped box had gone in and out of the
room under doetor’s arm. Perhaps I
did not think of it then.

The Frenchman prompted gently, “And
then?”

“Then Mrs. Jones came in.”

“And she opened it? Will you describe
what she did?"

“She took the cover off and ate some.”

“Did you also partake?”

1 shook my head.

“The husband—did he partake?”

“Yes, he took some.”

“As many as madame?”

I thought of the way he'd picked out
those last bright ones. I hadn't seen him
eat them, but I supposed he had. I said,
“He took as many as she did.”

The Frenchman said, “Ha!” and looked
triumphantly at the Englishman. “You
see, doctor?”

Then he asked me, “What happened
then?"

I thought back. “Mrs. Jones went up-
stairs. 1 stayed awhile.” Since more
seemed expected of me, I added, “He was



talking to me, so I stayed on for awhile.”

“And on what subject was he talking?”

“He talked about birds. He liked to talk
about birds. And he talked about the
habits of toads,”

That seemed to astonish the French-
man. He turned toward the Englishman
with a gesture of his gloved hands,

“Incroyable! The man is being aban-
doned by his wife—and he talks to a
young boy about the habits of toads!™

For the first time the Englishman asked
a question. “When Mrs. Jones was in the
room how did her husband act toward
her?”

“He was all right. He was very nice.”

“Do you recall anything that passed
between them? The words, you know?”

1 zaid painfully, “She asked if Luey
would be well enough to go next day and
he asked if she thought she could get
packed by then. She said she could.”

“Incroyable!” said the Frenchmnn He
took hold of the questioning again. “Did
monsieur go upstairs before madame left
the house?”

“No, sir.”

“He was wlth you all the time?

“Yes, sir.’
“In conversation about the birds and
toads?”

1 repeated, “Yes, sir,” uncomfortably.

“And you left together?”

“Yes, sir. Just as Mrs. Jones was com-
ing down.”

Again Pince-nez flashed that trium-
phant look toward the English doctor.
“¥ou see? They walked to the rock to-
gether, We have come to the rock again . ..
There was no opportunity.”

The other was silent, and there was
something stubborn in his silence against
which the Frenchman strove.

He said very seriously, “We both wish
to arrive at the truth. But by two dif-
ferent roads. Since our métiers are differ-
ent. For you it is the medical exploration,
What, you wish to know, occasioned the
death? Was it brought on by accident or
mtcnt" You have certam suspicions——"

“The symptoms—""

“The symptoms occasion your sus-
picions. Exactly. You do not understand.
There is nothing that you can identify
with assurance but you do not, as you
say, ‘like the look of things’ The seizure
has been too violent and the death too
sudden. So you wish to explore before
you sign the :ert1ﬁcute

“It is my duty

“Let us consider the circumstances.
Madame is taken with a seizure while
upon the yacht, in the midst of a most
festive evening. She gives evidence of
severe colie, of internal disorder. Since
she had been imbibing freely her condi-
tion was not considered so remarkable.
We can assume, perhaps, that the others
had been imbibing as well.
placed in a stateroom and given seda-
tives, Apparently she slept. The yacht re-
turned to its anchorage. In the morning
madame was discovered unconscious, and
vou were called. You pronounced her
condition as coma. Almost immediately
she died.”

The Englishman nodded, with an air of
resigning himself to hearing the thing
through.

“Now you are disturbed by the vio-
lence of the symptoms which indicate no
ordinary colie, You can recognize no evi-
dence of the poison most frequently re-
sorted to, so you wish to explore—to have
a post-mortem——"

“A post-mortem would tell us—="

“It will tell vou whether she died from
natural causes—an accident of the cuisine,
shall we say?—or from intent. Now if
you discover it was from somet};mg ad-
ministered with intent you arrive at the
question: Who accomplished this? Who
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| the back, “Professor Imbelden,”

had the motive? And the opportunity.
That is the situation which confronts us
then, is it not?”

Again a nod.

“Now with me, I proceed on the road
of logic. I assume the situation which I
have just described. We are aware that
a motive exists. Also that the husband
possesses the knowledge and the skill to
prepare something out of the ordinary.
I am acquainted with the ability of the
hypodermic needle to insert poison into
the most innocent-appearing article of
food. So I examine the opportunity, That
is logical, is it not?”

A mute nod confirmed the logic.

“And we find no opportunity. ¥You ad-
mit that?”

“I admit it does not look—-"

“The chocolates give the only occasion
for suspicion. But the chocolates are pur-
;hased by this young boy, unwrapped by

im—

“Yes, Yes. But all this,”
lishman irritably,
wrong way.”

“No, the right way. The right way for
this case, my friend. By logic, by exam-
ination, we have excluded the husband
from our suspicion. And that, I think,
disposes of all suspicion of what you call
‘foul play.’ For no suspicion can attach
to anyone upon the yacht, unless"—his
smile grew briefly playful—"the friend of
Madame Jones had alreadv regretted his
indiscreet proposals to her.”

He grew serious again. “Now let us con-
sider the party on the yacht. There were
six persons present. The host. His captain.
His secretary and a young lady friend of
the secretary—of a certain type. Madame
Jones and her friend, also of a certain
type. A party of relaxation. Now, since
we have excluded the possibility that
poison could have been given by intent,
it becomes evident that the poisoning was
a disaster of the cuisine, An accident. The
same menu was served to all but not,
naturally, the same lobster, the same
mushroom. A false mushroom is danger-
ous. You recall the Englishwoman who
would have died from muscarine if you
had not been at hand to give her atropme

“I don’t think she'd have died—-"

“Certainly she would have died. You
are too modest. Didn't Czar Alexis die
from the amanita musearia and the Count
de Vecchi, in Washington? So did many
French soldiers who ate of it in Russia.
The symptoms are those ascribed to
Madame Jones. A false mushroom can be
of utmost danger.”

“We ought to know—"

“Why should we know which mush-
room? Or what fish? Or what internal
disorder? It is enough that the affair was
an accident. It is not pleasant to the
owner of that vacht that there was a
death upon it. To call attention to it by

said the Eng-
“is going about it the

a post-mortem would be to create a
situation of the utmost embarrassment.
Seized upon by the journals of sensation.
Even when the findings are of the most
innocent the gossip remains, We must
consider, We must consider the feelings
of the owner of that yacht. He is of im-
portance.”

The official paused, to let that sink in,

“We must consider, also,” he said, even
more seriously, “the situation of Monte
Carlo. We are sensitive about our repu-
tation. You are aware of our policy in
regard to the suicides. We do not publi-
cize them. We prefer to consider their
condition is due to heart trouble. Now,
as to this case—it would be most un-
fortunate if tourists were to feel that our
cuisine held any danger. That is some-
thing to think about.”

Apparently the doctor thought about it,
for he did not speak for some moments.
Then he said, “Nevertheless . ., .” but he
said it indecisively.

Pince-nez seized upon the word. “Nev-
ertheless, as you say, if suspicion of in-
tent existed, I, myself, would counsel
action. But since we have examined the
case and discovered no opportunity, we
would be imprudent to create a scandal
about a woman of no importance.”
~ He waited a moment then said gently,
“Already there has been embarrassment.
It is regrettable that a seizure tock place
on such a vacht. But if it were a sudden
colic—complicated, perhaps, by a weak-
ness of the heart?"”

After a .hought[ul mterval the nther
said slowly, “I dare say you're right .

T was at the station the evening that Dr,
Jones and Lucy went away. They went
the day after the funeral, which was a
private one. Clotilde and Madame Gion
came to the station, too. Lucy and I went
off by ourselves and sat down on a bench,
and for the first time, we held hands. We
did not talk. There was nothing to say.
Thés was parting and a coming-to-the-

She had no address for me to write
to; I gave her mine, but no word from
her ever reached me.

Just before the train left I got up and
drew Dr. Jones aside. I tried to keep my
voice from trembling, but I was not far
from tears. “You'll take care of her,” 1
said, “won’t you?”

The train's whistle gave a warning fal-
setto squeak. Dr. Jones looked directly
at me, "Luey will have a safe and happy
life,”” he said. “We've seen to that.” There
was sadness in his face, the sadness of
long-accepted ironies, but there was, too,
the wry humor that appreciated the iron-
ies. That same humor was in his voice
for the last words he ever spoke to me.
“You and I—Frederick—you and I .. .”

THE END
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impression that that explains everything,”
Imbelden said finally, “you’re mistaken.”

“Roland MacIntyre, liberal arts, forty-
one, I took your course in Roman Cul-
ture.”

“Well,” Imbelden said, “good for you.”

“Y¥ou still don't place me,” Maclntyre
said. He shrugged. “It's just as well. As
a matter of fact, it's probably a damn
good thing” He swung a chair around
and straddled it, locking his arms across
he said,
“could you use a disciple?”

“A what?”

“A disciple. A protégé.” MacIntyre dug

in his pocket and laid a white card on the
desk. "To put it simply, Professor—I want
to be just like you.

There was a faint edge of mockery in
the words. On the card MacIntyre had
listed five courses—Greek, two in Latin
composition, one in Attic Civilization, and
a seminar,

Imbelden blinked at it, surprised. “You
mean you intend to do graduate study in
this department?”

“That's it, Professor.”

“With what objective in mind?"

“Teaching. I want to purvey to the
young the glory that was Greece and the



grandeur that was Rome. For a living.”

Imbelden was a little bewildered. “But,
damnit, I don't—did you major in this de-
partment?”

“I majored in everything as an under-
graduate,” MacIntyre said. “I majored in
liberal arts, I majored in football and de-
bate and student activities and campus
politics and dance managing and the
editing of humor magazines. I lived the
].Tll z e‘l)

“Then why the sudden interest in a
fieldas.,.as...”

“As stodgy as classical languages?” The
young man grinned. “It's a long story
Professor; I wouldn’t want to go into it.’

“Scholarly was the word I had in
mind,” Imbelden said stiffly.

“There’s a thing I want to know,” Mac-
Intyre said. “One thing. If I take a mas-
ter's degree, maybe a Ph. D., could I
make a living teaching this stuff?”

“If you work at it, I suppose so,” Im-
belden said. “The field isn't exactly
crowded, you know, If you do intend to
do serious, advanced work, you'll be our
first candidate in three years.,” He snort-
ed. “Higher education seems to feel that
it is above and beyond the foundations
upon which it was built.”

“Good, good!” MacIntyre said. He ap-
plauded. “Same old Protessor Imbelden.”

“That's right,” Imbelden shot back. “I
dislike impudence as much as ever. You
might remember it.”

The young man leaned forward and |

hooked his arms around the chair again.
“I'm not being impudent,” he said guiet-

ly. “I mean it. This may sound funny as|

hell to you, Professor, but you meant a

lot to me. Well, maybe not you as a man |

—I hardly knew youw 1 dozed through
Roman Culture; it was dull.”

“Doubtlessly,” Imbelden said. “But I
doubt if it's very good policy to tell me
to my face.”

“What you stood for, that was it, I've
thought about that a lot during the past
four years, When I get out of this, I used
to tell myself, I'm going to be like Im-
belden, I'm going to have a warm little
world with books on all sides and a bust
of Cicero, and what goes on outside—
none of my business, None of my busi-
ness at all.”

“I don’t even know what you're talking
about,” Imbelden said.

The phone on his desk rang, a wild

and furious sound in the narrow, high-

walled room. They both jumped.

“The invention of the devil,” Imbelden
growled, putting the receiver to his ear.
“Hello!” he roared.

“Professor O'Hara told me to call you
to remind you of the meeting of the Ad-
visory Council on Publications,” an im-
personal secretarial voice said.

“All right,” Imbelden said.

“You'll be there?”

“Yes,” Imbelden said,

“That's in fifteen minutes,” the woice

said.

Imbelden banged the phone back in its
cradle. “The man who invented the fe-
male secretary,” he said, “should have
been strung up by his thumbs. I have to
go to some damn meeting.”

Maelntyre stood up. “I just thought I'd
come around and introduce myself,” he
said. “We'll have lots of time for de-
tails.” He started for the door.

“Young man,” Imbelden announced, “I
don't like you.™

MacIntyre grinned over his shoulder.

“You're preposterous,” Imbelden said.

MacIntyre pushed the door open and
touched his finger tips to his forehead for
good-hy,

|
“But come to dinner, anyway,” Imbel- |

den said.
o

“Six o'clock, You know where the house |
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is. Six o'clock, and heaven help you if
you're late.”

“At your——"

“There’s a draft,” Imbelden said. “Close
the door.”

Tue meerivG of the Advisory Council on
Publications was held, of course, in the
main hall of the Assembly, In the sixty-
odd years of itz life the university had
grown enormously, but the old Assembly
remained at the center of things, physical=
ly and spiritually. Now it houses the ad-
ministrative offices—the chancellor, the
dean of men and dean of women, the
business offices, and the alumni organiza=
tion. The building is kept in careful, im-
maculate repair; there is, in its halls, a
faint but constant odor of wax and new
varnish. Most faculty committee meet-
ings of any importance, such as the one
which Henry Imbelden was attending, are
held in the main chamber,

Imbelden was early for the meeting, a
remarkable thing for him. O'Hara (Pro-
fessor of English, Shakespearean scholar,
and head of the Advisory Committee on
Publications) was there, along with a
small man whom Imbelden remembered
vaguely as a member of the History De-
partment. Imbelden didn’t like O'Hara,
and he didn't know the other man, so
he made no attempt at conversation. He
sat down, impatiently crossed his feet
and leaned back in the chair. As he
reached in his pocket for his cigarette
case, he remembered that smoking was
forbidden in the Assembly. O'Hara smiled
at him but said nothing. Imbelden pushed
back his chair, got up, and wandered
over to the window,

He was not aware that anyone else had
entered the room until the young woman
spoke to him. She was standing so close
behind him and spoke so softly that he
jumped in surprise.

“Listen, Prof,” she said, “just make
sure nobody leads you by the nose. Just
think it over before you commit your-
self; that's all I ask.”

“What?”

“You're my last chance. We're either
going to understand each other immedi-
ately, or we aren't going to understand
each other at all. The rest of this bunch
is here to cut my throat” She glanced
toward O'Hara, *“Torquemada and his
stooges,” she said.

“What are you talking about?” Im-
belden said.

“Torquemada was the chief inguisitor
of the Spanish Inquisition,” the young
woman said. She smiled at him, “I sup-
posed you knew.”

“I know who Torquemada is,” Imbelden
said, raising his voice irritably, “but I'm
damned if I know who you are or what
you're talking about.”

“They came here to fire me. I stepped
on toes. Didn't you hear about it? I
wrote that editorial in the Blazer.”

Imbelden was vaguely aware that the
Blazer was the campus newspaper; it
was under his office door every morning,
but it went directly to the wastebasket.

| Imbelden hadn't locked at a copy in
| fifteen vears,

“Haven't the faintest idea what you're
talking about,” he snapped.

“You see? That's why they put people
like you on these committees. A bunch of
fuddy-duddies and one hot-shot as chair-
man. You believe in the freedom of the
press, don't you?”

“Professor Imbelden,” O'Hara said from
the head of the table, “it appears that
we're ready to begin.”

The girl laid a hand on Imbelden's
shoulder. “You know wyourself,” she said,
“that academic freedom is shot to hell on
this campus. Is the press to be muzzled
next?”

O'Hara rapped the table lightly with
round, soft hand. “Professor Imbelden—"
he said.

The old man moved around the girl
and ambled across the room. He sat at
the far end of the table from O'Hara,
with three empty chairs between him and
his nearest colleague, He smoothed his
mustache with a knuckle and leaned back
in his chair. He was a little irritated.

O'Hara signaled the young woman to
the chair next to his own. He was almost
ingratiatingly polite about it; he seated
her himself, standing behind the chair
and sliding it forward. He even said
something in her ear, but the young
woman paid no attention. She was look-
ing, in what she apparently considered
an appealing fashion, at Imbelden. Im-
belden snorted and looked at the eeiling.

Professor O'Hara told the committee
that he was sure they must be aware of
the importance of the meeting, of the
serious nature of the misconduct of the
young woman (he identified her as Clem-
entine Hall), He then, obliquely but
vigorously, accused her of blackening the
good name of the university. and—in par-
ticular—of the faculty, Doubtlessly the
young lady had written this thing with
the impetuosity of youth; Professor
O’Hara referred to her, with a smile, as
a consistent tilter at windmills, But this
time she had gone too far.

He suggested that Clementine Hall he
removed from the editorship of the Blazer
and be formally censured by the umni-
versity in a statement which should also
contain an apology to the affected teach-
ers and the alumni. As a matter of fact,
Professor O'Hara had a rough draft of
such a statement.

Imbelden heard all this through a faint
haze, except for a silent reflection that
Clementine was the most preposterous
name he'd ever heard.

“I'd like to make a request,” the young
woman said, and the sharp intensity o
her voice woke the old man up a little.
“Before anybody passes judgment, I have
a request,”

Awve Caesar; morituri te salutamus! Im=
belden said to himself.

“Of course,” ('Hara said.

“I'd like to read the editorial to the
committee. Just to make sure everybody
knows what it’s all about.”

O'Hara chuckled, a warm and pleasant
sound, famous on the campus, As a mat-
ter of fact, O'Hara himself referred to it
in class as the Willlam Howard Taft
chuckle (and here he would generally
launch into a little description of the way
the twenty-seventh President used to
warm up a room with this noise).

“Young lady,” O'Hara chuckled, “you're
just stalling. After all, this composition
appeared in the campus newspaper; and
these gentlemen, as members of the Ad-
visory Committee of Publications, are
certainly familiar with it.”

“I'm not,” Imbelden said suddenly, as
much to his own surprise as anybody
else's,

“I have it right here,” Clementine Hall
said, eagerly ripping the entrails out of
a leather noteboolk.

“Henry, we're a little pressed for time,”
O'Hara said.

It was the first time he had ever called
Imbelden by his first name, and his tone
was condescendingly unctuous.

“Preposterous,” Imbelden snapped. “Who
ever heard of a college professor being
pressed for time?”

From the corner of his eye he could see
O'Hara staring at him in bewilderment.
The chairman was obviously caught off
base by this unexpected impishness on
the part of one of the oldest and most
scholarly members of the faculty. As a



matter of fact, all his colleagues on the “Cira" end “Mew Horizons"s reg. U. 5. pat. off,
committee were looking at him sus-
piciously.

He wondered what they would do if
he suddenly stood on his hands, say, or

ut his feet on the mahogany table, but
Ee controlled himself. He gave his atten-
tion to the young lady's messafe.

The editorial was about textbooks,
There was nothing startling or new in it.
It pointed out that almost anér teacher in
any well-known college could get a text-
book published, because he could guaran-
tee sales by requiring that text in classes,
and that he could stimulate lagging finan-
cial response by doing a revision every
three or four years; that no less than
seventy-two members of the staff of the
College of Liberal Arts alone were authors
on this basis, having contributed three
hundred and thirty-five volumes to the
organized knowledge of mankind, of
which two hundred and thirty-eight
regularly appeared in “new and revised”
editions, generally at an increase in price.
This, the editorial suggested, was a low
trick.

Then the young woman's editorial be-
came specific, It discussed the case of a
teacher of architectural drawing, Mitchell
by name, who not only required his own
textboolk ($5.00; revised every two years)
but also specified a Handbook (by Mitch-
ell: $1.50) an annotated Bibliography
(Mitchell: $1.25, mimeographed) and spe-
cial drawing paper designed by Mitchell
(10 cents per sheet) which differed from
regular stock only in that it had a sky-
blue border and oddly cut corners which
fitted in special eclips which held it to
the board (the clips, an invention of
Professor Mitchell, sold for $1.00 a dozen.)

“I got this from an engineer I had a
date with one night,” Clementine Hall
said, interrupting herself. “You can learn
a lot on dates if you have an inguiring
mind.”

“Doubtlessly,” Dr. Hamilton O'Hara
said. “Well, Professor Imbelden, if you've
heard enoug 3

“I haven't finished yet.”

“Let her finish,” Imbelden said.

O'Hara pulled off his glasses and, hold-
ing them by the bows, bounced them
gently on his stomach.

“‘In conclusion,’” Clementine Hall
read, “ “we might point out that the basic
responsibility for this undignified grafting
lies not with the faculty, but with a
Board of Trustees—a group of incredibly
shortsighted dairy farmers, corporation
lawyers, and all-round Babbitts—which :
has yet to realize that teachers, like steel-
workers, deserve a living wage. True,
the average member of the teaching 4
group seems to have taken to this spiritual
prostitution’ "—0"Hara's glasses whacked
violently against his Phi Beta Kappa key
—h“‘with an ealsly corés:i’jeincc, Amt most of
them are, in all probability, honest men, ﬂ ol caitbied /
The Board of Regents made this bed, %«9—«, (oo T PRI M o*z-
and now the faculty lies in it. It is a ‘
situation which requires action, action,
ACTIONI"®

Miss Hall practically shouted the last
word, She then took a deep breath, folded
her clipping, and sat down.

“Well,” Imbelde?‘vs;aid‘ “She writes a
nice, winy prose, eh?” cised-Ffor-flight fo your new horizons...

“The whole article’s ridiculous.” O'Hara P 3 5 ¢
made an impatient gesture. “Ridiculous
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ism.

“I was wondering,” Imbelden said, “if
it'’s the truth?”

“That's not the point,” O'Hara said. P AR EF U M S

“Confound it, Imbelden, vou've bheen
teaching since the turn of the century,
and you've seen hundreds of students like
this. The fuzzy intellectuals, the wun-
washed liberals, the sensation-seeking tub
thumpers who will attack anything just
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to get themselves some publicity, It's
especially vicious in the female.”

“Now whoa's calling names?"” the young
woman said.

“I know what you mean,” Imbelden
said, “but I never saw one with good
legs before.” -

Even Clementine Hall was surprised
this time. O'Hara flung his horn-rimmed
glasses half the length of the table,

“Imbelden, you might remember that
you're one of the senior staff of this—"

“That's just what I am remembering,”
the old man said. “I think maybe it's time
I spoke up about something. I've been
loaded off on committees like this for
twenty-five years. | have dignity and I'm
respectable; I don't give a damn about
the involvements of academic politics, so
I'm a nice, safe selection.”

He glared up and down the length of
the table. “What the hell's the matter with
the rest of you?” he said. “Pemberton"—
Louis F. Pemberton was head of the
Physics Department—“I've been on a
dozen of these idiotic committees with
you, and I've never heard you open your
mouth once except to say ‘aye.’ And Gott-
schalk”—George Gottschalk, Astronomy
—*"“I've heard you bumble for hours about
the weather, the need for a new telescope,
and the dreadful condition of the faculty

r room in the fleld house—but so
far as I know you've never said any-
thing about anything about any important
decision. Remember that business about
the misappropriation of funds in the
Athletic Department? We both sat there
and listened to that smooth talker from
the ension Division gloss it over; the
university didn't want a scandal, no un-
favorable notice in any respect; it was
being settled outside regular channels,
and we weren’t to worry.”

Imbelden smacked the table with his
hand, “I've had enough of it,” he said.
“Just between you and me, O'Hara, I'd
be against anything you were for today—
even a fi percent increase in pay for
the faculty.”

The chairman seemed to be struggling
with himself. Finally, after a considerable
effort, he achieved a William Howard
Taft chuckle, slightly mechanical.

“How did we get into this, anyhow?"
he asked amiably. “Henry, I'm surprised
and pleased to see you taking an interest
in the affairs of the university. Really
pleased.”

“Does it take a unanimous vote to fire
this young woman?"” Imbelden asked.

“You know the reﬁulation; in any de-
cision involving academic status or the
holding of any paid position, unanimous
asgent is—"

“That's all I want to know,” Imbelden
said. He got up and reached for his hat.
“I vote no,” he said.

On his way out, he glanced at the
portrait of the founder.

“And that thing,” he said, “should be
turned face to the wall.”

Miss CrementTiNe HawL caught up with
him as he went down the stairs. “You
were wonderful,” she said, “T'd like to
kiss you.”

Imbelden stopped and glared at her.
“Do so,” he snapped, “and I'll go back
there and tell the committee I've recon-
sidered. You're fortunate, young lady,
that you were the bone of contention
when my sense of principle finally be-
came aroused. It ha‘f nothing to do with
you. Personally, I suspect you of idioey.”

“What about the good legs?” she said.

The mustache quivered for a moment in
the ghost of a smile, “That was intended
for effect,” Imbelden said. “I don’t notice
legs. When I was young enough to be
interested, skirts came to the floor. By
the time skirts came up, I no longer
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cared. How'd wou like to come to din-
ner?”

She looked at him with an open mouth,

“Six o'clock,” Imbelden said. “Stuffed
pork chops, Delicious.”

He headed down the stairs again.

Tae Imbelden house was not in the tradi-
tion of American college architecture. It
was a genuine house, true to its times; it
was not a fraudulent glorifying of the
English cottage. It had been built in the
'seventies, It had two round turrets in
front (one off the study, the other off the
parlor) with a broad connecting porch,
and narrow stained-glass windows flanked
the front door. There was a sprawling
kitchen wing and a big-eyed sleeping
porch (an afterthought of the twenties)
and an intricate shingle pattern on the
roof. The place was elaborate with scroll-
work; there was oak gingerbread about
the tops of the porch columns. The whole
house was shi in a new coat of white
paint. It looked like an overdressed
grandmother, but it also looked solid, as
if it grew out of the hunched shoulders
of the slope.

MacIntyre lifted the knocker—a tarn-
ished brass ring in the mouth of a griffin
—and dropped it. It clattered loudly. He
waited. There was no sound of movement
inside the house. He banged the knocker
again, twice, and then tried to peer
through the stained-glass panel,

The door opened suddenly and he al-
most fell inside,

“Don't tell me,” the girl said. “You're
looking for an apartment. No dice. Any-
how, you wouldn't like it. The man of
the house keeps Shetland ponies. As a
hobby. He keefns them in the basement.
The place smells awful.”

“I came to dinner,” Mac said.

“Mrs. Imbelden is busy in the kitchen
and the old gentleman is having a nap
upstairs. He always has a nap before
dinner. Come in.”

MacIntyre put his hat away, and the
girl took him by the hand,

“Come along and we'll look for the
kitchen together. It's somewhere on the
first floor. I should be able to find it;
after all, I just came from there.”

Mrs. Imbelden appeared before they
could start. “It's wonderful to have you
here, I'm sure,” she said, giving Mac her
hand. “Only I hope wyou aren't wvery
hungry. This was all a surprise to me.
Young lady, why don't you take him
down to the rumpus room? There's all
kinds of entertaining things down there.
Right down those steps.” She pointed.

Still holding his hand, the girl led him
down the steps.

“¥ou'll have to introduce yourselves,
I'm afraid. Henry mumbles; I didn't get
it,”  Mrs. Imbelden called after them.
“Besides, I'm not sure he oot it himself,"

She disappeared through a swinging
door.

“I'm Clem Hall,” the gir] said,

“I'm MacIntyre.”

“Let's go

“T know,” the girl said
rumpus.”

They played a game of ping-pong and
the girl won, twenty-one to thirteen.

“¥ou aren't very good,” she said. “Your
co-ordination is lousy. You're disillusion-
ing me.”

“There's nothing wrong with my co-
ordination that a little practice won’t
cure,” Mac said grimly. “Stand back,
sugarfoot.”

The girl won the second one, twenty-
one to eleven. She had long arms, and
her backhand was a killer.

“One more,” MacIntyre said, taking off
his coat. .

“You're just trying to tire me out,” the
girl said, “Let's smoke instead.”

“Is it all right?” Maclntyre said, look-

ing vaguely in the direction of the host-
ess's footsteps against the kitchen foor.

“It's done all the time,” Clem said.
“Women paint their faces now, too. Nice
women. A lot's happened while you've
been gone.”

He gave hér a cigarette and a light,
and she dropped into a large lea
chair. This basement room was in violent
contrast with the aging gentility of the
house, It looked like an ultramodern
room out of the advertisements in a
homemakers’ magazine—which it was.

“I don't think they use it very much,”
Mac grinned.

“That ping-pong table was virginal un-
til we came along,” the girl said.

“You live here?”

“Live here? Me?"

“I thought maybe you were their stu-
dent girl,” Mac said. The girl laughed.
“Or something,” he added lamely.

“T guess I'm wasting my time,” Clem
said. “I was hoping you'd remember me.”

MacIntyre locked her over carefully
and liked what he saw. She was leggy
and tall, but the legs were good. She was
high-chested and she had fine hands, fine
eyves. He sat and smoked and looked.

“And now if you'll be good enough to
look the other way,” she said sharply,
aitﬁr a moment, “I'll put my clothes back
on.

Macintyre fumbled with his cigarette.

“I'm sorry,” he said. “Maybe I'm too
direct. I'm direct about a lot of things I
used to be coy about.”

“Anyhow,” she said, sitting up and
looping her hands around her knees, “you
don't remember me.”

“You must have changed a lot,” he said,
“or I'd remember you.” T

“I sat beside you in New Testament
class," she said. “You were there because
you were a real busy football player and
campus big shot, and you needed two
hours of easy credit. I was there in what
you might call the quest for knowledge.
I've got an inquiring mind."

“l guess I don't remember.”

“I also sat in the stands with eighty-
two thousand other people and watched
you run for forty~three yards for a touch-
down against Minnesota. I don't like
football, but I came to see you. I also
voted for you for President of the Stu-
dent Council, I not only voted for you, I
influenced others. For one entire year 1
got up an hour early so I could have
breakfast at the same time you did, at
the Queen Bee Café. 1 was seventeen.”
She stubbed out her cigarette and smiled
at him. Hello, MacIntyre,” she said.

“How old are you now?”

“That was a long time ago. I'm twenty-
two."”

“It must be wonderful to be grown up,”
he said solemnly. He pointed a finger at
the pin on the lapel of her suit, “What's
the sorority?”

“What are you talking about?"

“The pin." He pointed again,

She leaned back in the chair and made
a broad gesture of comic despair, “Mac-
Intyre, you kill me,” she said. “That’s the
emblem of the Council of Democracy in
Action. The C. D. A. Ever read the pa-

et

“The only Council for Democracy I ever
hear,t.i of was some labor .union's baby

“That's the one,” Clem said. She ran a
hand through her short curls. “I rang
doorbells. I was practically responsible
for the triumph of the liberal cause in
Detroit.”

Maclntyre grinned and lighted another
cigarette from the stub of the first one.
“But you have to work for a living to
g:t into the unions. With your hands,

by. 1 didn't think you were the type.'

“I haven't a card; I was just a volun-
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teer helper,” she said. "1 cut classes and-[

went up for a eouple of weeks, just befwe

election. I was terrific. Just ask anybody |

in Detroit. And it was educational. I
learned to say ‘corrupt and greedy reac-
tionary, a robber of widows and orphans’
in Polish, Yiddish, Czech and two Ukran-
ian dialects.”

“Meaning what?"”

“Meaning just what it says. ‘Corrupt
and greedy reaction——'""

“Meaning nothing. It sounds like a
woman’s idea of politics. Just make it
loud; never mind if it makes no sense.”

Something like the light of battle came
into the girl's eyes. “What's a man's idea
of polities?” she said, with menacing |
sweelness.

“It's this man's idea—you might even |
call it a conviction—that it doesn't make
one damn bit of difference who's elected
to what; that any given Champion of the
People mucks up the works just as much
as any given Robber of Widows and
Orphans; that any guy who goes around
telling other guys how to improve them- |
selves is a lardhead and a menace to his|
fellow creatures.”

She stared at him, open-mouthed. Mac-
Intyre, sitting on the end of the ping-
pong table, swung his feet and laughed
at her.

“You see,” he said, I do a little revolu-
tionary thinking myself”

“Yoooo-hoo,” Mrs. Imbelden called
from the top of the steps, “it's ready.”

“Of all the dreadful things,” the girl
said,d-stan,c,i.ing close to him, “Of all the

ead——

“There's spoon bread,” Mrs. Imbelden
said, "and spoon bread’s really awful if
it gets cold.”

Mac grabbed Clem by the hand and
started up the steps. “Come along, Eman-
cipated Woman.”

“Now, you listen to me——"

*Come along, Lady Astor,” he said.
“Let's go, Clare Boothe Luce.”

THE dinner was excellent; there was only |
one chop apiece, but there was a big
casserole of spoon bread, a guantity or
whole-kernal corn (which was served,
for some reason, in a gravy boat) and a
peculiar but amiable dish consisting of
green beans, tomatoes and bread erumbs.
‘There was also floating island.

After they had finished the dessert,
Imbelden shoved back his chair and
reached for the silver coffeepot, Macln-
tyre wanted a cigarette, but he decided
against it. Instead he sat with his hands
on the table and built little pyramids
with his fingers.

“Welll" Mrs. Imbelden said, dusting her
lap with her napkin, “we had enough
after all, didn't we? I always make spoon
bread when I'm surprised—Henry called |
this afternoon about this gentleman, and |
I didn't know about you, young woman,
until he came home—because spoon bread
is filling, and most people seem to think
it’s rather special.” |

“My wife,"” the old man said, “makes:
the best spoon bread in the world.”

“It's delicious,” the girl said. She threw |
a look at MacIntyre. |

“Delicious,” MacIntyre said obediently. |

Mrs. Imbelden beamed. “We're glad to |
have you,” she said. “You know yvou are |
the first students to be in this house in—
oh, five years? Henry do you realize it's
been five years? There hasn't been any|
it;.ldsnt around here since that Jarvis

.
“Gaddis, sweetheart.”
“His name was Jarvis, dear,” she said.
“I thought a lot of him; he was a nice

oy,

“Gaddis!” the old man roared. “Any-
how, we'll call it a celebration, After all,
MacIntyre, you're the first thesis candi-

Baltimoreans still discuss this gentleman’s

hi

epie cross iry t to win

a country-club wager

A exactly eight o'clock on the evening of May 18, 1914, G. Howell
Parr stretched bimself out on the front lawn of the Elkridge Kennels
Counntry Club just outside of Baltinwre, Maryland, grunted, “Well, here
goes,” and proceeded to roll down the hill,

Mr. Parr, socially prominent Baltimorean who died two years ago,
had wagered a reported $1.000 that he could roll three miles up and
down the hills of Charles Street until he reached University Pa_kway
on the fringes of the city. {

It is not exactly certain just how the whole thing started. One version
is that sportsmen at the Elkridge Kennels were discussing the me.its of
a race horse, and Mr. Parr disgustedly said, “Why 1 could roll from
here to University Parkway faster than that horse could run that far.”

Anyway, he found an argument on his hands. Mr. Parr insisted he at
least could roll the three miles, and his friends said he couldnt.

S0 he appeared at the Elkridge Kennels on May eighteenth, dressed in
heavy shoes, ribbed stockings, sweater and khaki knickerbockers, with
elbows and knees padded, all topped off with a plaid cap.

There had been no advance notice, and the only people on hand at the
start were his trainer, his physician and his brother, Ral Parr.

The first 500 yards took him an entive half hour because they were
covered with rongh gravel. which eut through the bandages on his hands
and bruised his arms and legs. His crew of helpers walked ahead of
him, kicking the larger pebbles out of the way.

As he made the left turn into Charles Street and faced a sizable hill
ahead, the fruits of careful planning became evident. Mr. Parr had
practiced rolling for weeks and had found that by cocking himself on
one elbow and then quickly letting it drop he could roll up hill as well
as down, gaining about four feet with each revolution. He had carefully
caleulated 1.320 rolls to each mile—3.960 rolls would net him the £1,000.

Gradually, a ecrowd began to gather and walk beside the perspiring
roller, Diners at the club finished eating and came out to watch the cu-
rious performance. At three A, Parr had reached the halfway mark and
expressed his determination to keep going. Reporters arrived, but when
they asked Mr. Parr for a statement. he replied:

“I have nothing to say. 1 can’t for the life of me see what possible
interest the public would have in a thing like this.”

He had difficulty holding his course in the darkness. Two helpers led
the way with lanterns to warn traffic of his approach. At dawn Mr.
Parr was still doing well, and the erowd had grown quite large.

Fifteen and a half hours after he started—11:34 Am.—Mr. Parr gave
one last exhausted flip and rolled into the middle of University Park-
way. The crowd went wild.

He was immediately mobbed by reporters and photographers who
asked him how he felt. “Sore.” he replied.

By Michael Desmond
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date in the department in a long tima.

We celebrate new blood and the return
| of the warrior,” p
| He lifted his coffee cup and made the
faintest suggestion of a how.

Clem Hall half rose from her chair.
“Am I to understand,” she said, “that
you plan to take a graduate degree in
Classical Languages?”

“That's right,” MacIntyre said.

“Why, heaven help us?”

“There are lots of reasons. Let's just
say that I've made up my mind.”

“But that's ridiculous,” Clem said. “It's
the most ridiculous thing I ever heard of.
What do you intend to do among the
graybeards?” She glanced apologetically
at Imbelden. “Maclntyre, you have good
sense. You have talent, You have a con-
siderable duty to your fellowmen.”

Maclntyre closed his eves wearily and
pushed his cup away. “Nuts,” he said
through closed teeth. “Nuts.”

“But you have,” Clem said. “You can’t
bury yourself; you can’t spend the rest
of your life sorting the ancient bones;
that's for the pigeonhole minds, for
scholars, for the guys with spiritual
athlete’s foot.”

“Please,” Mrs, Imbelden said feebly,
“not at the dinner table,”

“Of course,” the girl said, with another
apologetic look at Imbelden, “that doesn't
apply to you, I mean, at the time you
went into it, it was a highly respectable
profession.”

“Thank you,” Imbelden said,

The girl slid her chair around the end
of the table and talked fiercely to Mac-

Intyre,

“Look, you have a responsibility. It's
like that Chinese thing about rescuing a
suicide—if you rescue somebody who is
attempting suicide, you're responsible for
Lim, That's your whole generation, Mac-
Intyre. You rescued the world; that's fine,
that's wonderful, but it's just the begin-
ning, Now the real work starts.”

“You talk like a book,” he said. Sud-
denly he began to get sore. “What do you
know about it? Where does a twenty-
two-year-old female get her information
about the remaking of the world, and
who's responsible? Out of the Blazer?
Out of dormitory hen parties? Out of the
malted milks on the sun porch of the
Memorial Union?”

“Out of many places,” Clem said, “in
many ways you wouldn’t understand.”

“Sure, I know,” he said. “You've really
lived. You rang doorbells in Detroit. For
two whole weeks.”

“Well, at least I'm willing to try. I'm
willing to think: right or wrong, I'm
working at it,” she said. She grabbed him
by the shoulders; for a ludicrous mo-
ment, MacIntyre thought she was going
to shake him. “¥You aren't even willing
to do that. Are you?”

He cooled off, as quickly as he had
flared, He grinned at her. “Baby,” he said
softly, “doesn’t it strike vou that we're
being a little impolite?”

She looked m for a moment, then
made a quick grimace of annoyance and
returned to a ladylike stiffness in her
chair, She linked her hands self-con-
| sciously on top of the table,

“Pardon me,” she said. “Pardon us.”

“It's all right, dear,” Mrs, Imbelden
said cheerfully,

Imbelden turned his coffee cup slowly
in his fingers, “Personally,” he said, “I'd
like to hear the young man answer the
question,”

“What guestion was that?”

“Mr. Maclntyre, are you willing to
think?"

Mac glanced at the girl She was look-
ing at him with a wry, triumphant smile,
He started to say something—he wasn't
quite sure what—and changed his mind.

“Why don't we go into the library,”
Mrs. Imbelden said, “and look at the
steins?” There was a small silence, “It’s
really a famous collection,” Mrs, Im-
belden said, a little desperately, “I mean,
locally famous.” The hostess sighed. “As a
matter of fact, I was only trying to change
the subjeet. 1t struck me that the con-
versation was becoming a little uncom-
fortable.,”

“My wife,” Imbelden said, “has a rare
social instinet.” He dropped one eyelid
in a faint suggestion of a wink, a very
private communication, and she giggled.
“Let’s go look at the steins. Bring the
coffeepot, sweetheart.”

THERE was no more character research,
no soul-zearching, for the rest of the
evening, The four of them talked polite
and animated nonsense, and MacIntyre
found himself enjoying it. They talked
about Germany, and Imbelden told some
stories about Heidelberg in the old days
(his wife listening with the self-conscious
interest of the wife who has heard all
her husband’s stories innumerable times,
who is bored with the stories but not with
her husbax;ld); they talked about flower
growing, the university’s prospects for
football (admittedly feeble), ar?gc Theo=
dore Roosevelt (Imbelden_had met him
a couple of times), None of this conversa-
tion was important or even interesting.
It was more a code than anything else,
all words meaning the same things—"I
like you; you're all nice people; let’s get
better acquainted.” They sat warm and
comfortable in front of a fire and grew
friendly,

MacIntyre talked little; he spent most
?!f Hls time listening and watching Clem

all.

The girl was putting on a very good
performance as a Coed Being Nice to a
Faculty Wife. She did it so well that
after a while she and Mrs. Imbelden had
almost changed functions; Clem was ask-
ing the questions that steered the con-
versation, footnoting Imbelden's anecdotes,
switching the subject when a topic wore
out, leaping into the unhappy pauses
when everybody seemed to run out of
things to say at the same moment. Mac-
Intyre filled an ash tray with cigaretts
stubs watching and listening to her. It
was a good performance,

It was Imbelden who lowered the cur-
tain on it just after the eleck struck ten.
“Well, Miss Hall, 1 suppose you have
closing hours, eh? Back to the dormitory,
or something, by ten thirty, eh?”

“Not me,” Clem said. “Not for graduate
students.,” .

Imbelden knocked the ashes out of his
pipe. “Do I have to tell you to go home?”
he asked amiably,

He got up, yawning. “Young lady, 1
wake up at six in the morning. A kind of
mental alarm clock. I don’t like it, but
it happens, Has something to do with ad-
vaneing senility, I suppose.”

“Henry, you're rude,” his wife said.

“The hell I am!™ he said. “I'm a lovable
old character.” He patted MacIntyre
lightly on the shoulder, “T'll get you:
coats.”

THEY walked across the campus together
—past Clunting Hall, around the lily pond
where a couple of strong-minded frogs
still made vocal love, although it was
early Oectober; past the Assembly, white
and graceful and somehow festive with
light shining through the windows.

“T don’t know where I'm taking you,”
MacIntyre said to the girl. “Where are
you living, anyhow?"

“At the Crescent,” she said,

“But that's—" MacIntyre turned and
pointed at the bank of lights on the
crest of the hill, all the way across the



campus. “That's only a block from the
Imbelden place,” he said.

“I'm taking you for a walk,” Clem said.
“The interesting part starts just after we
cross the street.”

MacIntyre had forgotten many things
during his four years’ absence, but he
had not forgotten his campus geography.
A footpath picked up on the other side
of the street and looped slowly down a
gentle hill, down to the big stadium at

the bottom of the shallow wvalley, Uni- |

versity students called this the Slope. The
path was set with pine trees and a few
elms and oaks. A few years before, a
particularly militant dean of women had
seen to it that bright lamps on iron posts
were planted along the stone footpath,
but the inventive mature of the student
body had created any number of small
detours, and the Slope was still a shad-
owy and inviting place. There was even
a campus legend (going back to the late
nineteenth century, as a matter of fact)
that a certain couple had spent their
wedding night there, not only because of
their own sentimental feeling for the
place, but also because of a strong affec-
tion and loyalty for the school; this was
probably apoeryphal.

“Come on,” Clem said, taking his hand.

“Wait a minute,” Maclntyre said,
suppose I should ask about your inten-
tions.”

“] intend to satisfy an unfulfilled am-
bition,” the girl said. “The realization of
an old dream. The katharsis, as Aristotle
used to say.”

“It was a mistake to teach women to
read,” MacIntyre groaned.

“I used to sit behind you in class and
look at the back of your neck and think
about walking down the Slope with you.
Come on, MacIntyre.”

As they reached the darkness on the
other side, she slid her hand into the hig
side pocket of his topcoat and linked her
fingers through his own. MaclIntyre had
a sudden feeling that she'd been re-
hearsing the whole business; it was a
performance, like the one for the Im-
beldens. He chuckled,

“What's funny?” the girl asked.

“Never mind.”

She said nothing else until they were
in sight of the stadium, the huge con-
crete U lying at the bottom of the slope
in the halfhearted moonlight. Then she
asked him for a cigarette. He lighted it.

“What’s the matter with you?” she said.

“Me? I feel fine”

“Why are you so ... negative? It's as
if you kept turning your back, Mac, what
are you turning your back for?" .

He snapped the lid shut on the lighter
and took a long breath. “Look, I will tell
you about it,” he said. “Once and for all,
and then the subject is closed. Did you
admire those people tonight? Did you sit
there and think: How nice, how solid,
how real?”

“Heavens, no!”

“] did. I used to think about him and his |

house and his books and his wife; I
hadn’t met his wife then, but I filled her
in. And I envied him, When I was in
school before, Clem, I didn’t think at all.
I was involved in everything that went
on, sure; I Faced the Issues, I Thought
My Way Through, I Loocked to the Fu-
ture. Baby, that commencement address
in 'forty-one was right up my alley; I
was just the guy that bishop was taII):ing
about.

“The only trouble was that I didn't
know how to think. I was involved in a
lot of mental action but no thinking,

“The last four years have been just the
opposite. Very little action, lots -::11J think-
ing. Don't let them kid you, Clementine;
you have plenty of time to think when
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you fight a war, especially in the air;
pretty soon yvou look forward to the action
as a relief from thinking. I began to see
some things. And I kept coming back to
Imbelden. Baby, do you read the news-
papers?”

“Four of them every day; all sides ., .”

“Then, if you've got anything behind
that high forehead, baby, you know that
the big world stinks. The races of the
world are still using their muscles instead
of their skulls; they’re still racing through
the wild woods of research, trying to see
who can find the biggest club to use on
his fellow creatures; they are still play-
ing penny ante and drinking gin out of
that bottle labeled ‘me and mine.' It's not
their fault. They're just born stupid.

“Don't get it wrong—this has nothing
to do with my being that kicked-around
character, the Returning Veteran. This is
a conclusion anybody with any sense is
reaching, The answer to having the wits
scared out of you in the big world, is to
make your own little world, You can do
it a million ways. If you have money, you
can lock yourself in an attic and paint
pictures, just for yourself, or write books
that nobody else gets to read; or, if your
inclinations are carnal, there are millions
of pairs of good legs in smooth stockings
and millions of bottles filled with various
liquids. The trick is to find a way of
making a living with your head in the
sand. Imbelden’s done it, That's for me.”

The girl said nothing, MacIntyre looked
at her curiously, but her face was in the
shadow. The red fire point of her ciga-
rette arced upward to her mouth, hung
there, glowed with a sudden intensity,
faded, and then spun away. She hadn’t
smoked half of it.

“Let's go,” she said.

“No discussion?” Mac said, a little
surprised, “No argument?”

“None at all.” She laughed. “Let's go."

She started back up the path. She was
completely friendly and casual; she just
didn't talk; and Maclntyre found this a
little disturbing,

“I don’t make orations very often,” he
said, “Honestly.”

Their shoulders touched as they walked.
They were almost to the top of the Slope
when she stopped, abruptly, as if remem-
bering an idea she had forgotten,

“There’s one more childhood ambition,”
she said. “It had slipped my mind.”

She turned to face him and lifted her

ace,

He did a deliberate and careful joh.

“I thought so,” she said,

He slid his hands slowly down her
arms, “Meaning what?”

“Meaning that finishes the illusions.
Now I guess I'm a real grown-up woman.
I no longer believe in Santa Claus, the
rabbit that lays eggs for Easter—or the
acetylene touch of Mr. MacIntyre,”

It made him a little sore. He moved
toward her again, but she ducked and
walked on. MacIntyre stood where he
was for a minute and then followed her.

When they stood under the street light
again, she turned to him almost plain-
tively, "Dammit,” she said softly, “why
did you have to turn out to be such a
dull man?”

b

T'wo pays later he became involved in a
rhubarb; a noisy rhubarb, and with a
college professor. This was in the class
listed in the catalog as 21:101 Shakes-
peare—His Plays, and it was the personal
property and joy of the celebrated Doc-
tor Hamilton O'Hara.

Now 21:101 was the most popular course
on campus. It was limited to one hun-
dred members—an admittedly unwieldy
group, but Doctor O'Hara refused to
teach duplicating sections; he felt that
repetition would kill the spontaneity of his

performance. Since class work consisted
of nothing but listening, there was a
considerable demand. And the doctor un-
uestionably put on a very impressive
snow,

It started with the arrival of his as-
sistant, an anonymous young man who
wore green-tinted glasses and carried a
large folder, He would open the folder,
take a pencil and begin looking over the
class. Occasionally he would make a
mark with the pencil. MacIntyre had
been observing this strange behavior
since the beginning of the semester, and
he still could make no sense of it. It was
one of the things that was beginning to
irritate him about Shakespeare — His
Plays, When he wasn't irritated, he was
bored,

It was because of this boredom that he
changed his seat in the huge drafty lec-
ture auditorium. He moved to a chair
near the window, through which the out-
side world could be observed, just as
Doctor O'Hara made his entrance,

“Today,” Doctor O'Hara said, produc-
ing a pair of spring-bowed horn-rims
from his pocket and clipping them to his
TIfemhples, “I discuss the character of Mac-

th.”

e plan of the O'Hara lectures was
simple. The semester's work consisted of
consideration of four plays. In his first
three lectures, on each play, the doctor
discussed the “scholarship” of the play—
the wvarious editions and folios, typo-
graphical errors, the probable dates and
personnel of the first performances. In
the remaining five lectures he discussed
the five leading characters, including the
r?ading of illustrative passages from the
play.

It was in these performances that the
doctor excelled. He never read; he acted.
There was a legend on the campus that
he knew every line of the “Complete
Works"”; this was not true, but Doctor
O'Hara made no particular effort to deny
it.

“I ask you to remember this, first, about
Macbeth,” he said. he stood with his hands
hooked over the edge of the poaium, and
as he spoke his eyes, enormous behind
the glasses, traveled from row to row, “1
ask you to remember that Macbeth was
a man who was in love with his wife, This
fact, too often neglected in the body of
eriticism, is the mainspring of his nature,
the fountainhead of his motivation, the
explanation of his headlong desire, I ask
you to remember the lines.” Here the
doctor removed his glasses and stapped
back to give himself room. He lifted a
hand in a broad gesture and began to
act.

“Tomorrow and tomorrow and tomor-
row,” he guoted, “creeps in this petty
pace from day to cay ,..”

MacIntyre began to doze.

He did not actually doze; it was that
old knack which the experienced student
acquires, the ability to focus the eyes
while unfocusing the mind, to let the
spirit loose to wander while the body
remains on a hard seat.

MacIntyre’s gpirit was wandering around
an imaginary tennis court (Clem Hall was
on the other side of the net, and she
looked surprisingly good in shorts) when
there was an interruption. A hand went
up, hesitantly, in the row ahead of him.
Doctor O’Hara ignored it. The hand went
higher and finally began to swing slowly
from side to side like a lazy semaphore.

O'Hara stopped talking, tock off his
glasses and glaved,

“Questions are not permitted during
the class period,” he said. I had supposed
I had made that clear. Any queries should
be written out and handed to Mr. Turn-
er.)' He indicated the young man with



the green-tinted glasses who sat behind
the desk.

“] know,” the man ahead of Maclntyre
said, “but this is important. 1 mean, it’s
something I have to know now, because
otherwise you just don’t make sense.”

MacIntyre straightened up in his chair,
interested for the first time.

“I'm sorry,” the doctor said. “You can
consult me after class if you like,” He
restored his glasses. “Now, to continue,
The vulnerability of Macbeth's psyche

The hand went up again and started its
slow wigwag.

0O'Hara stopped in the middle of a word
and’ whipped off his glasses again. He
stalked over to Turner and whispered
something, The assistant consulted his
folder and whispered something back.

“Are you Mr. Estopy?” O’'Hara asked
the man with the uplifted hand,

“Yes, sir.

“It should be obvious to you, Mr. Es-
topy, that a class of this size cannot in-
dulge in discussion; we would progress
not at all.”

Maclntyre opened his mouth and found
himself talking. “We'll progress even less
if the lecturer doesn't make sense,” he
volunteered. MacIntyre was getting a
little fed up.

O'Hara’s hands tightened on the side
of the podium; he drew a long breath.
“What's your guestion, Mr. Estopy?” he
asked with ominous guiet.

“What do you mean by ‘susceptibility to |

circumstance'?”

“1 beg your pardon?”

“You said that just a minute ago, talk-
ing about Macbeth, What's ‘susceptibility
to circumstance’?” Mr. Estopy repeated
doggedly.

THeRE was a silence, and the class held
its collective breath and waited. The doc-
tor was famous for cold annihilation of
upstarts in his classes.

“Mr, Estopy,” he said, “your admission
to this class presupposes a certain level
of intelligence, You're obviously out of
your depth.”

There was a snicker from the back of
the classroom.

“To continue,” O'Hara said, “Macheth
was——

MacIntyre found himself talking again.

“Wait a minute,” he said, “'I think it’s a
good question. What do you mean by
‘susceptibility to circumstance’?”

O'Hara started to take off his glasses
again and dropped them, The assistant
rushed to pick them up.

“My meaning seems to be perfectly ap-
parent to the remainder of the class.”

“1 doubt it,” MacIntyre said. He knew
that he was being rude and maybe a little
juvenile. He also found that he was en-
joying it. “I think they sit here and take
it from force of habit.”

“What's your name?” O'Hara said. He
said it as if he were strangling.

“MacIntyre.”

“Who?" This time it was Turner who
spoke up. “¥ou can't be. MacIntyre is

- abzent today.”

“The hell T am.”

“But Maclntyre is in seat seventy-two,”
the assistant objected, tapping his big
folder nervously, “and that seat’s vacant.”

There was laughter from the back of
the room.

“Look, I'm real,” MacIntyre said, stand-
ing up. “Come pinch me.”

“If you would be good enough to come
to my office immediately,” O'Hara said
grimly, “I would be very grateful” He
seemed to be breathing very hard, “The
class is dismissed.”

The doctor had regained his temper. He
was amiable, almost avuncular,

“Look here, Macintyre, we can talk to

e S
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| each cther-—man to man: 1 think we can
| understand each other. I was in the other

war, you know; Thirty-fourth Division,
a sergeant, Just a plain buck sergeant.”
He chuckled at his own obscurity in the
other war, and waved Maclntyre to a
broad leather chair. Then he settled him-
self on the end of his desk and began
inserting a cigarette in a silver holder.

“Now, man to man, Maclntyre—you
were 5omewhat obnoxious in there, you
know.” He lighted the cigarette and
crinkled his eyes, smiling through the
smoke., “Finding it a little hard to get
back to the old routine? Maybe we could
talk it over.”

“Let’s say that nowadays I'm choking
over things that I used to swallow with-
out any trouble at all,” MacIntyre said.
He leaned back in the chair and locked
his hands behind his head. “Doctor, man
to man—did you ever notice that one
hell of a lot of college teachers are
phrasemakers and windbags?”

“I'm not quité sure what you mean,”
O'Hara said, after a moment's pause.

“For instance—has it ever occurred to
you that you run almost entirely on
bluff? Bluff is your motive power. You
intimidate our students——"

“Oh, now lock here—"

“You do. Through that stooge, first of
all; by the time they get admitted to the
class, you've already bluffed them out of
whatever critical thinking they might be
able to do. You intimidate them through
your own manner in class; that business
with Estopy was pretty cheap. You're a
man, doctor; you shouldn’t have to resort
to a woman's tongue.”

MacIntyre wasn't sore any more; he
was just telling the good doctor and a
lot of others just like him. It was a thing,
he realized, that he had been wanting to
do for a ltmg time,

“You intimidate them, and then, just

‘to make sure it sticks, you talk in lan-

guage they don’t understand. And they
aren’t smart enough to realize that it
means nothing most of the time, They're
afraid to say anything for fear they'll
demonstrate their ignorance.”

O'Hara sat and stared at him, holding
the cigarette in mid-air,

“I'm twenty-six years old, and I've got
a pretty good mind; I'm not modest,”
Maclntyre said. He made a .weary ges-
ture. “It's really none of my business if
those kids want to lap it up. Sometimes
it makes me sore, only mostly it just
makes me tired.”

He got up from the chair and put his
hat on the back of his head. O'Hara
jabbed out his cigarette. The muscles of
his mouth kept working as if to tighten
the slack of his jaws. “You're the most
impudent——"

“The hell T am! I'm too old for impu-
dence. I'm just independent.”

“ .. and you might remember to whom
you're talking

“I know to whom I'm talking,” Mac-
Intyre said, moving toward the door, “I'm
talking to just a plain old buck sergeant,
Thirty—fﬂurth Division—man to man,”

He closed the door behind him, then
opened it and leaned inside again, “I'll
go over to the registrar’s and arrange to
drop the course.” He saluted with the tips
of his fingers. “Meanwhile—don’t take
any wooden first folios, Sarge.”

Weuen he came out he found Fstopf
sitting on the steps of Clunting Hal
Estopy wore blue pants and a white
shirt with a green tie and a battle jacket.
He got up and dusted off the seat of his
pants as MacIntyre came down the steps.

“Thanks,” he said, “for taking him off
my neck. I was beginning to feel foolish
as hell.”

“One of the good doctor's specialties.”

MacIntyre said. Fe looked at the orange
and blue shoulder pateh wlth the figure
fours on it, back to back. “Forty-fourth
Division. Good outfit.”

“The best,” Estopy said,

“I flew support for you in the Vusges

“((i}ood support, as I remember,” Estopy
sal

“The best,” MacIntyre said.

They grinned at each other and went
down the walk togelher

“I was thinking,” Mac said, “of maybe
bend.mg an elbow briefly. I got my sub-
sistence check yesterda_y, and it's making
holes in my pocket.”

“It sounds good, but I can't,” Es‘tnp)
said, “It's my turn with the kids.”

“Kids, plural" d

“Sure,” Estopy said.
twins. Elghteen mon’

“Congratulations,” Maclntyresaid, “How
are they distributed?”

“One boy, one girl,” Estopy said. “Very
handy. George and Georgina.” Maelntyre
laughed in spite of himself, and the kid
in the battle jacket grinned apologetically,
“My wife's idea,” he said.

“Where you living?"

Estopy made a face, “The Palace Ho-
tel,” he said. There were two hotels in
town; the Bellefield and the Palace. The
Bellefield was routine, and the Palace
was downright shoddy. “One room, a
dollar and a half a day, by the day,”
Estopy said. MacIntyre did a little men-
tal calculation and it came out that the
hotel bill equaled exactly half of Estopy's
monthly subsistence. “I've worn off my
ankle bones, walking, I've rung every
doorbell in this damn town.” He shrugged.
“Tight as a drum.”

“How long you been here?”

“Since the middle of August. We
thought we'd come early, so we could
find a nice little place,” Estopy said bit-
terly. “Seven weeks, I'm in a beat groove,
I got to do good work in this place; I've
got to, and I'm not worth a damn. I don’t
seem to get anything done. I just—"
He stopped in the middle of it, self-con-
sciously. “Hey, listen to me talk,” he said.
“Speeches, yet.”

“You need to bend the elbow,” Mac-
Il!t?'l'e said, “It'll take five minutes; come

"Twins. We got

T,

Estopy shook his head, “Nope. It's my
turn with the kids. My wife—well, she's
stuck in the room all day, just one little
window, and the kids—you know. I'm a
real good husband. I run right home just
as soon as class is over.” He walked off.

Why doesn’t he get a nice job in a
grocery store and become a self-made
man? MacIntyre asked himself. I would-
n’t go through that for what any college
nau]d give me. Not for any ml]ege

“You seem to be med:tatmg‘ a familiar
voice behind him said,

“Look, Clem,” he said, turning to face
her, “you're a social-minded woman.” He
jerked a thumb in the direction Estopy
had gone. “He's got twins. They've been
in a cockroach cave in the Palace Hotel
]t'_cr seven weeks, looking for a place to
ive.”

“Sit down,” Clem said, “and we'll talk
about it." She sat down on a ledge of
rock overlooking the aster beds and
crossed her legs in front of her, tailor
fashion,

“Why isn't somebody doing anything
about it?” MacIntyre said. He didn’t sit
down. “What about some nice, hot editori-
als in the Blazer? Come on, kid; the mass-
es are suffering; get a move on"

“There were a couple of hot editorials
—six months ago. It's a dead issue.” She
reached a hand and wiggled it invitingly.
“Come on, sit down. The rock is cold.
We can get pneumonia together.”

“Ask Estopy if it’s a dead issue,” Mac-
Intyre said, ignoring the hand. “Other



places are doing something; I read things
in the papers. Missouri U's got trailers,
and lowa's got trailers and Quonsets;
practically every major school in the
country’s got something. But here it's a
dead issue.”

“The university's going to build apart-
ments,” Clem said impatiently. “Sit down
and give me a cigarette. I promise you I
won't lay a finger on you.”

“When?”

Clem sighed wearily. “How should I
know? We had a piece about it, a couple
of months ago; I don’t remember, Depends
on materials and labor, I suppose.”

“There's a department store downtown,
five blocks from here, that's remodeling
and putting on a new addition, A hun-
dred thousand dollars’ worth, right now.
I saw that in the papers, too. A full-page
ad.” He kicked suddenly at the airt and
a rock sailed into the middle of the aster
bed. “What the hell is wrong with peogie,
anyhow?” he said, talking to himself.

Clem Hall began to laugh, “Now who's
developing the social conscience?” she
said. “I just hear that you practically as-
sault a distinguished professor in class,
and now you're wondering what's wrong
with people.”

“Go roll a hoop,” Maclntyre said.

“Are you going to sit down?” she said.

“I'm going to the library,” Mac said.
“I'm going to go conjugate some old Latin
verbs and read some background material
on beekeeping in Ancient Rome,” As a
matter of fact, he was going to bend an
elbow, but he had no desire for the com- |
pany of a woman who gave him the
needle, “Virgil was a beekeeper, you
know,” he footnoted. |

“Fascinating,” Clem murmured, rising.
Her motions were fast and graceful; she
was tall, but MacIntyre had observed that
she knew how to move, Then he won-
dered why he should take the trouble to
notice. .

“Are dyou coming to see me tonight?
she said.

“Was I supposed to?”

“It's Saturday; no paper to get out.
Come and visit me, and we can sit in the
parlor.”

“I'm busy,” he said, which was a lie.

“Come on, Come and make love to me.”
She said it almost as if she meant it.

“I'm a dull man,” Mac said.

“I know,” she said. “Maybe a little rec-
reation is just what you need. Come and
see me.”

“I'm a comedian, is that it?" He caught
her elbow and pulled her around. “Lis-
ten,” he said, "I don't like to be laughed
at.”

J

“Who's laughing, MacIntyre?” she said.
So he went to see her that night, and
they played records on the phonograph
and danced a little. She was a good dane-
er, and he was not as rusty as he had
thought. She told him lengthy but amus-
ing anecdotes about her comical Uncle
Elijah, who was the town drunk of Par-
sons, Kansas; he told her about the sum-
mer he lived in New York and worked in
Radio City. They talked about a variety
of things. Near the end of the evening,
he told her a mildly suggestive story. She
countered with one that was slightly more
outspoken. He topped this with one that
was almost dirty, and she laughed with
an air of great bravade but nevertheless,
blushed.

He also kissed her twice and went home
without knowing whether he had made
love to her or not.

v Monpay morning Henry Imbelden
looked at the newspaper spread out on his
desk and said, “Well, I'll be damned.”

There was a picture of Ronald (Mac) |'

Macintyie on the front page of the Blazer,
The picture had obviously been taken inl
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an earlier day; Mr. Maclntyre was in
football garb, holding a helmet under his
arm, and there was a big block 66 on his
chest. He had a broad smile and a fuller
head of hair, and he was obviously
heavier than at present, The caption
across the top of the picture said, He Ac-
cuses!

Mr, MacIntyre, it seemed, was running
for office. He was running for the presi-
dency of the campus veteran's organiza-
tion, a group now numbering almost two
thousand, the article said, and a potential
powerhouse in student affairs. Imhelden
had only a fuzzy notion of what, specifi-
cally, student affairs might consist, but it
struck him as a nice, vigorous phrase,

Somebody knocked on the gEass panel
of the door, and he said, “Come in,” with-
out lifting his head.

“Good morning,” somebody said.

“Good morning,” Imbelden muttered.
“0h, it's you”

“Life-gize,” MacIntyre said,

The old man rocked back in his swivel
chair and cocked an eyebrow. “Of course,”
he said, “it's your own affair, but you
have a rather heavy schedule, yvou know.
It was my understanding you had no in-
terest in such things.”

“What things?"

Imbelden shoved the paper across the
desk, “You're a public figure,” he said
drily. “Congratulations.”

MacIntyre bent over to read without
picking up the paper, but after a moment
he grabbed it from the desk.

“This is a mistake,” MacIntyre said, “It's
a put-up job, Me—run for some silly stu-
dent o £

“Don’t shout at me,” Imbelden said. “I
didn't give it to the papers.”

Maclntyre crumpled the newspaper be-
tween his hands and reached for the
phone, He dialed the first two numbers
of the university extension, stopped. “To
hell with it!” he said. “T'll go.”

He slammed the instrument back into
the cradle and started for the door:
stopped, came back and scooped up the
crumpled newspaper. “May I take this
with me?”

“Certainly, M¢. MacIntyre, are you tell-
ing me that someone is under a misap-
prehension——""

“To say the least.” MacIntyre began
smoothing the newspaper as vigorously
as he had crumpled it. “What does she
think I am—a dumb sophomore fraternity
pledge?”

“I must admit I was surprised—"

But MacIntyre was already gone, his
heels clattering rapidly down the stairs.
Imbelden sighed and leaned back in his
chair, He had decided long ago that the
trouble with American college life was
the frantic pace: to eat, to sleep, to make
love, to get educated. He had gone to
school in Florence for a year. Now, that
was something like it. He tried to imagine
a Florentine running downstairs—par-
ticularly a man of mature years and about
something that appeared in the ncwi‘p_‘ -
pers. He tried to imagine it and couldn't

Ciem Havw sat with her feet on an elderly
desk and looked at pictures. The pictures
were large, glossy prints; she selected one
of a girl in a bathing suit, flopped it face
down, wrote something on the back, and
tossed it in a steel basket labeled “Shop.”

“We run that on the back page,” she
said. “Ornamental.”

“Stop brushing me off,” MacIntyre said.
“Straighten this silly stuff out. In tomor-
row’s paper.”

The Blazer was not the standard col-

| lege semiweekly; it was a daily morning

sheet, six pages, complete with a wire
service, comics and ads, The ads didn't
make énocugh money to pay expenses, but

they did make the Blazer look more pro-

fessional. At the moment, the so-called
city room—the second story of the educa-
tion building—was quiet. A young man in
a plaid shirt was sleeping soundly on top
of a long table, and a girl in a hip-lengt
sweater was stabbing dejectedly at a
typewriter with a solo finger,

“The Blazer never retracts anything,”
Clem said. “We never have to.” She point-
ed to a sign pasted to the wall—"‘Get It
First; But First, Get It Right!" We always
get it right the first time,” Clem said,
“Like the sign says.”

“You made it up,” Mac said. He was
angry and embarrassed at the same time,
“Look, I don’t want to make a fuss, but
of all the silly——"

Clem swung her feet down from the
desk. “It's not silly,” she said indignantly.
“There’s almost two thousand veterans
on this campus, and they aren't downy-
faced kids; they're men. You guys can
revolutionize education if you work at it.
And education needs it.”

“I'm not interested in a revolution,”
Maclntyre said between his teeth. “All I
want is a small box on the front page
saying—"

“A bunch of scholars have this whole
election rigged, as it stands,” the girl said,
with the si'{reat patience of one who speaks
to a backward child. “They've put up
some punk who was a j.g. at Corpus
Christi and who owns a cream-colored
convertible and dates a Kappa. He hasn't
even got any opposition; the whole elec-
tion's a fraud, the organization’s a dum-
my, and the guys who could make it get
up and go—guys like you—are ignoring
it

“Clem—"

“Now, you've got a good issue there in
that housing business, and we can build
something out of it.”

“If you want to guote somebody on
housing, go ahead. You can even gquote
me. Quote, the situation smells, unquote,
But the electioneering Clem, it's so
juvenile!” He was almost pleading with
her. “I'm a big boy now; I have no use
for collegiate short pants.”

“Then why come back to school?” she
demanded. She ran her fingers through
her hair, a gesture which was heginning
to annoy Maclntyre. “If you can’t help
make this college a place for men, why
don't you go out ami] work in a lumber
camp?”

“All right, you've made a fool of me.
All right, it's a big joke,” he said bitterly.
“Have you laughed yourself out, or do
we have to kick it around some more?”

“I don't play you for laughs, MacIntyre,”
she =aid wearily. “I play you for tears in
my beer, You can back down if you want
to, but darned if I'll write it."” She lifted
an arm_and pointed. “There’s a type-
writer. Help yourself.”

MacIntyre looked at her for a full min-
ute without speaking, Then he said, “All
I need is a piece of paper.”

MHevry ImpeLoen and his wife Jessie werc
playing cribbage. It was a game they had
learned during their honeymoon, and in
forty years they had developed an in-
credible proficiency at it; they could deal,
discard, play and count automatically,
giving themselves leisure to talk or
some private thinking.

They were discussing whether or not
any iris toe was worth twenty dollars
when the knocker rattled, Imbelden let
it bang awhile and then laid his cards
on the table. “I hate people,” he said.

He flipped on the porch light and
peeked around the corner of the blinds.
“Especially a mob of people,” he said.
“Good Lord, what do they want?”

The mob consisted of three—his physi-
cist friend Loomis, a familiar face he
couldn’t identify, and—of all people—Dr,



Hamilton O'Hara, The last time O'Hara
and Imbelden had met, at the committee
meeting on student publications, they had
parted on terms somewhat less than am-
icable, but O'Hara seemed to have for-
gotten the incident. He introduced every-
body, all the way round, and during the
process maneuvered himself so far into
the parlor that Imbelden could do nothing
but ask him to sit down. The familiar
face turned out to be Mr. Nevin, a local
insurance agent,

“Henry,” O'Hara said, “we’ll get to the
point.”

“Good,” Imbelden said, “You're inter-
rupting a hell of a good cribbage game.”

Nevin looked a little startled.

“Don’t be upset by my husband," Mrs.
Imbelden said, reassuringly. “He likes to
pretend he's a rude old man, but it's just
a pose. Isn't it, Professor Loomis?”

All three visitors managed a small, tight
laugh.

Imbelden pushed tobacco into his pipe
with his thumb and spoke to O'Hara
“Well, get down to it.”

“We came here to talk about a rather
peculiar subject, Henry,” the good doctor
said, “Heal estate. We—well, we wanted
to find out whether or not you planned
to sell your lots in the Hillerest develop-
ment.”

“Haven't even thought about it,” Im-
belden scowled. “What business is it of
yours, anyhow?"

“Quite a lot,” O'Hara said amiably, “As
a matter of public unity, you might say.
And you're going to be approached on
the subject of sale. By the university.
They plan to build apartments out there,
you know.”

“You wouldn’t really want to sell,
would you?” Nevin asked. There was an
erractic tic in the left side of his face
that made him wink. He winked at Im-
belden and said, “You wouldn't really
consider it, would you, Professor?”

“I don’t know; depends on price,” Im-
belden said. “Thought I might build a
house out there one day, but I like this
one.” He looked at the clock. “This had
better lead somewhere in a hurry,” he
said, “or I'm going to bed.”

“All right, here's the nutshell—we want
you to promise you won't sell your prop-
erty. Or, if you do want to get rid of it,
to sell it to us.”

“Just so the university doesn't get hold
of it?”

“Exactly so,” O'Hara said br}skly “The
spot they partmularly have in mind is
the four hundred block on Highland be-
tween Diversey and Wordsworth Avenue.
Completely vacant, The four of us here
own it. Mr. Loomis owns the largest par-
cel, as you know; you and I have four
lots apiece, and Mr, Nevin has the re-
mainder. It's up to us to present a solid
front.”

“Why?”

“My dear Henry,” O'Hara said pa-
tiently, “the problem does not concern
you in a direct sense, admittedly, but it
does us., Our homes are in that vicinity.
Hillerest Drive is a strictly zoned, re-
stricted district. No houses under twelve
thousand dollars; no business enterprises
whatever; no—ah—undesirables. It’s taken
us years to build that district into what
it is.”

“And you figure that apartments would
ruin—"

“Not just apartments,”” O'Hara said. “I
understand that the first thing to go up
would be Quonset huts.” The good doctor
almost shuddered, “To tide things over,
as they put it. The apartments would
come later. Kids and clotheslines; per-
ambulators, tennis courts, and garbage
cans lined up on the sidewalks.” O'Hara
got up; he even waved his arms a litile,
“We spend thousands—nay, hundreds of
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thousands of dollars—to develop a re-
stricted district, and what hap?ens"”
And

“Clotheslines,” Nevin said. gar-
bage cans.”
“Imbelden,” O'Hara roared, “do you

realize that the only requirement nec-
essary to get into their precious project
will be a marriage license?”

“Don't yell at me," Imbelden said.
“Can't stand the noise.”

He leaned over the fire lace and
knocked his pipe against t firebox
bricks. Nevin and O'Hara looked at each
other, and Professor Loomis played with
his hat, which he held in his lap.

“There’s another way to lock at this
thing, Professor,” Nevin said, “This is
one of the nicest little communities any-
where. Nice parks, nice playgrounds, high
standard of living, More cars per capita
in this town than in any town its size
in the state. This is just about as rich a
little burg as you'll find anywhere, Pro-
fessor.” He tapped Imbelden on the chest
with a long forefinger. “You wouldn't
want to see anything cheap go up——"

“This may be a surprise to you,” Im-
belden said, “but I really don't give a
damn what goes up. Loomis, vou haven’'t
made your speech yet. O'Hara spoke for
good healthy sentiment, Nevin spoke for
nice solid business. What's your angle—
scientific? The difficulty of securing ade-
quate Plumbmg installation in multiple
units?

O'Hara sighed and took off his glasses.
“I told you this would be difficult,” he
said to Nevin. “Henry, you've always
been one of the most reasonable men I've
ever known. What's got into you?”

“Maybe it's senility,” Imbelden snapped.

“Professor, there's one more thing.”
Nevin said. He winked wolently. “Right
now that's the hottest piece of property
in this town. Fine bu.llpmg sites in the
most exclusive district, Getting into Hill-
crest will be like—well, getting into Phi

‘Beta Kappa. In five years, Professor, you

can double your money. .

“Now I think we're getting down to it.”
There was a gleam behind the old man's
glasses. “O"Hara, do you actually intend to
ever build a house there?”

“Well_ll

“No, you do not. Hell, your present
house is just across the street, and I'll bet
there's still a second mortgage on it. I
don't know why, but people in the Eng-
lish department always live beyond their
means., Am;l. Nevin, you're completely

e
Imbelden stomped over to the sofa,
where Loomis sat looking at the top of
his hat. )

“Loomis, how'd you ever get mixed up
in that two-bit cartel?” he asked.

“Well, it just sounded like a good idea.
I mean, keep up the standards . . . Doctor
O’'Hara, here, was talking about the gar—
bage cans

“Suppose we go,” O'Hara said, He arose

with dignity, looking a little saddened.
“It was only a matter of neighborly cour-
tesy to come in the first place.”

Imbelden snorted.

“Oh, that’s right, Professor,” Nevin said.

“We just came because we thought it
\l;loul be nice to stand together on this
thing,

“We can see to it that the university
doesn’t acquire the property; after all,
you've only got four lots.”

“I ‘re{.‘ueat1 a nmghbor]y gesture,” O'Hara

his hat from an end
table andp carefulﬁr get it on his head.
“But never mind.

Mr. Loomis didn’t say anything,

Imbelden stood by the door until the
three of them got beyond the steps, then
snapped off the porch light. He stood in
the semidarkness for a moment, smiling
to himself—half cynical, half amused.

“You know, dear Jessie said, taking
him by the hand, “Doctor O'Hara is right.
You've been really strange, I think that
I;'Irl: Maclntyre had something to do with
it.

“My good woman,” he said, “are you
implying that I have heretofore been un-
able to think for myself?”
~Jessie thought it over for a moment.
“Well,” she said finally, “if I was, I take
it back , .. Come to bed, dear.”

“You go ahead, Jessie; I'll be along.”

She went up the stairs, and he wan-
dered back into the parlor. He got his
pipe from the mantel and stuck it be-
tween his teeth without filling it. T..en
he walked over to the telephone and
dialed the university switchboard.

“I wonder if you could give me the

 number of a graduate student namel

Ronald MacIntyre . . ., Thank you , . .
of course I want you to ring it. Did you
think I just was asking out of idle
curiosity?" £

He waited, grinning to himself, He felt
an odd elation. He, Henry Imbelden, was
about to touch off an explosion. He was
about to kick a hole in the roof, And at
his age, too. “Second childhood, I sup-
pose,” he snorted,

THE city room of the Blazer was a good
deal more lively at ten at night than in
the morning. There was an erratic chatter
of typewriters, a good deal of miscel-
laneous shouting and a considerable col-
lection of feet on desks.

MacIntyre was  talking earnestly to
Clem Hall.

“I'd want to use names,” Clem said.
“None of this it-is-rumored stuff.”

“Of course names, Why run it other-
wise?”

“Including Imbelden?”

“That's what he said,” MacIntyre said.
He scowled. “What are you being so
cagey about? I thought you were—"

“And including your name?”

“What difference does it make about
my name?” Maclntyre said. “All I did
was bring you the story; you're quoting
Imbelden, not me.”

Clem was cutting up proofs with a pair
of long scissors. She pointed the scissors
and said, “It's as good as printed—if you
run for office. Think of the campaign
possibilities in it!"

“Look,” MacIntyre yelled at her, “are
you trying to blackmail me?”

“Let's just say that the fate of the uni-
versity’s housing program is in your
hands. We can blow those boys sky
high, you know, Including O’Hara.” She
snapped the air vigorously with her secis-
sors, “He called me a tilter at windmills,
Ha

“You mean you wouldn't use that stuff
if I didn't—

“Exactly so,”" Clem said. “Exactly so.”

MacIntyre gave her a long, silent look;
then began to grin. “Don’t give me that.
You couldn’t pass up that juicy bit if
you tried. Don't try to kick dust in my
eyes, Clementine.”

“Sonny boy,” she said, “the front page
of the Blazer goes to bed in three hours.
I hate to use your own sense of justice
as a club to beat you over the head—hut
I'm a ruthless woman. Take it, as they
say on the radio, or leave it.”

“I'm a hard man to bully.”

“And I'm a hard woman to soft-soap.
I'm a hard woman, period.

“Besides, what difference does it make
who runs the G I League, or whatever
they call it?”

“What difference does it make if your
friend Estopy sleeps in the street, twins
and all?” I{e turned toward the type-
writer on the small table beside her, “Do
you want to debate some more, or shall
I start writing it?”
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on the horizon changed to red, and a
whistle howled distantly.

“Thanks very much," he said.

“You talk too much,” she said.

The Arrow hooted around the long
curve and laid a finger of light along the
tracks beneath them. The cut rocked to
the echoes of its passing. Neither of them
noticed. i

L. Ebwarp ArmerusTeR, the president of
the university, found the Blazer on his
desk, as usual, amid the morning mail.
He always glanced at the Blazer; not
through any particular positive interest
in its contents, but just to make sure
that the news was bright and clean, and
that nothing got into print which reflected
on the character of the institution. He
almost passed over the picture of Dr.
Hamilton O'Hara; the good doctor was
always getting his picture in the papers.
But a line under the photograph which
began “Branded today as one of a bloc
which seeks to prevent . . ." caught his
eye. He scowled and dropped into his
icl})air, spreading the paper out before

im.

As he read a pale tinge of red showed
above his starched white collar; the paper
quivered in his hands. Finally, he snapped
the switch on the intercommunication
panel, “Miss Thurleson,” he said, “get me
Doctor O'Hara on the phone, And get me
the editor of the Blazer. Immediately.”

“Which one first?” a mechanical so-
prano came back.

“Whichever one you can get first,” the
president said grimly, “and have the
other one wait, I will take them one at

la time”

At approximately the same time Mr.
Chester Nevin (Insurance of All Kinds)
was entering his office on the fourth floor
of the National Industrial Savings Bank
building,

“Here's a newspaper,” his secretary-
receptionist said, “It was under the door,
It's just that university thing”

Mr, Nevin flipped it open and ran his
eye over the front page. Doctor H. O'Hara
smiled out at him, and Mr, Nevin winked
and smiled back.

“Oh, Ham’s sent this,” he said. “You
know, the famous man over at the college;

| we're real good friends. There's a thing

about him in here—"

Suddenly Mr. Nevin screamed as if he
had been knifed,

“What—what?”

His secretary stood up and tried to read
over his shoulder,

“I knew it!" Mr. Nevin said. “I knew
we shouldn't get any college professors
mixed up in this. They never can keep
their damn mouths shut!”

In his office on the third floor of Clunt-
ing Hall, Henry Imbelden was also read-
ing the paper, Behind a closed door. For
a while, at least, he had no desire to look
the general public in the eye, Not that
he was afraid; it was just that his nerves
seemed slightly on edge. He certainly
had stepped out of his field.

And downstairs in his elegant office,
Doctor Hamilton O’Hara was also occu-
pied with the telephone. He was holding
it in one hand; in the other he held
a handkerchief which he occasionally
rubbed across his forehead.

“It'll be attended to,” he said. “Every-
thing. Believe me, sir, this entire situa-
tion has arisen from a malignant mis-
understanding of a basically simple com-
mercial proposition—"

He realized that the president had
hung up at the other end, and slammed
the phone back into the cradle. He spun
his swivel chair around and glared out
of the window at the sundial that was a
gift of the class of 1911,

“Turner!” he yelled. After a moment

he heard a door click open and a nervous
clearing of the throat.

“Yes, Doctor?”

“Get on the telephone and call an
emergency meeting of the Advisory Com-
mittee on Publications, You know where
the list is. In half an hour, in this office.
Emergency, I said,” O'Hara glared at the
sundial and did not even glance at his
assistant. “Everybody except Imbelden.
He is not to be called.”

“Isn't it rather risky, Doctor, to de-
liberately exclude—"

“You may be certain, Turner,” O'Hara
said heavily, “that any action I may take
will have the sanction of the president.
As a matter of fact, he suggeste{? it. We're
going to get rid of that damn girl.”

“Yes sir.” Mr. Turner hesitated for a
moment and then decided to risk a small
joke. “I guess what Professor Imbelden
doesn't know won't hurt him, will it?"

Doctor O'Hara swung around in his
chair, “Turner,” he snapped, “sometimes

vou make me sick:

Two days later the Blazer carried a
banner-line story which said that the
holders of the land in Hillerest addition
which the university desired were going
to sell. This, the story pointed out, had
been their intention all along; through an
unfortunate misunderstanding, reports to
the contrary had been circulated, In the
middle of the column was a box which
was, in effect, an apology to Messrs.
O’Hara, Nevin and Loomis; it said that
a former member of the Blazer staff had
slipped into the “irresponsible practice of
accepting second- and even third-hand
information as fact.”

There was an editorial on page three
commending the citizens of the town for
their helpful and progressive attitude to-
ward the university’s problems. There
was an architect’s drawing of the pro-
jected apartment units, and a good deal
of general backslapping in all directions.

It made Clem Hall sore and lonely at
the same time, reading such stuff in the
sheet that had been her baby.

“Give me the word,” MacIntyre told
her, “and I will go punch your successor
in the head.”

“I do my own punching,” Clem said.
“Anyhow, he's doing his job. He's one
of these guys born to take orders, and
that's what he’s doing. Me, I was born to
tilt at windmills.”

“Personally, I prefer you just as a nor-
mal, healthy girl,” MacIntyre said. “Re-
member what they say: A lady should be
in the papers just three times; when she’s
born, when she marries, and when she dies.”

“Who said that?”

“Clare Boothe Luce. In a play she
wrote,”

“I should live so long,” Clem said.

He is such a lardhead, she was thinking
to herself. He is such a stubborn, per-
verse lardhead, and I would let him walk
up and down my back in track shoes if
he wanted to.

“Anyhow, you've made your mark in
the world,” MacIntyre was saying. “You
saved the day; you turned the rascals out,
so to speak. Untold generations of in-
fants, born in university apartments, will
give you thanks.”

(;%?‘m frowned, s

“They gave up too easy—the bi
estate combine, I mean, ﬁon"t thinl%
gave up at all.”

“What else could they do?” MacIntyre
shrugged. “With all the publicity. I'll bet
that poor mouse mis won't crawl out
from under the bed for a month, And
O'Hara is the original beam-in-the-
public-eye; he has to protect himself . . .”
MacIntyre pulled a wry, humorless grin.
“In a way, L almost feel sorry for them.
They're just trying to look out for their

real
they



own necks and chisel a little on the side.
And who isn't, these days?”

Clem locked at him long and intently.
“Plenty of people. I'm not, I hope. Im-
belden’s not. Your friend Estopy. Plenty
of people. It's got to be that way, or
we're all dead pigeons.”

“Baby, these days everybody is looking
out for the big L”

“What about you?”

“I'm different. I'm running for office.”

After a moment, she said, "I don't like
it when you talk like that.”

“Sorry, baby . .. Anyhow, what makes
you think they haven’t given up?”

“It was too easy; I know.” She winked
at him. “Let’s just eall it a normal, healthy
girl’s intuition.”

She was dead right.

THE next Monday morning the Blazer,
along with most papers in the area, broke
a wire story from Chicago. The board of
trustees of the university had held a spe-
cial week-end meeting, and they were
regretfully forced to announce that any
such building project as the Hillcrest De-
velopment was a violation of the charter
of the institution, The reason: competition
with established local industry!

Imbelden heard this on the early news-
cast of the university’s radio station and
promptly knocked over the cream pitcher
with his elbow, He then said six mono-
syllabic words which his wife had not
heard him use since the first night of
their honeymoon when the ship’s captain
had ordered an unscheduled boat drill,

“Henry!” she gasped.

“Sweetheart,” he said grimly, “unless
you want to hear more of the same, you'd
petter go into the kitchen.” He said some
more monosyllables,

“Now, that's enough,” she said sharply.
She bounced over to the radio. “What did
you ever say to upset him like that?” she
asked the thing as she snapped it off.
“Henry, you're getting childish.”

“Quite possible, Established local in-
dustry! Hal™

“I don't know why that should upset
you. Anyvhow, do you know what he's
talking about? I don’t.”

Imbelden wadded his napkin and tossed
it on the table. “What he’s talking about,
my sweet, is a simple provision in most
college charters. That means that an agri-
cultural college, for example, can’t peddle
apples it grows on an experimental farm
in competition with the grocer. Or milk.
Or the auto-mechanics department fix
cars in competition with the garage down
the street. You follow me?"

“Of course. Don't lecture me, Henry.”

“Which,” Imbelden said, ignoring the
footnote, “is only fair and decent. But
places for people to live—ye gods, doesn't
the university have dormitories? Doesn't
that compete with village females that
run boardinghouses?”

“Well—"

“Don't interrupt, sweetheart” Like a
man suddenly inspired, he made for the
glass-paneled bookcase. “Where's that
copy of the confounded college catalog?”
He found it and-came back to the table,
thumbing rapidly through the front pages.
He stopped and gave page three a quick
inspection, “Board of trustees,” he an-
nounced triumphantly.

“You're going to be late for your eight
o'clock,” his wife said. She was obviously
a little distressed.

“Altepeter, Conners, Eberlich,” Imbel-
den muttered, running a finger along the
page. “Kenner, Mori " He stopped in
the middle of the word and looked up.
“My dear,” he inquired gently of his wife,
“do you know who Augustus L. Moriarity
is?”

“Henry, don’t be ridiculous. Of course
I do. He owns things. Lots of money. Mrs,
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Moriarity is in the club. He owns things
all over town.”

“Including three apartment houses and
heaven only knows how much rental
property.”

“Henry, you didn't even finish your
coffee.”

“And he’s on the board of trustees.
Class of nineteen-nine, Augustus L, Mori-
arity—"

The telephone rang.

“Answer it, sweetheart.” He stamped
over to the window and stood there, rub-
bing one side of his mustache with a
knuckle, He could hear his wife's voice,
but he paid no attention,

“Gus Moriarity, an established local in-
dustry,” he snorted. He heard his wife
come back into the room, “Who was it?”

A small silence.

“It wasn't anybody. A wrong number.”

He turned around and locked at her,
cocking an eyebrow. “Jessie, I've been
married to you for forty years ... Who
was it?"

“It was the Hall woman. That Clem
Hall—which iz a ridiculous name for a
woman."”

“Not as ridiculous ag Clementine,” Im-
belden said. “What did she want?”

“Whatever it was, I'm sure it wasn’t
good,” Jessie said. She slid her arm
through the crook of his elbow, “I told
her you weren’'t home.”

“You what?”

Jessie sunk her fingers in his arm and
held on. “Henry , . . you worry me, dear.
Getting excited about all these silly
things. I mean, all the odd things these
wild-eyed students do, and making state-
ments for the paper—well, just getting

mixed up in things that are none of your

business,” s

He looked at her for a long moment
without speaking. Jessie was pulling a
slight pout. This was a habit which he
had found attractive in their courtship
days—she had a pleasant little mouth—
but it did look strange in a woman of
fifty-nine.

i “rq‘l'essie," he barked, “pull in your lower
ip!

< The lip retracted, but Jessie continued
to look hurt, He caught her hands and
pulled her down beside him on the win-
dow seat. “What's the trouble, honey?”

“It's just that—well, I just don't like
you to get mixed up in things, We're such
quiet people, Henry.”

“Maclntyre's private little world,” Im-
belden said grimly.

“And at your age—people talk about
it, you know.”

“The old man’s in his dotage. Senility
is roaring around the corner, is that it?”

“Henry, I know better,” she said pa-
tiently, "but—it's upset you. It's upset
everything, Look out there at the lawn,
for instance. You haven't taken up the
gladiolus bulbs yet, and the hedge should
have been trimmed before the frost—"

“What do you think I am, a full-time
gardener? This is a big place—almost
three acres.”

“But that's the sort of thing ple talk
about, you see? It's practically on the
campus, and the president is only two
doors away. Henry Imbelden, just be-
cause some noisy young people haven't
any place to live, are you going to let
vour house come an eyesore and—
Henry, what's the matter now?”

A strange and wicked light had come
into Imbelden’s eye, He whirled around
and opened the big casement windows
a_rhd leaned out, his hands gripping the
sill.
“That's right,” he said. “It is a big
lawn.” He nibbled excitedly at the cor-
ner of his mustache. “By jingo, I can just
see their faces, Haw!”

“Now what does that mean?”

"Haw!” Imbelden said. He stammed the
windows shut and patted his wife on the
knee. “Sweetheart—if you're already dis-
turhed, you'd better prepare yourself, Or
else leave home.”

He scuttled into the hall,

“Henry. where are you going?”

“To telephone!”

X was some days later, on a Friday, that
the trailer appeared. As a matter of fact,
it had apparently been brought in Thurs-
day night, because it was early in the
morning when President Armbruster first
noticed it from his bedroom window.

He told his wife about it at breakfast.
“Imbelden and his wife must be planning
on some travel next summer,” he said.
“He's bought a trailer. It's right in his
front yard. I hope he moves it quickly;
the thing’s unsightly.”

“That’s funny,” Mrs. Armbruster said.
“They always go to Colorado in the sum-
mer. They own that Pl:u:e in Estes Park.
Gone there for years.”

“Well, he’s bought a trailer,” the presi-
dent said, “It’s right out in the front
yard.”

The next morning there were two trail-
ers on Imbelden's front lawn,

The new arrival was slightly more
seedy than the first one; it had appar-
ently been painted an aluminum color at
one time, but the paint was peeling bad-
ly. It sat at the near end of the lot, just
across the sidewalk from the university’s
famous aster be

The president noticed for the first time
that there were curtains in the windows
of both trailers, In the window of the
scabby aluminum one, there was even a
spot of red that might have been a
geranium, but it was too far away to tell.

“Good heavens, it wouldn’t be possible!”
Armbruster said to himself, “Not in Im-
belden’s front yard!”

Ordinarily the president cut directly
across the campus, going to the adminis-
tration building, but this morning he
went out of his way to walk past the
Imbelden house. He was too gentlemanly
to stare, but he managed to give the
things a close inspection out of the corner
of his eve,

There was a geranium, all right, but he
could see nothing else. He walked more
slowly. Suddenly a baby began to cry,
and he stopped dead in his tracks for a
moment.

When he started walking again, he al-
most ran.

“Well,” Imbelden announced from the
window seat, “there goes L. Edward.”

“Who?" Jessie said. She lifted a piece
of hot toast gingerly between her finger
tips.

“Armbruster. Giving us the once-over.
Su%;,),ose he's put two and two together

“How did he look?”

“Appalled,” Imbelden said cheerfully.

Jessie shuddered inside her quilted
housecoat, “Henry,” she said timidly, after
a moment, “you don't suppose they'd fire
you?”

“What good would it do?” Imbelden
said, “They ean’t kick me off my own
property.” He pulled out his chair and
sat down behind his grapefruit, tucking
the end of the napkin inside his belt.
“Remember, there’s another one arriving
from the auto court this afternoon, Name
of Kelly, I believe. If I'm not here, mak
a pretty speech, sweetheart.,” .

THe Kellys arrived shortly after four,
and it was almost five before they got
the trailer maneuvered into the proper
position, with Imbelden directing from
the front porch, Kelly weighed at least
two hundred and twenty pounds, and he
had shoulders like a boxcar. Besides his



wife and baby, he had arrived fully
eqm ped with fox terrier.

‘T'm sure gratefu.l.” he told Imbelden.,
“We were payin’ a dollar and a half a
day out there at that camp. Just for a
place to park this thing.” He gestured|
with a thumb toward the green trailer.
“Just for a place to put it and plug into
the electricity and use a wa.shru«um It’s
nice of you, Prof; all th]s for free.”

“That's Imby for you.” Clem Hall said.
She had been coming around occasionally
since Imbelden had begun his project,
vaguely hoping to be useful to some little
mother, but nothing much had come of
it. “Got a heart as big as a whale, that
Imbelden.”

“It's Maclntyre that's running for of-
fice,” the old man snorted. “Not me.
How's he doing in his politicking?”

Clem made a circle with her thumb
and ioreﬁnger “He's a shoo-in,” she said.
“We've the town blanketed with
handbil]s. Maclntyre s the Man that Meets
the Issues. He made a good speech last
night, too. Right on the steps of the Union,
which is illegal. The campus cop played
right into our hands—came along and
made him quit. Brother, are we going to
make an issue of that!”

“I'm glad he's domg well at something,”
Imbelden scowled. “He certainly isn't
studying Latin.”

CrEm looked down the walk and whistled
su{#;ly Et]hrough her bteeth,

ward Armbruster was o up
the long walk, with the Kelly dcm
furiously at his hee

“Well, Professor,” he called cheerfuﬂy
as he approached the house, “you seem
to have quite a little colony Tere. Guests,
I daresay.”

“Residents,” Tmbelden called back, just
as cheerfully, “Come up and sit down.
Surprisingly warm day, eh?”

Armbruster glanced nervously over his
shoulder, “I wonder if we could, eh, get
this little fellow out from underfoot? We
don't seem to be able to get acquainted—
do we, fellow?”

The fox terrier had a man-sized growl
and was no respecter of college presi-
dents.

“Imbelden,” said the president, “I won-
dered if we could have a little chat? Uh
—vou and L”

“I'm on my way,” Clem said.

“We could go inside,” Imbelden said,
“put I don’t think you'd like it very
much. My wife’s entertaining the bridge
club. There's only seven of them today.
She thinks maybe the ladies were fright-
ened”"—he took in the lawn with a broad
gesture—"by all this.”

“l ghouldn't be su.l‘prised. Now look
here, Imbelden, we're going to have to
talk seriously. How long do you intend
to keep these things here?”

“For the duration of the emergency,”
Imbelden shrugged “That's the phrase
they use, isn't it?”

“Confound_it, Imhelden, none of this
going around the mulberry bush, This is
a cheap trick, nothing else. A kind of
moral b]ackmad—

“Intimidation is a better word,” Im-
belden said mildly. “Armbruster, you're
the president of &m institution. Haven't
you any conscience—don't you know the
wa);"hundreds of these people are liv-
ing?

“Of course I know, and I'm perturbed.
Deeply perturbed. But it's the nature of
the' times; you can’'t lay it on anybody’s
doorste

“How about the board of trustees, and
the sovereign ’pmrﬂeges of established
local industry?’

“A long-time policy of the institution;
besides that, a part of the charter,”

“Do you really know how lovely you can look”
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they are, I guess these things sit here
until the charter's changed.”

"I'm afraid not. Not as a community
eyesore, a disgrace to the campus, and
within a stone’s throw of my own house.
We can move them legally; I had only
hoped you and I could reasonably dis-
cuss—-"

“How?"”

“Do I have to remind you that this is
a strictly zoned class-A district? No busi-
ness activities of any kind. »

“Who said anything about business? It
doesn’t cost them anything, I've a heart
as big as a whale; a young lady told me
so, not ten minutes age. Go aﬁead: tell
me how you think you're going to move
them out.”

Armbruster ran his palm over his head.

“Permanent dwelling places are subject
to the building code——"

"Look—wheels,” Imbelden said. “What's
permanent about trailers? These devices
are like the Arabs, Doctor; they can
silently steal away. Why, if
the university went ahead
with the Hillerest Develop-
ment and put up some Quon-
set huts or something until
regular apartments could be

built—why, I wouldn't be
surprised to see these things
disappear practically over
night.”

“By heaven, they can al-
wavs be declared a public
nuisance!” Armbruster waved
his arms,

“Try it,” Imbelden said. He
got up; he was getting a little
excited himself, He could see
faces looking at him from the
windows of the trailers. “Try
having a hero of the Anzio
beachhead and his family de-
clared public nuisances! Try
it, and the newspapers will
crucify you!”

This was gaudy oratory,
and Imbelden suddenly be-
came self-conscious. He sat
down again, puffing. Arm-
brustar pulled out a hand-
kerchief and wiped his fore-
head, also puffing,

“You'd better sit down too,”
Imkelden growled, “We seem
to be attracting a crowd.”

The president dropped
heavily to the steps. He looked
so distressed that the old man
was almost sorry for him.

“Imbelden, I swear I can do
notiing about this situation,
Naothing at all.”

“You're the president of the
university,” Jdmbelden said
grimly. “Therefore automatically chair-
man of the board of trustees. You have a
nice loud voice and certain powers of per-
suasion, and most members of the board
are fat-headed fools who don’f give a
damn one way or another, You can lift up
your voice and try, Doctor.”

Armbruster got to his feet. He seemed
very weary, "“I'll try,” he said. “T'll try,
but I won't promise anything.”

“And by the way,” Imbelden added
from the steps, “you might be interested
to know that all this keeps our bathroom
pretty busy. If these ings are here
much longer, I'm thinking of a couple of
outdoor structures.”

The president staggered slightly and
walked on, a little faster than before,

THE trailers were in Imbelden’s front
yard exactly seventeen days. Oddly
enough, there was never an announce-
ment of any further meetings of the board
of trustees; simply a routine statement
from the Regional Housing Authority in
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Chicago, sayimng that a request for emer-
gency dwellings had been received from
the university. Five days later the frst
Qupnset huts began to arrive.

A few nights later, Imbelden was on
his way upstairs when the doorbell rang.
Swearing, Imbelden snapped on the hall
light and opened the door.

"You can see me tomorrow,” he said.
“Go home and go to your respective
beds.”

“It'll only take a minute,” Clem said.
"We came to thank you. In the name of
the university and all its students, Imby
—we thank you.”

Imbelden winced. “It sounds as if you'd

practiced it,” he growled.
“She did,” MaclIntyre said. “There's
more.”

“I ecan do without it. Go home.”

“There's something else. It'll only take
a minute.”

“If you now intend to be coy and
blush,” the old man said, “and inform me
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necessary for neatness before return-
ing it to the counter. Shoplifters fold
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pay more attention to those around
them than to the merchandize they
are inspecting. Some of them hold
market bags between them:elves and
the counter, whereas the average cus-
tomer lets her shopping bag hang at
her side.
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al you have serious intentions, I
throw you out of the house. Bodily. I
can’t stand fatuous scenes.”

“Nope,” the girl said. “We supposed
vou assumed that.”

“All right, congratulations, and good
night."”

“It's something else again,” Maclntyre
said meekly.

Imbelden sighed and opened the door
wide. “I'll be a minute longer, sweet-
heart,” he yelled up the staircase. He
waved them toward the parlor, and Mac-
Intyre stood with his back to the remains
of the fire, '

Imbelden dropped into his big leather
chair. “Well,” he. barked, “talk!”

MacIntyre took a long breath. “All
right, here it is. I realized that this is
ungrateful of me, that I owe you some-
thing much better than this—but I'm get-
ting out of the department. I'm changing
my field of study.”

Imbelden locked at him through nar-
rowed eyes. “It's a good thing,” he said.

“You barely got out in time. I was getting
ready to Aunk you. Your marks are out-
rageous, your attitude leaves much to he
desired and you obviously have no af-
finity for the scholarly life, anyhow.”

MacIntyre blinked in astonishment. The
old man was grinning maliciously at him,

“Don't misunderstand me,” Imbelden
said threateningly. “If you think this is
a coy way of saying that you are much
too talented, too intelligent, too person-
able to spend the rest of your life with
your nose in a dusty old book—you're
mistaken. I have a great respect for
scholarship, needless to say. Man's desire
to know everything about anything is
one of his few constant virtues, and some-
day it may be his salvation. The research
gentlemen in the sciences are always
hacking away at the future, and men like
myself are always pawing over the debris
of the past. Neither that outrageous fool
Loomis—he's a research physicist, you
know—nor myself are very good at living
in our own time. Now you,
my dear MacIntyre—and also
this woman—are creatures of
the present. You're strictly
contemporary. You're toilers
in the vineyard of now, if you
know what I mean.” He wag-
gled a stubby, crooked finger,
Not that I envy you. And
not that I admire you for
choosing it; you're stuck with
it, that's all. But you have,
my dear young people, my
very best wishes.”

“¥You did a little toiling in
the vineyard yourself,” Clem
said gently. “You got out of
character for a whﬁe. Imby.”

“I'm aware of that,” the old
man snapped, “and 1 doubt if
I'll ever Ee the same. Mac-
Intyre, what do you intend to
study?”

“Law. Some sociology, some
economics, some psych—I'm
in no hurry.”

“¥ou know what'll happen,
don’t you?” Imbelden said.
“You get a diploma, and
she’ll have you running for

Congress.”
1 think we'll start with the
post of county attorney,”

Clem grinned. “A modest be-
ginning never hurt anybody.”

“And I suppose you'll be
getting married?”

“It’s either that or living in
sin ™

“Matrimony is cheaper,”
Imbelden said, “and a good
deal less trouble.” He got up,
grunting a little. “And fof
your wedding present, young woman, I
intend to buy you a mimeograph machine,
with which you can put out various sen-
sational publications to your heart's con-
tent. And now I'm going to bed.”

He waved them toward the door and
snapped on the porch light. The girl
went ahead, and MacIntyre started to
follow her. Then he turned back and slid
his hand over the old man’s wrist.

“I'm grateful as hell,” he said, “for a
lot of things.”

Imbelden looked up at him and snort-
ed softly. “Would it please you to know
I'm grateful for some things myself? Well,
I am.”

MacIntyre closed the door softly, and
took Clem's arm. In the silence they
heard the chimes on top of Clunting Hall
ring through the Westminster change,
and then the striking bell hit a single
note.

It was one o'clock. She dropped her
head on his shoulder and relaxed.

THE END
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The Frustration of Peggy Allen (Continued from page 63)

be a shame to leave withoutl sampling the
stew., The cat came over and rubbed
against her leg, and that was very com-
fortable too.

Presently, My, and Mrs. O'Meara came
in through the back door, although not
at the same time since there was allo-
gether too much of them for that.

Mr. O'Meara’s calm was so monumen-
tal that he had undoubtedly been up to
something.

Mrs, O'Meara, in plum-colored majesty,
set the steaming stew before him, “Dish
up, Joe,” she commanded and then sat
down herself, carefully tucking in a nap-
kin at her neck.

“And now, dearie,” said she, "whatever
started you up to run away?”

It is impolite to tell a lady that a partic-
ular matter is none of her business, espe-
cially if you are about to eat her stew. So
Peggy tossed her head. “It all began when
that fat Rosalie Peabody came up to me
and said, 'Hello, skunk!” "

Mr. O'Meara, used to schoolgirls, be-
trayed no surprise. “Stew’s betlter even
than last time,” he proclaimed with pleas-
ure. “So what did wou do to Miss
Rosalie?”

Peggy’s dark eyes flashed. "Knocked
her down and sat on her, of course, and
just when I was teaching her some man-
ners, Miss May, our housemother, came
along and pulled me off.”

Mrs, O'Meara considered the matter
with great judicial gravity. “But violent,
mayhbe. Seems you might have thought of
some names to call Her Fatness instead
of knocking her down, especially when
you were sure to be caught at it.”

That, Peggy thought, sounded emi-

nently reasonable,
“I s'pose I should, Only Miss May's so

Yancouver, British Columbia

full of sweeiness and light, she'd have
been shocked silly by what I'd have called
that Rosalie.”

Mr. O'Meara nodded. “Don't suppose
Miss May knows many really bad words.
And so she told you you'd have to stay
in bounds in Hawthorne House on all
vour time off for five—six days, and you
sneaked your suitcase out and started
off . . . Have some more stew?

It was easy to talk to the O'Mearas,
Peggy thought, because they considered
the situation with due seriousness, quite
as if she were grown-up.

It was so easy that sﬁc went straight

“I guess prob'ly I'd have run away
sooner or later anyway, because I do not
like the school, and Robert should not
have spent so much money on it, and
besides, he simply cannot look after him-
self.”

Mr. O'Meara wiped his chin and picked
out the important point. “Who's Robert?”

Pegey felt as if she were about to ery
because Robert was so perfectly helpless
in a difficult world and only she could
look after him properly.

“He's my father. He's an artist and
much better in water colors than he is
in oils, and he never could balance his
checkbook, and he never will remember
to take his laundry to the Chinese place.”

She began to choke up as she consid-
ered the dreadful messes that Robert had
probably managed to get himself into by
now. Even imagining them was too much
to hear.

“H'm,” said Mrs. O’'Meara. “Wouldn't
wonder if you'd been keeping house for
him for some time . ., Better have a
cinnamon bun.”

Peggy did and it helped. One cannot ery
while consuming a cinnamon bun. “Ever

since Mother died. And she said I'd have
to look after Robert hecause he hasn't
much sense, And so I do. And how can
I when I'm in that silly school?”

Mr. O'Meara calmly fed the vellow cal.
“Sounds like sort of a helpless gentle-
man."”

“Oh, he is. Completely. It was all right
as long as 1 did all the marketing and
maost of the cooking and kept the apart-
ment clean and saw that he threw away
his underwear when it got holes in it
And then—then he said it was }11.3,11 time
I learned to be a lady and .

She could see herself quite well sitting
in the chintz-covered armechair with her
shirt hanging out and her dungarees
rolled up, a duster in her hand, and
Robert striding about, his dark face all
alight as he described the splendors of
sending her to school,

Robert had been extremely provoked
when she had pointed out that it would
cost a great deal of money, and even move
annoyed when she had ungratefully burst
into tears.

For all the pleasant, bustling life of
arranging, planning, managing, hattling
storekeepers and conversing with the
Chinese who ran the laundry, was about
ended, and, instead, she was doomed to
something that sounded very much like
a female jail.

She was conscious of telling the
O'Mearas some of this in swift, incoherent
snatches, and then she burst out, “And
besides, it's such a frightfully expensive
school and Robert simply cannot afford
it

Mr, O’'Meara, deep in thought, rubbed
a large h.md over his shining head.
ems a shame, then, that he should
have to lose a whole _\,ear’s tuition, just
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because you up and run away. That ain't
economie.”

Peggy felt as stunned as if she had been
hit by a large, hard object. For a second,
her brain refused to work and then it
did, “They wouldn’t be mean enough to
keep the money!”

My, O'Meara nodded solemnly. “Con-
tract. They contract to teach you, and
your pa contracts to pay. School does its
part; you don’t do yours. Too bad.” He
helped himself to another bun.

Well, there you were. Peggy had felt all
along that something would stop her run-
ning away, and now it had. In thirteen
years with Robert she had known a great
many disasters, and it did no good to
try to duck them. You just had to deal
with each one till it somehow got out of
the way.

She said swiftly, “I'll have to go back.
I'll have to stay in that stupid school with
those silly girls who don't know how to
cook or shop or elean or anything. And
it’ll be awful, because all the time Robert
won't have anvbody to look after him."

Mrs. O'Meara dealt comfortingly with
a deep-dish apple pie. “Well, now, I'll
tell you, dearie. When people are left to
look after themselves, they most gener-
ally manage to get along somehow. You'd
be surprised.”

Peggy did hope Mrs. O'Meara knew
what she was talking about, for then she
wouldn't have to worry over Robert quite
so much. "Well, if he were only capahle,
like Mr. O'Meara.”

Mrs., O’'Meara lovingly regarded her
spouse, “Him? Why Joe don't know
enough to come out of the rain. Hasn't
half as much sense as Bobby and Bess.”

Mr. O’'Meara placidly ate pie as if he
had just been paid a profound compli-
ment.

But Peggy thought she'd better be tact-
ful, “Of course Bobby and Bess are won-
derful , . "

Mr. O'Meara arose. "If you like hosses
so much, why don’t you learn to ride?”

Pegey's eyes opened wide, “But it
would be an extra. It would cost an aw-
ful lot.”

Mr. O'Meara shook his head, *No ex-
tras at Temple. All included in the price
of the ticket. Might's well get your
money’s worth,”

His huge bulk went magnificently out
the back door, and Peggy had an ecstatic
vision of herself bouncing about on the
back of a blooded horse. Besides, she
might as well get something for her
money—or rather Robert's.

Mrs. O'Meara was pulting a flowered
apron over her plum-colored trousers,
and Peggy suddenly remembered her
manners. ‘Do let me help you do the
dishes, Mrs. O'Meara.”

“Mot necessary., Whisk 'em off in a
second.”

“But I love to do dishes, Mrs. O'Meara!"

Harr an hour later, she was again sit-
ting in high state as Bobby and Bess bore
her and Mr. O'Meara back to a woman's
world, But it was a world in which every-
thing seemed to have improved a little—
perhaps due to the stew and the apple
pie.

The trees really were a crisp shade of
green, the sun was warm upon one’s back,
Robert might just possibly be able to
look after himself, and if horseback rid-
ing was entirely free . . .

But there was Miss May, and there
was Hawthorne House. If only Miss May
wasn't so sticky sweet, and if only Haw-
thorne House wasn't such an abominably
ugly place in which to live. It would drive
an artist mad with all its architectural
gingerbread, its horrible halls, its stair-
case so dreadful it made you ache,

Now Sevier Cottage across the way was
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really quite nice, and Miss Cross, its
housemother, seemed almost human . .
eggy stared, for there on the smlewaik
stood Doom Itself—Miss Temple.
There stood Miss Temple, gray-haired,
tall, erect, crisp in blue, so titanic a figure
that the whole landscape seemed to

shrinlk,

And Bobby and Bess stopped dead be-
side her.

“Good afternoon, Miss Temple,”

“Good afterncon, Mr. O'Meara. Good
afternoon, Peggy.”

Even Miss Temple's face was majestic,
and from it rose a Roman nose. Bobby
and Bess began to nuzzle at her, and she
had, unbelievably, a lump of sugar in
each hiand, as if she were actually human
and not the Head of the School at all.

“Well, Peggy,” said Mr. O'Meara. “Here's
where you get out.”

It was awful—awful because he'd be-
trayed her, because he must have tele-
phoned to Miss Temple. She felt sick in-
side, for that's the way life is; you like
someone and then he lets you down. And
now he was calmly puttisg her suitcase
on the sidewalk quite as if he weren't
a Monster.

“'Bye, Peggy,” said he, and he and
Bobby and Bess slowly went away.

And in a second—any second—the
lightning would strike. She didn't care
much, for she was so miserable over Mr.
O'Meara. He'd seemed to be a friend.

“T sometimes think,” Miss Temple was
saying, “that horses are much superior
to human beings,"

“Oh, yes,” said Peggy, considering Mr.
O'Meara’s treachery. "Oh, yes, they are!”

Miss Temple surprisingly tucked a hand
under her arm, “Shall we walk along to
the French Cottage?”

So much had happened so quickly that
Peggy's mind simply stopped working.
But the French Cottage was lovely—al-
most like a big doll house, and here they
were sitting down on the steps in the
sun.

It was odd that so magnificent a person
as Miss Temple should sit on steps with
one of her girls; it was odd that she
should seem much less formidable now.

“If you're so fond of horses, you'd bet-
ter report for riding,” she said, and even
her voice wasn't frozen but actually warm
and friendly.

Peggy rubbed her nose
“You're sure it isn't an extra?”

“Quite sure.”

Financial problems and Peggy’s nose
seemed inseparable; she always rubbed it
while she considered them. “I haven't
any riding clothes, and I certainly cannot
afford them.”

Miss Temple looked a little amused.
“Slacks and sneakers will do nicely. I
don't suppose the horse will mind.”

Peggy couldn’t imagine why the girls
called Miss Temple Old Frozen Face—
not when she had those laughing crinkles
about her eyes. Besides, she seemed very
sensible.

Peggy gave a small sigh, “That will be
all right then. I have to be very careful
about money because this school is so
frightfully expensive.”

Miss Temple nodded. “I'm afraid it
has to be. Qtherwise there'd he extras.
Report for riding Saturday at two.”

Peggy linked her hands about her
knees. “Maybe Miss May won't let me.
I'm supposed to be Kept-in-Bounds be-
cause I sat on Rosalie Peabody.”

“Perhaps you won't be with Miss May
by Saturday. It occurs to me that Haw-
thorne House may not be exactly the
place for an artist’s daughter.”

It was nice to talk with someone who
understood such things. “I never saw such
a hatefully ugly house in all my life. Did
you, Miss Temple?”

violently.

“It's pretty bad. And how do you get
on with Miss May?"”

“Well"—Peggy tried to be perfectly
fair—"she will keep talking about the
Spirit of the School.”

Miss Temple shuddered. “I'm going to
shift you over to Sevier. Miss Cross is
in charge there. She won't stand for
much nonsense.”

Peggy drew a deep, delighted breath.
“Miss Cross tripped on the curbstone by
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between the exterior and the interior.”

Second Prize to Earl Gross
Austin Briggs:

“Grass is the best craftsman of all the
contestants, . . . There is an eerie quality
to the room empty of all humans but full
of inanimate objects thot suggests o mood,
but | do not feel it is the mood of this
story.”

Al Parkcer:

“Gross has the mood of the story, and
the water color is in very good taste,”
Harold von Schmidt:

“Technically well done, the painting
lacks warmth ond feeling. . . . It might be
a photograph. ... Ta me it lacks direction.”

Third Prize to Mary Miller
Austin Briggs:
“The painting has o gead strong pat-
, tern and easily assimilated design which
requires little from the reader.”
Al Parker:

“While in the familiar groove, it does
show imagination and has geod repre-
duction qualities.”

Harold von Schmidt:

“In this pointing the young lady,
blankly defiant, and bluffing her way into
the unknown, illustrates very well the
mood of the story.”

Sevier last Tuesday,” she said with much
admiration. “She knows some very violent
words.”

Miss Temple brushed back a stray lock
of hair, “As Head of the School, I find
it advisable never to hear anything I
don’'t wish to. Did you mention Miss
Cross?”

Peggy could see that perfectly. It be-
gan to impress her that running a school
was pwba‘i-ly difficult. “Yes, Miss Temple.
I said she skinned her knee.”

Miss Temple rose much more grace-
fully than any of her students ever did.

“Peggy, I bought one of your father's
water colors about a week ago. Do you

French Cottage is the proper place
lor 13"

A great warm glow came over the
world. For Miss Temple knew really good
work when she saw it. Miss Temple was
simply wonderful, and Mr. O'Meara had
known that all the time. Peggy mentally
?‘egged his pardon for having misjudged

im.

“It'Il be just right, Miss Temple. I'm
so glad you got a water color, Robert's
oils aren't nearly as good.” She stopped
suddenly. “I do wish I knew what to do
about him!"

Miss Temple nodded. “You have an
idea you ought to look after him, haven't
you?"

“Yes, Miss Temple. You see, he isn't
very practical and—"

Miss Temple's tone was quite crisp.
“Peggy, you've just got to get it out of
wour head that you're indispensable. No-
body is.” A small smile eame upon her
face—almost a mocking smile, “I've often
worried, myself, what would become of
the school if something happened to me.
You know what would become of it? It
would get along nicely.”

The words came out of Peggy in a

rush. “Oh, no! Oh, no, Miss Temple, it
wouldn't!”
“Nonsense . . . What worries you most

about your father?"

Peggy began thinking hard. He'd be
careless about money; he wouldn't eat

right; he'd never remember his laun-

“He's sure to make a fool of himself
over some woman,” she said sadly.

Miss Temple took that quite coolly.
“Well, he'd do that whether you were
around or not, wouldn't he?”

“You bet he would. He has.”

Miss Temple waved her slim hand as
if dismissing the matter., “Well, he'll get
tired of it. Artists always do. Would he
consent, do you think, to give a lecture
on art out here some Saturday night
soon?"

Miss Temple's tact was wonderful. She
knew Peggy wanted to see herfather, but
she wasn't saying so. She was just ar-
ranging it. And Robert would enjoy the
girls greatly—especially the pretty ones.

“He most certainly would. But you
mustn’t pay him much, Miss Temple, be-
cause Robert is not good at public speak-
ing,

Miss Temple's dark eyebrows rose. “Do
vou always look after everybody's money,
Peggy?”

“Oh, yes. It's very hard to
extremely stupid to waste it.

Miss Temple stood looking out over
the school, and suddenly Peggy seemed
to see it through Miss Temple's eyes:
qﬁme a nice school (if you cared for such

ings) with its pleasant white buildings
and the green grass and the trees, Miss
Temple was probably proud of it.

“Aren't you being extremely stupid,
yvourself, Peggy? Your marks, except in
arithmetic, are atrocious.”

Peggy began rubbing her nose at a
great rate, "I s'pose so, It's uneconomie
when it costs so much. And I could study
harder. Anybody can do anything if
they'll only set their mind on it, Robert
says. Only, of course, he never does.”

Miss Temple kept silent.

“But sometimes it's difficult. In class,
Miss Smith will keep telling us about the
artists of the Renaissance, and I know
much more about them than she does.”

Those little crinkles of amusement came
about Miss Temple's eyes again. “Miss
Smith has been telling unappreciative
girls about the Renaissance for twen
years now. Maybe she’s a bit bored by it.”

Of course that was so. It must be dread-
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ful to keep telling stupid girls things
they didn't want to know. The teachers
must be sick of so many girls anyway,

She saw Rosalie Peabody come ambling
down the far walk. And Rosalie had un-
doubtedly caught sight of her and Miss
Temple standing together in the doorway,
for she started to stare. Her large mouth
flew open. She began to move at what,
for her fat figure, was a run.

She wouldn’t waste any time in telling
the girls that Miss Temple was in the act
of skinning Peggy Allen alive,

And Peggy would do nothing to spoil
that impression, For all the school
thought Miss Temple was a good tough
bhaby and that was advisable, If people
didn’t think you were a tough baby, they
would take advantage of you. Miss Tem-
ple probably knew that herself.

So she said most appreciatively, “Thank
vou for everything, Miss Temple, And I
guess I'd better be running along be-
- cauge yvou must have a great many things
to do.”

Miss Temple's eyes twinkled as if she
realized Peggy was now managing her
just as she'd undoubtedly managed her
father. But she didn’t seem to mind.

Eye-luring Mojud
rl)'lun stockings..,

80 5l1t:1‘.r, S0 Sll.'t_‘l(.

so smooth-

fitting,

AT el ER “Oh, ves. There's always a great deal
STougs to do. Do you know, Peggy, I once ran
eviskquene | away from school myself?”

1 It was absolutely inconceivable that
Miss Temple could have done any such

thing. But she was still talking,

PO

amount of brawling and quarrels and
general disorder. Women in the town
took in roomers, and Madge allowed cer-
| tain of her best clients to live in her es-
,tabimhment for the season. The two In-
dian chiefs had a simple solution for the
housing problem, They brought tepees
and set them up outside P.J.'s corral
where the squaws, children and pinto
ponies created a lively village.

In the Castle Mr. Jonathan Wright, the

lawyer for the railroad company, and’ Mr.
Cyrus Laidlaw, the banker, who had
| come out on the train with Dick and
| Cyril, put in an appearance, occupying
| big high-ceilinged rooms on the second
floor, For PJ., this was a signal honor
|and a symbol of triumph, for it meant
| that he and his kingdom were recognized
now in the distant East. They were com-
|ing to see him now instead of his going
to see them. With most of Colorado under
his thumb, they had to ask him when
they wanted to put through a new rail-
road or buy in on a new mining conces-
sion. But they were a source of boredom
and irritation to Ellie-May who was now
forced to dress up twice a day for meals
and assume her secondary personality as
hostess and woman of the world,

Henry Caldwell appeared in town too,
but he had not come for the “opry.” He
came because the season brought in people
tains to picturesque scacoast, through |from five hundred miles around whom he
shaded forests, along tumbling streams, | could see and talk to, thus saving him-
and over green, rolling hills. Somewhere | self hundreds of miles of slow travel,
you'll find it . ., and when you do, you'll | much of it by buckboard or on horseback.
claim it for your own . ., the perfect spot | He appeared everywhere, in bars, at the
for your vacation! Eldorado, in hotel and boardinghouse

" 6 Mo ML i s parlors, even at the sparsely attended

In Now Yor ";i; L:‘h;.""" :1:;':""'" ureads | gvening church services. He talked in

e corners, or ]ti.a‘m.n%J against the hitching

rail lined with buckboards and cow ponies,

Henry was well liked. The “peepul” liked

his lean, straight, toughness and the clear

light in his gray eyes. He was one of

them, but he was better than most of

them—a fact which they accepted. He was

smarter, more aggressive, more courage-

. | ous. He did not know what it was to be
| lazy or tired.

s | P, Teceived reports of what was going
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“I got as far as Framingham on the
train, and then the conductor collared
me and brought me back, If, at that time,
anybody had told me I should sometime
have a school of my own, I should have
thought they were mad, Run along,
Peggy.”

Pegiy tock up the suitease, The world
was certainly a very odd place. Robert
always said it was. He said that life was
full of the damnedest things, most of
them unlikely. Robert was occasionally
right.

“Peggy,”
path.

“Yes, ma'am?”

“I shouldn't let Miss May see that suit-
case if I were you. And if she wants to
know where you were, tell her you've
been with me’

That was very sensible, Peggy thought.
It would save a good deal of trouble. And
Miss Temple, she concluded, was. un-
doubtedly the most sensible person she
had ever seen.

She strode happily across the campus
and thought there probably were pleas-
ant things to be got out of this institute
of learning. She didnt know what they
were vet, but she proposed to find out.
It would be a waste of money not to.

Besides, it was her clear duty to help
Miss Temple and Mr, O'Meara run the
school.

called Miss Temple from the

THE END

Colorado (continued from page 31)

on, He knew that Henry was in town and
that he was trying to stir up revolution
inside the kingdom.

At noonday dinner on the day of the
opening of the opera, Mr. Wright, the
New York lawyer, stroking his black
beard, asked, “Who is this man called
Caldwell I hear about all over the state?”

P.J. laughed, “Oh, he ain't anybody.
Just a crazy character. He used to be a
partner of mine., He wasn't practical
enough to fit in.”

My, Laidlaw, the banker, said, “Looks
to me like he's kind of an anarchist.”

Mr. Wright added, “You see, Mr, Meaney,
we have to keep ourselves informed about
these things. Sometimes we have to keep
up with polities.”

P.J. gave a big belly-laugh. “Well, you
don't need to worry about him. When
folks get troublesome out here in that
way we just remove 'em where they can’t
do no harm.”

Then, for the first time, Ellie-May raised
her eyes from the table and locked at
her husband. She had been listening all
the while with the demure air of a dis-
tinguished and worldly dove, but now
she felt her blood boiling, She did not
like Mr, Wright or Mr. Laidlaw. She did
not like any of the lawyers or bankers
from the East who turned up at the
Castle. She didn't like their smug air or
condescension to P.J. and to herself. She
did not like the smooth insincerity of
their manners. But most of all she hated
their dullness. Whenever she had to talk
to them, she found her mind wandering
off to more interesting things. Even the
little Indian boy who fed the ponies at
the corral was more entertaining,

Now she felt her temper slipping as she
heard PJ. and the two visitors ganging
up on her Henry. She knew the insin-
cerity that lay at the root of everything
the two Easterners were saying. She knew
that they hadnt even a vestige of real
friendship for P.J. and that if Henry were
successful in taking over the state, they
would desert PJ. and go over to Henry's
side overnight. She said to herself, “Ellie-
May, hold yourself in! This isn’t the way



to do anything! It won't do any good!”

So she bit her lips and, turning to Mr.
Wright who sat on her rlght said elegant-
ly, “How is the season at the French
Opera in New York?" |

“Well, Ma'am I couldn’t tell you," he |
replied. “When I'm in New York I'm so
hluqy I don’t have time for things l1ke
that

Ellie-May thought: Well, that doemt.
get anywhere. So she tried again, “Tell |
me,” she said, “how’s the Erie Railroad
doing?” |

This opening was more successful, Like
the Ancient Mariner, Mr. Wright fixed
her with a glittering eye and told her how
the Erie Railroad was doing. She didn't
understand anything he was saying, and
she didn't care how the Erie Railroad was
doing, but he told her, on and on for
nearly twenty minutes. About halfway
through she developed hysterical deaf-
ness, heard nothing, but merely nodded
her head from time to time and mur-
mured, “Yes, how interesting!” All the
time she was really thinking how she
would set in the gores on Eudora’s new
dress,

The problem had troubled her since early
morning, a little after seven, when, at the
imperious sound of the cowbell, she had |
gone to Eudora’s bedroom to find her on
her feet rummaging through the drawers
of her walnut bureau, bringing out old |
ribbons, gewgaws, bits of jewelry, and
silk stockings that had rotted during the
long period of Eudora’s retirement after
her “disappointment.”

At the s1ghat, Elhe-M understood that
what she dreaded yet hoped for
had happened. Eudora turned toward her
mother and spoke the fatal words, “I'm
feeling so good, Ma, I think I'll go to
the opry tonight.” A coy smile suddenly
illumined Eudora s big, dark face. “Cyril,”
she added, “is going to take me!”

Elhe-—Ma_v s practical mind hit at once
upon the difficulty, “What,” she asked,
“are you going to use for clothes? You
can't get into your old ones, and Millie
Hirshbein hasn't got anything your size.”

But Eudora had everything figured out.
Not for nothing was she P.J.s daughter.
She said, “We can run up something on
your new sewing machine,”

“What about stuff? Millie hasn’t got
silks and satins in stock for Silver City.”

A sly look crossed Eudora’s face, “I got
that figured out too. You know them new
red velvet curtains we got for the library?
We can cut them up, and I've got some
old gold passementerie in the drawer
here.”

Weakly Ellie-May said, “I don't know
whether we've got enocugh time, I've
got to go to every meal with those New
York fellows here.”

But again she was checkmated by Eu-
dora, “Millie Hirshbein can help you.
Rachel can take over the Emporium and
Millie can keep the machine going while
you're eatin’ dinner.”

‘Within an hour, Millie Hirshbein, still ex-
cited by the news of Eudora’s miraculous
recovery, was on hand, and together she
and Ellie-May went to work.

The truth was that Ellie-May was really
a frustrated grande couturiére. In another
time and in another world she might have
been a i reat designer, and she found as
she worked, cutting, fitting and basting,
that her alarms and forebodings over Eu-
dora's recovery largely faded away in the
face of the immediate problem confront-
ing her.

To begin with she draped the red velvet |
around Eudora and pinned it in place,
while Millie stood at a little distance to |
figure out the problem of cutting it. It |
was a long business, and Eudora revealed |
the fact that she was strong as an ox
by standing bolt upright, without faint-
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ing, throughout the whole performance.
Just before they unpinned the stuff from
Eudora's figure, inspiration came to Ellie-
May.

“I know,” she said. “We'll give it the
Hussar effect. I've got some gold frogs
and tassels laid away that'll do fine”

A moment later, the red velvet curtains
were on Ellie-May's big cutting table, and
the scissors were snipping at it. By din-
nertime it was cut and basted, again with
Eudora herself serving as a dress form.
And when at last Ellie-May had to change
her dress and personality to go down-
stairs to dinner with Mr, Wright and Mr.
Laidlaw, Millie took over the sewing of
the seams.

When Ellie-May returned she fetched
the passementerie and the gold frogs and
tassels and pinned them on where they
belonged. She used the passementerie as
an insert to the décolletage which re-
vealed a fine expanse of Eudora's mag-
nificent bosom. The result was what great
dressmakers are always seeking: it was
both alluring and modest, both revealing
and concealing.

Then with pins, Ellie-May arranged the
frogs across Eudora’s torso from the low-
cut neck to waist, shortening each suc-
cessive frog with a snip of the scissors
by an inch or two as they descended, thus
creating the illusion of a wasp waist. The
gold tassels she arranged in a cluster on
the left shoulder, and finally she draped
the loose material at the back into a slight
bustle and a short train. Then, standing
at a fiistanee, she and Millie reviewed the
result.

It was magical. Eudora appeared no
longer squat, wide and thick. She seemed
taller and slimmer, and the combination of
red velvet and gold suited her swarthiness

| and enhanced what good locks she pos-

sessed.

Ellie-May said, “Wait a minute!” and
went to the closet where she kept her
vast assortment of gadgets and the little
book in which was written the record of
P.J.s skulduggeries, After digging about
for awhile, she emerged with a box
covered with purple welvet. Opening it
she took out a parure of diamonds, It
consisted of dangling earrings, a neck-
lace, a bracelet and a low tiara. Without

| a word, she placed these on Eudora and

then stood back again to survey the effect.
It was really magnificent. After a moment
she turned to Millie and said, “I must say,

| you'd hardly know it was Eudora.”

ALt through the afternoon the excite-

| ment kept mounting in the hotels, bars

and other establishments of Silver City.
It could hardly be said that there were
in the prospective opera audience many
real lovers of classical music. The more
experienced ones, familiar with the opera,
went to it each season because it was a
“show" and because it offered romance in
a life where that particular kind of ro-
mance was scarce. There were too many

| who had never seen before anything more
| elaborate in the way of a show than the

performances put on by the men who
sold the cure-alls commonly used on the
frontier.

Behind all the excitement there was an
odd psychological feeling of an approach-
ing crisis, even of doom, which arose from
nothing anyone could define. It arose, per-
haps, from the restlessness of the miners,
the approachjng political campaign and
the fact that, as the growing pains of the
community augmented, and Madge's El-
dorado could not longer accommeodate the
sporting element, disorder became more
frequent.

In the midst of all this apprehension,
the Professor's sense of suspicion regard-
ing the quietness which attended the
rehearsals of “La Traviata” had been

growing steadily. It was increased con-
siderably by the sudden and complete
retirement from the scene of the Eye-
talian Nightingale. From the beginning
she had been in the eyes of the Professor
a bird of evil omen, and when she no
longer appeared in the parlors and din-
ing room of Mrs. Sower's Hotel, he
viewed the disappearance not with re-
lief but with alarm. When he discovered
that the Nightingale had not left the
hotel but was simply keeping to her
room, he knew that she was “brooding,”
a danger signal in any temperamental
opera singer, male or female. Of all this
he made no mention to Mademoiselle,
for he did not wish to upset her, but
privately he was alarmed.

At least one other person suffered ap-
prehension not connected with the eco-
nomic and social problems of the com-
munity, and that was young Dick. He
had come to the conclusion that sooner
or later he must speak up and put an
end to the impasse which existed be-
tween himself and Mademoiselle, and
he had chosen the night of the opening
as the occcasion. It seemed a good time,
for he was certain that Mademoiselle
would have a triumphant success, Af-
terward she would be at the party given
at the Castle each year on the opening
of the opera, when all the company, as
well as the leading ranchers of the
countryside and Silver City's most prom-
inent citizens, were invited to celebrate.

Trex would be the right time to de-
clare his suit; if not to propose, at least
to make a flattering declaration of his
admiration and intentions. As a prelude
he had arranged to send her across the
footlights the biggest, handsomest bou-
quet that Denver could provide.

During the afterncon he went to the
corral, picked out a pony, swung him-
self sboard and rode up the trail past
the mines, He went off alone to prepare
himself for the ordeal of the evening,
and as the pony picked its way up the
mountain, the declaration took form in
his head, It would, he decided, run some-
thing like this: For a long time, Bridget,
I've been thinking about you, but I never
knew how to say what was on my mind.
But I've never seemed to get anywhere
at all, so now I'm saying it right out.
I'm in love with vou, and I want to see
more of you. It's pretty hard to court
someone like you here in Silver City,
but I guess we can do something about
it. I hope you won't think I'm a fool.
This is not a sudden thing. It has been
coming over me ever since that day I
first talked to vou on the train.

He tried the speech in many ways.
It seemed foolish to him that such a dec-
laration should be so difficult, but it
seemed impossible to say simply, “Will
you marry me?"” There had to be some
kind of preparation. Flushed with sue-
cess, she would be in a mood to be kind.
From there on, he hoped, things would
be easy.

Once he had settled the speech he al-
lowed his imagination to run into the
future. Once they were married he would
take her away, perhaps to San Francisco.
They would stay away from Silver City.
Perhaps in Denver he would find himself
a job, for he knew by now that, although
he could not bear to leave the West,
he fould not remain in the town where
he had been born, He had to stand on his
own, away from P. J. and Eudora and
Shorty and Buck and Blackie and Madge
and everything which stifled him. May-
be, he thought, he would take up with
Henry Caldwell. Maybe he would go
into politics. It was time he decided
what he was to do.

The pony jogged homeward down the



trail with his back to the setting sun.
Dick himself rode in the blue shadow.|
while the mountains on the other side
were illumined by rosy light. Even the
shacks and shanties of Silver City with
the Opera House and the Castle rising
high above them were softened and
lovely in the fading glow.

Then suddenly the pinto reared and
sprang forward so that Dick was almost |
thrown from the saddle. He was a good,
steady pony, not given to shying but
as Dick pulled him in, he reared again.
Then a rock half as big as a man's head |
struck the pony on the forequarter, An-
other glanced off Dick’s shoulder and,
looking up the side of the mountain
above him, he saw against the rosy sky
the outline of three heads and a raised
arm. The arm thrust forward and an-
other rock whizzed past, narrowly miss-
ing beth pony and rider. Dick gave the
pony his head and a moment later they
were both out of range.

On the edge of the town he pulled up
and leaned forward to examine the
pony's shoulder. The rock had been
sharp and had cut through the animal's
hide. If it had struck his rider on the
head it would have killed him.

Dick looked back again toward the
mountain. The rocks had come at him
from the ledge high above the road
and just below the opening of the Sun-
flower Mine, Now, the ledge, lying in
the shadow, appeared empty. Dick pat-
ted the pony's shoulder, “Someone,” he
said, “wanted to get us, Tex"

But who? Why should they want to
kill him? So far as he knew, he hadn't
any enemies in Silver City: For nearly
four years, he hadn't even lived in Silver
City. Shorty had enemies and Buck and
Blackie. Certainly P. J. had them—
enemies who would have drilled holes
in him if they believed they could get |
away with it. They could hardly have |
mistaken him for his swarthy father or
one of the dark-haired Meaney brothers,
“They?” Who were “they”? Perhaps men
the Meaneys had swindled or beaten up
or . .. Maybe it was a bunch of miners
who wanted to kill or hurt anybody con-
nected with P. J.

The thought depressed him. He hadn't
believed the trouble P. J. was having
with the miners was as bad as that. They
had been complaining of poor wages,
of water in the mines, of quarters that
were more like dog kennels than houses,
They all spoke with one kind of accent
or another, and they lived apart on the
periphery of the life which centered
about Eudora Street. When they came
into town from the shacks on the hill-
side they were gshoved about or told to
shut up, He hadn't even thought of them
since his return, As a kid, before he went
away to school, he had hardly heen
aware of their presence, They were just
there like the dogs and the ponies and
the Indians,

He wakened out of his thinking as
the pony stopped at the porte-cochere
of the Castle, Bojo, the Indian boy, took
the reins, “Bathe Tex's forequarters with
liniment,” Dick said.

The Indian locked at the cut and then
back again at Dick and sald, “Fall?”

“No,” said Dick. “Somebody threw
rocks,”

The Indian looked at him again, made
an incoherent sound, swung himself up
on the pony and rode off,

Ix 1HE Castle, everyone was makin
ready for the opera and Dick hurrieg
to his room, forgetting for the moment
the whole unpleasant incident, thinking
only that in an hour or two he would be
seeing Bridget again.

He took' a bath in the big zine tub

1\
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with the swan-necked gold taps, and
when he returned to his room, he found
Henry Caldwell, wiry and thin, standing
near the window.

He said, “Hello, Dick.”

“Howdy. When did you come in?"

“This afternoon.”

begin plannin’ the better it will be”

Dick didn't answer him. He felt a sud-
den impulse to forget all about the opera
and go off with Henry up into the range
country, The old doubt about his l‘ela—
honshﬁ to P. J. returned. P, J. wasn't
any father at all. He was a kind of noisy,

Dick threw off his bathrobe and opened
the drawer of the bureau. “Going to the
n])‘Fra?l',' he asked.

Dick pulled out his underwear and
Henry said, “You have grown into a
husky feller.” He grinned, “How'd you
get that way on books?”

Dick began to dress. "It wasn't books.
I played Rugby and rowed.”

“Yeah! I've heard about all that \d

“Does Pa know you're here?’

Again Henry Caldwell grinned. “Not
that 1 know of” :

“How are things going? The campaign,
I mean.”

“All nght‘ Pretty good!"” Then he said,
“What happened to your shoulder? The
pinto throw you?”

Dick locked at his reflection in the
mirror and noticed that his shoulder was
cut and bleeding.

“QOh, that!” he said. For a moment he
didn’t speak, feeling a strange unwilling-
ness to tell Henry Caldwell the story.
Then he found himself, with an equally
unaccountable impulse, telling the story.

He finished by saying, “1 don't know
who was trying to get me.”

“1 smpect I know,” said Henry.

“Who?

'Some of them miners.”

“I thought that too—but I couldn't
quite believe it.”

Henry Caldwell knocked the ashes out
of his pipe and then said, “Dick, there's
goin' to be trouble around here one of
these days. Someday them miners are
going to cut logse and raise hell, and
it's the Old Man's fault. He ain’t reason-
able. He squeezes them too hard.”

“I've been away so long I don't know
anything about it. I guess 1 never did
know anythl.ng about it even when I
was home.”

Henry was silent for a tfime while Dick

| got into his trousers. Then he said, “Fun-

ny! I came here to talk to you about that.

| Funny they pulled this afternoon to

icked

heave rocks at you! Funny they
the

vou—that's had least to do wit
mess.”
“It wouldn't have been so funny if

| that rock had hit me on the head.”

Henry went on. “I tried to talk to your
| pa about it before we broke up, but he
| wouldn't listen.”

“Did Ma ever talk to him?" asked

| Dick.

|

“She tried, but he don't pay any atten-
tion to her about things like that. He
thinks w1mrn.in ought to mind their own
| business.”

“Yeah, I know!”

“Mehbe vou could talk to him. It's for
his own good.”

Dick didn't ﬂnswer for a moment.
Then he said, * Euess it wouldn't do
any good. He thm s I'm a dude. The
last sentence seemed suddenly to echo
in his mind and he said, “Maybe I am."

“Maybe you are,” echoed Henry.

“You mean it?" asked Dick.

Henry just grinned, The color came
into Dick's face and Henry asked, “Made
any plans since I last saw you"

. not exactly . . . Nothing

“When are you gonna start plannin'?”

“I don’t know. I guess there's plenty
of time.”

“There ain't never plenty of time in
this world. There ain't time enough, son,
to get through half the stuff any he-man
ought to get through. The sconer you

animated, busy mo
“What's aIl this about this here gal in
the opry?" Henry asked suddenly,
Again the color came into Dick’s face.
‘Nothmg, I guess. Who told you about

i (-

“Your ma,” said Henry directly. “What
kind of a girl is she? She ain't no trol-
lope, I take it."

“No,” said Dick. Out of the window
he could see the carriages coming up
to the porte-cochere, three of them—
open victorias with horses in gold har-
ness and plumes, and he thought: It
looks like a damned circus!

“You ain't makin' much progress,"

Half sullenly, Dick answered, “I don't
know.”

“Had any experience with wimmin?”

The
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Dick didn't answer him and after a |

pause, Henry said, “Most womanly wim-
min like masterful men that knows
where they're goin’”

Again Dick didn’t answer and Henry
put one hand on his shoulder and said,
“Listen, son. If I can help you any way,
caIl on me, see?

“YVes,” said Dick.

“The Old Man ain’t much help. He
never was to any of his children.” He
stopped abruptly, Then he added, “Your
ma always knows where to find me if
you want me for anything™

Then the door opened and Cyril stood
there in his London full dress. Nervously,
he said, “They're waiting for you down-
stairs. Your father wants us all to drive
:Inwn toger.her

“I'm coming,” said Dick “Tell 'em I'll
be right down.”

He turned to Henry, “Good-by for
now. Are you going away?"”

“No. I'll be hanging around for a time.
I got political work to do,” He grinned,
“I gotta see that a lut,ta people don't get
cheated out of voting.”

Again he slapped Dick on the shoulder,
“Good luck, son.” And Dick hurried off
to join the party.

AL Eudora Street was filled with the
crowd moving toward the Opera House.
Some had tickets for the opera, and some
were just going along to watch the show.
Some were roaring drunk. Every now
and then a cowhand started a near riot
by throwing strings of lighted firecrack-
ers into the crowd.

As the crowd became packed near the
steps of the Opera House three men on
horseback broke a way through it. They
were Bill Jennings, the sheriff, and two
deputies. Direetly behind them came the
three victorias bearing P. J.'s party. The
first victoria carried P, J, and Ellie-May,
P, J, dazzling in tails and top hat with
hair and mustache ociled and perfumed;
[‘.lhc-May dressed in  purple tul'!eta,
wearing diamonds, with an aigrette in
ner hair, Precaricusly, on the seat oppo-
site them rode Buck. In the second car-
riage rode Mr, Laidlaw and Mr, Wright;
in the third, young Dick, Cyril and
Eudora.

In a fourth carriage which had slipped
in unobserved to take advantage of the
wedge driven by the sheriff, rode Madge
Beakymer and her cousin, Lien

At sight of the procession, paxt of the
crowd broke into cheers. More firecrack-
ers were set off, and the plumed horses
reared and pranced. Ellie-May bowed
to right and left as if she were royalty,
and P, J. raised his top hat in acknowl-
edgement of the crowd's applause. The
two visiting New Yorkers sat nervously
on the edge of their seats, watching the
rearing horses, and ready to climb out
at the first sign of a runaway. Clearly,
they found the spectacle both exciting
and terrifying.

Eudora looked from side to side, her
eyes bright with excitement over her
first excursion into town in seven years.
The look of animation, the red welvet
gown with the gold frogs and braid, the
diamonds, made her appear almost hand-
some in a monstrous sort of way. Young
Dick felt uneasy and depres and a
little ashamed. The bruise on his shoul-
der had begun to hurt. It was much
worge than he had thought, He glanced
at Cyril, as if to ap(:lugue but Cyril
was clearly enjoying the spectacle and
the ovation.

He turned suddenl\.f to Dick aud with
a hc‘ammg face, said, “Oh, I say, isn't this
jolly?”

Madge and Lena accepted the ovation
directed at them. Madge bowed slightly,
smiling. in acknowledgment of the loud
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wolf howls and the cries of “Good old
Madge!”

On the steps, other deputies of the
sheriff cleared a path for the party, and
one by one the carriages unloaded their
burdens and the rearing horses drove off,
Then the crowd closed in again.

Inside the doors the Opera House was
already packed and smelled of tobaceo,
horses, beer, cows, sheep, sweat and
cheap perfume. Down in the first row sat
three of Madge's girls who were not tak-
ing part in the performance as guests
at Violetta's party, The two Indian chiefs,
accompanied by their prime ministers
had seats just behind, and near them
Moses and Millie Hirshbein and their
daughter Rachel occupied seats on the
aisle. The remainder of the audience was
made up of cowhands, gamblers, pros-
pectors, mine foremen, with a few wo-
men scattered here and there. In the
front row just behind the conductor’s
podium sat the Eyetalian Nightingale
in a very low-cut dress, aigrettes and a
vast amount of false jewelry. On either
side of her, in a kind of phalanx, sat the
other members of the company who were
not taking part in “La Traviata.”

The Opera House was constructed with
only two boxes, highly gilded, one on
the right, one on the left of the proscen-
tum. Into one box piled P. J. and his
party. Into the other came Madge and
her cousin Lena, chastely and alone. At
sight of the two parties the ovation broke
out again, punctuated by cries of “Good
old Madge!” and “Three cheers for P, J.”

The curtain, bearing the landscape of
Lake Como and the garlanded advertise-
ments of Eudora Street's activities,
rolled up revealing an undercurtain of
faded, dusty, crimson plush. The gas
lights were turned down by attendants,
and the hush which falls over an audi-
ence at that moment of expectancy swept
over the house. Signor Malatesta ap-
peared to the accompaniment of cheers,
stompings and whistles, Twice he bowed
and then, turning, raised his baton. The
first thrilling, expectant, shimmering
notes of the overture arose from the pit;
the opera season in Silver City was open,

Backstace in the dusty dressing room,
Bridget and the Professor awaited her
cue to go on. They were alone, with an
aloneness which seemed to have in-
ereased during the last day or two. When

ey had come into the theater, the
other singers had seemed to ignore them,
and now there was none of the going
back and forth, none of the chatter
which always preceded an opening-night
performance.

Bridget, her make-up finished, sat in
her costume, made by Mrs. Hirshbein
for the opening scene, staring at her
reflection in the fly-specked mirror, But
she saw nothing of the reflection. She
was waiting, thinking,

The old man watched her, wondering
that she showed so little excitement or
emotion, wondering indeed what went
on in the mind which remained perpetu-
ally mysterious to him,

The pair sat thus for a long time, and
at last the Professor said, “The_ overture
is finished. You'd hetter go into the
wings and be ready.”

That was the only word spoken be-
tween them. The old man opened the
door and stood aside to let the girl =zo
out, and silently they moved into tlgae
darkened wings.

It was an old-fashioned set where one
could walk on the stage at any point
from behind the high columns of painted
marble. On the scene the party was in
progress. The show was going well,

Out of the darkness, quickly, almost
mysteriously, Alfredo, fat, middle-aged

and painted, appeared at Bridget's side.

The Professor said, “Now, honey, now!”
He kissed her hand quickly, and she
walked on to the stage as the music rose
for the entrance of Violetta.

X toE gilded box on the right young
Dick leaned forward between his mother
and Eudora, waiting for the moment
when Mademoiselle appeared, Then sud-
denly she was there, young, radiant,
beautiful, and he experienced again the
cold-hot shivering feeling he had known
during rehearsals.

The crowd on the stage raised their
glasses in a toast to Violetta, and then
she began the great aria, so filled with
life and glitter, with youth and . gaiety
and zest in living, She seemed unafraid.
She was singing it brilliantly, and then
suddenly, when she was halfway through,
a curious thing began to happen. The
volume of the orchestra seemed to
rise, at first imperceptibly and then
noticeably. It grew louder and louder
until it was quite impossible to hear the
voung, fresh voice of the singer. She
seemed unaware of the rising volume
and the effect presently became ludi-
crous, for she appeared to be standing
in the middle of the stage, grimacing,
opening her mouth without a sound au-
dible to the audience. It was as if she
were playing a role in silent pantomime.
The audience leaned forward striving to
hear the sound of Violetta's voice. Here
and there people began to whisper or
nudge one another. In some quarters
resentment arose at having heen swin-
dled. What was this? A singer whose
voice was so feeble it could not be heard?

Dick felt that something had gone
wrong, but in his inexperience he did
not know what it was. He only knew
that it had not been like this at rehear-
sal. Even in the back of the theater
he had heard her voice quite well; now
in the box immediately over the stage
he could not hear her. The others in
the box seemed at first to notice nothing.
Ellie-May was the first to turn and look
at Dick with an expression of guestior
ing. He had told her that the girl was
magnifieent, and now you eouldnt even
hear her voice,

Then suddenly the aria was finished,
and instead of the applause which always
greeted any singer after an aria during
the opera season in Silver City, even
when he sang off key, there was only
silence punctuated by a few handelaps.
Dick’s own vigorous applause rang out
almost alone, o loudly that heads turned
toward the royal box as if to inguire
what all the elamor was about.

Backstage the Professor had heard the
volume of the orchestra swell to pro-
portions so tremendous that even the
loudest-voiced Wagnerian soprane could
not have been heard above the noise.
It was an old trick—when there was a
feud between conductor and singer—
to drown out the singer,

The old man knew that Mademoiselle,
in her inexperience, could mnot know
what was being done to her. Frantically
he walked up and down trying to catch
her eye, to convey to her in pantomime
what was happening. When the curtain
came down between the acts he would
go for Malatesta, With this in mind he
returned to Mademoiselle’s dressing
room to take courage from the bottle he
had brought for just such an emergency.

But the worst was still o come, Near
the end of the act, as the guests at the
party left and Violetta began her second
aria, the volume of the orchestra again
swelled to gargantuan proportions.
Again not a note that Mademoiselle sang
was audible, but toward the end of the
aria, something even more fantgstic and



disastrous happened, to the orchestra.
Part of it—that part not recruited from
local talent but which had played many
times under Malatesta’s direction—
seemed to undertake a career of its own.
‘While the tuba and the more agile, flat-
toned wiolins, (all recruited locally)
continued on their own course, the rest
of the orchestra changed key. At the
same time, its wolume diminished no-
tably and suddenly the voice of Made-
moiselle was heard singing freshly and
clearly but disastrously off key.

Apparently the change of key had been
a signal of some kind, for simultaneously
there arose here and there in the audi-
ence loud hoos, hisses and foot-stamp-
ings. Then a tomato was hurled, then
another, then a few eggs.

The orchestra played on, but Made-
moiselle stopped singing, The elderly
tenor, Alfredo, his arm raised above his
head to protect himself from an ill-
aimed egg or tomato, took to the wings
leaving Violetta to face alone the sound
of catcalls and the barrage of vegetables.

For a moment she stood there as if
frozen into stone while more and more
vegetables accompanied by the clinking
sound of pennies came across the pros-
cenium, Then a tomato struck Bridget's
bare shoulder and, as if it sparked her
into action, she picked up first one to-
mato and then another and another and
threw them straight back into the or-
chestra, One struck Signor Malatesta full
in the forehead just below his toupee.

In the audience fights broke out be-
tween those who were launching the
attack upon the new singer and her
partisans, who thought she was “mighty
pretty,” and did not care whether she
sang on key or off or even whether her
voice was audible. Then the curtain was
lowered suddenly (by the Professor
from behind stage), but the brawling
out in front continued, A few peaceful
music lovers, like the Hirshbein family,
managed to escape from the auditorium,
but the remainder of the audience, en-
joying a good brawl, remained.

In the gilded box on the right, P. J. |
stood up and began to shout in the voice |
of Stentor, “QUYUT! QUYUT!” but no |
one paid any heed. At the back of the
house the brawl had translated itself |
into a free-for-all between sheepherders
and cattlemen. The Eyetalian Nighting- |
ale, with a strange glitter in her eye‘|
made her way out the side exit, along |
with other members of the company and |
their hired clague and retainers, |

The sheriff and his deputies went to |
work clearing the house. |

Qutside in Eudora Street the crowd |
still milled about, and at news of the |
brawl inside the Opera House it made |
every effort to get inside and join the |
fray. Its entrance, however, was madel
difficult by the fact that the sheriff and
his deputies were driving the brawlers |
out of the Opera House into the street,
The two crowds met on the steps, and
began a new fight.

Meanwhile P. Js party made its way
into the alley. Their carriages had gone |
back to the stables to await the normal
time of closing, and a boy sent to find
the drivers reported that there was no
trace of them. There remained but one
alternative—for P. J. and Ellie-May,
Eudora, in her splendor, and Mr. Laid- |
law and Mr. Wright, Cyril and Buck
to walk back to the Castle.

P, J, fuming, led the way through the
back streets. All the way he kept de-
claring his contempt for opera singers |
and for opera as a form of art. He was
through with opera, There would never |
be another performance. The ticket buy- |
ers could have their money back. He
would tuin the Opera House into aE

Miracle of miracles, a sleek new girdle that STAYS UP WITHOUT STAYS. No more
wrinkling, rolling over, no more discomfort found in old-fashicned boned garments.
Your beautifully styled, lightweight, comfortable “Perma-lifi"* Girdle eliminates all
that, A Magic Inset, soft yet firm, prevents your “Perma-lift" Girdle from wrinkling,
rolling over . . . gives you smooth, comfortable support. Best of all, the "Perma-lift”
Magic Inset is self-ironing, withstands countless washings and wear. For a comfort
thrill beyond beligf, wear o new, youthful, lightweight
"Perma-lift”" Girdle, Pantie, or Foundatian. At fine corset de-
partments everywhere—most styles $7 to $12.50. The perfect
companion to your "Perma-lift’ Brassiere — AMERICA'S
FAVORITE BRA—with The Lift that never lets you down.

®'Parma it and "Hickory” are tradamarka of A, Stein & Company (Rea, U. 5. Pas, OIL)

191



RECIPE FOR
UNDERWOOD
DEVILED
HAM-QUICKS

biscuit ¢ cup water
1 ggpﬂpﬂf"d teaspoon Wma 2
UNDERWOOD hya
' goRRREO IR

Combine ingredients. Drol by S%J:kn;

kie sheet.
fuls on un Fi%%%‘}?j:obnut 10 minutes.
L‘[skes about 2 dozen.

in hot oven
Serve hot.

TRanE
HET WhiGHT

Always look for the Red
Devil trademark to be sure of top
quality and finest favor.

BE PREPARED FOR

SICKNESS or ACCIDENT

.. THIS HOSPITALIZATION PLAN
: PROTECTS YOU AND
YOUR FAMILY

Benefits begin the day
you enter 3 hospital
FOR SICKNESS OR ACCIDENT
Hospital Expenses pald, up to . .
FOR ACCIDENT

Doctor Expense paid, upto + + » . $135.00
Loss of Wagss reimbersed, wp o . . $300.00
Loss of Lite by Accident . . . . $1000.00

WAR COVERAGE AND EXTRA BEMEFITS
Childbirth Expense paig, up ta . . . $75.00

. $540.00

It"s easy to run into debt when sickness
or accident hit. Under the Family Murual Flan,
you'll be able to pay your hospital bills. And in
case of accident, you'll reimbursed for your
docror expenses, for loss of time from work,
You can enter any hospirtal in the United Stares,
Your fumily doctor may atend you, Benefits
applying ro children are 50% of those paid adules.

WAL COUPON TODAY—MNo Agent Will Bother You

FAMILY MUTUAL LIFE INSURANCE CO., WILMINGTON 39, DEL

Family Mutual Life Insurance Co.
601 Shipley St., Wilmington 99, Del.
Pleasze send ma, withou! shiigation. complete infarma-
tion on pour Economical Hospiiaiization Plan.,

HAME
ADDRESS
(=137

Ccos-1

_STATE

=au

B e E

warehouse. To hell with the whole pro-
gram of culture for Silver City.

The moment the curtain came down,
| Dick left the box and went backstage,
but by the time he reached there Made-
moiselle was already locked in the dusty
dressing room.

What he found backstage resembled,
on a smaller scale, the brawl which was
taking place in the foyer and on the
steps of the Opera House. In one corner
was the Professor, held back by Alfredo
and Alfredo’s father, They were trying
to prevent the Professor from commit-
ting an assault with a fire ax upon the
person of Signor- Malatesta, Elsewhere,
three of Madge's girls, having taken the
side of the Professor and Mademoiselle,
were calling other female members of
the company a rich assortment of names,
embroidered with the fruity language of
the Eldorado. Through the midst of the
fray Dick made his way to the door of
Mademoiselle’s dressing room.

He knocked without receiving an an-
swer, once and then again, and then
gently he turned the knob and tried to
enter, but. the door was locked. He
heard the faint sound of sobbing, and
for a second he stood uncertainly, lis-
tening to it.

Upon his already agitated nerves the
sound produced a prodigious -effect.
Love, frustration and the confusion of
emotions arisinghfrom his half-adolescent
passion turned him into a White Knight
bent upon rescuing a damsel in distress,
The proper course of action came guickly
into his head, He would break down the
door, rescue Mademoiselle and carry her
off, out of Silver City, out into the world.
With that idea in mind he thrust his
big, muscular shoulders against the door
to break the lock, but at the first shove
the voice of Mademoiselle came to him
through the closed door.

“Who is it?" she asked.

“It's me—Dick. Let me in!”

There was a little si-

even civilized, and you ain't any better
with your soft la-de-da manners, You're
nothing but a silly calf! Get out and
leave me alone!”

The dazed paralysis in Dick turned
into wild anger, akin to the rage which
was consuming P, J, at the same momient,
He answered back, saying, “All right!
Nobody gives a damn what you think!
To hell with you!"

At the same moment there appeared
out of the shadow what might have been
mistaken for an animated funeral offer-
ing moving forward under its own power.
It was the bouquet from Denver carried
hi,r one of the Indian boys who was com-
pletely hidden behind it. Its arrival could
scarcely have been subject to worse
timing. The sight of it seemed only to
augment young Dick’s rage. He seized it
from the astonished Indian boy, tore off
the card, so carefully worded as a trib-
ute to Mademoiselle’s expected triumph,
crumpled it and flung it on the floor.
Then he threw the bouquet violently
against the door, crying out, “Take vour
damned flowers!” and stalked blindly
dthrc—ugh the shadows toward the stage

oo,

On the way—without being aware of
it until some minutes later—he noticed
two things. Three or four stagehands
were carrying out something feet first
and, at the same time, out of the shad-
ows, there a};peared the ample, bedizened
figure of a large woman with bleached
yellow hair, It was only after he reached
the street that he understood the mean-
ing of the two brief, incomplete pictures
that had registered upon his conscious-
ness, The something that was being car-
ried out feet first was the Professor, and
the bedizened fipure with bleached hair
was Madge Beakymer. Vaguely it oc-
curred to him that she was moving in for
the kill, but in his rage at the insult
projected through the dressing-room

lence and then the voice,
no longer softened by
sobs, came to him again.
This time it was colored
by icy fury, a fury so
concentrated in its con-
tempt and scorn that it
was like a jet of ice
water full in the face.
What the voice said was
even worse.

It said, “Get the hell
| out of here! I don't want
to see anything called
Meaney again—ever! [
don’t want to hear the
name Silver City! It's a
| hick town full of white
| trash and the Meaneys
| are the worst of all, If
you try to get in here,

I'll kill you. Get the hell
| out and never try to
| speak to me again!™
The sénse of the words To raiee

was bad enough, but
what collapsed all his
indignation, his admira-
tion and, for a moment
even his passion, was the
discovery that the girl
he loved, the girl who
was so pretty, so soft, so
desirable, could use such
language in a wvoice so
terrible.

But the voice was not
finished. It said, “I hate
the whole place and ev-
erything called Meaney
from that gorilla of a
brother of yours through
your old man. They ain't
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door, he did not care what Madge was
up to.

For a long time he walked the back
streets fuming, oblivious to the interest
aroused among the miners and Indians
at the sight of his black suit with long
coattails, the high starched collar and
white necktie. At last, when he had
cooled off a little, he found himself wall-
ing up the hill to the Castle. He entered
it by a back door and cautiously made
his way up the stairs to his own room,
where, as rapidly as possible, he strip}lred
off the tight uncomfortable black clothes

Mapce BEagkyMER could read signs and
portents, especially when they concerned
men and women who for twenty-five or
thirty years had been her husiness, and
s0, as she came through the backstage
shadows, moving indifferently through
the arguing, brawling members of the
opera company, she observed two things
which, for her, had great significance.
She noticed first the broad retreating
back of young Dick and then the crum-
pled bouquet flung against the door of
Mademoiselle’s dressing room and the |
erumpled card near by Picking it up she |
held to her eyes the lorgnette, which she
carried only on such grand occasions as
the opera opening, and by the dim light
of the kerosene lamps, read what was
written,

These three things pieced together told
her the story. As she read, the big, hard,
experienced face relaxed into an uncon-
scious smile. It was the smile of a realist
who was eternally amused by the ruc-
tions and goings on which complicated
the lives of other people.

The fact was that she had wanted
Mademoiselle as an entertainer in her
establishment since the girl's first ap-
pearance in Silver City. Having observed
the effect of the girl, since the day of her
arrival, upon the overpopulation of males
on this particular frontier, she divined
that Mademoiselle’s presence would be
like that of honey to flies. But more than
that the girl would give “tone” to the
establishment. At first the ambition to
engage Mademoiselle as an entertainer
had appeared unattainable, but now
events were playing into her hand.

Knowing women and being shrewd,
she did not attempt to seek a personal
interview with Mademoiselle, She knew
well enough that in the agitation of the
moment she would get nowhere. So she
did not knock on the door and attempt
to speak to her. She simply thrust under-
neath the door a note she wrote quickly
on the back of a program. Then she
joined her cousin Lena who was waiting
in the shadows. Together the two women
made’ their way back to the Eldorado.

Nusme the dressing room, the rage and
tears of Mademoiselle presently wore
themselves out, and she began to take
off the gay first-act costume.

She realized she would never again
wear it on the stage of the Silver City
Opera House or perhaps on any other. |
Then as she began removing her make-
up, it occurred to her that it was strange
the Professor had not put in his appear-
ance. She considered opening the door
and looking for him, but she dared not
do it for fear that she would find young
Dick standing outside, moon-eved and
reproachful. And in her humiliation and
hurt pride she wanted to see no one, the
Professor perhaps least of all, for he had
counted on this performance tonight as
a last gamble for success, security and
rest. She could not bring herself to face
him, although she knew that sooner or
later it was unavoidable,

As she threw the ball dress into the
corner of the room, she noticed the hit |
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of paper thrust under the door. She
picked it up suspiciously, as if it were
not a gimple piece of paper but a stick
of dynamite. It was, she was certain, a
note from Dick, and suddenly she did not
know whether she hated him or was in
love with him, whether she believed him
a fool or was sorry for him.

Then she discovered that the paper
was a program with her name at the top
as star of the opening performance of
the Silver City Opera Company and that
the back was covered with writing. It
was not Dick's small, eareful handwrit-
ing which she knew by now, but big,
sprawling, careless script. The note read:

Dear Mademoiselle,

I am writing to congratulate you
on your wonderful performance. The
hubbub was a plot. Anyone could see
that, It's what comes of bringing for-
eigners into Silver City.

Will you accept an offer to sing
“at the Eldorade? I would pay well,
and you would have the special
rights of a prima donna singer . . .
no drinking af tables and such like.

would look after your protection

rsonally.

Your admirer,

Madge Beakymer
Proprietor The Eldorado

Quickly Mademoiselle tore up the let-
ter, No matter how much money she
was offered she would never sing at the
Eldorado. She would not even stay a day
longer in Silver City. She could not make
up her mind whether the letter was sin-
cere praise, whether it was an insult
or whether it was merely a trap. It did
appear, however, to be a plot against
her virtue whic.h, all else having failed,
suddenly hecame of even greater im=-
portance than it had been in the past.

At last she put on a brown dress and
tied a bonnet over her head and unlocked

| the door. She was a little afraid of open-

ing it for fear of what she might find
outside. For a moment she stood quite
still, listening, but she heard no sound
save the mewing of a cat. Opening the
door carefully she discovered that the
place was empty and dark save for an
oil light burning beside the door which
led into the alley. As she crossed the
stage, she heard the voice of the old man
who tended the door during the opera
season, He said, “Good night, Miss! And
don't let it worry you, It was a stinking
shame!”

“Good night!” she said, “Thank you.”

That was the triumph the Professor
had hoped for!

She opened the door on the side street
which was empty now, and still. Over-
head, between the shabby buildings, she
glimpsed a deep, cobalt sky brilliant
with stars that seemed to move and glit-
ter in the dry, still, clearness of the
mountain air. For a moment she stood
looking up at the sky. Then she tock a
deep breath and felt her courage return.

I~ HIs room Dick, dressed now in his
old cowhand clothes, packed some odds
and ends into a saddlebag and then
turned out the lights. As he passed
Ellie-May's apartment, he opened the
door and left an envelope on her sewing
machine where she would be certain to
find it, He went quietly down the back
stairs and out into the brilliant starlit
night,

Quickly he turned in the direction of
the corral outside which the two Indian
chiefs were camped with their delega-
tions, An Indian dog howled somewhere
in the distance, but otherwise the night
was still,

At the same time an old man climbed

the hill from the railroad station. He
was carrying a telegram addressed to
P. J. Meaney which had come over the
railroad wires.from Denver, The old
man, who had worked for P. J. for more
than twenty years, knew that it was
important.

At the door of the Castle, Esau ad-
mitted him and led him straight to P. J.'s
room on the second floor. The old man
had orders to bring every telegram to
P, J. no matter what hour of the night
it arrived.

P. J. himself opened the door, clad in
a long nightshirt with red embroidery
about the cuffs and collar. With his black
hair tousled and the black hair on his
chest showing through the open neck
of his garment, he locked a little like
a gorilla female impersonator, and his
appearance startled the little old man
bearing the telegram. He took off his cap,
averted his eyes as from a mystery and
went into a series of bobbing bows.

P. J. tore open the telegram and read
the message, muttering, “Well, I'll be
damned!” When he had recovered he
took a five-dellar bill out of his bulging
billfold and gave it to the old man,
saying, “No answer, Wilmot. Go on home
to bed.”

When P. J. was alone again, he sat
down on the edge of the big, double bed
and read the telegram again, It said:

CAUCUS HELD TODAY MAKES CERTAIN
DemocraTic NoaunaTion HExry CALD-
WELL. CLEAN-UP CAMPAIGN PLANNED.

Vic McGinty

Slowly P. J. tore the telegram into
small pieces and threw them on the floor,
For the fraction of a second he was
afraid, perhaps for the first time in years.
But the fear passed quickly, and he
turned out the gas, lighted a cigar and
lay back on the bed.

He had already begun plotting.

Ar Mss., Sower’s Grand Hotel, Made-
moiselle came in by the back door that
opened on the alley. She didn't want to
see anyone, especially any of the opera
troupe, but as she climbed the stairs
she heard them on the second floor,
arguing and chattering angrily in two or
three languages or in broken English,
Word from the Castle had already
reached them, by way of Mrs. Sower,
who notified them that their contracts

-were ended and that their rooms would

be needed the next day.

The center of the disturbance seemed
to be in a room where the voices of the
Egjetalian Nightingale and Signor Mala-
testa were heard, engaged in violent re-
criminations, lnlerrupted by occasional
sobs from the Nightingale. In doorways
along the corridor there appeared singers
of various nationalities, carrying odd bits
of clothing which they were in the proc-
ess of packing; they threw into the gen-
eral bedlam remarks and observations
of their own.

Mademoiselle passed guickly along the
corridor, igoring them, aware now that
the plot had misfired and that as a re-
sult afl hell had broken loose. Out of
long experience she was prepared for
physieal violence, but she received noth-
ing worse than black looks. The fury
of the company seemed to be directed
less against herself than toward Signer
Malatesta and the hysterical Nightingale.

At the end of the long hall the door
of the Professor's room was open and a
light shone from it into the hallway. As
she reached the doorway she discovered
that he was not alone. He lay on the
bed with his coat off and his shirt open
at the neck. His eyes were closed, and
beside the bed sat a man dressed in a



black suit. He was holding the Profes-
sor's wrist with one hand and in the
other, a gold watch.attached to his vest
by a heavy gold chain. At the foot of the
bed stood Mrs, Sower herself, with a for-
bidding yet triumphant expression on her
battered face.

At sight of Mademoiselle standing in
the doorway, Mrs, Sower moved toward
her. She held her finger to her lips, and
the drooping lines of her battered face
took on a new expression which be-
tokened only the satisfaction which she
had always felt in disaster, even in her
own disaster and disillusionment in hav-
ing picked a drunkard* and wastrel for
a husband. With the mournful look of
an injured bloodhound she led Made-
moiselle to the head of the stairway and,
despite the racket still continuing at the
far end of the hall, said in a whisper,
“He has had a stroke!

“It seems that just as the Professor

was about to bash in Signor Malatesta’s |
head with a fire ax, the old gentleman |

fell down in a fit." She sighed quickly |

and added, “Lots of things happen in
Silver City, but there was never a night

like this.” And she made a clucking |

sound, which indicated satisfaction rath-
er than alarm,

“How is he?” asked Mademoiselle,

“I guess he ain’t gonna die,” said Mrs.
Sower, “but he's pretty bad off.”

Whaen Mademoiselle returned to the
room, the doctor had finished taking the
Professor's pulse and was standing by
the . Mrs. Sower introduced him and
he said, “Your father has had a stroke.
I think he'll get over it, but he may not
be much good afterward.”

“When will you know, doctor?”

“Not for four or five days. In the mean-
while he'll have to have someone with
him all the time, night and day.”

“I'll stay with him,” said Mademoi-
selle. Then she added, “He really isn't
my father. He just brought me up.”

“He's all right for now,” said the doc-
tor. “If he should start getting purple
in the face, send for me"

Mademoiselle thought suddenly of the
escape she had planned from Silver City
and asked, “When will we be ahle to
move him? I mean, out of town and back
to Denver?”

“You'd better not count on moving him
that far for a long time.”

She felt a sudden weakness in her
stomach. The doctor picked up his hat
and bowed, “Mrs. Sower’ll know where
to find me,” he added.

When he had gone, Mrs. Sower closed
the door and her expression changed
from that of a saddened bloodhound to
that of a rather battered weasel,

“There’s one thing,” she said, in a
refined voice, “It's about the bill , , . ™

Mademoiselle’s temper flared suddenly.
“This is a hell of a time to talk about
bills. I'll take care of it in the morning.”

The weasel expression of Mrs. Sower
softened a little. “You understand, Miss.
I have to make ends meet here, P. J.
Meaney is a hard man. I've got a con-
tract with him, and I have to pay up
regular, and in Silver City there’s al-
ways three people for every bed.”

“I understand. Please go away.”

Mrs, Sower opened the door and stood
there for a moment, “And there's an-
other thing,” she said. “It ain’t good
business to have people dyin' in the
house.” Then she quickly went through
the door and closed it hehind her.

When she had gone Mademoiselle took
off her bonnet and sat down wearily on
the chair. On the bed the Professor
breathed heavily and noisily, a sound
interrupted only by the shouis and ac-
cusations from the quarrel which con-
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tinued among the performers at the far
end of the hall.

As she sat there, it seemed to Made-
moiselle that she had come to the very
end of the tether and that everything
which had happened since the Professor
chose the ill-fated train to Silver City
had led steadily toward this end in the
dreary bedroom.

In a kind of weary bewilderment she
watched the Professor, his breath com-
ing noisily, his Adam’s apple moving
slowly up and down in the withered
turkey throat. She kept speculating upon
what she should do, and the more she
tried to find a way out, the more difficult
everything bhecame. There were com-
plications of money, of pride, of virtue,
of reputations, Wg.ich involved Madge
Beakymer, P. J. Meaney, Mrs. Sower.
At last, as the first rays of the sun turned
the view of the great mountains outside
to a pale, glowing pink, she reached a
conelusion,

She would humble her pride once more
and send a note up the hill to Dick, Now
in her weariness, with all her bad temper
washed away, he seemed more desirable
than he had ever seemed before, and
she began to regret the harshness of her
behavior. Maybe she had been a fool.
In any case, he was her last hope,

By eight o'clock she had composed a
careful note and sent it up the hill to
the Castle by one of the half-breed boys
who hung about the hotel. It read:

I'm sorry I lost my temper last
night. The Professor is sick. He had
a stroke. I don’t know what to do.
I need advice. Can you come to the
Grand Hotel?

Then she sat down to wait, and in half
an hour the boy returned. He gave her
back unopened the note she had written
and said, “Mister Dick gone away. MNo-
body know where he gone.”

She gave him the last silver dollar
that remained in her purse and sent him
away, Then she sat down and remained
for a long time staring in front of her,
At last, about the time the opera troupe
had begun to straggle out of the hotel
toward the depot, she took up the
scratchy pen again and wrote a note
to Madge Beakymer.

Dear Mrs. Beakymer:

I am interested in your offer. The
Professor is sick. He had a stroke
last night, and I have to stay with
him, Could you come to the hotel?

Yours sincerely,
La Belle da Ponte

It wasN't altogether true thal no one
at the Castle knew where Dick had gone.
One person knew and that was Ellie-
May, but she kept the secret. And in
the way in which chance determines all
too often what happens to us, Ellie-May
never knew that the half-breed boy had
brought a note up the hill from the
Grand Hotel and Boardinghouse. The
boy never got any further than Esau at
the door, and Esau only knew what he,
along with the rest of the household,
had been told by Ellie-May—that Dick
had gone off to some unknown destina-
tion. If Ellie-May had met the boy at the
door and guessed the note was from
Mademoiselle, the whole story might
have been different, But she knew noth-
ing about the note,

At noon next day, Ellie-May dressed
and went downstairs, in her role of con-
sort, to lunch with Mr. Wright and Mr.
Laidlaw, but it was a gloomy lunch.
P. J. was in a black mood and Mr. Wright
and Mr. Laidlaw didn't seem very
sprightly. Eudora and Mr. Chatsworthy
had gone off in a buckboard, taking a
picnic lunch with them, When she heard

the news, she thought: “I hope Eudora
isn't overdoing it.” *

In the middle of lunch an argument
broke out between P. J, and Mr, Wright.
Mr. Wright said that he and Mr. Laid-
law would have to leave for Denver that
afternoon. P. J. complained that they
hadn’t finished their business with him
and that too many things had been left
in the air. But Mr. Wright, who was
smooth and cold and slippery, wasn't to
be persuaded, although P. J. fumed and
cursed. Even to Ellie-May the sudden
decision to leave seemed mysterious and
suspicious, But Mg, Wright and Mr. Laid-
law bored her, and she slipped away
as soon as possible after bidding them a
gracious and elegant good-by and urging
them to return soon. She had an idea
that they had been somewhat shaken by
their experiences at the opera the night
before, and that she might never see
ghem again, The thought did not trouble

er.

At about five o'clock Eudora burst into
her room. And as Ellie-May turned from
the machine, she saw at a glance that the
picnic had been a success. Eudora was
flushed as a schoolgirl and looked almost
pretty in a swarthy, elephantine fashion.
She gave a brisk account of the drive
to Meeker's Gulch and of Mr. Chats-
worthy's faseinating, sophisticated con-
versation and then said suddenly, “Have
you heard about that girl, Mademoi-
selle?”

“No,” said Ellie-May.

“Well, she's gone to the Eldorado.
Everybody in town knows it. She's gonna
sing there, beginning Monday night.”

“Well!” was all Ellie-May could say,
although she was thinking very rapidly.

“I wish I could go and hear her!”

“Now, Eudora, don't begin getting
ideas. Remember you've been sick for
years, You'd better take things easy at
first. You know no respectable woman
has ever been inside the Eldorado.”

“Yes, mn it!” said Eudora. “Some-
tiﬁnes I think it’s a pity to be so respect-
able.”

“Eudora!” said Ellie-May as severely as
possible.

“Well, I mean it. When I think of all
the things a man like Cyril is able to do.”

Then Eudora went away, and Ellie-
May settled back to her sewing. She
wanted to finish the child’s red flannel
petticoat she was working on so that she
could go down to Millie's for an astro-
logical reading, Everything was turning
out better and better. Now the whole
matter of whether Mademoiselle was a
good girl or a trollop was settled. If she
had gone to the Eldorado she was a trol-
lop. Probably that was what Dick had
found out and probably that was the
reason he had gone away.

WHEN the proprietress of the Eldorado
awakened lazily after one of her more
quiet evenings the old porter brought her
Mademoiselle’s note along with her coffee.
She read it and decided to lose no time
in fluc_king this peach which was ready
to fall into her lap. She dressed quickly
and set out on foot for the Grand Hotel,
passing on her way the bedraggled mem-
bers of the opera troupe.

She found the girl in the Professor’s
room by the side of the stricken old man.
The meeting was cordial enough and con-
ducted entirely upon a most professional
and ladylike plane. Madge had taken care
to dress well and impressively in a stylish
suit, a plumed hat, parasol, feather boa
and gloves.

She took the girl’s hand in hers and
patted it. “Now, you don't need worry
about a thing,” she said. “I'll take care
of everything.” She locked admiringly at
the pale, pretty face with the dark circles



of fatigue beneath the eyes and added,

“What you need is some rest. I'm getting |

my housekeeper, Mrs. Birdwell, to set
with the Professor until we can get a
regular nurse from Denver. Mrs. Bird-
well is very good and conscientious, and
you can really trust her. I've got quite a
lot of property in this town, and we'll find
a small house where we can put the old
gentleman. But you come home with me
now and get some rest, I'll put you in the
room [ keep for Aunt Etta when she
comes out from Cineinnati to visit me.”

Bridget was silent for a moment. Then
she said, “But I can’t pay for all this, I
haven’t any money.”

“Don't you worry about that. I'll take
care of everything, In a few days you'll
be singing and earning money—lots of it.”
Then after a second she said, “Do you
mean to say P.J. hasn't paid you any-
thing?"”

“No. He was paying our expenses until
last night. But I guess that's finished. Mrs.
Sower was asking for her money last
night.’'

“Why, the old skinflint!” said Madge,
and Bridget didn't know whether she
meant P.J. or Mrs, Sower or both, “I'll
see that he pays you all right. Just leave
that to me!’

She looked out of the window and said,
“Here comes Mrs. Birdwell now. She will
take over here. She's had lots of experi-
ence. She often takes care of the lady
artists at the Eldorado when they're sick.”

“But my clothes,” said Bridget.

“We'll send over for them. Mrs. Bird-
well can pack them up.”

The girl didn’t protest. She felt herself
sinking deeper and deeper into a morass
of fatigue so profound that it seemed dif-
ficult even to move her arms or raise her
hands to tie her bonnet strings beneath
her chin. It was good—wonderfully good
—to have someone taking charge of every-
thing, taking care of her. But in the back
of her mind a voice was saying. “But I
wc!n’t give in. Nothing can make me give
in"

Then Mrs. Birdwell appeared in the
doorway, a motherly little woman of
about sixty-five. In an unexpectedly deep
voice she said, “Well, Madge, here I am!”

Madge took a nightshirt out of the cup-
board, and together she and Mrs. Bird-
well raised the unconscious old man, un-
dressed him in the most professional way
and got him into the nightshirt. For neither
of them was this an unusual or a recently
acquired achievement. 7

“When is the doetor coming back?”
asked Madge.

“He said he'd be in about ten o'clock.”

“What's his name?”

“Cantwell, I think he said.”

“That’s good,” said Madge, “He's the
one who locks after my girls.” And turn-
ing to her companion she said, “You know
how to handle him, Mrs. Birdwell. See
that the old gentleman gets the best at-
tention.”

“Sure, Madge!”

Then Madfge said briskly, “I guess that
takes care of everything. We can go now."”
She patted Bridget's shoulder, “You must
be terribly tired, my dear.”

Her manner was warm and pleasant.
The odd thing was that the girl felt it
WHE sincere.

Madge said, “Come along. I've been in
some tough spots myself till I got to he
a businesswoman."

In the hall below they encountered Mrs.
Sower. This embittered woman, under-
standing what was happening before her
very eyes, tried to look scornful, but
scorn got her nowhere with Madge who
knew that Mrs, Sower knew that her own
fate was inevitably in Madge's hands.

She said briskly, “The Professor and
Mademoiselle are leaving your hotel this
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And so saying, he ascends the \

stairs to wash up while the dinner
gets cold—the model hushand
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“M EN.” my mother said, at intervals during my child-
hood. “men are all alike, You can fall down dead at a
man’s feet before he’ll notice you're ill!” she said. She
also said that men, left to themselves, deteriorate: that
mien are bone lazy; that with men, it is take—take—take;
and added that this was what her mother had always
said. . .

“Men!”™ my mother used to say, twice a week without
fail. “The minute a meal’s on the table, upstairs they go
to wash their hands with the joimt getting cold.”

Two pairs of male feet at this juncture could he heard
ascending the stairs. My mother sighed at the congealing
mutton fat,

“Now isn't that just like a man. . .

My sister and I sat in our places, We exchanged looks.
Poor mother, our looks said. Of course men were not all
alike. It would, of course, be different with our men. It
was simply a matter of good management. Of finesse.
Of diplomacy. When we were married. . .

I remember the first married meal I ever served, vears
afterwards, The table was spruce with wedding-present
glass, with silver from the office-presented service, with
trousseau linen. And, as the women's magazines said,
with eandles lighted. . .

“Supper’s ready, darling,” I announced.

The male bulk heaved itself out of the chair.

“That smells good!”™ my huszband said of the stew
steaming in the first-time-used casserole. And he went
upstairs to wash his hands.

But it should be, I had decided years ago, simply
a matter of management,

“Supper in half an hour, darling.” 1 warned the next
night.

Not a muscle moved,

But when my first soufflé stood risen upon the tahle—
off he went, upstairs, to wash his hands.

It was my fault, of course. The time lag between warn-
ing and event was too long,

“Supper in ten minutes,” I said next might.

“Supper in five,” T said the night after.

Even, weeks later, biting my lip: “Supper in two
minutes, If you want to wash, go and do it now!™

But still, still, supper was on the table and growing
cold before the abominable male remembered cleanliness
(as my mother also said) being next to godliness.

Well, it just happened that 1 had picked a man like

¢ father. I thought. Until my sister got married. and ¥

went to stay with her.

The table was spruce with wedding-present glass, fresh-
polished silver, troussean linen. And. as the later women’s
magazines advised, candles were bright in a little forest
of flowers,

“Supper’s ready, darling!” my sister said.

“I'll just go up and wash,” said her husband. The door
shut. The feet of the unrepentant male ascended the
stairs, My sister and I exchanged womanly glances,

“Have you ever met a man who didn’t do that—go up
and wash the minute food's ready?” my sister asked.

“Never!” I said.

My sister started to serve.

“Everything,” she said, with a deep and heartfelt sigh,
“everything that mother ever told us about men is true!™

By Lyn Arnold

morning for better quarters. Please make
out your bill and send it over to my
place.”

Their progress along Eudora Street did
not go unnoticed and, although Mademoi-
selle was too tired to notice anything,
Madge saw with satisfaction that not a
man they passed failed to observe the
preity girl in her company.

ey did not go in by the main entrance
of the Eldorado where the gambling had
already begun but went up by the covered
outside stairway used only by Madge.
Upstairs she led the way through the sit-
ting room with the gilded “suite” and the
Turkish Cozy Corner and down a short
corridor. There she opened a door and
said, “Here we are, This is Aunt Etta’s
room. I keep it just for her”

It was, Mademoiselle noticed, a really
gorgeous room. The furniture, like that in
the sitting room, was gilded, and the
lights were covered with soft, pink
shades, On the far side of the room stood
an enormous gilt bed covered by a spread
made entirely of what appeared to be
gigantic rose petals. There seemed to be
mirrors everywhere,

“Isn’t it pretty?” asked Madge. “Aunt
Etta made a good marriage in Cincinnati
—a brewer, She’s used to luxury. She
kind of raised me until I was sixteen so
I've always been very good to her—noth-
ing but the best.”

For a moment, Mademoiselle just stood
there, as if dazed.

Then she said, “Yes, it's pretty—es-
pecially the bedspread.”

“All rose petals,” said Madge. “See!”
She lifted the border. “See! All the leaves
and thorns around the edge.” She gave a
deep-throated laugh and began undoing
the buttons of Mademoiselle's dress. “You
get to bed. That's what you need. And
sleep as long as you like. Mrs. Birdwell
and I will take care of the old gentleman.
D’you want some breakfast?”

All Mademoiselle could see or think of
was the great gilded bed with its cover of
silken rose petals, It hypnotized her, “All
I want,” she said, “is to sleep and sleep.”

Madge went to the bed, removed the
rose petal cover and, folding it carefully,
El::iced in on a chair and turned back the

ed.

“Well, honey, if you want anything just
pull that gold rope beside the bed, When
you wake up we'll talk business, even if
it's day after tomorrow.”

Then she went out, and in a little while
Mademoiselle, half buried in the great
gilded bed, was fast asleep.

T umry-six hours later, Bridget awakened.
As she opened her eyes her reality and
the pink silken room filled with mirrors
were for a time blended in a haze. Then
slowly, emerging from the haze, the room
became the reality, and she remembered
bit by bit the whole sequence of events
from the nightmare moment when the
vegetables began flying in the Opera
House. Presently she remembered where
she was and how she had come there
and remembered Madge Beakymer's ad-
monition to pull the gold rope beside the
bed in case she wanted anything.

Lazily she tugged on the bell pull, and
in a little while there was a knock on
the door and Mrs. Birdwell entered,
“Well, how do you feel?” she asked.

“Fine," said Bridget.

“I suppose you'd like some breakfast?”

“Yes, but I can come downstairs.”

“No. Madge wants you to eat up here,
She wants to talk to you. You leave it
to me, I'll send you up a good, big meal.
You'll be needing it.”

Then Bridget asked about the Pro-

fessor,
“He's all right” said Mrs. Birdwell.
“I've got him moved into a cottage Madge



owns down by the river, and I've got a
good woman to look after him.”

“Has he come around yet?"

“No. He opens his eyes now and then,
but he just mumbles.”

“What does the doctor say?”

“He says the old gentleman will be all
right. He may never be able to walk, but
he'll get back his senses.” Mrs, Birdwell's
face puckered into a smile. “Doc says
he's a tough old bird. A stroke like that
would have killed most men his age.” She
crossed the room and opened a door. “The
bathroom is in here,” she said. “Hot and
cold running water, marble tub, silver
taps. San Francisco hasn't got anything
better—-mighty nice!l Well, I'll send you
up some breakfast, Madge is just getting
dressed for the evening. Shell be in to
see you as soon as she's ready.”

When Mrs. Birdwell had gone, Bridget
got up. She had no nightgown, and for a
moment she stood regarding her strong,
yvoung body in the mirrors which were so
arranged that standing in one place she
could see herself from every angle. It was
a Narcissist pleasure she had never ex-
perienced before, and she was a little
astonished at the beauty and perfection
of her own figure. It was like a statue
she had once seen called “The Greek
Slave.”

When she had bathed she began to
dress, and while she was still putting on
layer after layer of petticoats there was
a knock, and Madge came in.

“I'm all dressed up tonight,” she said.
“The governor and P.J. are coming in
for a little champagne supper.” Then she
seated herself and said, “Go on dressing,
honey. Don’t mind me . . . I suppose
you want to go to see the old gentleman?”

“Yes,” said Bridget.

“Well, while you finish dressing, I
thought we might talk business.”

Bridget didn't say anything, and Madge
continued, “I've got it all figured out.
You'll supply tone to the place. It'll be
just like I said in the note. You dom't
have to do anything but sing. Of course,
now and then, therell be gentlemen here
—important gentlemen like the gov-
ernor—and when they come I'd like you
to help me entertain them. You know—
kind of help me as hostess. It would help
me out a lot. My cousin Lena ain’t much
good. She's sort of common, and what [
like is tone, Nothing, you understand,
but be pleasant and chatty and only with
important guests. You understand what
I mean?”

“Yes,” said Bridget dully.

“You'll be entirely on your own to do
just as you feel best. If anybody gets
fresh with you just let me know, and T'll
take over. I've got it all figured out.” She
was silent for a moment and then said,
“You are a virgin, aren't you?”

“Yes," said Bridget.

“Well, we'll keep you that way. It's an
asset if you're serious about settling down
later on. It can be an asset to an enter-
tainment establishment too, especially if
it gets around. Now as to the act—I think
you might sing opry now and then to give
tone and then some good songs like ‘The
Baggage Coach Ahead’ and ‘She May Be
Somebody’s Mother."! You know the kind
that makes 'em cry? They ery easy out
here where women are so scarce. And
we'll get you some fine clothes—Ilady's
clothes—refined and everything. We don't
need sequins and bugles and short skirts
with fringe, We get plenty of that from
the other girls, I want you to be a lady.
I want you to remind 'em of their mothers
and sisters.

“Come here and let me button up your
back,” said Madge. Bridget obeyed and
while Madge went on with the buttoning,
she said, “Of course you may get a chance
to marry some important bloke. It's a big
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opportunity. You'll meet a lot of them
here—mine operators, ranch owners, pol-
iticians and all kinds of people. I'll make
it clear to them that you're a good girl

and brought refined . . . What would
yq;thsi_i,ink of dollars a week to start
with/

For a moment Bridget caught her breath.
Fifty dollars a week, coming in steady,
was more money than she and the Pro-
fessor had ever known. Usually they got
along on fifty dollars a month or less and
even that had been dwindling for the
last I(tr\lwo or three years, Fifty dollars a
week!

“Paid in silver dollars,” said Madge

“That would be fine,” said Bridget.

“And now as to the billing,” said Mad%e.
“I've been giving it a good deal of thought,
but I haven't come to anything, Mrs.
Birdwell says you're like a dove, and you
ought to be billed as the dove of some-
thing or other, but I can't think of what.
Your foreign-sounding name is too much
like the Eyetalian Nightingale, and that
old war horse has worn out the Eyetalian
shindig all through the West."”

“But I'm not really Italian,” said Bridget.
“My real name is Bridget. Mademoiselle
da Ponte is just made up.”

“Irish,” said Madge. “Well, that's just
wonderful. That gives me a whole lot of
new ideas.” She tilted her head to one
side speculatively, “Let’s see! , . . Blarney!
That's no good. The Dove of Cork . . . No,
that's no good . . . sounds like a bottle
stopper. The Dove of Dublin . .. . No.”

n a look of inspiration came into her
eves, “I've got it! The Dove of Tralee!
How do you like that?” )

“It sounds all right,” said Bridget.

“That's it! The Dove of Tralee, It fits
right in with bein' a good girl and re-
fined. I can see it now out in front—"The
Dove of Tralee!'”

Next month: Dick, away from home, makes up his mind about things. while Bridget makes her debut
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I Was A Newspaperman, Myself (Continued from page 19)

afternoon’s papers. But it pains me to say
that I walked twice clear round that un-
communicative wall and just could not
get any spiritual urge to shin over it. Nor
was I properly resolved to ring at the un-
friendly gate and ask the watchman, “Is
the head of this institution a crook, and
have you any proofs handy?” I am not
boasting of this, mind you; I am sore
lamenting it; but I went home to my
boardinghouse (and I want to inform my
landlord now, thirty-eight vears later,
that I did know he sneaked in and used
my typewriter} and wrote a very nice
poem about Helen's eyebrows or some
equally newsy topic.

Oh, valiant and ingenious youth! Was
it William Pitt who was prime minister
at twenty-three—and was it twenty-three
and was it prime minister or president of
the University of Chicago?

Not all of my epoch-making career by
the Pacific had to do with odes to eye-
brows. We were an afternoon paper, and
I was in the office by eight a.m., writing
headlines, I never did master the com-
position of headlines, an art even more
deft and passionate than the old-time
writing of epitaphs but highly resembling
it, for are not headlines little tombstones
for items of news that are now dead and
often decayed? But still, I could manage
a few curious masterpieces, such as;

English Sir Says SF.
Be Biggest U.S, Burg

From ten to four, we were supposed
to go out and ask embarrassing questions
of people who much preferred to be let
alone, and then, in the evening, we really
got to work. An agitated election was
coming, and every evening I had to re-
port three or four oratorical debauches.

The chief figure in the election was a
gentleman known to spellbinders as “P.
Haitch MacCarthy, stannard-bear of th’
City n County of San Francisco.” I in-
effaceably remember his golden smile, his
beautiful mustache, and the heartiness
with which he greeted the reporters,
“Well, boys, God bless you,” and it is
characteristic of American politics, in
which we have always been so much
more ardent about personalities than
about principles, that the only things I
now forget about P. Haitch are what he
stood for, and whether we were adoringly
for him or belligerently against him, and
whether he won or lost.

And that is how you write history, You
collect the evidence of eyewitnesses who
were right there when it happened and
who remember exactly what kind of a
fancy vest Dickens wore and forgot only
whether he liked Christmas and the little
ones and benevolent fat gentlemen, or
hated the whole lot of them and tried
to get them abolished.

Such things as elections paled beside
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the Epic of the Vanishing Bellboy and
the Grateful Whaleback.

I was on the Bulletin hotel-beat at the
time, engaged in persuading such dis-
tinguished visitors as English lecturers to
state that, yes, San Francisco was larger
than Los Angeles and more romantic
than London. And on that beat I had an
Adventure in Culture. We were told that
a Chinese prince had just landed, and I
skipped happily to his hotel to inter-
view him. On the way I planned my story,
which would obviously be very funny.
He would be a fat and waddling prince,
with comic mustachios and a long saber,
and he would sav, “"Me heapee biggee
princee,” and with the superiority of all
the Sauk Centres and the New Havens
to such ridiculous outlanders, I would
tease him with clever questions,

I never did see that prince. At the
door of his suite I was greeted by a slim
Chinese in morning coat, quite the suavest
and coldest and best-s qken man I had
ever met, with an Oxford accent and a
Mayfair blankness, and he murmured, “It

would be guite impossible for you to see .

His Highness, but I should be glad to
answer any questions.”

Questions? I don't think I had any, be-
vond the familiar “Huh?” It was a mo-
ment of revelation about the world, as
swift and complete as Mr, Hendryx's
explanation of why you don't write “a
good time was reported by all.”

But the bellhop epic was more tri-
umphant.

At a hotel which we shall call the
Brown, there was an amiable assistant
manager whom we might call Smith, Now
I won't say that Mr. Smith ever tried to
bribe me, but I did just happen to get
around to the Brown very often at one
o’clock, and Mr, Smith did just happen
to think that the Brown would be hon-
ored to entertain a distinguished literary
man like me at lunch—no obligations.
And if afterwards Mr. Smith introduced
me to a charming man who was—he
said—an explorer from Arabia or a re-
nowned soil chemist from Kansas, it
would make an interesting essay for the
readers of the Bulletin. Would it?

1 enjoyed those lunches—three kinds
of soup and four kinds of dessert. At
first, a salary of thirty-five a week had
seemed magnificent, but I had now
learned to eat regularly, and that devas-
tating habit ruins more idealistic young
men than love or liquor.

Breezed up to me in the refined Brown
lobby, one fine day, this Smith, bounti-
fully beaming, and said Smith, “I got a
swell story for you, exclusive. Last win-
ter we had an old lady from Connecticut
staying here, terrible old erank, always
complaining—what we call a Whaleback.
But there was one bellboy—he said she
was 5o like his mother—he never got sore
at her, he just used to laugh and do any

errand she asked him, and evenings when
he was off dutv—and mind you, she never
tipped him one red cent—he'd sit and
read to her, and all the other bellhops
laughed at him, he was such a sap. Well,
she's just died, back East, and she's left
this boy her entire fortune—seventy-five
thousand dollars, How's that?”

“What's his name?”

“Who?"

“The bellhop.”

“Oh. His name? You mean you want to
know the bellhop’s name? Can’t you
make— Well, they called him Robert.”

“Last name?”

“Oh—uh—Johnson."”

“Where is he? I want to ask him some
questions.”

“He's in the old lady’s town in Con-
necticut, collecting the fortune, The
eighty-five thousand.”

“What town?"

“Medford.”

“That's in Massachusetts,”

“Oh, sure. I meant Massachusetts.”

“Look. Make it twenty thousand and
I'll run the story.”

“Do you mean to say——

“Twenty thousand!”

“Okay!™

Now the moral of this chronicle would
be irretrievably bad, except that as I
wrote the story for the Bulletin, I made
our Bobby Johnson so tender to his
elders, so given to brushing his teeth
and combing his hair and saving electric
light and pieces of string, that he was a
model for all future youth. Probably you
can still see the influence of it, almost
forty years later.

When the story was published—for
once, uncut—the hotel-beat man on the
Chronicle exclaimed, at the nearest bar,
“Smith gave me that story before he did
you, and my city editor wouldn't let me
use it. He said it sounded phony. Don't
that show what dumb tyrants they put
over us reporters?”

1 had incautiously announced that
Bobby Johnson was coming back this
week, to go around with the twenty thou-
sand and be oppressively kind to all the
other bellhops in town and teach them
to save string and read to old ladies. Now
the sob-squad lady on the Bulletin was
no less a mistress of heart-throbs than
Bessie Beattie, now famous for her day-
time show on the radio. The city editor
said, “I'll have Bessie interview the kid.
We'll give him a big spread on Satur-
day, with photos.”

“¥ou better let me do it,” I begged.

“You? You couldn’t write a tender hu-
man story about a kid like that. Bessie
will do it."

My brain child! My own Little Lord
Fauntleroy and string-saver and crusader
against the life-sapping cigarette! And I
couldn't do his biography!

I did not explain why Bobby would

"



not be coming home this week. I let Mr.
Smith of the hotel do all his own lying.
I turned to ways of nobility and exact
truth which, as is well known, unlike
many fiction writers whom I could and
in private do name, I have followed ever
since.

Months later, when I was on the Asso-
ciated Press—after I had been fired from
the Bulletin and just before I was fired
from the AP., which was #4—Mr. Smith
showed me a scrapbook full of press clip-
pings about the Bellhop and the Whale-
back, I was again confused about the
moral philosophy. This business simply
did not go with the ethics I had learned
from Spinoza and Horatio Alger, Jr.
Many pure-minded vignettes had I writ-
ten on suburban flower shows, visiting
swamis and the facts of wild-swan life,
which had never been read clear through
even by the city editor who tossed them
into the wastebasket. But this atrocity,
this betrayal, this maudlin waterworks
about that blithering and nonexistent
young prig, Robert, had been read and
fondly reprinted all over the world—all
mentioning the hotell The diabolic Mr.
Smith let me see that it had appeared—
sometimes with a favorable editorial—in
every eity in Ameriea, in Paris, London,
Berlin, Rome, Pekin, Kandahar.

And [, the author of this revised and
more pestilential Tiny Tim, had not only
been fired but was ripe for being fired
again,

One happy Californian eve on the
night desk of the AP., my immediate
boss—then a mild and scholarly indoor
man given to the study of magie, but
sometime to be known as a galloping for-
eign correspondent, a peering man with
thick glasses and the kindest heari, a
man named Karl Von Wiegand—mut-
tered to me, “Do you know that the Coast
Superintendent is planning to fire you
tomorrow, because you just can't see a
good news story? You might beat him
to it

I walked languidly in on Charley
Kloeber, the superintendent, next day,
and drawled, in the grossest imitation of
English novels, “My dear fellow, I do
hope I shall not inconvenience your over-
worked little staff too much, but I really
must sever my connection here, The lit-
erary standard is too shockingly low.”

Charley was a Virginian, soft-voiced
and soft-eyed and he had played poker
in Alaska and Lima and Helsinki, I had
hoped that he would be furious at losing
such a jewel, but he just looked mildly
at me, and sighed, “Ah’d give a lot to
knol\y who told you Ah was goin’ to fire
youl”

So I went back East, to Occupy a Re-
sponsible Position on a magazine called
The Volta Review, a journal for teachers
of the deaf, a subject of which I knew
less than I did of radar, even though
radar had not vet been invented. The
salary was fifteen a week, but they could
not hold me, could never hold the literary
parent of the Edifying Bellhop, In less
than a year, I was in New York, as editor
for a book-publishing house, and you
may be sure I wasn't getting any mis-
erable fifteen dollars a week—not at the
age of twenty-five!

No, I was getting twelve-fifty a week,

So you can see how, without influence,
solely by the exercise of my industry and
genius, I had progressed not only socially
but financially. In less than two years
I had climbed from thirty-five dollars a
week on the Bulletin to thirty dollars on
the Associated Press to fifteen dollars on
The Volta Review to twelve-fifty at the
sedate and honorable firm of Frederick A.
Stokes Company,

Ah, youth and glory!

THE END
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No dog would leave & serap
of dinner when Milk-Bone ;
Tiny-Bits are the fare! Tiny-Bits
taste good, are good. .. provide
vital food elements, vitamins and
minerals. Easy to fix... just add
warm water or soup, vegetable or
meat scraps...you'll have a “clean
plate” club member, too! Order
Milk’Bone Tiny-Bits from your
dealer today.

Milk-Bone Tiny-Bits contain nutrients
your dog needs: Vitamins A, By, Ba,
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Men and women to serve as local
spare-time subscription representatives
for Cosmopolitan, Good Housekeep-
ing and other leading magazines.

Why not follow the example of hun-
dreds of men and women who are add-
ing substantial sums to their regular
incomes through this easy, pleasant
and convenient spare-time activity?

receive by return mail all the infor-
mation and supplies you will need to
begin earning extra money at once.

Cosmopelitan, Dept, 547-B
E7th St. at 8th Ave., New York 19, N. Y.
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Worry Can Be Cured (Continued from

such mishaps. The roster of such cases
has included the bedridden, the handi-
capped, a woman whose child is feeble-
minded, a man whose whole family per-
ished in a fire. Even patients with prob-
lems such as these can learn to banish
worry from their lives,

Most of us are not called on for such
heroic efforts. But most of us do have
one Class II problem to face and that
is the fact that we are not going to own
a yacht or be offered a Cabinet post, no
matter how hard we try. Too many “in-
spirational” wvolumes have promised
wealth and fame to everyone, regardless
of abilities. Such notions, psychologists
believe, have done incalculable harm by
creating mountains of useless worry.

Many a girl who could build a happy
hobby around a minor talent for music
suffers because she thinks she is called
upon to be a concert violinist. Many
a man doing a capable job fitted to his
abilities blames himself because, by forty,
he has not become the head of his firm.
American overemphasis on worldly suc-
cess makes many people imagine that
only laziness or bad luck or unfair com-
petition has kept them from the heights.
The Worry Clinic teaches its patients that
there is no eleventh commandment read-
ing, “Thou shalt be rich and famous.” A
five-thousand- -a-year man, assured
that he doesn’t have to make fifty thou-
sand dollars a year, often looks delighted
and says, “You know, I never thought of
that. I don’t,” Thus abandoning an arti-
ficially high ambition proves a very great
relief to t%us kind of worrier,

3. Patients’ problems are of many kinds,
requiring vastly different solutions, But
there is only one kind of worry, and it
is always a disease. No matter what you
worry about, you can stop worrying to-
night. You can stop by recognizing the
simple fact that the mind can contain
only one idea at a time, and that it is
always within your power to determine
what that idea shall be.

In one session at the clinic (officially
known as the Class in Applied Psy-
chology), the instructor drew on the
blackboard a chalked outline of a human
head and wrote in it, “Worry, fear, ego-
tism, anger.” Then he erased the words
and wrote, “Love, unselfishness, happi-
ness, charity.” The second set of values,
he said, wlﬂ always drive out the first.
One patient dates from this simple dem-
onstration the beginning of her recovery
from a melancholy which had broken her
health and soured her life.

The raw materials of both misery and
joy are present at almost every fmoment
in every life—it is up to each one of us
to decide which state of mind we will
have, A man in a hospital bed can still
build a beautiful world of remembered
fAowers and stars, and a man with every
outward benefit that life can give m
still inhabit a private universe made h
by fear and hate.

4. Worry can be best tackled by crowd-
ing it out of the mind with a more con-
structive thought. Every Worry Clinie
patient is given a kind of mental first-
aid kit to use throughout the day, This
is a notebook in which he has jotted down
thoughts and quotations that appeal to
him. Whenever a worry or an angry or
hostile thought invades his mind, he flips
open the pages of the book and concen-
trates on the inspiring words he sees,

One woman has filled her notebook en-
tirely with musical phrases with which
to exorcise her unhappier thoughts. A
number of the patients turn to short
prayers when worries begin to bother
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them, Others fill their notebooks with
bits of inspirational verse or with quo-
tations from books on psychiatry.

At first, clinic patients report, worries
erowd into the mind a hundred times a
day, and a hundred times a day they
have to open the notebook. After a few
months the mind is under so much better
control ‘that the mere thought of the
notebook often serves to drive the de-
structive, gloomy thoughts away.

5. Patients are asked to borrow books
from the Worry Clinic shelves primarily
to “mine” them for noteboock quotations
This leads to an attentive reading of these
carefully chosen wvolumes. Among the
books offered are Winfred Rhoades’s “Self
You Have to Live With,” “The Moral
Universe” by Fulton J. Sheen, “And Now
to Live Again"” by Betsey Barton, “Com-
mon Neuroses” by T. A. Ross, “Conguest
of Fear” by Basil King, and J. G. Gil-
key's “You Can Master Life.”

Banned from the shelves are books
which promise success and wealth to those
who will follow some formula of living.
It is no part of the clinic’s philosophy to
raise men's hopes beyond the limitations
of their own capacities. Happiness, the
patients are told, does not lie in conguer-
ing the world—it lies in conguering them-
selves,

6. Worry requires tension and it can-

R

In view of the volume of manu-
scripts now being received, may
we remind our contributors to
attach 'a stamped, self-addressed
envelope? Sending stamps only
delays the return of manuscripts

which are not suitable.
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not occur when the body is relaxed. One
way of breaking its hold on the mind is
by doing away with physical tension.
Worry (§Iinic patients are taught to lie
flat on the floor for fifteen minutes, at
least once a day, and relax themselves
completely.

With closed eyes, they “speak” to every
muscle of the body, beginning at the top
of the head and working down to the
toes, saying, “Let go. Let go. Let go" As
each tense muscle sags they get a feel-
ing of the body’s heaviness upon the

earth.

The patient then fills his mind with a
scene of summer peace. Through pine-
scented woods, on a drowsy afternoon,
he sees a clear, blue lake, unruffled by a
breeze, and warm under the sun. As he
looks upon the lake, his mind takes on
the same smooth, unbroken quality. Body
and mind are at peace,

After such total relaxation, worry does
not easily ten upon the mind. Such
exercises in serenity are practiced by the
patients before going to bed at night and
as many times during the day as is nec-
essary to reduce the tension which has
cramped their minds,

7. Worriers are usually bad company.
By the time patients arrive at the clinic
they are usually a mass of jangling nerves
which cause unhappy human relation-
ships. One of the surest ways of besting
the worry habit is to learn to center the
mind on the people nearest at hand.

page 34)

Thinking about those we love, who are
absent, may be as worrisome as thinking
about ourselves,

One lonely, seclusive patient was asked
to make a game of trying to understand
the nearest person so well that she could
put him into a novel. She began, very
timidly, imagining backgrounds for stran-
gers on the morning bus. Soon she was
practicing her game on those with whom
she talked, eagerly watching their ex-
pressions for a clue to what really made
them tick.

“For the first time in my life,” she
says wonderingly, “I began to listen to
what other people said, instead of won-
dering what they were thinking about
P

e.

8, Situations that are apt to lead us
into tension and worry can often be an-
ticipated and ided, One busi n
who spends hours a day on the telephone,
used to end up each evening worn “to
a frazzle” by cutoffs, wrong numbers and
long waits. He was advised to keep a
volume of poetry open on his desk and
to read it as he sat at the telephone. The
waits and interruptions no longer bother
him, A woman who suffered a panicky
fear whenever she entered a crowded
room rehearsed for such occasions by
imagining her fear as a “black little devil
inside of me which I can drive out by
an exercise of will.” She learned always
to stop for a moment on the threshold of
a room and feel the fear separating itself
from her. Now she can, with poise, handle
any social situation that comes up.

9. Irritation aroused by the annoying
habits of those around us creates a state
of mind which makes future worry more
probable; for when we fume at things
we cannot correct we are losing the
habit of serenity which anti-worry tech-
niques are designed to build. So
Worry Clinic patients are urged to cul-
tivate tempers which cannot be ruffled
by other people's faults.

A woman whose spiteful bickering with
her husband had embittered her life was
pulled up short by the question, “Sup-
pose he died? Would you miss nothing
from your life?” Challenged to list her
husband's virtues, she drew up an im-
pressive total of his fine qualities. Now
she has learned to force her attention to
those gualities whenever his shortcomings
threaten to bother her.

A husband, caught in the same round
of domestic strife, has taught himself,
whenever his wife annoys him, to picture
her as she looked to him when she came
up the aisle in her wedding gown many
years before.

Through such devices, patients are
trained to abandon one of the most futile
forms of worry—concern over the im-
perfections in the characters of other
people.

10, Certain types of ambitious worriers
are greatly disturbed by the passage of
time; they feel that every passing day
reproaches them for having done so little

e woman told Dr. Joseph Pratt, one of
the clinic's directors, “The clock as it
ticked used to tell me. ‘Hurry up! Hurry
up!" Hurry and worry combined to give,
me dyspepsia.”

Today she, like other clinic patients,
lives by a schedule drawn up the night
before, dividing her day into half-hour
periods. Her conscience is now calmed
by the knowledge that, at each hour, she
is doing the allotted task and fulfilling
all her obligations. She is no longer har-
assed by a sense of having failed to do
the things she meant to do.

11. Half-hour living serves anothe:
purpose for worriers. Every schedule is



arawn up so that a portion of the day
is devoted to solving the practical prob-
lems which the patient has to face. A
man who used to worry over the “wild-
ness” of his grown daughter now sgends
half an hour every day writing her a
cheertful letter. His real fondness for her
has found a helpful outlet, and he real-
izes today that her behavior never was
alarming. A woman who was once the
victim of “sick headaches” spends an
hour a day reading the literature of
psychiatry, collecting cases for an an-
thology to help other patients suffering
from similar complaints. In trying to cure
others, she has cured herself.

A man once worried himself half
frantic over his old debts. Now he spends
a half an hour a day writing to his ecred-
itors, telling them about his situation
and setting the date when he hopes to
begin payments, The daily facing of his
problem has made its terrors lighter.
In many cases the fight on worry includes
a fight on the practical problems which
we had put off solving because we were
too busy with the engrossing task of
stewing over them.

12. Those problems which cannot be
practically solved can be mastered too.
The courageous spirits of all history have
shown us the way. Poverty, bereavement,
misunderstanding at the hands of the
world have been gracefully endured by
those who had their eyes fixed on broader
perspectives. Lives of heroes and saints
are studied at the clinie. Patients whose
universe has room for a God are en-
couraged to bring their religion into the
events of every day and to weigh their
little troubles on the scales of eternity.
It is the observation of the doctors at
the elinic that atheists, who cannot ac-
cept this advice, are far less successful
than others in their efforts to cure the
worry habit.

Tue Worry Clinic was set up by medical
men who had no intention of bringing
religion into the hospital. But they now
quote the statements of Dr, Carl Jung,
Dr, Gregory Zilboorg and Dr. C. C. Bur-
lingame to the effect that modern man
suffers more than his share of anxiety
because he has less than his share of
religious faith,

“Patients who worry themselves sick,”
Dr. Rhoades has said, “are tensely con-
centrating on one very small section of
time and space. We help them to expand
their horizons and we set their thoughts
free to wander far from the single prob-
lem that has baffled them. If their hori-
zons extend as far as Infinity, their prob-
lems will seem very small indeed.”

But the modern skeptic who dares not
ray can find other ways to drive worry
rom his mind. He can so change his

mental habits that no destructive thought
will ever fill his mind for more than a
few seconds at a time. When he has ac-
complished that, outward events will in-
evitably lose most of their terror for him.

“I'm not afraid of anything that the
future can bring,” one Worry Clinic pa-
tient told the doctors recently. “What-
ever happens to me, will not be able to

destroy the lovely things that remain in
the woods and fields and art museums
and libraries of the world. And it can't
destroy my determination to fill my mind
with them!”
THE END

There will be in next month’s
Cosmopolitan an entertaining
profile of John Mason Brown,
who rates as the most popular
lecturer in the country so far as
the women’s clubs are concerned

To make a superb toilet tissue
—firm and really practical—is one
thing. But to give it cleansing-
tissue softness, too—that's really
remarkable! No wonder my
whole family likes Scott’s
Soft-Wevel

cleansing tissue by '
e '
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*SAVA-WAVE is the one bathing cap you can
always count on . . guaranteed watertight . . to keep your hair
perfectly dry! A special inner rim prevents water from seep-
ing in. Amazing new velvet-soft finish allows Sava-wave to
slip on smoothly and easily. Sava-wave is made only by

Kleinert's . . . $1.25 at your favorite store.

THE INNER RIM!
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Male-Tested Fashions

(Continued from page 13)

with the pleasantest of smiles and a sim-
ple, “What are we waiting for?"

Thus we made our introductory speech
succinet and got straight down to the
(nearly) bare facts. “Today we will show
you sixteen swim suits” (Coats never
drew so many grins.) “You are to select
your favorites. Each mode] will carry a
card with an identifying number, On the
backs of the cardboard wolf heads which
you have already received, mark the
numbers you prefer, the reasons for your
choice, and any other pertinent com-
ments.”

WE WENT on to explain that the prices of
these suits were between six and fifteen
dollars, Actor Pat O'Brien had come di-
rectly to the Stork from a meeting with
his pal, New York’s Mayor O'Dwyer, and
was full of City Hall technicalities. He
interrupted us to ask, “Are we judging
these suits on the basis of women who
look like this?” He looked admiringly
at the girls.

“These swim suits are being shown for
the judges' approval,” we told him. “We
expect that a great many women of dif-
ferent ages and physiques will be looking
for suits to wear at resorts this summer.
However, if you have any objections,
recommendations, or suggestions, speak
u]i: man, speak up, We're here to learn
what“men like, what they don’t like, and
why.

He did. “There are bathing suits and
bathing suits, and they fall into two cate-
gories, as I see it. The first looks good;
the second would only look good on those
who look good.”

“What you mean, Pat,” Dane Clark, star
of Warner Brothers’ “Deep Valley” in-
terrupted, “is that the first would flatter
any figure and the other would only lock
good on a figure that doesn't have to be
flattered.”

“What 1 am saying,” replied Pat, play-
ing safe, “is that the first suit looks very
attractive on the girl, and the girl looks
attractive in the suit, and my wife would
look just as attractive as the girl looks,
angii the girl looks just as attractive as my
wife.

“I like the first one, too,” Stanley Mar-
cus, president of Neiman-Marcus, said.
“It is the kind of swim suit which will
look as well on a size forty-two as a size
forty-two ecan look in a swim suit, And
no cracks about my wife either.”

Clark: “Well, I like it a lot, It looks
like a bathing suit.”

Marcus: “What a strange reason to like
a bathing suit, Say, Clark, would you
like a job as a bathing-suit buyer?”
| Clark: “T'll answer that when this op-

tion is up. Don't you think I'm right?
After all, you're a merchant.” The whole
discussion had involved a trim dress-
maker suit versus a sleek skin-fitting
tank suit.

“Are you sure you weren't in this
racket before?” Jacﬁ Williams, president
of L. Bamberger, asked Dane. “Maybe an
old Macy buyer?”

“] think he owns a piece of Gimbels,
too,” Pat O'Brien broke in and, turning
to Sherman Billingsley, the Stork Club’s
pappy, asked, "How are you voting,
Sherm?”

“I'm voting for number two.”

“Why are you doing that?”

“Because number one has already won,
and I just want to confuse you guys.
After all, I am a professional among a
group of amateurs, I have appeared on
this board before.”

As we progressed, the show began to
gain flavor. The models giggled when




Dane Clark asked how a strapless suit
stayed up.

“By wire,” Jack Williams said.

“By will power,” was Sherman Bill-
ingsley's suggestion.

“BI-OLOGY,” was O'Brien’s,

Jack Williams and Stanley Marcus, two
of the most noted retailers in the country,
seemed very pleased with the judges’
choices.

“Are you surprised,” we asked them,
“that a group of men, without any so-
called training or experience, is capable
of rendering a verdict that shows such
expert good taste, good sense and good
judgment?”

“Surprised? No. But it tock the weaker
sex to recognize how much a man does
know, and that there is no escaping one
fundamental fact—women dress for male
approvall”

wsses tsions JIGEST

One of our readers wrote to tell us of
her agreement with the philosophy be-
hind Male-Tested Fashions. In her words:
“If every woman realized that her indi-
vidual man, while he may not always be
articulate about it, knows a great deal
more about the way his gal should look
and is more honest in his reactions than
her ordained best friend—then, indeed,
American women would be the best-
dressed women in the world.”

We think that there will be little differ-
ence of opinion about who will reign as
beach queen when the new and exciting
bathing suits make their appearance this
season,

Our current panel of judges had
little difficulty in making their decisions
after the first huddle was over. All the
suits they chose had to meet the stiff
requirement that they be flattering to the
wearer, There was some discussion about
lastex. -

One judge told us, “I never did like
lastex guits, They always look like a two-
way stretch—a woman in a girdle who
forgot to put her dress on, Every time I
meet one on the beach I blush.”

After the other judges commented that
no girdle they ever saw came in such a
lush array of colors—aqua, melon, coral,
and—(we could use up all our space en-
thusing over colors), it was decided that
those “danger-curve” suits were wonder-
ful if you have the figure for them. But,
unless you can unequivocally state no

re, no middle and no rear, they are
angerous suits, and the onus will be on
you if you wear one.

Our judges were particularly impressed
with a group of charmingly printed piqué
suits, which they said seemed to have
a split personality. One mannequin, her
hair pig-tailed, looked young and fresh
in a one-piece ruffled suit, while another,
Iong and languorous in the two-piece ver-
sion of the same suit, was as “exotic as
a Tahitian maiden,”

Another suit, while not a winner, was
a runner-up. This was a simple one-piece
jersey with a full skirt. It lost out to
another full-skirted suit with princess
lines because they felt the jersey would
look messy after it hit the water. But,
they approved the idea of one-piece suits
and observed that there had been an ab-
sence of them for too long.

Their final comment: Let's keep 'em
simple! Could be we've never reported
a M.-T.-F. party without the constant use
of the word SIMPLE. It keeps cropping
up again and again in the male fashion-
evaluating glossary, And, if, as we are
reminded so often, it's a man's world,
that’s a warning which dare not go un-
heeded,

THE END

... Where to buy

the MALE « TESTED

fashions

shoﬁm on pages 12 and 13

A If you're long and
slender, if you'ra short
and roundish, or if
you're in-betwsenish,
this is your swim suit.
Designed by Gabar it
has flattering princess
lines frontward but is
cut like a two-piece for
rear approval. In won-
derful Celanese Pros-
pector rayon, turguoise,
grey, coral, and yellow
with white ruffle trim,
or in all white. Sizes

12 to 20 obout $12. The
matching beach coot
about §15.

B. Wae're celebrating
the return of satin
lastex and you will, tos,
when you see this ene-
piece skin-fitting tank
suit with fagotted seams
for extra smoothness.

It is designed by
Reel-Poise in a Hafner
fabric. In sizes 12 to

18 [if you're more,
lastex is not your dish)
in white, black, horizon
blue, aqua and maize.
About §15,

C. When luscious plaid
toffeta takes to

water, that's news,
This two-piece swim
suit has o three-way
strap for o made-fo-
order sunburn, The
bexer shorts have an
adjustable elasticized
waistband and light-
waight poplin bloomer
underpanties. Designed
by Jantzen in a
Duchess fabric, it
comes in blue, gold

or red plaid in sizes

D. This suit, the
judges told us, has
a split personality.
It can be young
ond fresh or exatic
as a Tahitian
maiden, depending
on you, ln Henry Glass'
charmingly printed
pigue. Thare is yellow,
aqua, maraon, or

pink on a white
bockground to choosa
from. In sizes 32 to

10 to 16, and is
about $9.95.

on sale at these stores
il you live in go to for if you live in gl for
Baltimore, Maryland Hutzler Bros, A B CD Jacksonville, Fla, Furthgott's AB,C D
‘Bartleaville, Okia, Montalde's A, B.CD Milwaukes, Wis, Boston Stora A
Boston, Mase. ‘Wm. Filene's Bons Co. A, B, C, D Newark, ¥, I, L. Bamberger Co, o
Brooklym, New York  Abroham & Strass A B, CD New York Clty Bloomingdale's AB,C D
Charlotte, N. C. Maontaldo's A.BCD Fhiladelphls, Pa, Strawbridge & Clothier A, B, C. D
Chicage, TIL Mandel Bros. c.D Pittsburgh, Pa. Joseph Horne Co. A B C
Cincinnati, Ohia John Shillito Go. AB.CD Elchmond, Va. Thalhimer's A B D
Cleveland, Ohio Higbee Co. A B G D Bochester, N. ¥. B. Ferman A B C
Columbus, Ohlo F. & R, Lazarus A. B C Bavannal, Georgin  Lewy's c, D
East Orango, N. I.  Doop's A B CD 8t, Louis, Mo, Stix, Baer & Fuller A BC
Groensboro, N. €, Montaldo's A B CD ‘Washington, T, ©.  Tha Hecht Ca. ABC D
Hartford, Conn, G. Fox c Wilmington, Del. Bird-Speakman ABCYD
Independence, Kanszs Montaldo's A,BCD Winston-Salem, M. ¢. Montaldo's ABECD
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CAMPS AND SUMMER SCHOOLS

BOYS AND GIRL_S TRIPS BOYS
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NEW ENGLAND MUSIC CAMP

Enjoy musical summer with famous srilsts in
Malne woods, Pri | al nlu ping
activities, Feo $300, 25 practice tabins. Orches-
tra, Band, Chorus. Catalog. Paul E. WI“II.
125 §t., West Springfleld, Mazs.

YACATION WITH MUSIC
Senler comp, 1418 yoars; Junlor comp,. 18-14 yeers
An inspiracional summer on historic Cape
Cod for girls and boys who love music
and enjoy seaside spors. In el
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MH[“ SUMMER CAMPS FOR

BOYS AND GIRLS

What & summer experience fora growing
boy or girl! Bwimming. canoeing, riding,
hiking—every kind of cutdoor sport un-
der careful supervision ! Real lessons from
nature and wonderful farm-fresh food|
For information about Maine's Btate
Inspected Camps write for new booklet.
Malne Publicity Bureau
I Tox O, Gateway [‘inle Portland, Maine

HWaiwarr Hom iz CamP

* x x B THE CATSHKRILLS

Ghildren '! Elbnn} N.Y., 100 miles from New York Cliy.
uma, heni 3fu 1i¢Ing. 760 actes of ltupmicel eamp
Matrelous buildings, -equibment and actlrivy pevgesm.
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"GIRLS
LAKE GREELE

U mmmer of riding every day, ¢
drama, magic, sw
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l‘klhl dane lng, crafts,
. m nz & :m 8, 'rulrnml

with _baths, 2,060

5
Lmu&a Chie. , l‘rll \ G c'or-rhu'
GARL D. HUMMEL, 403 Charles Lans, Wynnewood, Fa.

SYLVANIA FOR GIRLS &.:i:

Ozark Mes.
T ¢14ing camp of the middle west—back t7iDs, evimmioe,
Biusle. silivicaull. EAbPIOBEtes, UM, dineing, deaBratlss. ev.
cellent rtaff, §plvania {3 yenalilee o the noedof ecelous trah-
| ¢ e well ai 1o the joy of lving, Ages5-10. Fee tor A uka

1, For information write: Camp 8yhveaie, Purdy, Ma.

CA MP TWA-NE-KO-TAH

For girls, Lake ChastauQua, N. Y. Oberacter tre.ning
stressed. Riding, land activitied, waler aDer s, osture
lore. Dramaticsa and crafts. Cetaleg. Res. and Mrs.
R. L 8ton, 144 lewett PorEnoy, SHufale 14 N, X.

OGONTZ WHITE MOUNMTAIN

CAMP FOR GCIRLS
On Ogonts Lake, near Bugar HIUL HL Aquwlnunl.
swimming, eniling, golf. riding, ter First ald class
C'ruf1s. nature stody, dancing, musie. Outdoor mnhmg
Tutoring. Rustle eabins on 750 acres of woods and Jntudmﬂ,
Hooklet. AI&_A, Sutheriand, Ogontz School P.0.,

SAN LUIS—TRIANGLE L RANCHES

rilling summer on Colorado ranches in
1 3 & Ll

rall),

Hwamm Thg, e
Wi foF older Eirls 11 Chrup fendersni - .
‘avta: mrs. Rouert M. Pottar: Colorado sw.nun Colorado.

l‘“\{'l,l" I"OINTY Fol mnu

ite Mty, Rwnney, N. H., On Lake Sﬂaﬂon-
Teofuazivnal staff. Rasictent dector. Nurse, Brothey Camp
azinton. Pest sesseer. Frl Eve. gertiecs. Riding. ﬂnmm
ALL-tnebuslve foa B, anisl M3 A, L. H:hmnn Dirs .,
827 Riversida Or., New Vork Clfy. AC, 2.)!

TEELA-WOOKE

In Green Bte. of Vermont. Gir's enjey a gloglous summer
ot riding, ftun aod sdventurat Be inoers' mouott, show
dwrics, hunters. Water &8cth, Boif courde, Well-rowtded
program at roderate o ti=dnelusive rato, Booklet.

®r.and Mes.C. A, Roye. 30 Ordwey Aid.. Wellssiey MILs. Mats,

Guploration - ‘l’rlwls.-'-l:im}u\. . 'un + Eucitement
Write for Details

CAMP PAGWA

July-August, X sportamen  12-18, By airlines and
Eunnies thrusgh \unf:m Ontario’s wilderness, \l{l‘lk‘nl staff,
bnnm rogram with able coaches. Real fishing, Indian
uidos. L\o hay fever, lehn 1. Gleason, Dir., 35 W. 93 8L,
ﬁ . N. Y. Ri. 9-3166.

DVENTURE TRAILS

A Summer to Remember. Thrilllng rail-bicyels snd
rail-motor tours for students to Alasks, Lhn Gmll
. Canada, Mexico and Ei

Europe.
ed groups 12-21 yenrs. W!m fnr .Bookl’n D
umtm Trai N. ¥

NORTH fM’ﬂl//M

k& CINPS

Bova AND G218 camP in North Carolina are
amoog the nation’s finest, Whaleome recrea-
tion, health supervision and valyable, gelective
training arc cmpbasized.

Long, sun-drenched days ate filled with ridiag,
boaring, swimming, tennig, archety, goif and hilc+
ing. Skilled tutorw offer instruction in domeitic
scicnee, arl, woodworking, ficst aid, woodcraft
and bhandjcrafts,

Wirite today for descriptive literabre on Noith
Carollna Boys and Glrls Summer Camps. Specify
If interested in Boye or Glrls Camps, or bath. Plan
NOW to give your child an unfergetable summes
camp experience. Addrass 3600 Dep . of Conses-
vation and Development, R aleigh, Nosth Camlina.

120 Boylsten SI., Boml 18, Mass,

BOYS

In the Land of the Sky
v N. C.

at no extra cost, Mature staff. Doctor, nurse. Cabins, Booklet.
Mr. and Mrs. L. D. Roys, 332 Otls St, W. Newton, Mass.

CAMP STINSON

In the Whitse Mts.,, Rumney,
» Hesideny docto

FOR BOYS
llt. is27

el Nurse, & H Rin

Point. Po evicen,  Ridin .

ALL- h\:]\lnive fea. OPENTNGS A FEW NEW tm&lﬂ:’l‘:;
r, and Mrs, l. rchman, Directors

527 Riverside Drive w York Clty AC 2-1061

Health and Fun
In Ths Country
Swimming. Tennls,

BOB-WHITE

Riding Imlmd in_fea,
inlwn Cralts, Pack ‘I.rl.pl ultum Launselore.

WrBery . At Ashland,
II Link for Bi
a. D. Hayes, Box 15, Framingham, Mass.

RDMIRAL BILLARD RCADEMY

Eer 11th sumpier 0ffors eight: wua Inte=nsive Azl proe
um. agea 1320, with week 3t mes abaard famous
hoe 3 foz e’ Upuo&,yla dzfxld.ﬂr md{.’u Adso
Ill CRINP TOr FOunger {13 o
At Biilard Kcaderny, How Lo ntion: Somm

MEL HEIN’S
E. Bo

Pnl]llllll

on beariia Bui B
forest, 28 anitary
AlL_recresticnal and sports

5 1% under
mu.runa Instmiction In water lnﬂll}l nnd I:lln !l\"llll' Cnl’l
Write for bookiet, Mal Mein, Union Callege, Schenectady, N

SUMMER CAMPS ogen June 28th

Unforgsttable vaoatlon fun,

05 (75 voveca). Erpert riding
lnatrucnnnl. "ninmﬂ;é maee
o

Camp for Bngs B-14, pul’um :w
each bux a development; wood-

craft {nstruction: trips; over-
night campa,

ope, Roquest Comps Catoleg.
Military Academy zo: 16 WAYNE, PA.

§U§QQJEH1AN RNA

nbeifl, nwuwln unmduulnn }u'lurnm P, #5th ¥ ear.

ki s alFy"farmyaid. ntieme: 3

::’r:-“?n‘:nt.l Wiitord, Pennsyana "

ADMIRAI. FMNN\GU EAME
od bF b a_crutse on 157 -foot “LCL* .

Aboy sl

vare of 1br|\|1ns summar on Toms Kiver fat bovs 10-17. Navy
custuats, wniforme, drilla. Cuttees, sloeps, cs bests Ail eports.
Maacen huildings. aciéemie programs assilable. Catalo:.
Admiral Farragut: Maval Camp, Bex FC, Toms Alver, N. 5.

CHIMNEY ROCK CAMP 3%

In N. Carollna. pere Ashesille. Lesrt of the Dlue Ridme
Best denilerslity, $rofram wul edutiocnt. Inihiilual ot-
tention. Jr.—7-\1, rzv,_ls.xs ALl eawp getitlles Eallla

ot "9 yry.. rholen of dtecrbditoling porents. Pree Daoklet,
R. B. Sugee. t.e Dir.. Box C.. Chimoey Aock, N, Carvlina,

BOYS’' RANCH CAMP
In Cattle Ranch Country
of Western Nebraska
June 16—August 9
Comducted by Unieersity of
Nebraak s.rnnm' of Agriculture
Hage own estork show, Forge &
motors practic
tahing, sports, Eam
eredits In agrivultural
rate. For bouklet and sopiication blank write:
H. K. DGUTHI‘I, DIR,. BOYS' RANCH CAMF

nm penles. Bwimming,
two

Tligh- schoal
. Moderate

LAKE POCAvHIQNTAS CAMP

24t Svanon GINIA

Epepial Jur Progri
Catalog, Burrett B Buuton M.A.,
10 Acaderny Place, Hows. Indiana.

P
Melrose 16

"Prone:

NAVAL or CAVALRY, 14-18Yrs,
4 {deal vacation. All sport

K ronl hOUSINE, Hining, aod heaith
SUMMER SCHOOLS Seoavate catalon
LLYTTY -IIIIlIIC‘!l 53 Lake Sllﬂfe le’

ULVER WOODCRAFT GAMP, 10-14Yrs,
f§ulmeu TEegular Acidoiy Dresanek

Culver, Ind.

LAI(E GENEVA NAVAL OﬂMP‘-—m

nducted by No Tilltary & hwnt
e, BOwR L
f

nanahip
hira: aeiinoutt:
va 1113 —aail-

r Cam
pE, wwlirel snorta, Catal
25 South Shora Brive, Lake

CAMP ST. JOHN’S* %%

A sperts and recreatlonn] camp for boys 9-18 with one
tour daily pulitary Guining. ge staff mature mea,
many feem 3. John's Military Academy faculty,
others, leading univesity athletes. Superb equipwetat,
modcra sanisatien, purc water, plendid meais, physiv
¢ian and tained nusses. “Accradited academic werk
ofiered. Lake location. @na term only, 3 weeks. Catalog,
% % k C.25 De Kaven Hail, Delsfield, Wis.
wENTwoRTH Milltary 5 immer Cammp and
Behool, boy's real vaca-

. 4 or 8 weeks aesgions. Swimming, Rldln[ Teanis, Hik-

Jn: Galf, Woodersft, Camping trips in besutiful OZARK
Moumtains., Marksmanship. Geology. Ages § to 18, and 14

to 20, Expertenced leaders. Small group. Starte June 16th.
Catalog. Gol. 1. M. Sellers, 257 Main St., Lexington, Mo,

200

For schools and camps in other locations write this department



COLLEGES AND SCHOOLS

NEW ENGLAND—BOYS

NEW ENGLAND-—GIRLS

NEW ENGLAND-—CO-ED

MILITARY

EASTERN icioeny
Fully secrodited. 30 Y. City

B-18, All grades um:ugu ]llgn u'hnol Ewemuaﬂ
facuity, College entrance, Full mlllurLirmlnm. in-
!'anlr! and {elecurﬂ alr corpe. Actual ying, clas and
1 g lead to Pilot's licemsa, Large esmpus
mmuc nelﬂl. All aporte. Addreas:

Box €, Shippan Point, Stamferd, Cenn.

AY SCHOOIL

14, A vigorous, healthy

i geniine Soniova:

mm*l lll. Imﬂzl !-

K‘tM. stron|

ment. Counl ﬂlpﬂl'll

wall-eoul ‘mll."%ll( AL, ror f!&’

Warrison L. Relnke, sox !ﬂ ro, Mass:
A pionser

‘Mll ibl-nllis&« to the Imﬂvin

HESHIRE ACADEMY
Nichols 5 lpme tnBuines dduis-

intration luading to degres, Juntor Col-
ko exclusively tor men. Parsonalized
JUNEIEOR  szccutlve analysis 8

BERKSHIRE

SCHOOL OF ARTS AND SCIBNCES
For High Schoel Graduates, Girls. Complete academie and
rasidential l'nnl!lllel Loeated In the heart of the Berkshires,
Enroll now for Catober. Catilog. Bifestor of Admissiens,
GAEAT BARRINGTON: MASS.

Stoneileigh- Prospeet mill

Aundlwd onl'lcsenmnaumrud ralcourses. Art, music.
i1 eporte, Setes, beautiTul msdern bullolog 10 heart of
regien. Private ¢adl ¢; professionsl

hmms edncnmm 1
{nstructieo

n r(dmt'. *iing, Mznmdim or  Dosturs.

Mre, George Watdo Emerten, Sox G Greenfeld, Mass,
MACDUFFIE 502
Est. Ace

u s H I N G Endowed. Moderats rates.
Excellent equipment.

Smlll e]aml. High stam of preparacion for col-

ge 11 Bpecisl opportunities in secretarial

uudiu scisnu musie, art, dramatics, anuulnr Jourmal-

iam.  Experienced l-:am .? visera. Cataleg, ence C.

Guimby,
ACADEMY AND

D EAN JUNIOR COLLEGE

Hymellke nuuuu:laere ‘-!;wrru Fonl,
., Hoston. AGADEMY : Coed

Alst year, Campus Hle,
Drrect train service N,
9-1. Colloge preparutary, grnmﬂ. wumu Mus
peech, rudio technigue, art. mechanicsl doawing, 3. M
a!‘tf rate, JUNIOR CULLEGE Women only. Llhll‘l] urla
Tﬂf(‘nijﬂnﬂ Nursel Home economics, medieal asalst-
merchandieing. Muosie, speech,
h‘e mlanvel Placement. Moderate
. Garner, Pres, Franklin, Mass

ashion
dramatics. D!IH!\I'
Bpecify rcatalog.

1890. Outstanding record for col L s
Ervdli'd. Emphasis m‘l(“ to illlﬂ l? °l OI
tmaosphere. Art, m
Catalog,
uttis School, lptlﬂ'l.lﬂ i Mass,

NEW JERSEY- -CO-ED
BERGEN JUNIOR COLLEGE

2 %re, Atmedlt d CoRege Wourk. One
COUrse. Pro-proteéssjons] conTses. Dlﬁloml
dent, vunins' BUmme
Muy 24th. 25 minutes t

Cmms L. Llltel 8d.D.. P-rm.

tare C‘S‘QIW
nﬂ' New Jerey.

“NEW YORK_GIRLS

Recognlzed by leading
rn]leaﬂ and universiti
Aceredited college pre

Agewood |

atory. Advanced courses In
Cultural and Practiesl

FOR tume Design, Interlor Dec-
orstion, Merchandising,
YOUNG Kindlr All sparts—

ridi for Cotalog.
WOMEN mc, Briarchfl Manor, M. ¥,

NEW JERSEY—BOYS

‘ol R R AL T

Col @@ B anior oitess, Dndiey, Mo,
taught by meen teachers. Grady-
aten enter Bea

Edward E. Emerson, Headmaster, Box &7 El.lal' . H.

Dl l L F 0 n D Superior Teaching

5

nccelerated program for older studemts r school

teaches younger boys proper hnl:m of study, Summer

Your Boy successfully prepared for college by this outsiand-

ing ulr corps military m:n 1. Mon Teachers.

MILITARY INSTITUTE

Fully uecredited. Collua  preparatary.

Military = wining com-

repare useful sell- dl!elhl]nrﬁ rulm 1.

s phirsical training. Ao aught

+ Homelike almnsnmm T CAIn-

'I' ton. All sports. Lower wchool, Sume

om, G2nd year. Visltors weloome, Catalog.
glstrar, Bex 295, Bordentown, N, J.

A country bonrding school 5O
EM E Rs 0 N miles from Bosson. Bmall Classes
ding
SCHOOL FOR BOYS schools. H Um-ll)u mrrmmdlng
—AGED 8 TO 15— Hupervised sports.
Very Small Classes
5 years' experience in college prts:-&rn\ion. Optional
£ di Lowe
scnm} cm cover half year's worl
w. Milford, Conn.
ATLANTIC AIR ACADEMY 5 o
each boy mmldend. \avlnuon. meteorvlogy i fiving nml.-
ahlp. all. illustrated entalog, ad

Hports for droes
Dr. qulln 8. \ll'illln:s, Ph.D., Box 305, Rye Beach, N. H
Accelerated three-somoster col
TRLOTY fOF DOFS. FUl Ly NCCTea1ten. MATR.
Faniniges, scionces. Ales gradas 7 and B
in separntely organized Junior school,
1 "sparts, Moderats Jatd Tirec H.H.

po
o W.Y.C., Hoston. Est. u Chtalof.
Or. James E. c

Tilhon, How lhmllhir'

NEW ENGLAND-—GIRLS

GCROVE

SCHOC L FOR GIILS
aERLiD

n_foe l;‘nll and
o, Aty ;
¥ Hnctontin, Riding

on 428, Vassamaro,
JTUNIOR
COLLEGE

SCHOOL
TILTON, N. H.  #ox €

A FRIENDS
n..u.u..p.q. Prap:

"-

Robert
MONT

H Ay meoredited llberal and practical arts, sclences. Jour-

tillsm, pro-nursing, m retariol, l:m;lnni lab, tech,

I.\ i Lmnnml.cﬂ. arty dramaties, music,
@xn A tow a1 8854 Fac,

luhn l: KlaBel®y. D.Ed.. Pras.. Montosliar, ¥t

CCHKWOOD AR
FULLY ACCREDI!TED COLLEGE PREPARATORY
Complnebl o i mnd cultural profram ror g:\- Gracious

A o ml‘;m'r:m‘;l Focoat Niren
c.n.u.”c‘smr RSy and Raseh CHit (o Wed

__ROCKWOOD PAR I(—JAI!-IIIM FLA\N»—BOSTON

HOWARD SEMINARY L3/

Ageredited New England Mnll Courses: College Prepar-
n} 13:ﬂ an-eeda Small clasaes.
o,

Lg, al clusire fe l. All sports, riding,
Ewimming. Accesalble; 28 mi l Hoston, Cal
Mr. and Mre. W. M. Sargent. Box 10, W&n: Bridgewater, Mass.

MHIIY A. BURNHAM SCHOOL

prepuratlon and genersl courns for
w in music, art, Also post-grad-
secrotarial. College town

irls

ADMIRAL FAHH AGI"MIDEW

i 2 Morealte-d. Prenares !ior grllleouu?a and
M prmm Aumm. Fise} of bats, Baad.
mmt fl‘lﬂ! A]SD s\:mmer t.m\;‘r

8, Roblson, USN
?Rstd} Pres, Cotaleg,

Admlnl Fartagut Ats y
Box 7. Teme Biver, N 3.

PEDDIE

n L) tlmruwhh prepared for college
mr Ille I-ul1y accredited. Junior
clazses, ln<|[rhl|n|

U Te-

publance. Experivnced nnll: 1‘uL||l|. spraking o

quiml Bporte. G{m nh!lu: flelds, mr poal, ﬂ-iu sores,
Bummer geeglon, ea NYC. 82nd vear, Catalog.
Wilbour E. Baunders, s Box 5-K,

eral
@)

Bl R
OXFORD ACADEMY,

Educatlonal Trouble Shooters

Individualized Plon—Each Student a Class
40 Yeurs' Expetionce. Facvity 12; Enrolm at 30
Saccesstul u-n?o reperatien and gan

280R 5 udant, (3) make up qgwkay loat
ume 3 8:: {1l confidence. Wot ewery-
4, but he whe zceds uy,

at nmﬁ o
Box J-’S, Pleasantville, N. J.

NEW YORK—BOYS

f l S
Excellent hu!,lm il
vectar 51 AdmInsiome: Ia”ﬂ! ian e 3

ln snll MILITARY .:;:“DIHHY

Accredited college preparstion
under Brothers nd' Lhn Christisn Schools. Bk Grade through
High School. or R i aining. SU re play-
ing fleld. &ith ﬂ'! 50 miles N.Y.C O

Brother Breadan, Meadmaster, Box C, Dal :Ie. I.. LN, ¥

gy THE SCHO
I TR or'BIsSTINGTIO
‘Renowned for characeer-build-

ACADEMY

ing, high onlwlmi: nmdia:
ned for leadershi ma 10
.ﬂudm; Avc.. {hmwd]mnrﬁu&n

ses. Diramas,
All sparts. Hi.dl.nl a{enwndlec!{ for sture. Bdth ¥T.
Mrs. Georgo Waldo Emerson, Box 4 orthampten, Mass,

SECre L\rlal ﬂ\lllg rmll |.'||i-

b flan
Tetary, social
gte. ) prep,
women for

are" yo

anagerent
mmi mﬂu gnd  preferrad business
TR

atog: Mrs. Marian W, -
For Mm \Eﬂmlll.
I.ﬁSELL JUNIUR {:DLLEGE T.,.’:,.“’“ s
Bagon. Residen mplate, aseopls
for Sept. 1948 unly Aca l',. secretarisl (gen-
erul or medieal), mruhandixlng luium— Dre-nurEng. pre-
oocupational thérupy, Rports. Hom: fe.
inslow, Pres., 108 Weodiand Ild Auburndale, Mass

Lab. Tkhnlclnn

JUNIOR (OI.I.EGE

lllVla\lG

Thoraugh preparation for all colleges. Grades § to 12, Cer-
tificate privileges. accredited, 2mall classes, able
faculty, All sports. 25 miles from New York Clty, 110th
year., Write for ﬂ“loil l: W’Iilu Bl;nn Head master,
Box 857, Tarrytown-cn-Hudson, N,

"ST. JOHN’S SCHOOL

Uparalory,

nnnuu Junlvr Behool rlma:ll clasees.

Pool. Mil ™ - All sports,
urum ratg.
fllam A. Rannoy, O

OHONK ,[Rii50r »

I}D miles from New York, 7000 acres. private
ke, aititude Bays £-14 ll]nlull
3 eellent

rr's RTY. Box ©. Ho!wnt ank Lake, New Yerk

k.s'kzll

LITA RY ACaA
Ml A13th Yur DEMV
Al sround decelopioent of coch boy. Accraditod
adlego presaratory Inctudhu \Vest Polnt, Annap-
i) ad engineecing cotlcges. Busthesd eouree.
Smsll clasees. Bldlng, mwlovein. Sensor and Jr.
schools. ApplY now fer Seph Ent-atics, Tel 881
Gol. Thomar K. Fisher, Harv rd A.M., Hoadmaster
Bna 12, l"auklhill -an- Hudson, Nn‘ ¥,

NEW YORK—CO ED

ADHPH] IIULIEGE Yor Mer & Women

A.B., B.5., ond M
A Libsral Ar - Gollul‘ umhlnlnl Cultural -nu l:-mr Eiumlsn

Business Administration, Med.

& Lab, Sci., Pre-Med., ork,
Languages, Kl.nder & H, 8. Teacher Training. Nurses Tr Home Ec k?{u'trltion uuslf.

Art, Dance. Accounting, Baslg

Dram:
all Varsity Swm‘:mlm wour interesfe.

Box 305, Adelphi, Garden City, N. Y.
gt elphi, (i ¥

0 minutes from N,

Blst year. , Riding and

For schoels in other locations wrile Cosmopolitan Education Department




PENNSYLVAN!A—BOYS

ALLEY FORGE

MILITARY ACADEMY

AY YNE NAYIONY INRINE

Valley Foie Sraduntes are
leadiees 234
wers in Wer,Oollede Prep &
Jr. Call, ®or Young Gaentle.
men 12-20. Parents mppre-
ciate amall,

personalized

ance & tewtiog

varnity sports, with swim-
ming. Intramural nu-ln..
for avery

proot bidgn.
Motowized Fiwld Rrtillary.
Cav (T8 horses). in-
tantry, Band, Sr. R.0.T.C.

FOR CATALOG ADDRESS BOX R WAYNE, PA.

PENNSYLVANIA

Military Preparatory
cnne:e pren. Also 8h grade.
Emall clagats, Ouldance progrum.
B.O.T.C. Higbes. War Dent. tul-
ng. All muler sports. Swimming
atd ridlug. 12R1h gear, Cataleg,
C. R. Moll, Headuiaster
Dept. 2 Chester, Penna.

MILITARY
COLLEGE

PENNSYLVANIA

Slondord four.veor degree courses. Business od-
ministration, orts, chemirtrr, biology, engineering
{C.E., |.E., EE). Senior ROTC. All major seerts.
Interesting soclal progrem. 124th year. Ap plico-
tions for odmisslon to Codet Bottolion now being
considered, Cofolog.

Reglstrar, Sept. Ci Chsster, Pa.

* Carson Leng %

Boys' Military Behool. Edueates the whole boy—physically,
mentally, morally, How to learn, how 1o labor, hew to live,
Prepares for college or business. Chsracter bulldl
supreme. Rates 85.’:0 0. Extras about $225,00,

x A. Bloomfield. Pa.

FORT WASHINGTON

Preparation for college and busines

Bmall classes, supervized study. AII L

resident nuree, Stone buildin, 0 min

e Pt.u.delpm Fort Wulunlm mlnm‘ Andelm Bex
Fort Washington, Peana.

MERCERSRURG ACIDEMY

“Thereugh prepitration for leeding colleges. Grﬁdes ﬂ-12
Summer 56101, Evers bor Soars Wterary

debating, pudlic sPeokIng. Unvsuslly esutifu) 3DD atm
campus, chabel, €3-bell carillon. Between Plitadurgh
sod Philadelphie, 88 mikes {To Washingion. 17 tennls
courta. 8 blayiug felds, gy, swhnting pool. Alumnl Srom
every stete gnd 30 foréign netiona. 1ilth ¥ear. Catnlos.

CHARLES $, TIPPETTS, Rb.D,

ere

MILITARY
ACADEMY

Su c, burg, Pa.

nomics, Merthandiclng ML ic
ment provides maximum Faculty assistance.

‘Washington.

Wrife for Catalo,

i
MARYLAND toLLlGl FOR WOMEN, BOX 5-C, LUTHERVILLE, MD.

mderganen Tralning Secro.t.arla] Limited enmll-
rge campus. In beautiful, healthful
Green Spring Valley 10 miles from Baltimore. Advantages of nearby &nnapnlls and

1 sports. Riding—own stable of fine horses with expert instructors .
and miles of cross country trails. Enrollment from 34 states, 4 forelgn countries.

me BULLIS ;

& miles from the
White House

- #SCHOOL

At Siiver Spring,
Md. Box C,

ANNAPOL WEST POINT

"'PREP. FOR SIIWICE ACADEMIES""
Aeeredited. ODulstanding success. Modern fireproof buildings.
Rates mederate. Bum mer lum—lunn 15. Wi Write for nh!nm

SAN FORD PREPARATORY

lonal, colloge preparatory school. Fully acerodited
tcatlmu program, fine andpracieslarcs, intorscholastic sports.
l e Sl Sdigiiat nine miles wese of

wer school wnl s

Ellan Q !aiin Fhilip 0. Sawi

Marjorie
Webster

Ymeaii'jm indoor I"'K‘“.I
JUNIOR COLLEGE x €. Washington 13, D. €.

PENNSYLVANIA—GIRLS
ENN HAL- ‘J UNIOR

COLLEGE
dite tranaferable. Aleo moeredited Preparatory
L. Dec. Lu-uum.n«mu Secretar-

Hao
Awhm, Hdcu] Ille
Magdll, A, LL0., Bex W, CHI

OGONTZ JUNIOR COLLEGE

Prepares Joous women 14 fILl thelr proger Places 'a life
sucvessfully, Troufer, Lerminel cours & Home emchnu
lllufkl lan, eare), hiome nureing, secretarial

el ‘h‘h \Illlwu drill. 10 miles from Philadel-
pmn Hox J(: A ¥ A, Suthe 0-gontz Sehosl P.0O., Pa.

HARCUM JUNIOR COLLEGE
FOR GIRLS
S-year college—Diploma, Academsic, Fine Ari, Mer-
chandising, Dramatics, Music, Secrelarisl and ldedioal
Becretarial, Sports. Vocstional guidsnce. Plicement.
Reglistrar, Hucum Junlor College, Beox C, Bryn Mawr, Pa,

JUNIOR COLLEGE
Lmdenﬂa]l it S
" ““If HTmmmc Tn ouuwlz.:‘-

nl Campus, All l‘ur‘-_‘sdlm:';

D% Fate Tuiten, ("nquﬁ

sporta. Hid
Cataiog:F.

COLUMBIAN PREPARATORY

Bpecinl prep I'm- \\w l’ul
exam of Nay: ROTY

, Annupolis and eompetitive
*eollege tralning program, Summer
nul competitives. How To Study tralning,

refregher’” for College Board examg.
nm: Jﬂll !uhmurest N.W., \\‘nh!nutuﬂa o c

ARCHMERE ACADEMY

Catholic country sehioal for boys under the Norberting Canons,
Fully accredited. Emphosis on college preparation. Tunior
and :eniar high schy col.mu Bmall clagses, m xidrm or
dlr Limited emrolment. All sporis, Oym, Cata

evorend Headmaster, Box 87C, clnmonl. Delnware

SULLIVAN SCHOOL

ANNAPOLIS + WEST POINT PREP
Approved for veterans under the G.I. Bill of Bights
Lisutenant G. J. Bullivan {Retir
Bax €, 2107 Wyoming Avé., Washingten l) D.c.

~ PENNSYLVANIA_CO-ED
WILLIAMSPORT DICKINSON

Aceredited Junfor College. Coed. L Ihrral Arts, Musle, Art,
ar!

Business, Becretariul, Modical Bec Mediral Tech.,
Consumer Eduration, Dramatics. Outstan -mu: faculty, Inter-

ramarsl Bports, 1MHh Fear. Cotalog:
. Pres, Box c Wllrlumsnen Pa.

colleginte
: John

FLORIDA AND THE GULF
COAST—CO-ED

R I D D L E INTER-AMERICAN

COLLEGE

Standard junior m']ege transfer courses
leading to degree 1 arts, engl-
neering and bther prc—pmtenslonu:l Bub-
jects. Terminal courses in bus. admin., bi-
lingual secretarisl, junior executive ork
and Latin American affairs. A A, deg

Recognized instructors Irom bath :nmlA
nents make foreign languages part of stu-
dent's dally Ufe, Coed, Catalog. Registrar,
Drept. C, 137 Coral Way, (‘ornI Gables. ﬂl

FLORIDA AND THE GULF
COAST—BOYS

. A Mi
p “‘Dncnniﬂrmny

Oxe of the cutstanding schoals of the South,
Fully sccredited. B.0.T.C. Individual atten-
tion to every boy, Beparate Junior Dept,
Temnls, all sports, beach recreation center.
Fine heslth record. Al incluslve rate. En-
rollment lmited.

Col. Walter Mandals,

Box 2 St mri. Fhriil.

BOLLES SCHOOL 2"5%,

Boys, Grodes 8:12. Aecredited preparatlon for Lulleunl.
government academies. Bumall clusses, individual aitent
Year-round galf, Lcnnln 0||l|icm L ming pool. B
military training, k)ga

Director &f .lndmimenl. Ilu 37C, Jackssaville, Fla.

ADMIRAL FA Rnnell'r ACADEMY
f)

On Beauiiful

or

54, Petersburg, Florida

l"u.l.ll' sccredited. Prepares for ajl col-
leges, gov't academies. Beparate Jr,

De%L. Day, boarding, Culdance,
o I\‘ﬂ ml:l!tarv nvlation.
Band. Catalog.

!dmirﬁl l?arrl-lllt Academy,

Fark 8t..
Bt. Petersbury 3, Florlda

o

SAINT LE

credited. Superior college preparation,
Boys 10-17. 8mall classes. Bupervised
sbudy. Idesl climate, 38-scre campus, Pri-
vaie lake Land and woler sports. Modern
oquipanenl, Gym, Est. 1880 by Broedictione
Fatluers. Near Tampa. Wrile for cafelog,

Be¥. Father Raphasl, Box C, Balot Leo, Fla.

COLLEGE
PREPARATORY

SOUTH—BOYS

MILITARY ACADEMY

FULLY ACCREDITED preparation for all
eolleges. Junior College. Outstandin NCOI’d
Highest official War Dopt, rating, 1 ROTC
Separate school for younger boys,

RIVERSIDE combines the superior facllitles of
two complete school piants and the 1ndh idusl
ntmnucm of faculty officers who live in same
buildings and eat at same tables w!th cadets.
BOYS mrD PARENTS appreciate: the wvaried
sctivities and well rounded program, the small
classes, the weekly reForta, und the fine incen-
tives this distinguished school.

HEALTH, Interest and development ansured b-.

nding Jan., Feb. and Mar. at Ho!l{

the-Ses, Fia. Economical and al incluslve
nchuol hlll. IMlustrated catalog on request,

WINTER IN FLORIDA B N el .
FALL & SPRING IN BLUE RIDGE MOI.INTMHS
BITTI.E GROUND Ay
Re  mection, -

Fully sccredited, In hesith
Biming 3ila

ddingten, Bex 101, rnunlln. ‘hun.un

MASSIN UTTEN HILITMIV lchEM\'

miles. from Washington, D,

1 al.o\ wased acholarship and I1'ndrrm!p I'P!rrlni"i'ﬂlﬂl
records by graduases. Operates Camp ;.upum Jut; URUsL.
For rataloge and ““Hpirit of Mieeanutten,” ad

Gol, Howard C. Bemchoff, Headmaster, 'ﬂndﬂul. \(Irnlnil.

MI[lERSBIJRG‘“““""

INSTITUTE

In the Heart of the Blue Urass. Fully Accredited
arntm-y And Separate .mnlur

For catal
H3 547, Millersburs, Ky,

Darlmgtun School for Boys

- O anmn, Supl..

v P e rls lnn i e

FLORIDA AND THE GULF
COAST—GIRLS
GULF PARK COLLEGE Py ihesen

rl-
Accredited Junlor College, Also 2-years high schoal,
art, ipeech, homs ec., secretaryship, Riding, dancing, nolr
aviation. 18946 educational Award of Merit conferred by
. Y, Musenm aof “rlmre & Industry. Cats
Rit Pres., Box K. Gullpert, Miss,

Box 28, Litits
BEAVER COLLEGE ™rines

f0f women
Liberal arts, mugic, speech, &ri, comsserce, bome economlcs,
phye. ed., teaching, lsh. tech., phys. therspy, reiigiou:
oducqmm sociul uelrare Extra-curricular, sports, aocial

OroEtuma. G4l year. 37-aere campus near Phils, Catalag.
HI)'HWI! M. Kistler, D. D President, Box G, Jenkintown, Pa,

FAIRMONT—-CASEMENTS

For glrls, Jr. College and Prep. courses (credits t(rans-
tsnbta: Liberal arts, ﬂus arts, costume design, radio,
dec,, drama, geo’ front. Bu!lin[.
! [‘luuu: [Rpull’s Junlur College or Pro R Behool),
ﬂ Pres., Box M, Drmend Beach, Florida.

n ‘ports i
Aot LAk, Dairy farm
Wiitean, PR.Oo Bres., Rame, Ga.

HARGRAVE NiLiasy

ills of the Blue itldr{e Mus, El 804 fu

Chiristian leadersvip, Excellent adi-
A &t {oﬂamub]e raJ‘-r .‘E\iocg’rot:jd.lug CTm-
a ports. Jr. talod,
A l:almlm P;en Bex C. Chl“!ll:.n v

REENBRIER

MII.DTAII'Y SCH}!{:IOI.. 138th year. Aecredited.

WEE 1, Bohml Junlur College.
'Elhat!on IR0 Teat. C bl 1-;
address) COL. 0. 7. MBORE. l!liﬂl-ll I.l E. | B, W.

208

For schools in other locrntions iwrite Cesmopolitan Education Department



SOUTH—BOYS

MILITARY

PORTER ACADEMY

Grades 12 inclusive, Mcremud Bupervised
Study, Au:lar.lna. RO.T.C. Cultirml a!mmp era of
h:mm chulumn BO0th year. t‘nr;JM'

HSUBURNE =

ARY SCHOOL

Aperedlied college prepiratory
emphesizing academic ﬂccl-
lemce, &3th session. Allsport
socinl prog ram. Ind rlflunl..;:ll.-
dsnee, BOTO, highest rating.
Catolog. ©el. M. H. Hudgins,
anx c-7, \!

* Develops Character, Initiati

and  Dis

1—Your b ncement nssured by Rome-
|| devet
3—Y::u.r

o
l A undemm
B—Ideal

bidgs.,

-5, Mostorn
Svlmming P, \lluatl i Donss.

#—serodiiel prepuration fur Businesy or Colizz:

nrane Wit -

T Y oiar kot Ermiea
Hotwemothers (on Small hoys

Cotalog, aliveas: DR. F. €, WICKER, P
Bog I i

Ymu' Bn

£} .-\ptltudﬁi

ﬁ_S

e 1-8. Seporate BlB,

covimuinent in the Heoin of Virginia,

05-C, Fork Unlon, Yireluia

GORDON MILITARY COI.LEGE

Acceedited Preparstory School 2nd Jusiar Colege. beasting
& ceilucy of aecomplishment. ROTC. ﬂu“hnd-nl! aquip:
aous a0 acres. Bewmeliko numobhe Goll course. Arliletlz

Bm 'Ei Gulliibeny, Bax E]:ﬂen‘:‘m‘u%;hnlg lf:m.&
l ‘ MILITARY
AC‘A .Df“'r

\(odl Tt
Pres.,

rutes,

Catalog.
Collsge Park. Ga.

R, P 'I‘C.—-lnln:lun.

~ A. Brewster,
MARION
ALABAMA
MARION INSTITUTE
Acceodited four-Year High Scheol nal Junler Colle & Epe-
elal xleps:rlmens tox Predaraulen for ianapolls and Wedt
Point. R.O.T.L. Msliacs trulolog. Sooﬂs J195¢h yeer,
Wrelite for rata

Col. J. T. Murfes, President, Box G, Marion, Alabama.
Military Acad
(omeb i

for Gov't A

95”' A.thrr"‘;'mmht wls b

Lot e sazalon.
¥ Cakimbia, Tenn,

SEWANEE JLirasy

Thorvugh preparation for college, nn'rr‘ t!ml[l ‘h““._
u\-m- by tasight how to stidy, Summer sesslon of stody and

eution. t'mm- mountaln damaln in pummer resort sre.
\a] 1], owed, Moderate rate, 80th year,
[& muh-u GEI G R Ailln Supt), Bex C, Sowanee, Tenn.

ENTUCKY MLi5T4%)
E

A school with a winter home in Flarida
Preparation for collego under ldeal cilmatie con.
|Ili|l\vlw all year, Oldest private Military School
America, For fully illustrated cotalog, ndmix
:ul. €. 8, Richmond, Pres., Box €, Lyndon, Ky,

GEORGIA MILITARY OOI.LEGE

Accrediied Ine culliegy, Iul,.h srhol
round progrun. Quarterly reglsiration,
Modem  equipment.  Sporis Milituer Tnstitan

Sulnnrer quarter June 9. Fall opening Sept.
vogt, Catalog. Cemmandant, Box C, Milledge

¥ OAK RIDGE wmiuitany insTiTutE
N I .'

Tra, hel !hl:z fauth hecome better m
e

istinguished mshi-
tary échesls, located in historie-8hexandoah
Valley of Virginis. Hizhest War Dept,

+ One of Aweriea's 1005t

*

Y Rating. High eievation, excellent heaith
*

*

record. For 88 years graduates have made
excellent records at best colleges, Annapaolis
and West Point. War Dept. R.0.T.C. Unit.

MILITARY
ACADEMY

Modern, fireproof buildings, two gym-
nasioms, swimming pool. Separate
Junior School, F,.n—!;‘ enrollment ad-
visable, Visitors welcome, For iilus-
trated catalog, address
Superintende
Box C-5, Staunton, Vi

Nandolphlacon acapemy

MILITARY.
M Borthern emrlnu . ‘ih !I In- J.In

Col, John L“-"m ‘Fl’f" “‘-‘oiu I:?IF ront Koy

Front Royal. Va.

Frupir lnr Eﬂ'lﬂ
feaprood. bubdio '.'.

CARLISLE MILITARY SCHOOL

Men'"—cullivates ohyeical, rmental,
de- ma\lauom Sand.
NegVIar bealth checha, " Scbosl dury
awicd mac view ¥oolt, audress:
COL. JaS. K. RISHER. KBALMASTEA. 90K ¢, BAMBKRO. 5.C.

Prepares for the better cD[iE“lmtlﬂ:hﬂial ‘lﬂ
High scadoease stindanis. dev

cmlrn o sehalarsiip,
2. {21

oad
i

I:o} C. R. End sloy, Supt., Box 313, Sweetwater, Tcnl‘

@be Eaplnr School

Fully accredited. Boys 13-18. Supsrior uruemn' prepara-
tlon For leading universitles slnce 1505, Se ..n.rs' All
rports—riding, boating. Endowed. Mederate mite

enrollment. Bix-weeks summer camp for t-nra 8-14, Lntalog.
Baylor School, 101 Cherokes Road, Clxattaunon I. Tenn.

AUGUSTA s

MILITARY ACADEMY i W Poing,

Amnapolis. B.O.T.C, Gymnaslum, pool, sl eporta. Fully
aceradited. R3rd yr. (‘aba]o% Address Colonel Chas. 8. Roller,
Ir., Bex G, Fort Deflanee, Va. Capaeity enrollment losi year,

SOUTH—GIRLS
MA.RION C LLEGE

e HS, tor gicte
odu Mll

0-§ C
« Henry E. Hern, Pm.. Box m ﬂir:al\, Va.

WHITWORTH COLLEGE

Accredited Junlor College and 2-year high school for glel
étlwn‘l and Fine Arts. Journallsm, Dramatle Art, Mu:
o

m or ‘snd Design, Fhys. Ed. Avtation,
iding, Swimming Eduestlonal fours, feld tripd
lnn]nulr‘d in rate. Catalogue. Box 229-C. Broskhaven, Miss,

ANDERSON Flll,l.lalnl'}

For girls, Ascredited Junior Cat!m

famous Piedmont section, Te 2] mved transfer
Liberal Arta, m Music, 0 Tl‘..
Seoretarigly Spoech, Dramatics. Hadlo. Hay
Sports mpus, modern do

Annle B. Denmark, Pras., Box G, Rnderson,

BLACKSTONE COLLEGE

Jumor college for girls. Features unique guldance program.
rminal and iransfer courses in liboral urts, muasic, speech,

uc. sn-nlar]u] home economics. Near Richimond,

ming riding, golf, Modern freprood bullding. 4

John Hld.dicll. President, Box 102, B lackstone, Vir

AVEREN N

AuoBRDITED Junior College for girls, emphasizing
Uberal arts, Muuh art, speech and dramatics,

secreturial, mod. see’l. physicsl ed., kome ee.
Mudern buxh!mzl 88?!1 ¥r. Endowed. Catalog,
Curtis Bishop, Litt.D., Box C. Danville, Va.

WARD-BELMONT

picr Coilege: Preprainey Schosl, Commmrvath

Ty sccrad] & welldknown Unty. Denter: ¥ et round
fports. Own xlubie nr gaited horses. Evesy girl rl1sh 'noM

talo Club  Viliage folder, "I'B

At Cathoun Pravine. Bh.0.- Dest. £ Mashville P o

SOUTH—GIRLS

Phys. Ed., Libras
‘Truining. All BDort
reom filled anch year.

4. Own stahle of flne bories

obort Loe Durham, Prosident,

;lbtllemg-ﬂl'lm

AND JUNIOR COLLEGE * 4 3SCHOCQL OF CHMACTER

For 80 yra. one of America’s famous sc Ixmla for young wonien,

Colloge & Preparatory Hchool Tus

that of dne old SBouthern fumily,
‘8 needs —Muskc, Art, Languages, Drama, S

ry Ba., Joumallzm,

Aceredited Junlor

ue Midge Mountalng of Virginla., Home lifs
Cuoltural & Carver Courses combined to meet
cech, Home
Indergurten Tr,

in Bi

“,, Merchandising,
Aeerotarial Courses. HSacial
Inloor swimming peol, Every

For Dataled, swrits
Box 915, Buena Vista, Virginia

Fassifern Bchmi fm' 31;]3 m].l.eeg? &?&gtﬂg
Lim iléd

Musie, Art, Drnmtlcs

Bethel Woman's College

trips to
Gireat Smokies snd nenrb lo,iu, Sports, awn s:a.h!.en.
For iliustrated catalos, & dress:
John L. Sevier, % €. Hendersonville, N. C.

STRATFORD

h Sel Mol DWO!U

Interiar b
“Hoctetaeinl, dow
Thtimato Glimpses' "and cntnrw
.lnl||| G. Simps Fres., Box C, D

VIRGINIA I_NTERMONT

Endowed Junior College and two yrs. High
Accredited. Musi Bpeech, Dramatics, b
fral Edueation, Se rial, Librury Seience, Wi
mlng Founded 15 Modersie rates. tlig,

A34. All (&
. Brantiey, Ph.D.. Pru. Box 125, Br!nol. Va,
Hehool, Botli necredited. 32. .\rn-
ginis Park, Swimming }.’ I
Radfa, Dromaties, Homs
Camp Eeguoyd. \\llll‘h

Elom h
Rllul

Bristsl, Va,
JIr. ollege
L H‘_l_aa

CAmpLs In hea
i

cretarial,
Box C.

r arnbog ¥

COLLEGE

jh' WOMEN

lu Blue Ridge Mfs. Megztes of 3.B.

LN, Aled Juniec College dI-
Non-s TAberal Arts and Medern
Careor Courms, Pbrsical Fdueatitn,
Training lor Becreutboal Die.,
Howe Sciewce, Nuerlilen. Secretarial
Sc.. 3mic, Art. Pinma. Soecth.
Radlo Brosdcasting, TanguaBee.
Setencey. Ssparate Acadgmy for
Girls. BeauLtful eumpus. Swlmming,
Tyanis, Riding, el sperts, Hecial
ilfe. Attendance 40 fiatey; national
sorweitlen, Mextlon your Gater
Catalog, address:

ER NAU, BOX B.205

GAINESYILLE GA.

Junior College. Liberal uris, ploag, voles, vialln,
art, dramatic @ ecanamica, commerce, leacier tralning,
phasical educa Srimming. riding. other sports. Mod-
ernto cost, Catulogiie on requsst. A.iuwu. pm-lmlan w.
Jnuei. President, Box 5370, Hopkinswill ueky.

GREENBRIER COI.LEGE

For girls, Two jeaw cofleay preporatory and
stagtdard college wery. Foynded 1815 In the hcaﬂmhll
Alloghenies. Art. Musle, Dramarle Ar, R‘h‘mw tal. *ES-
cl‘D[lDIlul wzlnl nal recreauional advnates;

: nan( W. Thempssn, Pres., Dm (:-c. Lewlshorg. W, Va,

Fairfioe THal,

N wl m— nlxn Eeh

An old U‘I glinia
Schoel

Accredited. 3 yra.

setiool, Litwral aris, secretarial, muisic,
arly applications sdvised. Catalog.

Wox C-5. Park Station, Waynesboro, Va.

WEST—BOYS

MILITARY
ACADEMY

(on tame maxinwuckes)
A distinguished preparatery sehool.
53 Pershing Way, Culver, Indiana. ¢

Faribault, Minnesota

gbatmt“ &‘[’Juﬂl Eplscopal Founded 1838

an"a college prep. Orades 0-11. Master-student ratio
ROTC. 14 sports, g4d-acre campus offers School

u].{ r.uursu trap-shoot, toboggan, skitower, Pool, Cholr,

and, Bummer School-Camp. Catalog.

Donald Br.nnl:u. D.D., Reclor 174 Bhumway Hall

ssou MILITARY ACADEMY

ot AND JUNIGR SCHOOL

e i T retion
flanciin. by fhow. > i y Arasimen imagirs boy 19
A

2
ok .n-mir ﬁﬂ_nf. i mers .,.nl?;. Tiding, L
Cof. G, B, S . 287 Main Stroeet, Mex| CQ. Ma,

w._,“ ‘Tl"ll MlLlTallY

ACADEMY
Broad acoredited training prepares cadets for any eollege.

g 8-11. Bovs tuaght how 0 study. Personal atfention.
ROTT‘ Highest govermment rating. Sm“.. Kiding,
wm. Interesting social program. Bth year. Near St
Catslog. Cok R, L Nackson, Pres.,

8 : Kemridiee,

All -:hnm e
Wm. B. Gates, Pras.,

LVER

Write for eatalng.

Far schools in olher locations icrite Cosmopolitan Education Department




WEST—BOYS

WEST—GIRLS

FINE AND APPLIED ARTS

* ST. JOHN'S «x

MILITARY ACADEMY

Accredited college preparation in the heart of
Wisconsin’s land o’ lakes, within easy driving gls-
tance ol ch\caqn Gradas B-11. Balanced program,
Excelieat facu! t) Eming solf, ritle marksman-
ship. seiling. ter sports. FIylng. Summer
session. 83rd Year Write for oateloB.

257 De Koven Hall, Delafield, Wisconsin

PILLSBURY MILITARY ACADEMY

Pully aceredited preparatary school wlth enviable nationi]
repatation. Baoys 12 o 1 Py

embwment.  Modern
equipment, H uvllu!lll , rlasses.  Bupervised
stusky, All spod .1. Reparate wy for younger boye. T1st
Fear. {alutlxm slrnycr Bnt outnnﬂa, Minn.

Tﬁluhlﬁ ;nung nmorlrun- flll’ leadier.

IruT

whig, Aerr\‘

e, I)ﬂmrmn. B0

Bimall ela: -] n
T

Bummer

rrett Wauton, 0
457 Acagemy PIACE, Howe,

KEMPER MILITARY SCHOOL

High Schoal and Juwior Collepe—I16 frd

Aucwdllm education with military training. Bmall
clas Varigd acclal, culiueal, fecreational msnum
i, Ciata

l:'Dous ;‘-.l ;ll u“ tuming pool, New stadium.
- A h 857 Third Street, Boonville, Missouri,

ST. THOMAS MILITARY ACADEMY

Milttary Ir Ining combined with suderior Cultege prenal’lv
tlen in Catbolic envicrimen  Individus) gutdseace. Pool.
&p0rts, Beautitully Jogatod In wxeluzite zealdenilal di

y dsy. Feahllaued 1625 .
Box 8. 81. Paul I,

SLINH aerling,

of
VerY fAev. Vi

sont J. Flyom. Pros..
*  Averriited collcge prep. with
glose atrentlan to cvers LOS ‘THwr-
ough etadetnie tralnlog. Sm U

nnu cimoses, Lower Hchool. All geosts,

WILLIAM WOODS COLLEGE

Aceradited Juulur College courses i'cr young w en

(trans.
fer. v rofessionatl, wg've iberel and
Fine iﬂa Mubie. mn(- Ee., M. ickl u'm mital kem! tarinl,
Medical, ete. i-% 100 acres, private

ata

Costume Deslgn,
lake. 57th ¥ mu‘ I'im(nnnhle mte.
H. BOX B, FULTON,

- SMITH,

ISSOURI

BBOTT ART SCHOOL

Advertlslng & Fashlon Ilugiration; Design for
Textlles, Tnterlor Dcslm Life & Water Color, 2
war courm Certificate. Day & evening. Successfol

'iﬂ ved for L-trrmu atelogue, Anne
Bvx . 2013 Eye St., N.W., Washington 6 D.C.

ST. KATHARINE'S SCHOOL

ot Glrlp, Ofere souad pregrsiu of !Lh!lulﬂhlp. tlSsical and
spiritox] tre lolnd in (tiendiy atvosphives. Lo0at, letcd
resldeni eneslimest, £ :.llm\ i'l\ naratary ond Gencea
ateo Hih, Gt TIn, &h or ure Yeael

Ophetia 8. T. Carr, Hn o! smm Box C, Davenpel

1 s fF'ERRY HALL - . .

ACCREDITED secondary school for girls 13 to 18, Sirong @
Tege preparation, sed general course, Home Eean |n|h- \1ux|r
Art, Bpeech. Ridls Lt

B0 it1es fen
Iog. Frances G.

Chn’srmn Lo"pyo

For glrla. Accredited Junlor College and Congervatory (A.A
degreel, Terminal, transfer, pre-career courses, Musle, Arr,
Drama, Bee'l, Noralng, ]nl n«-ornll..n Costume Theslgn,
Home Mammm:m AlL spor ol. riding. 90tk r, Cotatig
Jamés C. Miller, Ph.D., Pruidﬂﬂt Box B, C¢|llmbfl ﬂl‘l

| SAINT MARY'S COLLEGE, NOTRE DAME '

Fully sccredued I..Ineml Arts mm-rce m- women, Courses
lead Basie nursing.
ept. of ﬁaerﬂi Thmiogy ‘ltsien of the Holy
Cross, Cetaligue, int M Coltege, Bax ©, Holy
Cross. Ind, Railroad Statien: lulll Bend, Ind,

Aveéredited. H!u 2-your Junior College. Modernized cur-
rleulum urwaur for civie and soiol leas tmmn Rern m-l
Bperial work In Mugle nod Arn, Eport i
. Dlrenlor of Admissions, st l:h!rlas Mn,

AMIERICAN ACADEMY
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~ PACIFIC COAST—BOYS
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12 miles from San Fronmclsco. Address; C. J,
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Eg 3}% WINSLOW, WASH.
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PACIFIC COAST—BOYS 6 C GIRLS
BROWN MILITARY ACADEMY
SAN DIEGO, CALIFGRNIA
Highest War Dept. Hauor Rawng. R.Q.T.0. Junior
Junior Colle§e. Mednin £103sr09ms
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SOUTH WEST—BOYS
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Jumcr College
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® Athletics for All
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The Presidest, 19 Sonawall Jackson Orive, Verre!!, Vexes
’ URLVERSITY
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Aceredited college preparation for girls
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MEINZINGER ART SCHOOL
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SPRING GARDEN INSTITUTE

Fashlon Design, Dressmaking, Millinery,
7th Year. Send for tn!ailsg C.
New -ewm hemn? Elmlemher 1947,
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FASHION MODELING
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ODELING
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TEACHER TRAINING

National College of Education
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SPECIAL
Binghamton Training School
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MILTON N. BERRY FOUNDATION SCHOOLS
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SPEECH CORRECTION
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Offerlcg Two-Year Degree Pregrams
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Beachcombing
(Continued from page 35)

mmhzg nothing more than a pleasantry
in Passing.

Beachcombing!” he snorted scocmfully,
and he spun in the sand to face me. “This
ain't beachcombing. Penny-ante stuff!”

He wiped the dark wet sand from some-

he was holding and handed it to
me. “I fird aslew of these things.” he said.
It was a battered and water-faded can of
oil, such as might have dropped from an
au'plane or ship.

“‘SBhips nowadays are too good,” he said
bitterly when we were seated on the
rock. “You can't make a living on the
beach any more.”

He spoke with a drawl, part Southern,
Eart Western, but now and then, when
is bitterness mounted, the words came
with a rush. Deep squint lines marked
his leathery face around the pale blue
eyes, and a long crease cut through either
cheek. His hair, like everything else about
hxm, was pretty much the color of sand

You take when 1 was a kid down at
Corpus, about nine years old, [ saw some
big white bundles floating towards the
shore from out in the Gulf. Cotton, you
see. I ran and told an old beachcomber
about it and he took me with him out
in Well sir, we tied all those
bundles together, and then we towed
them ashore. Worth a lot of money. Now
that’s beachcombing. That's where 1 got
started. I 8rew up at Corpus Christi,
Texas, and T've been on the beach off and
on ever since. Never lived far from it in
my life. 'm sixty-two years cld and never
had a sick day. I've never missed a day
on this beach right here for nine years. I
pick up some loose change and jewelry
and odds and ends, but that ain't beach-
combing. Nowadays you’ve got to have
another job. So I work for the city.”

He waved back over his shoulder at
the city, built on the hills and valleys and
bluffs that sloped down to the Pacific

“I've found some expensive jewelry on
this beach. One watch was wrapped up
in a napkin in the sand, and it was worth
$175. I've found all kinds of watches and
rings and bracelets and anklets and pins,
You take these identification bracelets,
Jike the service men used to wear all the
time, Fliers, you see. If 1 found one of
them I found twenty. They come off in
the water while they’re swimming and
wash up a month or so later. Penny-ante
stuft.”

1 wondered silently if the badge on his
chest was something he had feund en the
beach. “City of Laguna Beach,” it said,
“Special.”

“Things were different when 1 was a
kid, The best beachcombing 1l ever saw
was along the coast of Texas, between
Galveston and Corpus, aleng ahout eight-
een ninety-five, The currents in the
Gulf of Mexico move west, 50 everything
drifts ashore on Texas. You take the year
the bhurricase bhit Galvesten, nineteen
hundred I thirik it was, and wrecked the
whole city, They loaded up a lot of bodies
from the streets and took them out to
bury them in the Gulf, Emergency, you
see. Buried them ten miles out from shore,
Well, sir, it wasn’t but a very few days
before all those bodies washed back up
on the Texas coast!”

He squinted at me while the picture
&ank in, his pale eyes searc my face.

“You take the cargo ships in those days
—they couldn’t ride out a storm if they
were loaded. Sailing ships, you see. So
when a storm blew up, or a hurricane,
they dumped their cargo owverboard and
ran for the nearest harbor, The stuff was
all insured anyhow.

“Lumber?” he barked suddenly, as if

zll



I had asked about lumber. “Why I've
seen lumber covering the beach, as far
as you could see up and down! And the
bales of cotton useg to roll ashore, after
a real good storm. Kept us busy draggin’
it up to dry land.

“During a storm we all worked to-
gether, in teams, so we could handle the
stuff faster. Afterwards we divided up
the profits. We'd go down to the harbor
and dicker with the companies that had
the cargo insured. Mad
way than trying to sell it on the open
market.’

Thorne's eyes were nearly squinted shut
as he gazed out to sea. “I was too young
then to be anything but a helper. I used
to work for one or another of those beach-
combers sometimes two weeks at a
stretch, after a storm. They
lived good along the Texas coast. -

e out better that -Span

in that. 1 get a kick out of spotting things
myself.”

The biggest kick Thorne ever got came
froma hlg blob of rust that he saw buried
in Laguna's sand.

“I beat on that rust, and kept beating
on it, and pretty soon it all came off in
one piece. There underneath it was this
clean smooth metal. Cannonball, vou see,
Curio dealer here in town said it was
grobahly from the old times when the

iards were here in California. Said

it might be worth a lot of money, and he

* wanted to sell it for me, But I've got that
old cannonball yet!”

The thought of his cannonball brought
Thorne's first grin, requiring the use of
a lot of new wrinkles around his eyes
and lips.

hysterics when I return something they
lost. Once I found a platinum watch that
had four diamonds set into the case. The
police told me it had been reported lost
and gave me the address, So I walked into
this woman's store and handed the watch
back to her.

. “Bhe just stood there, and her lips be, ega
to tremble, and just before she started to
cry she said, ‘That watch has got senti-
mental value.:

“Every now and then the cops call me
in to do a little job for them. Once a tour-
ist lost a ring down between the cracks
of the boardwalk, and I had to dig a tun-
nel under there to lock for it. You take a
case like that, the thing to do is smooth off
the sand near where you it is, and
then you keep cutting the sand away at

the bottom and let it slide down

Each man had a shanty and a
little boat of his own. Must've
been hundreds of them along
there, and two or three on every
little island. That's all over now.
You take ships nowadays, they
can ride out any storm without
dumping their car% Anyhow
the beaches are all building up,
houses and clubs and such stuff
as that, Man needs about twelve
miles of open beach to do any
good for himself,

“And anyhow nowadays you
can't find enough to pay the
E}ﬂces they're asking for food.

ring the depression a man
could get by if he worked hard
during the summer months and
kept his eyes open all year,
But people don't lose much
more on the beach in boom
times than they do during a
depression.

Another time that beach-
combing was good was during
prohibition, Some lonely places
along the coast where the rum-
runners operated, atood a
good chance of Kndm
where they hid it out or had to
scuttle when the law was on
their tail, Plenty of money in
something like that, But a lot of
guys started makin' the beaches
in those days that wasn't really
beachcombers at all. Gangsters,
you see.”

His thin brown sun-cracked
lips tightened in contempt for
beachgoing highjackers, and for
all false beachcombers every-
where—the literary folk, the
Midwestern tourists, the aimless
seaside drunks—all those who
liked to call themselves “beach-

combers.”

But worst of all, in Paul
Thorne's eyes, were the Mon-
day - morning beachcombing

MONEY

You can run into debi—but you have to crawl
out,
ANOMN,
*
A friend in need. as the saying goes, is rare,
Nay, it i¢ just the contrarv; no sooner have
vou made a friend than he is in need, and
asks you for a loan,
SCHOPENHAUER

It is no indication of brainz to have money., 1f
vou think it is, look at those who have it
CLAREMCE DARROW
*
Money—the desive for money—ihe need of
money. has always been hurtful to me and 1o
all men and women I have known,
SHERWOOD ANDERSON
*
Just pretending to be rich keeps some people
(0T,
ANOMN.
*
Money i= what you'd get along beautifully
without if only other people weren't :o crazy
about it
MARGARET CASE HARRIMAN
*
He who expends gold properly is it: master,
who lays it up is its keeper, who loves it iz a
fool, who adores it an idolator.
PETRARCH

from the top.

“Well sir, I did that, and pretty
soon here came that ring, rolling
down that sand slide, just as big
as you please!

“I've always been friendly
with the cops here in town, but
the FBI was down to see me
once. During the war I found an
envelope with some war bonds
and personal papers in it. 1
mailed them to the person that
had her name written there, and
sent my name and address along
with it. Pretty soon here came
the FBI, wanting to know all
about that envelope, exactly
where I found it and all. They
ended up telling me I did exactly
right, and they thanked me for
my co-operation. I never did
find out why the FBI was so up-
set about that envelope, but 1
guess it was something to do
with spies.”

He seemed to feel this was the
climax of his life, and the logical
end of his story.

He fell silent.

“What's the badge for?" I
asked finally, unable to contain
the question any longer,

“Well sir, that's for my job
with the city. I check the park-
ing meters on the downtown
streets and collect the money
from them, I work under the
police department, so they
thought I ought to have some
kind of a badge, That's why I'm
wearing these Army clothes.
For a uniform, you see. Their
idea.”

He was wound up again. “Be-
fore this I was street sweeper in
Laguna for a while. I liked
that job fine—I used to find e
lot of things there too. Differ-
ent times I've been a fisherman
and an electrician and other

squads who drive down to the

beach from Los Angeles and strain the
sand with little machines. They operate
only after a big holiday or Sunday crowd
has romped on the sand and lost its loose
change and jewelry.

“I never strained any sand in my lii,e
Thorne declared with firm pride. “I've
watched them some. I reckon they'd
average about a dollar an hour.”

He was trying not to appear to be
critical of the technique of professional
rivals; but it was plain what he thought
of sand strainers. They push little go-
carts that scoop up sand and strain it as
they move. When a squad of them
worked the main beach over, they load up
their gocarts and speed to the next town
along the coast.

“ etinwerlooku?fmmﬂmsecarts
while they work. I can't see any pleasure
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“You've got to watch the ocean and the
sand all the time to uncover things like
that. High tides eat away the sand so you
can find things that have been buried for
a long time. Storms and strong winds and
rains help too. The best place to start
digging is where black and white sand
are mixed together. I don't know why that

is.

“TI've found almost every kind of ring
there is. Any time I get something valu-
able I report it right away to the cops.
Usually I advertise it in the papers, too,
and then I keep it awhile before I sell it.
That way I'm in the clear. And usually
there's a little reward.

“Some beachcombers don't,” he added
darkly. “Out-of-towners, you see. It's dif-
ferent when you live in a town for nine
years. I've had women cry and nearly get

things, but always near the
beach, and I always made the
beach when I could,

“If there was a living on the beach
right now, that's where I would be all the
time. But it can't be done, so I'm check-
ing parking meters.”

He grinned again, and it was plain that
he considered the parking meter his re-
venge on civilization.

He stood up stiffly from his seat on the
rock.

Part of a newspaper, rolled into a tube,
stuck from his hip pocket. He pulled it
out opened it.

“I guess this newspaper's a few days
oltL but you take here where it says,
gmrm Lashes Florida Coast.
Well sir, if a man was to make that
beach right now he ought to pick up a
little stuff all right!”
THE END



“Later,” the tifth story
in our reprint series,
first ap ed in © D
in November, 1938.

It was then purcehased
by the Reader’s Digest
and beeame one of ithe first
fietion pleces ever to be

used In that magazine.

Used in some texthooks,

“Later” is another great
Cosmopolitan story from the past,
one whose place in American
fietion’s hall of fame
is already assured.

Michael Foster,
author of the recent novel,

“The House Above the River,”
sold his first short story about
iweniy years ago, and since
that time has ted his boek
with an occasional short story.
At present, Mr. Foster Is at work
on a new noevel

Mic]wael Foster

Y

It's queer, the things you remember. When
life has crumbled suddenly. and left you sranding
there, alone. It's nor the big important things that
you remember when you come ro that: not the
plans of years, not the love nor the hopes you've
worked so hard for It's the little chings that you
remember then: the litele things you hadn't no-
ticed at the time. The way a hand touched yours,
and you too busy to notice; the hopeful lictle in-
flection of a voice you didn't really bother to listen
to. .

John Carmody found that out, staring through
the living-room window at the cheerful Tuesday-
afternoon life of the streer. He kept trying to think
about the big important things, lost now—the

=

years and the plans, and the hopes. And the love.
But he couldn’t quite get them focused sharply
in his mind, just now. Not this afternoon.

They, those important things, were like a huge
bur nebulous background in his mind. All he could
remember, now, was a queer little thing: nothing,
really, if you stopped and thought about it in the
light of the years and che plans and the—the great
love. It was only something his litcle girl had said
to him. One evening, two—perhaps three weeks
ago. Nothing, if you looked at it rationally. The
sort of thing that kids are always saying.

But it was what he was remembering. now.

That parvcular nighe, he had brought home
from the office a finished draft of the annual
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stockholders” report. Very important, it was.
Things being as they were, it meant a great deal—
to his future; to the furure of his wife and his lictle
gitl. He sat down to reread it before dinner. It
had to be right: it meant so much.

And just as he turned a page, Marge, his liccle
girl, came with a book under her arm. It was a
green-covered book, with a fairy-tale picrure pasted
on it. And she said: "Look, Daddy.” He glanced
up and said: “Oh, fine. A new book, eh?"

"Yes, Daddy,” she said. "Will you read me a
story in it?”

"No, dear. Not just now,” he said.

Marge just stood there, and he read through a
paragraph which rold the stockholders about cer-

" tain replacements in the machinery of the factory.
And Marge's voice, with timid and hopeful little
inflections, was saying:

“But Mummy said you probably would, Daddy.”

He looked up over the top of the typescript. "I'm
sorry,” he answered. “Maybe Mummy will read it
to you, I'm busy. Dear.” '

"No,” Marge said politely. "Mummy is much
busier, upstairs. Won't you read me just this one
story? Look—it has a picture. See? Isn't it a Jovely
picture, Daddy?”

“Oh, yes. Beautiful,” he said. “"Now, that picture
has class, hasn't it? But I do have to work tonight.
Some other time . . ."

After thar, there was quite a long silence.
Marge just stood there, with the book open at the
lovely picture. It was a long time before she said
anything else. He read through two more pages
explaining in full detail, as
he had directed, the shift
in markets over the past
twelve months, the plans
outlined by the sales de-
partment for meeting these
problems which, after all,
could safely be ascribed to
local conditions, and the ad-
vertising program which
aftrer weeks of conferences
had been devised to stabi-
lize and even increase the
demand for their products.

“But it s a lovely picture.
Daddy. And the story looks
so exciting,” Marge said.

“I know,” he said. "Ah
... Mmmmm. Some other
time. Run along, now.”

"I'm sure you'd enjoy it,
Daddy.” Marge said.
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Cosmopolitan readers first saw “Later”
in the November 1938 issue of the magazine.
The page reproduced here was

illustrated by R. G. Harris.

"Eh? Yes. I know 1 would. But later.”

"Oh,” Marge said. "Well, some other time,
then. Will you, Daddy? Some other time?”

“Oh, of course,” he said. “You bet.”

But she didn't go away. She still stood there
quietly, like a good child. And after a long time,
she put the book down on the stool at his feet,
and said: "Well, whenever you get ready, just
read it to yourself. Only read it loud enough so I
can hear, too.”

“Sure,” he said. "Sure. Later.”

And that was what John Carmody was remem-
bering. Now. Not the long plans of love and care
for the years ahead. He was remembering the way
a well-mannered child had touched his hand with
timid liccle fingers, and said: “Just read it to your-
self. Only read it loud enough so I can hear, too.”

And that was why, now, he put his hand on
the book. From the corner table where they had
piled some of Marge's playthings, Picking them up
from the floor where she had left them.

The book wasn't new any more; and the green
cover was dented and thumbed. He opened it to
the lovely picture.

And reading that story, his lips moving stiffly
with anguish to form the words, he didn't try to
think any more, as he should be thinking, about
the important things: about his careful and
shrewd and loving plans for the years to come;
and for a litcle while he forgor, even, the horror
and bitterness of his hate for the half-drunken
punk kid who had careened down the street in
a secondhand car—and who was now in jail
on manslaughter charges.

He didn't even see his
wife, white and silent,
dressed for Marge's funer-
al, standing in the doot-
way, trying to make her
voice say calmly: “I'm
ready, dear. We must go."”

Because John Carmody
was reading:

"Once upon a time, there
was a litcle girl who lived
in a woodcucter’s hut, in the
Black Forest. And she was
so fair that the birds forgot
their singing from the
bough, looking at her. And
there came a day when . ..”

He was reading it to him-
self. But loud enough for
her to hear, too. Maybe.

THE END
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issing the BIarneyI'STone

o I was hanging head down to kiss the
Blarney Stone for its traditional gift of

" writes Gene Patterson, a friend of

elogquenc

Canadian Club, “Suddenly the Irish guide

holding my 1 relaxed his grip. Only my firm

hold on the guard rails saved me from a pos-
sibly fatal fall. Shaken, I used my new found
‘eloguence’ to send the guide packing.

was almost my Goodbye Kiss\'

9 “Leaving Blarney, I visited a famous
Dublin erypt dug in the year 1038, There
I shook hands with the Crusader’s mummy—
said to bring good luck forever, I'd need luck,
judging by my close call at Blarney Castle.

9 “More than 20 battles have been fought in
and around Dublin, But vou'd never know it h

looking at pe
The whitews

methods seem to be unchanged by time.

" “At a friendly pub back in Dub-

lin, the Crusader's ‘good luck’

worked for me, My n bor at the bar

18

inzisted I have a drink with him.
Shur-r-re and they had Canadian Club,
my favorite whisky, We drank to ‘the
luck of the Irish’; then I left for Shan-
non airport and a TWA plane home.”

IN 87 LANDS NO OTHER WHISKY TASTES LIKE

n’(— ) .
Careadbar

Imported from Walkerville, Canada, by Hiram Walker & Sons Inc., Pearia, Ill. Blended Canadian Whisky. 90.4 proof.

] scenes like this typical Trish farm.

wed stucco walls and traditional farm

o“ll'i-l:mrl'a peat bogs are on top of

, not in the valleys as in most other

lands, We
as they spaded the peat into muddy

isited one of the bogs, and watched

blocks, which they left in the sun to dry.

i

It's like finding an old friend,

to be offe

in
kv's

lian Club

«d Canadian Cly
out-of-the-way places. Why this whis

worldwide popularity? C.

is light as scotch, rich as rye, satisfving
as bourbon. That's what made Canadian
Club the larg

in the United States.

selling imported whisky
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W J ; / v Al “? ’ }% Send for free 12-page folder **Gilbey's Primer of
amous Gin Drinks”—an attractive collection o)
F Gin Drinks™ i llection of

International recipes which should be at every
mixer'sright hand, Write National DNstillers Prod.
Corp. . Dept, C-5 P.0.Box 12, Wall St.Station N.Y.C.

THE “INTERNATIONAL GIN“ DISTILED BY W. & A. GILBEY LTD. IN THE UNITED STATES AND IN ENGLAND, AUSTRALIA AND CANADA
90 Proof. London Dry Gin. Distilled from 1009, grain neutral spirits.

National Distillers Products Corpo. ation, New Yark.



