


Why does the Continental Woman look younger? Paris-Madame Lina Ledoux. age 36, says: 

"J attribute my younger looking complexion to regular Palmolive care. A one-minute facial twice a day." 

Announcing 
new richer 

Continental Palmolive 
with 

Creme de Bain 
Now most any woman can have a younger, more vibrant 

look with new richer continental Palmolive care. 

Here in America we've created new continental Palmolive Soap 

with Creme de Bain ... a richer soap with mild new 

moisturizing lather. Daily facials with continental Palmolive 

help give that vibrant inner glow that can come 

from a good complexion. Shouldn't you start new continental 

Palmolive care ... soon? 

Palmolive� cares for more complexions 
than any other soap in the world. 

New formula enriched with Creme de Bain 



Only the Literary Guild saves you so much on the new books you want 

Leon Uris 
(Publisher's 
edition, $6.95) 

45. IN VIVO 
Mildred Savase 
(Publisher's 
edition, $5.95) 

176. THE Q DOCUMENT 
James Hall Roberts 
{Pub. edition, $4.75) 

• 45. I WAS DANC lNG 
Edwin O'Connor 
(Publisher's 
edition, $4.75) 

34. THE JOHN F. 
KENNEDYS' A Family 
Album, Mark Shaw 
(Pub. edition, $7 . .50) 

26. THE KEEPERS OF 
THE HOUSE, Shirley 
Ann Crau (Pub. · 
edition, $4.95) 

37. CONVENTION 
Fletcher Knebel and 
Charles W. Bailey, J( 
(Pub. tdition, $4.95) 

MmisL. West 

I 'lbeSboes � 
156. DIPLOMAT AMONG 
WARRIORS, Robert 
Murphy (Publisher's 
edition, $6.9$) 

230. AMY VANDERBILT'S 
NEW COMPLETE 
BOOK OF .• ETIQUETTE 
(Pub. edition, $5.50) 

31. THE SHOES OF THE 
FlSHERMAN, Morrlt 
L. Wetl (Publisher's 
edition, $4.9_5) 

8. THE STORIES OF 
F. SCOTT FITZGERALD 
Introduction by 
Malcolm .Cowley 
(Pub. edition, SS.SO) 

57. THE BAY OF PI;s 
Haynn Johnson 
(Pub. edition, $.5.95) 

H<5ME CAIDEIIIOOI ---

4. STRANGERS ON A 
BAIDGE,lht Case of 
Colonel Abel 

119. APPOINTMENT 
IN SAMARRA, BUTTER· 
fiElD I. HOPE OF 
HEAVEN, In 1 volume 
John O'Hara 

227. Beards' BASIC 
HISTORY OF THE 
UNITED STATES 
(Pub. edition, $5.95) 

10. THORNDIKE· 
BARNHART DESK 
DICTIONARY 

28. FAMILY TREASURY 
OF CHILDREN'S 
STORI£$, 2 volumes 
(Pub. edition, $6.95) 

310. SUCCESSFUL 
MARRIAGE, Morris 
Fishbein It Ernest 
W. Burgess (Pub. 
edition, $6.00) 

665. THE AMERICAN 
HOME ;ARDEN BOOK 
(Pub. edition, $7 .95) 

james B. Donovan 
(Pub. edition, $6.95) 

n..�-.. ... WI.LLIAM SHAKESP!AR£ 
' 

143. COREN'S BRIDGE 
COMPLETE, Charles H. 
Coren (Publisher's 
edition, $5.95) 

S. Millon Cross' 
ENCYCLOPEDIA OF 
GREAT COMPOSERS 
' THEIR MUSIC 

54. SHORT NOVELS 
OF JOHN STEINBECK 
(Publisher's 
edition, $6.00) 

1. ARMY OF THE 
POTOMAC TRILOGY' 
Mr. lincoln's Army, 
Glory Road, Stillness 
at Appomattox 

25. AMY VANDERBilT'$ 
COMPLETE COOKBOOK 
(Publisher's 
edition, $5.50} 

154. COMPLETE WORKS 
OF WILLIAM 
SHAKESPEARE 
2 vtlumes 

2 volumes 
(Pub. edition, $5.95) 

THIS OFFER dramatizes the unique advantage you enjoy as a 
Guild member: nowhere else can you get the most important, 

most enjoyable new best-sellers as soon as published at such 
substantial savings. 

The Guild guarantees always to save you at least 40%, often 
as much as 60%, on current best-sellers and other books you 
want. As a member, you pay only the special low Guild price for 
books that cost others as much as $4.95, $5.95 and even more in 
the publishers' editions. 

These books include many of the current season's most talked
about best-sellers. Yet, they were singled out by Guild editors 
long before publication from the hundreds of manuscripts sub
mitted by all publishers and offered to Guild members as soon 
as published. 

New selections are described in advance in Wings, the free 
monthly preview. And you need take only as few as four books 
in the coming year out of 20 or more offered each month. 

An added benefit: the Guild's bonus book plan. You choose 
a bonus book free after every fourth one you buy. . 

Try Guild membership now- while you can choose from such 
a wide variety of outstanding new titles. Send no money -
just mail the coupon. 

NOTE: Guild editions are sometimes reduced 

in size, but texts are full-length-not a word is cut! 

LITERARY GUILD OF AMERICA, Inc., Publlehers, Garden City, N. Y. 

Bruce Cation (Pub. 
editions, $12.50) 

Literary Guild of America Inc., Publishers 
Dept. 4-RBB-8, Garden City; N. Y. 

Please enroll me as a trial member of the literary Guild and send me the FOUR books or sets whose numbers I have printed in the four boxes at the 
right. Bill me only $1 plus shipping for all four. If not delighted, I may return 
them in 10 days and this membership will be cancelled. 

I do not need to accept a book every month - only as few as four a year 
- and may resign any time after purchasing four books. All selections and 
alternates will be described to me in advance in the monthly bulletin 
"Wings," and a convenient form will always be provided for my use if I do 
not wish to receive a forthcoming selection. You will bill me the special 
Guild price for each book I take. This will always be at least 40%, often 

as much as 60%, below the price of the publisher's edition. (A modest charge 
is added for shipping.) For each four monthly selections or alternates I 
accept, I may choose a valuable bonus book from the special bonus catalog. '----.....1 

... 
=��-----------------------�(�.�,.�.�.�.�.�.,7.�,, 
ADDRESS---------------------------

CITY--------------ZONE---STATE--------
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Offer good in Continental U.S.A. and Canada only. 39·G656 
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How to be 
a smart 
window 
dresser! 

Just use RIT dye 
in your washer 

(or basin) 

America's largest 

selling home dye 

Dyeing with R"IT® is fast, 
fun, almost foolproof! 

REOBOOK MAGA,r!NE AUGUST 1964 

REDBOOk 
AUGUST 1964 • THE MAGAZINE FOR YOUNG ADULTS • VOL. 123 NO. 4 

TWO COMPLE T E  NOVELS 

132 A Matter of Trust ... . ...... John D. MacDonald 

144 Happily Ever After . . . . . . . . ........ ...................................... . .  Camilla R. Rittle 

SHORT STORIES 

48 Look Out for Sharks ...................................... Jean Todd Freeman 

52 The Great Outdoors ........ . . ....... Will Stanton 

56 It Seems I Heard the Violins ............... . . .. Millie McWhirtet· 

FICTION BONUS: 4 SHORT SHORT STORIES 

36 Memory . ............................................. . . ......... Leo Damol"e 

38 The Apple Tree .................................. . . .......... Eileen Alderton 

40 Stop the Music! ........................ . . .. Robe�·t W. Wells 

42 My Son ............ . . .................. ...... .l(atinka Loese1· 

ART ICLES 

6 No Trapped Housewive Here (Young Mother's Story ) ..... . Joann Rossio 

14 Time to Reflect, Time to Feel............ . ................ Mm·garet Mead 

26 Learning to Live in a Troubled World ....... Benjamin Spock, M.D. 

45 What Young Protestants Really Believe. . ......... Ardis Whitman 

50 The Children Who Caused a Crisis . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ............ .Jhan Robbins 

54 A Redbook Dialogue: Hayley and John Mills 
62 A Bad Year of Marriage 

SP E C IAL FEATURE 

75 A Parent's Guide to Childhood Pleasures 

YOUNG ADULTS AT HOME 

58 A Shaggy Child Story .. 
64 Back-to-School Classics 
70 Menu for a Weekend . ............................ . 
72 Cool Desserts 

... Eve Fo1·sythe 

............. Alvin Sch1vartz 

. ........... Ruth Dra.ke 

... Helene Obolensky 

. ................... Helen Mills 

SHORT FEATURE 

24 Vacation by the Sea ........................ .......................... Flm·ence Smne1·s 

D E PARTMENTS 
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Between the Lines 101 Growing Pains 
We Are Proud to Announce 118 Tops in the Shops 
KewMovies 126 School and College 
The Expectant Mother Directory 

Cover photograph by William Cadge 

Model's outfit by White Stag 

THE SHORT STORIES AND NOVELS HEREIN ARE FICTION AND ARE INTENDED AS SUCH. THEY DO NOT REFER TO REAL 

CHARACTERS OR ACTUAL EVENTS. IF THE NAME OF ANY LIVING PERSON IS USED, IT IS A COINCIDENCE. 

1-f.EDBOOK is published each month simultaneously in the United States and Canada by McCall Corporation, 
Arthur B. LangUe, Chairman ot the Board or Directors; Herbert R. Mayes, !.,resident; Frank E. Beane. 
1l'lnancial Vice President; J. Russell Tippett, Vice President and Circulation Director; John J. Cain. Vice !.)resident and Publisher ot Redbook Magazine; Robert Stein, Vice !.,resident and Editor ot Redbook; Bernard Rowe, Secretary and Assistant to the President. Jlubllcatlon and Subscription Onlces: McCall Street, Dayton 1. Ohio. Executh·e and Editorial OtHces: 230 Park A\'enue, Xew York, New York 10017. MANUSCRIPTS and AUT MATERIAL will be carefully considered, but will be receh·ed only with the understanding that the publisher and editors shall not be responsible tor loss or inJury, TRUTH It\ ADVERTISING: 
Redbook will not knowingly Insert advertisements !rom other than reliable Hrms. Send all remittance& and correspondence about subscriptions, undelivered copies and changes of address to Redbook Subscription Dept., 
McCall Street, Dayton I, Ohio. Subscription rates: $3 tor one year, $5 Cor two years, $7.50 tor three years. Add 
�ga�e��s�!f U�fo�?s"g;:�r y�:��o�'t!ie Pf�r Y1::ef:�t���:��:,or��fn n������::s o�h�t.�r�::':� �=�· ��.;:r b���: IF YOU PLAN TO MOYE SOON please notify us six weeks tn ad,·ance, because subscription lists are addressed In advance or publicatJon date and extra postage is charged Cor forwarding. When sending notice or 
:����=d�r ;��V�/i;�s
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nWe're having Beefaroni! e=.r 
It's the fun food kids love best, and the feeling is mutual! 

Beefaroni®is loaded with juicy beef and tender macaroni, all in 

a tempting tomato-cheese sauce. It's chock-full of the high protein 

nourishment and quick energy that youngsters need. Great for 

lunch or dinner, and grown-ups love it, too! 

Ready in a jiffy, and think, only about 14¢ a serving. You can 

get Beefaroni in the giant 40-oz. can or the regular 15%-oz. can. 

EVERYWHERE IN THE U.S. AND CANADA 
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BETWEEN THE LINES 

When Jean Todd FrN'man (below) went off to camp at the ag-r of 
13, her mother's final warning was: "Look out for mo quitoes." I n  
t h e  curious way o f  creative people, she stashed that odd little 
nugget until recently, when she finished a 
story. Then she drew it out, fondled it and 
adapted it for her title. 'l'he story is not 
about a girls' camp. It's about a young 
woman who has made a habit of ducking 
the untried, and the author's point is that 
it is deadening to go through life trying 
to avoid new things, even mosquitoes. We 
should add there are no mosquitoes in the 
story either. Perhaps if  you run through 
this paragraph again after reading "Look 
Out for Sharks" (page 48), our explana
tion of her creative process will be less 
confusing. Anyway, it's a fine story. 

Miss Freeman always wanted to be a writer and didn't wait 
around just hoping. As a preschool child she organized story
writing contests amono- the neighborhood kids so she could win 
them. She sold her first story when she was in college (Mount 
Holyoke), and after graduation went to work for the magazine that 
bought it. This is the third story from her we've publi hed since 
she started free-lancing just a little more than a year ago. She was 
born in Mississippi and it's still her emotional home, although she 
now lives in New York's Greenwich Villa..,e. She is an ardent horse
back rider, has owned five horses, and would have one still  except 
that where she lives horses are even more expensive to support 
than people. 

One day Alvin Schwartz looked at all those little faces around 
him (see below) and thought : How do we keep them entertained 1 
\Vho 's going to teach them games and all the things we 've for
gotten� Although no one in the entire history of the wol'ld has ever 
fo1·gotten how to ride a bicycle, even there (what with angelbars 
and banana seats) Mr. Schwartz felt a little insecure. 'l'hus from 
anxiety came the idea for his article beginning on page 75-" A 
Parent's Guide to Childhood Pleasures." He did a lot of research 
among his own fond memories and elsewhere. The result will be 
helpful to anyone who admits to not knowing as murh as he once 
did about the things children like to do. The book he has written, 
dealing more ful ly with the subject, will be published in January 
by Macmillan. Even if there were no money in this kind of work
and there is -all  the Schwartzes would feel handsomely rewarded. 
In their house iu Princeton, New Jersey, nobody ever. it around 
moping about what to do. Right now, in fact, the whole family is on 
a cross-country tour gathering material for another book - about 
sight-seeing with children. - -W .B.H. 
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EXTRA! EXTRA! 
extra whitening 

boosters in 
new fortified 

Rlt NYLON 
WHITENER 

AND FABRIC 
BRIGHTENER 

turns 
dingy white nylon 

extra white 
in just one washing! 

*** 
Sparkles colors ! 
Floats out dirt ! 

*** Better-than-ever for nylon, cotton, rayon, 
linen, silk- any washable fabric! 

Not a bleach ... 
acts as no bleach can! 

FOR WASHER 
OR BASIN

TRYIT�! 

P.S. Woolens? Thi s amazing discovery 
whitens, brightens woolens safely, gently. 

At RIT counters everywhere. 
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A Young "Alothm·'s Story 
Ji'm·ty-eighth of a sm·ies 
written by Redbook readers 

NO TRAPPED HOUSEWIVES HERE 
A neighborhood baby-sittin.r; exchan.r;e 
with a set of rules that really work has enriched 
our pocketbooks and ou1·lives 

A few years ago my husband Bob 
and I settled in an area we like to 
think of as one of the most inter
esting and scenic spots in America. 
'!.'he Tiburon Peninsula i. a tiny 
finger of land that points out into 
San Francisco Bay from behind the 
Golden Gate Bridge. '!.'he land falls 
away into deep water, where white 
sails curtsy. '!.'here's a European 
flavor about the shops and houses 
clinging to the hills. And at night 
the lights of San Francisco wink 
across .the water. A world of cul
ture and fashion is only ten miles 
away. 

But if you're the parents of small 
children and can't locate a baby sit
ter, those beckoning lights may as 
well be the lights of Bangkok or 
Istanbul-your possibility of enjoy
ing an evening away from home is 
just as remote. 

"Vv e just have to do something 
about this baby-sitting problem," a 
few of my neighbors and I agreed 
over coffee one morning. ·we had 
made an accounting and found that 
nine families on our street alone 
used the two young teen-agers who 
were sometimes available for sit
ting. 

"Linda Christopher i under con
tract to the Ramseys." A neighbor 
offered this information ahont the 
one rollege girl in the virinity. 

""Cnder ront.ract'f" 'Ve hooted. 
"What on earth does that mean�" 

Because of the scarcity of siUers, 
t.he desperate Ramseys had agreed 
to pay the girl for every Saturday 
night whether or not t.hcy needed 
her. 

· 

Obtaining daytime care for chil
dren was less difficult. If I had a 
morning or afternoon date, I asked 
a neighbor to keep my children. 
l\fy neighbors asked the same of me. 
But we were beginning to he em
barrassed about relying on one an
other. "Please say no if you don't 
feel like it . .. " was my standard 
opening gambit when I phoned to 
heg a baby-sitter favor. And often, 
rather than bother anyone, we took 
our children on tiring and inappro
priate expeditions. Or we stayed 
home. 

"Let's hire a woman full time. 
We can all contribute to her sal-

ary." I made the sugo-estion in jest, 
but it was seriously considered. 

"What would happen on week
ends when we all had dates 'i" 

"'vVe could start one of those co
op baby-sitting clubs." (Later we 
couldn't remember who suggeste(l 
this.) 

"'!.'hey don't work," someone stat
ed flatly. "I had a friend who 
joined one, and instead of cooperat
ing, the members ended np not even 
speaking." 

")'[y cousin is in one and shP 
raves about it," another neighbor 
countered. "She alwnys has a sitter 
when she needs one." 

"I read an article about a baby
sitting club in a fairly recent maga
zine," I voluntccrccl. "I'll dig it, 
ont." 

"I conlcl look up sitting clnhs in 
the library." 

"I'll ask my con�in for n c>opy 
of the nlles of her rluh." 

"How do yon start one''' 
'l'wo weeks later we were in bn�i

ness. Each of the nine mrmbers 
had been nhle to interrst. one othrr 
person in the idea. A more work
able number of 25 familiPs was casil.v 
oht.ninPcl after the <·lnh got nnder 

(('mtfi11lll'tl nn 1"'(1'" 8) 

by Joann Rossio, Skokie, Illinois 



KRAFT 
Miracle 

Whip 
Salad Dressing 

The cook stays as cool as the company when you make these with 
KNOX and MIRACLE WHIP 

FRUIT PATIO PLATTER 
2 env. Knox 

Unflavored Gelatine 
1 c. cold water 
1 can (6 oz.) frozen 

lemonade concentrate 

1 can (lib., 14 oz.) 
fruit cocktail 

1 c. Miracle Whip 

Sprinkle gelatine on water in saucepan. Stir 
constantly over low heat, about 3 min., till gela
tine dissolves. Remove from heat. Add unthawed 
concentrate; stir till melted. Gradually blend 
fruit cocktail syrup into creamy-smooth Miracle 
Whip Salad Dressing; blend in lemonade mix
ture. Chill till mixture mounds when dropped 

from spoon. Fold in fruit; turn into 6-cup mold. 
Chill firm. Unmold. Garnish platter with salad 
greens. Serve with sliced ham, chicken or tur
key and Kraft Deluxe Slices. The unique flavor 
of these recipes is the result of Miracle Whip's 
gentle blend of spices-Knox Gelatine brings 
that true taste th ru to you. Serves 6. 

VEGETABLE PATIO PLATTER 
3 env. Knox 

Unflavored Gelatine 
1 Yz c. cold water 

Yz c. sugar 

1 tsp. salt 

Yz c. ice water 
Yl c. vinegar 
2 tbsps. lemon 

juice 

1 c. Miracle Whip 

1 Yz c. finely shredded 
cabbage 

1 Yz c. chopped celery 

1 c. grated carrot 
Yz c. diced green pepper 
2 diced pimientos 

Sprinkle gelatine on water in saucepan. Stir con
stantly over low heat, about 3 min., till gelatine 
dissolves. Remove from heat. Stir in sugar and 
salt. Add ice water; stir. Blend vinegar, lemon 
juice into Miracle Whip; blend in gelatine mix
ture. Chill till mixture mounds when dropped 
from spoon. Add remaining ingredients; turn 
into 6-cup mold. Chill firm. Unmold onto large 
serving platter, and serve with bologna, liver
wurst and Kraft Natural Swiss. Serves 6. 



Two delicious. ways to dress up a summer menu 
... with Lipton Onion Soup 

Lipton California Dip: One envelope Lipton 
Onion Soup Mix, one pint sour cream, one stir 
with a fork. You'll be surrounded by men with 
potato chips. Charcoaled Onion Burgers: One 
envelope Lipton Onion Soup Mix,2lbs.ground 
chuck, 1/2 cup water. Make 8 patties and grill. 
Watch these burgers do a· disappe·aring act. 

At our first mrd.ing- wr diseussr<l 
the mat.erials wr luHl g-nthrrPd on 
thrse dubs and dr<·i<lP<l whi<·h prn('
ti<·rs wP'd adopt. \V r firmly agrPr<l 
that the ('luh-wP prefPI'I'Pd to ('llll 
it 1111 rxehnng-e-was not to hr a 
so!'ial orgnnir.ntion. At no time 
wonl<l any of us h<• ilHlPhted to any 
ilulivi<lnnl. Onr ohlig-ation wonl<l 
he to eontrihntr to the pool of sit
ting honrs avnilahlr for rnd1 111em
brr. Gonr forevrr wonld I)(' thr 
guilt feeling that usually nrrol11-
pani<><l nsking- a long--suffering 
JWig-hhor to sit! 

\Ve <>lret<>d a mrmhrt-ship ehair
man and a seerrtary. 'l'hP s<><·n•
tary's bookkeeping- joh is tl1r most 
important one in a sitting- PXI'ilHilg'<', 
and for her work rarh month shr 
r<>reives one free hour of sit.t.ing
from rneh member. 'I'll(' sPrretary's 
time-ronsnming joh is pass<•<l on to 
n <lifl"Prrnt memher enrh month. 

From the beginning the ex<·hange 
OJH'rntrcl in a bnsinesslikr ma11nrr. 
A ll sitting time wns l'C'('konP<l in 
points-four points for P!H'h hour, 
or one point paid for rwry 11) min
ntPs the "gadder" wns away from 
hom<'. 

\Vh<>n I nrede<l 11 sittPr I phonr<l 
thr se!'rrtnry. " I  nre<l a sittrr for 
Thm-s<lny rvrning- from SP\"!'n until 
t<>n," 1 might say. 

'l'hr srerrtnry thrn phonrd 111<'111-
h<>rs of lhe exrhnngp until she lo
<·at('(l n mother who rould rome to 
my homr and sit for mr that rvr
Hing. \VII<'n I nnivr<l honw at fpn 
n 'l'lo<'k on 'l'lnn-s<lay I owr<l l.hP sit
ting- rx<·hnnge 12 points. ( I  had 
IH•<•n 11 way three hom'S.) 

Thr n<>xt morning my silt<'!' 
phoH<><l the sr<'ret.nry nn<l rrpoi'IP<l 
th<>]2 points she hnd enrn<><l sitting
for m<>. In n. lrclgrr t.hr sr<·rrtnry 
<'l'Pditrd my sit.trr with 12 points 
and suhtrnrtrd 12 points from m�· 
halnnrr. 

During the day, th<• "g-IHl<l<>r" 
took h<'l· rhildren to t.hP sift<•r's 
l1onw fo play with the sittPr's !'hil
tlrPn. 'l'he points pni<l-four for 
en<'h hour-were thr snme. 

En.<'lt member 'received n mimeo
gmphc<l <'OPY of the following
rHI<>s: 
A .  'l'hP memhrrship chairman 

1. flhnll be elerted Oil<'<' a y<•a r 
for the sperifi<' purpose of' in
tenicwing- proS]J<>di \·e mem
hrt'S in their homrs. 

2. \Yill approve or <lisnpprm·<' 
prospective mrmbrt-s. 

3. Will tn.ke care of nil rom
plnillts. 

4. Will <'OlHlurt nil mrctings. 
B. '1'11<' sreretary 

]. Will hold offier for Oil<' month 
n<·c·onling to the nlphnhrti<·nl 
or<lrr of 111e111 h<'I'S. 

2. Has rhnrgr of all rr!'onls 1111<1 
<·nils mrmhr1-s for sitting-. 

rontimtrtl on 1lnfJr ;n 



In one lipstick ... a mix of separate colors ... 
do what no colors ever did before! 

GLISSANDO colors merge, converge, blend on your lips! 
A never-before depth of color is born to flatter your skin, hair, eyes! 

Dazzling overtones interplay with bewitching undertones as GLISSANDO 
outdates, antiquates, obsoletes every other lipstick in the world! 

No one lipstick could ever give you such depth of color. No two lipsticks 
could blend so harmoniously. GLISSANDO colors melt in a delicious 

blend that goes on the same every time. 

new GLISSanDO 
... a never-before look in lip make-up 

oo ·oo oo � �m = = m m 
12 #S 18 #3 14 #3 16 17 IS 

111111 
Nine never· before color combinations. 

OuBorry� 1964 . . . the most elegant name on cosmet�cs Available at fine drug and department stores everywhere . 



New Scott Plastic Cups 
No cardboard taste 
... can't get soggy I 
This plastic cup 
at"toss-away" prices 
makes gager cugs 
strictlY- old-fashioned! 

I i. 

I 
I I I � 
I 

:1. Balaner� tltr hooks hPI'orr tnm
ing- t hrm o1·er h> thr lll'W sr<·
rrtar.v . 

.J.. \Yill rreri1·r for Iter tronhlr 
fonr points a month from ra<·h 
mrmbrr. 

fi. \Yill srml ont post eards at tltr 
rnd of thr month notif�·ing 
mrmh!'rs of tltrir !tours of drhit 
or <·rr<lit. flltr will plaer on 
this <·anl the nnme nrHl pltonr 
nnmhrr of' thr nrw srrrefary. 

C. Tltr g'lHl<lrr 
1. Shall Iran• hy tltl' trlrphonr n 

<·ard g-iYing 1·itnl informntion 
ahont thr <·ltil<lrrn, tltr <lodor's 
pltonr rmmhrr arul fh<' piton!' 
nnmhrr nt ltrr drstination, il' 
possihlr. 

2. "'ill lta1·r thr <·ltiltlrPn in night 
<·lot ltrs rra<ly for, or in, lw<l. 

:�. Will provi<l<' tltr sittPr with a 
hlankd, pillo\\·, hr,·<·rag<• and 
SllH('k. 

4. Can haw no mor!' than a no
point dPhit. 

fi. Can ns!' thr rx<·hnngr no more• 
titan two f-)aftmlay nig-hts in a 
ro11· without sifting a Hahmla�· 
nig-ht. 

G. Will ask hnshaml to walk sit
t!'r to ltrr <'llr wltrn shr !Pn \'!'s. 

D. 'l'hr sit I <•r 
1. \Yill enll in hours of <:rrdit to 

til<• S<'erdary tit<' day nt'trr tit<' 
"sit." 

2. �rnst· find lt!'r mm rPplnrr
mrnt if sltr rannot krPp a 
s<·hPdnl<'d <lair. (Conta<·t thr 
sr<·rrtar.v to firul ont 1\·lri!'lr sit
t!'rs llr<' most iII llrP<l 0 f poi II ts 
and most prohahly a\·ailahlP.) 

:l. J f nst g-d pPrmission from g-ad
<lrr if' sltr wislt<'s lt<•r lmshan<l 
to sit in hrr strad. 

It. somHls likr an mu•ompli<'atPd 
opPrntion wltrn sd down in <'OIH·isr 
rnlrs. That is !'Xlwtly what. \\·r 
strm·e for. Onr pnrpns<' was to oh
tain for onrsPiv<'s a rrliahl<• sonn·<' 
of hahy sitting, arul \\'<' a<·<·om
plishrd it. 

Of <·nnrsP, thrn• are always a r<'w 
pitfalls in any <·ooprrntiYP l'!'ntnr<'. 
I J'Pm!'mhPr a dis<·nssion at Oil(' or 
Ollr g'<'ll!'ra] lll<.'dings or flrr USC' or 
anotltrr pPrson 's ltomr. Honwon<' 
11·as npsd h<•<·mrsr h<'r sittrr luul <·nt 
ont a <lress patfNn on tlrP snrfa('(' 
of hPr higltl.v prir.<'<l dining-room 
tahiP. This prohiPm was stmigltt
<'11<'<1 out hy onr a"n•rirw that til<' 
sitt<•r shonl; l rcqnrst prrr�ission for 
any nnnsnal arti1·it.v and sltonld ob
tain <'lPar instrndions ahont wher!' 
tlrr adiYify was to hr prrl'onncd. 

Ga<ld!'l's wlto clon't <'omc ltonw on 
timr <·an hr hotltrrsonw. A tPrn
agrr <·1111 usually slrrp latr in till' 
morning a rtrr a latr joh, hut a sif
ting motlt<'l' mnst sPt to for hrr 
o\\'n l'amily no mat·trr lto11· latr shr 
11·as ont. \\' r all I'Prl frc<• to sl!'rp 
on thP joh whpn tltr ga<ldrr \\'ill IH• 



Pour in Hunt' sauce and you pour in 

a pound of whole, ripe tomatoes 

simmered to a thick; _smooth sauce 

-spiced just right. It's the modern 

way to cook _with tomato! 

STUFFED ROUND STEAK 
4 slices bacon, diced 
I onion, chopped 

1 Y2 cups toasted bread cubes 

2 Tahlesp. minced parsley 

Y2 teasp. celery salt JA teasp. sage 

2 to 2¥2 lbs. thin round steak, cut 
into 5 portions 

Y2 teasp. salt Yo teasp. pepper 

1 cup bouillon 

1 (8"-oz.) can Hunt's Tomato Sauce 

Minced parsley for garnish 

To make stuffing, saute bacon with onions. Mix 

in bread cubes, parsley, celery salt and sage. 

Sprinkle steak with salt and pepper. Spread 

each portion of steak with stuffing and roll up. 

Hold together with toothpicks. Place in large 

skillet. Pour bouillon over; cover and simmer 
for 1 hour. Pour on Hunt's Tomato Sauce. 
Replace cover and simmer another 45 minutes 
or until done. If gravy is too thin, cook 
uncovered until of de ired consistency. Gar· 
nish with minced parsley. 5 servings. 

H1mt Foods, Inc .• Fullerton, Cailfurnia 

Hunt... for the best 



SUGGESTIONS 
we hope prove helpful. 

By Mrs. Stuart King 

A few tips how to travel in peace 
with a family of children 
Traveling in a car with a toddler and 
ages 5 and 7 isn't a problem to these parents 
since they worked out some family rules and 
plans to keep the children from 
getting over-tired and bored. 

As comfort, while riding, is a key 
to lessen young travelers' fidget
ing, we never dress our children 
for a trip in stiff, new clothes 
but in easy-fitting play clothes. 
And in the car, it adds to their 
comfort to let them take off 
their shoes. 

• To keep short legs from dangling 
and getting restless, we use lug
gage to fill the back seat floor up 
to seat level and pad to give a flat 
surface station wagon effect. W e  
take small pillows and blankets 
for nap time; picture books,  
crayons, big puzzles for amuse
ment; cookies for that inevitable 
hungry-along-the-highway feeling. 

• We let each child bring along 
his current "special favorite" toy 
which seems to vary each trip
none with sharp edges or points. 

• The children generally play by 
themselves with little interest in 
each other. If they get bored, they 
may grab each other's things, start 
to "poke" and argue which can 
lead to tears and quarreling. But 
here we divert them with some
thing from a sack of inexpensive 
surprises we carry in the front 
seat-always in 3-of-a-kind. 

• As you know, children can sit 
still for just so long. So, we don't 
drive on until a child "can't wait 
any longer" but stop at least every 
two hours for rest-and-stretch. 
If it's where it's safe to run and 
play, maybe Daddy will open the 
car trunk and take out a ball, a 
jump rope or pull toy for Toddler. 

• Spacing mealtimes before children 
get too hungry is also a way that 
helps all of you t"o travel in peace. 

The satisfying bit of sweet in 
delicious Wrigley's Spearmint Gum helps give 
a little lift and the pleasant chewing keeps 
the driver more alert. And, for the children, 
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it's such a happy, long-lasting treat! 

!at!'. If" s!Jp phorws nrHl says slw 
\\·ill be still Inter, it <·Hn lw irritat
ing. :\fost of ns eome hom<' when 
W<' say W<' will, lmt o<·<·nsionnlly 
you'll hear a grnmhl<' a.hont how 
terribly late So-and-so wa: the night 
before. 

·what could b<> the mnin tlimcnlty 
with an exchange-p<'I-,;onalit.y prob
lems with children-we simply try 
to avoid. If yon find yon <'Hnnot 
tolerate the hehnvior of n certnin 
rhild, you simply do not sit for thnt 
family ag-ain. Our puliry is that 
you do not have to giv<' any reason 
if yon do not choo e to sit. 

In the several years our clnh hns 
been in existence we have hn<l only 
one "problem mother''-a mot.her 
who mnnagecl to get herself 60 

points in debt nnll then never s<>emed 
to be available for sitting herself. 
The chnirmnn warnea her sev!'ral 
times, and finally she worked off lwr 
points. 

On the ,,·hole, thong-h, th<> system 
hns worked wonderfully. Not only 
has it provided ns with an efficient 
baby-sitting arrangement; hnt there 
arc fring-e benefits as well. 

I became nwar<' of one of thes<' 
extra advantag<'S the first time I 
USCfl an !'Xc!Jange sitt!'r. :\[y fonr
year-oJd wns rerov<>ring from m<>n
sles and we were sdtNlnlcd for an 
important dinner engag-Pment with 
my husband's boss. �\fy sitt<>r nrg-Ptl 
ns to keep the tlate despit<> my <·on
<'ern. After all, th<> sit.t<>r had twi<·<• 
ns mn<"h nwaslPs <'Xp<'riPtH·<' as I
she wns thP moth<>r of fonr! 1 
spent a worry-fr<>e <'Y<'ning- hP
cans<' of the wealth of Pxp<>rien<·l' 
my sitter brong-ht to tlw joh. 

Otlwr nwmher>; of the group t<>�
tify to this snme f<><>ling- of <·nnfi
dence \\·hen ont for an <'\·ening. 
'rhNe's no need to worry if f'ltP 
baby wak<>s np <l<>m:uu!ing a hnttl<>. 
Each sitter hns wnrmP<l mon' hot
tl<>s than Wf' <"Ill"<' t.o <·onnt. 

Not lun·ing t.o pay a siU <'I" <'11-
eoura�es ns to go many plMes we 
might pass hy if there were g-oing
to b<' a big hill at the end of thP 
evenin�. '\Vit.l1 nn exehnnge motlwr 
available, a night at the moYiPs enme 
back within the limits of onr budget. 

Solitary library trips tleYotNI to 
browsing in the adult books rather 
than senrching- out the lat<>st Dr. 
Seuss have become possible. The 
glorious freedom of grocery shop
ping without two little ones poking
at the tomatoes in a shopping- <"art 
is now my usual procedure. A lei
snrely lunch at Fisherman's '\Vharf 
need not be rnled out for laek of 
a sitter. 

After organizing f'lte <'X<·ha.ng<', 
several mothers cnroll<><l in adnlt
education classPs. On<' nwmhc>r is 
taking piano lessons nntl a wonld-lw 
painter in the group has pi<·ked up 



h<'r hrushPs 11 11<1 oils ng-n i n .  Sh<' 
simply tak<>s her two tots to a m<>m
h!'r's housP 1111<1 r<>tn rm; honw to 
<'n.io.v pn in f i ng- for nn honr or h1·o. 
'!'his mothPr, l ik<• 11 1 l  of ns, is wi l l 
i ng- to pny for this  pri1·ilrg-<' 11· i t h  
h<'r own s i t f  i ng- t i mr, nnd hy so 
doing- shr hns pnshrd hpr horiwns 
hP.von<i f hP nursrry IYHil�'<. 

iVhnt nho11t thr rhi ldr<>n ? Thry'rr 
ns rnthusinstie HS II"<' ar<' ! I find 
t hat  whPn T am eari11g- for othrr 
<·h i lt1 r<'n I am consciously mon• 
pl<•asnnt n 1 1<1 attentivf'. A n<l I plan 
ti l ( '  a ff rrnoon's nrt i v i tir: hrtter. One 
mothrr i n  thr g-ro11p oftrn takes 
1·isif i ng- rhildr<>n a n d  hrr own to a 
plnyg-rourl<1. :J fy rhi ldren beg to go 
to thr "park mother." 

A nd thr husbands arr gett i ng- i n  
f h<' :wf too. Somr fathers sit  quite 
n•g-ulnrly, whilr others ehoose to 
stny n loof from snell a d ivity. Re
<·<'ntly I ovrrhrnn1 my h11shan<l rr
lating- h is sitt ing- rxp<>rien<'e to a 
fri<'n<i. 

"Yon lrnve thr eon fusion of hath
f inw in yo11r own ho11sr a n d  wn lk 
i nto n ho11sr whrrf' thr <·h i ldrrn nre 
nsnnlly i n  hr<l. Yo11r hosf·rss points 
out f lw frrsh pot. of rofl'rr nnd thr 
drss<>rt. 'l'h<>rr's n hlnnket and pi l
low l n i d  ont,  a p i l e  of 11nrrad mag-a
zi nrs a11<1 a <lnrk<>n<'C1 TV scr<>rn. 
P<>nrr-i t 's II"OIH1<>rfl11 ! I look for
ward h1 sitt i ng- <'YPry so oftrn so I 
t·a n g-rf· my monthly rPport: done !" 
.T  11(1gi ng- from o11r fri<>ncl's rxpres
sion, thr it1rn. mny rra l ly rakh on. 

'l'hrr<>'s no donht ahont i t ;  par
f i t· ipn t i ng- i n n roop<>rnt i l'<' hah�r-sit
t i ng- <'X(·hn ngr hns rhnng-rd o11r l i vrs. 
Th<' 11'<'1 fnrr of onr l'hildrrn is still  
of  parnmonnt i mportanre to 11. , hut 
now f hrrr is n lso t imr a n d  a way 
for ns f·o fulfill somr of o11r a<l11lt 
nrrtk Th<>r<' isn't on<' "trappr<1 
honsr1Yi f<>' '  i n  2!i n ronnd hrn•. 
"Tp'yr fo11nd o11t we don't hn.1·<' to 
IH'. 

:Jfy i l l lshn.nd hns hr<>n t rn nsf('IT<'t1 
to f h<' :J f i t1w<>st sin(·<' I IH•g-an t h is 
n rf i<·IP. His assig-nmrnt is trmpo
rnry nnt1 II"<' !NlSPtl ou r hol1s<' in C 'n l 
i fornin for n short whilr. E1·<'n 
so, I r u n  <·onsitlC'ring org-a n izi ng- a 
sif t i ng- <'X<'hnngr hrrr. iVP <·n n 
1 11ml l.'· g<'t n long- witho11t i t .  

'1' 1 1 1·: E x n  

HOW TO SUBMIT YOUR STORY 
RwnooK will pay 500 for each young 

mother's story accepted for publica

tion. Please send your manuscript 

( 1 ,000 10 2,000 words ) ,  accompanied 

by a stamped, self-addressed envelope, 

10 : "Young Mother's Story," REDDOOK 
Magazine, 230 Park Avenue, New 

York, New York 10017. 
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smart, smo_oth, spirited 
People who made vodka smart have now made G i l bey's 

the smart vod ka . They've found it i m pa rts del ightful  

spirit whi le  it bri ngs del icious smoothness to every vodka 

dr ink.  This is why G i l bey's Vodka is bei ng asked 

for more and more. Sensibly priced, too. 

VODKA COLLINS: Mix fresh lemon juice, powdered sugar, 
l¥2 oz. Gilbey's Vodka in cracked ice, add club soda to taste. 

V O O K A  8 0  P R O O F  • O I S T I L L E O  L O N D O N  D R Y  G I N  9 0  P R O O F  • B O T H  1 0 0 %  G R A I N  N E U T R A L  
S P I R I T S  • W. & A. G I L B EY, LTD.,  D I S T R I B U T E D  B Y  N A T I O N A L  D I S T I L L ER S  P R O D UCTS C O M PA N Y, N . Y. C. 



If you're temP-ted to 
color your hair but 

dislike drastic changes, 
try Nestle 
Colortint 

More than a rinse, but not a perma
nent dye . . .  lasts through 3 sham; 
poos! COLORTINT does fascinating 
things to your hair! You can intensify 
your natural hair color . . .  give it new 
depth, lustre, excitement! Or, you 
can add subtle tones of other colors ... 
have bright overtones, dark under
tones, · a touch of fire! Takes but 3 
min utes, gives rich, even color! 
COLORTINT ble�ds in gray, faded 
or streaked hair, too . . .  leaves hair 
silky! 

11 exciting 
shades 
Box of . 6 capsules 39¢. 

APPROVED BY PROFESSIONAL HAIR COLORISTS 
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BY MARGARET MEAD 

Time to  Reflect, 
Time to Feel 

Is it the lack of time, or 
the ab�tse of it, that 
robs so many lives of 
dimension and meaning? 

'What arc people going to do with 
so much lei ure time-when it 
comes � This · is a question 
thoughtful Americans ask as they 
read about the shortened workday, 
the shortened workweek, the short
ened work year, earlier retirement. 
Granted, they themselves may 
know exactly what they would like 
to do with au extra ten hours a 
week. It is other people they arc 
t.hinking about. But the question 
still exprcs cs a doubt. Don't most 
people lack the resources to \lSe 
more leisure time ' Isn't it better, 
safer, for their hours to be filled 

. with pressing, necessary tasks ' 
1\[ost people will agree that there 

is little leisure now. They don't 
ever have time to do the things 
they want to do. This is partic
ularly true of busy mothers. But 
it is al o true of the men who 
spend tiring hours ru:iving to work 
and home again on a crowded 
highway, the men who work long 
into the evening on a second job 
to support their families. It is 
true of high-school students who 
are trying to study and keep up with 
extracurricular activities and of 
married college students who are 
trying to combine studying with 
family . life and, often, paid work 
besides. People complain about hav
ing no time. People want more lei
sure. But is it leisure to do more 
things that we really want Y 

There i a perpetual sense of 
crowding in our daily lives. E vents 
involving mill ions of people are 
reported in the heacUines of news
papers or they are accorded two 
minute on a television roundup 
of news from w·ashington, Rome, 
Xew Delhi. And the next clay they 
arc replaced by other headlines, 
other news reports. And personal 
life is crowded. Events follow . 
upon one another so fast that 
there is little time to reflect on what 
has just happened or to daydream 
about event we are waiting for
a summer vacation, the clay a child 
returns home from college, the clay 
when the hou e will hold only two 
because the children will be away 
for a whole month. Yet l ife is 
meager if it is lived only by the 
moment. Events caught on the fly 
and cast away lo e their meaning. 
Experience becomes flat and two
climen ·ional-like the snapshot 
that catch a baby's step but not 
his stumbling progress across the 
room, or the slides fixing forever 
the views seen in the ten European 
countries visited in one six-week 
holiday, or the picture of the bride 
smiling in her wedding dress, un
touched and un oftened by the 
memories that retrospectively give 
that moment it poignancy. 

There are two cxpressions-"Give 
yourself time to . . ." and "Take 
time to . . .  "-which suggest that 
people have a private tore of time 
or a fund of time, like mon<>y in  a 
savings bank, on which they can 
draw if they want to, which they 
can use in an emergency. And 
these cxpre sions, like the folk 
wi dom lying back of the warnings 
people give one another-"Takc it 
easy," "Keep your shirt on"
point to a need in American life, 
to a lack we dimly feel when we 
complain about the lack of leisure. 

For what we lack is not so much 
lei ure to do as time to reflect and 
time to feel. What we seldom "take" 
is time to experience the things that 
have happened, the things that arc 
happening, the things that arc st.ill 
ahead of us : going away from home 
for the fi.rst time, moving, starting 
the first child off to school, working 
into a new job, having a baby, hav
ing another baby, living through an 
accident or an operation, going on 
a long journey, getting married, 
helping to plan a brother's or a 



sister's marriage, deciding to retire, 
taking a foreign student to live i n  
the house, taking in the child o f  a 
sick friend or neighbor, recoveriug 
from a fire or a flood or a hereaYe
ment, resolving a quarrel, coming 
into an unexpected inheritanre. 
These are the event: out of wh ic·h 
poetry is made and fiction is writ
ten, but even in fiction and i n  
poetry tlwy become meaningful to 
us to the extent that we ourselYes 
have experienred some of them and 
haYe had a c·hance to absorb what 
WP have experienced. 

There are se\·eral areas of our 
personal lives today in which we 
fail to "take time." One of these 
is marriage. Increasingly, young 
people arc marrying over a week
l'nd and returning on l\:I:onday to 
sc·hool or work, with the promise 
of a "nice long- trip" sometime
next summe1· or next year. There 
arc many reasons for these hurried 
weddings, hut th<' c·entral fact is 
that honeymoons-trips away from 
the famil iar, wlwre the newly mar
ried pair can be r<'latively alone
li T<' going- out. Yet getting mar
ried is an extraordinarily important 
moment in life, a time to be s!n-ored, 
prolonged, deeply experieneed. 
Honeymoons arc not always bl issful 
-but then, neither is marriage. And 
no matter how ('mmnl or i ntimate 
the premarital relation has been, 
the experi<'nre of sitting down to 
a first meal face to faec with the 
man or womnn with whom one's 
l i f'P is to h<' shared, the experienee 
of arranging one's personal belong
ing-s side by side with a husband'::; 
or a wife's, the cl<'rision ns to whirl1 
hed-or whic·h side of the bPd
helongs to each, is dazzlingly new. 
Putting n i l  these experiences to
g-<'ther requires time, time that ran 
hP shared fully by the two who arc 
l i\·ing through all tl1at. is new. 

A uother set of occ:nsions to whic·h 
we give too little time elusters 
nround the birth of a bn hy. Very 
often todny the mother prid<'s ller
srlf on working right n p  to the 
ln:t day, giving herself no time to 
l ive with the image of what the 
awaited hahy will  be like. 'l'l1en 
in just a few days she <·omPs home 
from the hospital to plunge into 
l i fe as usual-plus the bnhy
insteacl of growing slowly into a 
world that now includes three 
p<'ople, not two. Even more impor
tant are the succeeding births, each 
of which i · diff<'rcnt from the one 
lwfore hernuse each involves a 
clilferent family group thnt waits 
for and then cliscovers nncl begins 
to live with the new baby. 

By tnking slowly and saYoring 
fnlly the \lays before the arrival 



Beca use you needed someth i ng more 
comfortab le  . . .  Scott c reated Confidets 
Now from Scott, a sa n ita ry napkin 

that rea l ly fits. On ly  Confidets a re 
shaped U to fOTIOw the l i nes of you r  body 

-wide in front, s l im in back-for more 
comfort, more protectio n .  O n ly Confidets 

have extra a bsorbency in the middle 
where you need it .  There ' s  a 

moistu re-proof i n ne r  sh ie ld ,  too. 

Comfort and confidence . . . Confidets 

of the newcomer, mothers-and 
fathers too-help the older childrC'n 
to absorb the whole cxpericnr<'. 
And when thC' newest baby is 
brought home, if l ife is not immr
diately bounced hack to normal 
but instead moves a little mo1·c 
slowly around the new mother and 
the new baby-a fa cinating com
bination for the older children
this gives the older children a 
chance to discover and play at 
their new places in the family
no longer "the baby" but the 
middle one, no longer "the older" 
but the oldest one. It gives the 
whole family a chance to discover 
how this baby moves, and the chil
dren time to discover the unpleasing 
facts that a new baby has no teeth 
and can't talk and to watch how 
its small fingers and toes curl and 
uncurl. Too often even the mother 
who has taken time to enjoy the 
prospect and the reality of a first 
baby later just fit the o.thers into 
a niche that i stretche<;l to hold 
them, forgetting that the experience 
is new to the older child, that each 
arrival is different and deserving 
of as much time for daydreaming 
and feeling and reflecting. 

'Monrni ng is another area of our 
l ives in which today we do not take 
time. Mourning has become un
fashionable in the United Stat!'s. 
The bereaved arc supposed to pnll 
themselves together as quickly as 
possible and to reweave the torn 
fabric of l ife. The ren.�ons for 
this attitude arc not hard to t nwe. 
\Vc have lived through wa rs in 
which our young men went away 
hale and hcart.y ancl smart in thC'i r 
new uniforms ; if they died, they died 
far away, ancl relative. and fri<'n<ls 
were cut off from tlw familiar, 
tradit.ional rites of mourning. The 
age of death is constantly rising 
and few young children learn 
about death gradually, as an event 
that affects now one home and now 
another, closer at hand and farther 
away. And above all, with our 
general sense of optimism "·e 
prefer those who keep their chins 
up and do not burden others with 
their loss and grief. o we do not 
allow for quiet in the hours imme
diately following a bereavement, 
when time is n eded to ab orb the 
shock, free from the pressures of 
the world ; nor do we allow for the 
week · and months during which 
a lo s is realized-a beautiful word 
that suggests the transmutation of 
tile strange into omcthing that is 
one's own. 

The slow pace of national par
ticipation in President Kennedy's 
ftmeral rites moved and helped 
Americans part.ly because t.hc ccr-
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W H Y  DO S O M E  C H I LDREN 
SEEM TO HAVE 
A L L  THE ANSW ERS ? 
Is it native intelligence? Bright parents? Or just 
hard work and study? Obviously, it's a combination 
of all these qualities that helps a child excel, but 
there is often one other factor : the educational 
resources in the home. · 1·' ._. 

For families who cannot afford a home reference 
library of a thousand or more books, most of the 
answers that children need are provided by 
Encyclopaedia Britannica. Here, in compact form, 
is one of the world's most complete reference libraries. 
Each authoritative article begins with a basic, over
all explanation. This is then followed by material of 
greater and greater depth, so that the reader may go as 
deeply into any subject as hjs age and talent allow. 

What a wonderful challenge to discovery and learning ! 
And Britannica holds the fullest answers to adult 

questions as well. 1b own it is an enriching experience 
for the whole family. 

ENCYCLOPAEDIA 
BRITANNICA 

available direct from th e publisher on 
Book a Month 
Payment Plan 

you get all 24 volumes now . . .  pay later! 

The latest edition of B ritannica-the 
greatest treasury of knowledge ever pub
lished - is the greatest in our almost 200-
year publishing history. An enormous 
printing materially reduces our costs and 
u n d e r  an u n u s u a l  d i rect - f ro m - t h e 
publisher plan, we pass these savings on 
to you. All 24 handsome volumes of this 
world-renowned reference library will be 
delivered to your home NOW direct from 
the publisher. You pay later at a cost so 
low it is as easy as buying a book a month ! 

Equivalent to a l ibrary of 1 , 000 books 

Encyclopaedia Britannica is the most 
valuable gift you can give yourself and 
your family - the priceless gift of knowl
edge. Information on every subject signif
icant to mankind is contained in its new 
edition. It is equivalent to a library of 
1 ,000 books, bringing you the knowledge 
and authority of world-recognized lead
ers in every field. 

Just think of a subject - and you'll find 

it in Encyclopaedia Britannica - whether 
it is information on the rules of a sport, 
the background of a religion, how to build 
a brick arch in a fireplace, or the science 
of launching a guided missile. 

The new Britannica almost "televises" 
information to you, with over 17,500 mag
nificent photographs, maps and drawings. 
In every respect, Britannica is the largest 
and most complete reference set pub
lished in America, containing over 27,500 
pages and over 36,000,000 words. 

Symbol of a good home 

Encyclopaedia Britannica cannot help 
but have a lasting effect on you as well 
as on the growth and development of 
your children in school and in later life. 
Benjamin Franklin said: "An investment 
in knowledge pays the best interest," and 
Britannica gives you the accumulated 
knowledge of the world in clear, easy-to
read language and superb illustrations. 
It is essential in every home where edu
cation is valued and respected. 

Preview Booklet Offered FREE 

Simply fill in and mail the attached card 
today, and we will send you . . .  without 
cost or obligation . . .  a copy of our beau
tiful new booklet which contains an 
exciting preview of the latest edition of 
E ncyclopaedia B ritannica. Send no 
money. It's yours, absolutely free ! How
ever, to avoid disappointment, please 
mail the attached card today before it 
slips your mind. 

Mail the attached card now 
for FREE BOOKLET 

Just tear out attached 
card, fill in and mail 
for your free Preview 
Booklet of the new 
edition of 
Encyclopaedia 
Britann<ca. Or write 
to Encyclopaedia 
Britannica, Dept. 
250-P, 425 North 
Michigan Avenue. 
Chicago, Illinois 60611 
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IT'S cziDm VERMOUTH 

emonies of parting did take time. 
Television viewers were taken step 
by step, literally, as they followed 
the solemn cortege to Arlington. 
And when that long weekend was 
over, people had moved in their 
grief as the events themselves had 
moved-slowly, with time on their 
side. 

Snapshots and slides ha tily 
made and hastily glanced at tend to 
overcondensc experience. Home 
movies-like the television replica
tion of a real event-come elo er 
to pacing participation in life. A 
film of a child's first steps, rerun 
intermittently after the same child 
can walk and run and roller-skate 
and dance, keeps feeling alive. 
Parents watching these first steps 
again with a stalwart, seven-year
old, two-wheeler rider beside them 
feel differently from the way they 
did when the baby, crowing with 
delight, stumbled and fell with a 
thud and got to his feet again. 
And the child himself re-experiences 
in tranquillity what he was too 
young to assimilate as he tumbled 
and got up again a long six years 
ago. In home movies we do have 
one device to hold old experience 
close and to relive it in a new 
setting. 

But while a film ean keep the 
past alive, it cannot help us take 
time to think and dream and fan
tasy about events that have not 
yet happened. Nor can film give 
us a way of experiencing more 
fully events as they happen or of 
stretching out moments until feel
ing and action match. In old 
Russia, when people were going on 
a journey those who were ready 
to go, cloaked and booted, and 
those who were remaining behind 
sat together for a long, precious, 
silent and apprehending moment 
before they separated. And in the 
days when people crossed oceans 
only on ships, there was the long 
moment when the passengers on 
deck and their friends ashore were 
still linked by bright paper stream
ers until at last, with a slow move
ment out of its dockside berth, 
the ship swung away and the 
streamers snapped. 

Leisure opens the door to many 
things. Most often Americans 
think of what they would do with 
freer hom-s, days or weeks. I f  we 
gave om-selves and our children 
and our friends more time to feel 
and reflect, we would worry less 
about how people will use their 
leisure. For part of that leisure 
would be filled with anticipating, 
part with experiencing, part with 
remembering the things we do. 

THE END 



WE ARE PROUD 
TO ANNOUNCE 

The1·e's bcPn a 1·omping big change 
at owr ho11se. We we1·c blessed 

with a darling baby boy. 
W c nmned him 

Pat1·ick Glrnn Hm·vey. 
Ilc was bo1·n on 

.Ap1·il :eo, 1964, at 3 :23 P.M. 
II e wcighc£l 7 pounds, 10 o1mces 

aml ntcas1trrd :eo inches . 
.A 1ul to spoil him in the 

years to come, his pTo7ul pa1·cnts, 
Pmtl an1l Susan Ilm·vey 

While sewing fancy rompers for 
my baby's layette I thought of 
making miniature rompers as an
nouncements. My newspaperman 
husband printed the announce
ments on Pellon, which is sewed 
between blue denim and clear 
plastic. The rompers are complete 
with handkerchief pocket in the 
back, elasticized back, snap fas
teners and gun. 

Mrs. Susan Ann Harvey 
Ventura, California 

Redboolc will pay $50 for each baby 
announcement 1Med. The announce
ments m1tst be o1·iginal and must be 
submitted by pm·ents O!' adoptive pa!·
cnts within six months of the date of 
biA·th o1· the date of adoption. (.Adopted 
chil£lren 1nay not be mo1·e than one yea1· 
old.) The announcements must have 
been actually 11sed to announce the 
birth or the adoption of the baby, and 
cannot be !'ctumcd or acknowledged. 

Entries should be sent to Depart
ment .A , Redbook Magazine, 230 Pa1·lc 
Avenue, New Yo1·k, New YoTlc 10017. 
P11blished announcements become the 
p1·opc•rty of McCall Co1·pomtion, the 
publisllc1·s of Redbook. 

Th e g e ntle n ew vo ice of fra q ra nce 

w�er 
bath a nd body fra g ra n ce by TU S SY 

Su rro u n d  yo u rself  with the sorcery of Soft W h i s p e r  . . .  the 

most l u sc i o u s .  l i ng e ri ng h u s h  of frag rance ever c reated . I n  

five fa b u l o u s  fo rms to softe n .  soothe. s m ooth . s i l ke n .  scent. 

Sta rt spea k ing tod ay with S oft Wh i s per . . .  everyon e  w i l l  l i sten ! 

Moisturizing Cologne
Scents and Softens 52.00 
Perfume Bath Oi l- Scents 
and Soothes 5 2 . 5 0  
Refreshant Cologne S2.  75 
and Spray Mist 5 2 . 5 0  
Travel Pac-
Fragrant gift idea 55.00 
Dusting Powder-
Scents and Silkens 52.00 
-All  prices plus tax 

TUSSY R EALLY CAR ES a bout the sorcery of scent 

..._�-.���--- - --�----��----Tus§)l Cosmetics. New York. N. Y. 



D I SCOV E RE D  
. . .  a- � b��� ( 

The perfumed skin cosmetic that restores moisture 
Entirely new! Its fabulous foaming action l iquefies i nstantly to release a magic 

moisture that refreshes your thirsty skin .  leaves you feel ing satin-smooth, soft 

a l l  over . . .  and fragrant with the heady scent of Desert Flower. 2.00 
DESERT FLOWER 
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F O A M 
S H U LTO N 

NEW MOVIES 

"Robin and the 7 Hoods." This film 
is perfect lighthearted entertainment 
for relief from warm weather-and 
cold weather too. It is the funniest 
picture made by Frank Sinatra and 
his pals Dean Martin, Sammy Davis, 
Jr., and Bing Crosby. Based on the 
old Robin Hood legend, the action 
takes place during prohibition d�ys 
in Chicago, and its comedy and songs 
make it reminiscent of the brilliant 
Gttys and Dolls musical. There is 
gang warfare, with victims buried in 
cornerstones of new buildings. 

Robbo (Frank Sinatra) inadvert
ently becomes the benefactor of an 
orphans' home of which Allen A. 
Dale (Bing Crosby) is the secretary. 
In one of the funniest scenes, Robbo's 
place is instantly converted from a 
gambling house to a revival hall, 
with the gangsters piously siriging 
as the cops arrive. (Warners) 

"633 Squadron.'' Cliff Robertson and 
George Chakiris are the stars of this 
unpretentious but excellently made 
film about an incident in World War 
II. Robertson, as Roy Grant, is 
leader of an R.A.F. squadron, and 
Chakiris is Erik Bergman, a mem
ber of ''Linge," the Norwegian un
derground. The only factory making 
fuel for the new German rockets is 
located at the end of a narrow fiord 
in Norway, and Grant's squadron is 
assigned to destroy it. Bergman is 
to advise them, but the time is des
perately short and they have to prac
tice on a Scottish mountain valley 
simulating the fiord conditions. The 
photography throughout the picture 
is magnificent and the supporting 
cast are most convincing as members 
of a vital unit. (UA) 

"Marnie.'' Even though Sean Con
nery is not playing his usual role of 
James Bond in this latest Alfred 
Hitchcock film, he still has a mystery 
to solve. As Mark Rutland, a wealthy 
publisher, he falls in love with Marnie 
(Tippi Hedren), knowing she has 
stolen money from a business associ
ate. Marnie resents his advances but 
has to marry him or be exposed and 
sent to jail. Rutland is genuinely in 
love with her and wants to find out 
the reason for her compulsive steal
ing and her abnormal behavior-her 
violent reactions to anything red and 
to thunderstorms, and her fear of 
men. (Universal) 

--FLORENCE SOMERS 



What makes 
nevv Modess 

accident
proof ? 

It's the only 
napkin shielded 

on 3 sides 
vvith blue 

polyethylene 

Accident-proof at the bottom c:::GO>- - L::J Accident-

BLUE 
POLYETHYLENE 

SHIELD 

proof at both sides, too � New Modess is 

shielded a round a l l  th ree sides with m oisture-proof 

polyethylene underneath the soft outer cover. New 

Modess with the blue polyethylene shield protects 

as no plain white napkin can .  Makes ordinary napkins 

seem a lmost risky. Look for the New Modess11 today. 
Modess 



Vacation by the sea 

"On<'r yon g-rt snn<l in your shoes, 
you'll always romr hark" is an old 
A t lanti(· City saying. Those who 
kPPp returning firul thr Atlantic 
0<'rnn is st.ill there in all its moods ; 
and thrrc's still the wide, gently 
sloping heach, one of the finest in 
this hPmispherc. Bnt old and new 
visitors are a.mnzNl to find the New 
J rrscy island full of new motels, 
motor inns and even a boatel (you 
dock your boat instead of parking 
your car) .  There are motels with 
swimming pools next to icc-skating 
rinks, swimming pools in the sky, 
pools under glass or plastic bub
hies, and even a pool ( outdoor) on 
top of a pool (indoor ) .  Needless to 
say, since there are some 30,000 
rooms and 400 restaurants, there 
are accommodations in every price 
range. 

Incorporated in 1854 when the 
milroad service started, Atlantic 
City is on Absecon Island, original
ly used for cattle grazing. It can 
he reached hy train, plane ( Bader 
Field was the first commercial air
port in the country) , boat and by 
rx<'cllcnt highways and parkways. 
The 1 25-mile trip from Xew York 
takrs about two and a half hours 
( toll for nntos, $1 .2!); rxrrllcnt hns 

ILLUSTRATED BV PAUL DAVIS / PHOTOGRAPH BY CORRY 
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service, about $6 round trip) ,  and 
it will soon be possible to drive 
from Chicago to the resort without 
cn<'mmtcring a traffic light or inter
section. A new ferry service from 
Cnpc Uny, New Jersey, to Lewes, 
Dr I aware, will connect the )I ew J er
sry Pnrkway with highways to the 
South ; and an expressway, in addi
tion to the Black Horse and White 
Horse pikes, is being built to handle 
tra.ffic from the Philadelphia area. 

Known as the W oriel's Play
ground, Atlantic City offers oppor
tunities for almost every kind of 
sports. A prime favorite of the 
visitors is the eight-mile beach, all 
of it free, on which 10 million 
played and bathed last summer. 
The boardwalk, which originally 
ran the length of the island but 
has been somewhat shortened by 
weather damage, is lined with shops, 
hotels, amusement piers and other 
entertainment. You can bicycle on 
it until 10 A.M., roll leisurely along 
it in a rolling chair, stroll along it 
while others watch you, and when 
yon get tired, sit in a pavilion and 
watch the world go by. The first 
boardwalk was hnilt to keep the 
tourists from tracking sand into the 
hotels ; it was narrow and flexible 
and was Tolled up in winter nncl 
stored in a barn. The famous salt
water taffy sold along the walk is 
supposed to be the l'e. nit of sea 
water flooding a candy store and 
flavoring the taffy. It's a slightly 
romantic myth, but the taffy docs 
have salt and water in its re<>ipe. 

There arc 13 golf courses in the 
area and golf is played all year 
long. If fishing is your sport, 
there are deep-sea, surf -casting and 
plain hook-and-line, and all kinds of 
fishing tournaments. 1'here's horse
back riding on the beach in the win
ter, on wooded trails in the summer. 
1'he area provides all kinds of boat
ing, with an excellent marina for 
private-boat owners, as well as wa
ter-skiing and skin diving. The At
lantic City Race Track season is in 
August and September, and for the 
more athletically inclined there are 
tennis, bowling and trapshooting. 
If this sounds too energetic, there 
are loads of opportunities to sit and 
relax i n  the sun. 

The eyes of the nation will be 
focused on Atlantic City in August 
when the Democratic convention 
meets in the Auditorium, already 
familiar to those who have watched 
the �liss America contests on tele
VISIOn. Built without pillars, it 
covers scYen acres and is the largest 
building of its kind in the world. 
It can hold 61,000 people and is 
a place where yon can watch a 

football game in comfort no matter 
how bad the weather and where 
kickers don't have to worry about 
the wind. The Liberty Bowl gfune, 
formerly played in Philadelphia, 
will take place here this winh•r. 
The Auditorium is used for all sorts 
of events, from title prize fights to 
hole-in-one gol f tournaments, from 
polo games to icc shows, and for 
conventions exhihiting everything 
from railroad cars to salt cellars. 

While Atlantic City is an all-year
round resort, it has special attrac
tions at various times of the year. 
June brides and bridegrooms arc 
invited during that month to come 
and see i f  two can live as cheaply 
as one-at least on a honeymoon. 
Hotels and motels offer special 
rates. There are discounts at res
taurants and stores and for sight
seeing and other attractions, aml 
the happy couple arc given a photo
graph of themselves as a memento. 
In the same month there's Children's 
Week, with special rates for fami
lies, a baby parade, a sand castle
building contest and other entertain
ment aimed at the small fry. I n  
the summer season ma.ny hotrls 
maintain stan's to cnt<>rtain th<> c·hil
dren so parents can hP frPe to <'It
joy themselves. 

At holidnytimc th<>rc arc "pac·k
agc" deals for a t.wo- or thr<>e-dny 
stay, including room, some meals, 
rolling-chair rid<' nnd othPr entpr
tainment, at spe<>ial rates. There 
nrP weekends for thos<> intPrcstPd in 
golf, with cluh priviiPgPs irwlude(l; 
wcekPIJ(ls with special indurPm<>nts 
for Christmas shoppers ; and this 
year-to mnrk New Jcrspy's tcrr<'n
tenary-weekends of special inter<>st 
to historians; featnring trips to fa
mous sites in the area. Several ho
tels have "cruise weekends" during 
the winter, when the hotel puts on 
a simulated trip to Paris or the 
South Seas with a.ppropriate deco
rations, food and entertainment. 

The amusement piers, hotels and 
nightclubs offer everything from 
diving horses to Frank Sinatra. 
Big-name hands play on t he pie�:, 
first-run movies fill the boardwalk 
theaters and in summer t here arP 
musical productions and free band 
concerts. 

Whatever your pleasure-a. heli
copter ride over the bounding main, 
a sail on the deep blue sea or just 
a chance to bask in the sun-it's all 
there in the city by the sea. 

For information about hotels, mo
tels and speciRl attractions, writP 
Department RB, Atlantic City Visi
tors Bureau, Convention Hall, At
lanti<> Cit.y, NPw Jersey 08401. 

-FLOREl\CE So�n:ns 



You're so different, "Orion"*. Till you, knits never went to such lengths. No wonder you're what the 
"in" people insist on. This m inute, see the news in Great Am erican Knits of "Orlon" acrylic where better 
knits are sold. Like this coat by Koret of California. About $1 9. Sweater dress, about $16. �PON"�' At Gold's, Lincoln, Nebraska; Gimbels, N. Y. and branches; Joseph Horne Co., Pittsburgh. D t *DU PONT'S REGISTERED TRADEMARK. DUPONT MAKES FIBERS, NOT FABRICS 6R CLOTHES. BETTER THINGS FOR BETTER LIVING . • .  THROUGH CHEMISTRY "'·'·'· '''·"" 



Great ways 
to brighten 
baby's days 

SUGGESTIONS FROM 
M RS. DAN GERBER 

What's the end of a baby meal without a 
treat for your sweet? Gerber Strained or 
Junior Puddings make the ending a super 
success story. Made from wholesome 
ingredients, they're not overly sweet . . .  
and that's how they should be for babies. 
Flavors are del icate and delightful . . .  
the texture velvet-smooth and especial ly 
nice to the tongue. Strained and Junior 
Vani l la or Chocolate Custard Puddi ngs, 
p lus Strai ned Orange Pudding and 
Junior Banana Pudding. 

Breakfast brighteners. Two del ightful 
cerea l dishes to make your baby coo: 
Gerber Strai ned Oatmeal or Mixed Cereal ,  
both with Applesauce a n d  Bananas. The 
fruit i s  cooked right with the cereal for 
perfectly wonderful flavors and a smooth, 
moist texture. As for nourishment, both 
cereal surprises are enriched with iron 
and important B-vitamins. Serve "as is" 
or top with a bit of mi lk. Seconds, anyone? 

,---------, i GERBER TOY i 
I FOR THE MONTH I 
L _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _  __j 

New! Clown-in-a-Drum. Peek-a-boo fun 
surprises a lmost always bring out baby 
smi les. And the surprise is the rea l fun 
part of the Gerber Clown-in-a-Drum. 
Watch your baby's del ight when the l id 
opens and the funny-faced clown appears, 
whistl ing cheerful ly. The clown i s  
wonderfu l ly soft; the drum, extra-sturdy 
and safe as can be. No meta I parts or 
sharp edges to cut or scratch those 
curious I ittle hands. Up to 5 years. 
Ava i lable wherever preschool toys are sold. 
Write for free cata log-Gerber® Toys, 
Dept. 84, Fremont, M ichigan. 
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BY BENJAMIN SPOCK, M.D. 
Learning to Live 
in a Troubled World 
People ask me why a children's doc

tor is working for pcar.c. I think it's 

no longer sufficient to protect chil

dren from just the familiar physical 

diseases and the usual emotional 

stresses. Now the greatest danger to 

life-by far-is from nuclear disaster. 

And the tensions of the cold war, i f  

allowed t o  continue, will increasingly 

distort our children's outlook on life 

and impair their ability to cope with 

it. 

I'm concerned first with how we can 

guard our children while they arc 

young. Just as important is how we 

can imbue them with a constructive 

point of view about solutions of the 
world's problems so that they can do 

their part as they grow up. Both 
these jobs depend mainly on parents. 

Many people assume that because 
we've survived 19 years of the nu
clear age, our chances of continuing 
to do so are good. This leaves out of 
account two trends. As the nuclear 
weapons keep multiplying-bombs on 
planes, missiles on submarines, land
based missiles-the risk of war 
through mistake or insanity will in
crease in proportion. And if we and 
the Soviet Union and the rest of the 
world do not agree on general dis
armament soon, nuclear arms will be 
produced by some of the bitterer or 
more impulsive nations, beginning 
with China ; then all the rest of us
Americans, Europeans, Russians-will 
be at their mercy. 

1'herc is another physical danger
much smaller in degree-from fallout. 
Though we arc fortunate that we no,,· 
have a test ban agreement, parents 
should remember that there arc still 
several loopholes. Underground tests 
still need to be banned, to eliminate 

the risk of "venting" of radioactive 
materials from them. And our Fed
eral Radiation Council still has not 
decided on danger levels or on meth
ods for protecting the public. The 
main problem here is that the council 
contains, among others, the Secretary 
of Defense and the Chairman of the 
Atomic Energy Commission ; their 
paramount responsibility is to create 
an unbeatable military system and 
this obligation conflicts with the pro
tection of the public from test fallout. 

The responsibility for protecting the 

public, I believe, should be trans
ferred to the Public Health Service, 
so that if atmos phcri<" t<"sti ng- is cw•r 
resumed, we will have a program to 
provide some degree of safety. 

Several recent studies have showu 
how much our children have become 
troubled by cold-war anxieties. Be
tween 25 and 50 per c<'nt of them, in 
different grades in different schools, 
believe there wi l l  be ni.1elcar war. 
Young children worry most about 
being separated from their parents in 
a disaster and about the death or 
maiming of their parents or them
selves. Adolescents speak with bit
terness about the possibility of 
having no future or of giving birth to 
deformed children. ?llorc disturbing 
to me arc the evidences of an un
wholesome, passive fear of the malm·
olcncc of Communists. A fifth-grade 
class, for instance, was looking a.t 
pictures of the Ru ·sian countryside, 
one of which showed a tree-lined 
road. One child a.skcd what the trees 
were for and two children made 
prompt suggestions. One said, "So 
that the people can't see what's going 
on on the other side of the road." 
The other said, "To make work for 
the prisoners." These are sickly atti
tudes for children to be acquiring. 

vVe have brought up past genera
tions of American children believing 
that they could cope with whatever 
life offered ; as a result they have 
been able to cope. vV e'vc brought 
them up with a natural confidence in 
their ability to deal with all kinds of 
people, and they've impressed the 



BRINGING UP BABY® 
H I NTS COLLECTED 
BY M RS. DAN G ER BER, 
MOTHER OF FIVE 

what makes an eager eater ? 
Many things. P lenty of fresh air  to tune 
up an ·appetite. The smil ing a�mosphere 
that surrounds your baby's mealtimes. 
The colors and flavors of the foods you 
offer. (Gerber Baby Foods are famous for 
exceptiona I eye-and-flavor-appeal.) 
Variety to stimu late appetite i nterest; 
develop good eating habits. (Gerber offers 
over 50 del icious strai ned foods for 
continued meal-appeal.) 

Easy does it 
Forcing never made a baby a bigger or 
better eater . . .  a happy association with 
mealtimes often has. Your baby is 
bound to re l ish his food more if left to 
eat, not made to eat. 

No one food is a "must." Certain ly  your 
cherub needs essential nutrients such 
as protei n, certai n  fats and a variety 
of vitamins and minerals but he can get 
these nutrients from many different 
foods. If baby takes a temporary dis l ike 
to a food-a vegeta ble, say, there are 
many Gerber alternates with s i m i lar  
food values to substitute. 

Accepted with pleasure 
That's how babies usua l ly react to the 
savory goodness of Gerber Stra ined 
Meats. True-meat flavors and a wonder
ful ly smooth, moist texture account for 
their happy acceptance by wee ones. 

QE�BER" BABY FOODS. E'OX 72. FREMONT. MICHIGAN 

Made from special  cuts selected by 
Armour, they're specia l ly processed to 
"lock-in" natural flavors and 
assure that extra-nice texture. There 
are 10 very n ice ways to give your 
baby the protei n  he needs for growth 
and strength. 

Pertinent P. S. 
I t  should be reassuring to know that 
Gerber Meats are the doubly-rel iable 
products of two great names-Gerber, 
famous for fine baby foods, and 
Armour, famous for fine meats. IARMouRlf 
Feeding footnote 
One at a time is a good i ntroductory 
"ru le of thumb" for new foods. Let baby 
try each new food a few t i mes 
before tackl ing another. Too many new 
tastes at one time may confuse h i m; 
cut down appreciation of any single food. 

Variety review 
Not less than two da i ly servings of 
vegetables, at least one of them green or 
yel low, is a good dietary pattern for 
babies. Gerber offers 10 vegetables, 

designed with your baby's eating pleasure 
in mind. Like a l l  Gerber Baby Foods, 
they're "custom-cooked" accord ing to 
their own requirements to preserve 
natura l ly good colors and flavors . . .  
the utmost i n  precious food values. 

Tfley're all Gerber-great: 
Gerber prepares aver 1 00 baby foods

infant formulas, strained and junior foods 

- to meet your baby's nutritional needs. 

We 're proud to say: 

"Babies are our business 
. . .  our only business r' ® 



He: How come we powder her every time we 
change her? 

She : Because Diaparene Powder helps prevent 
diaper rash. The doctor says it has a special ingredient* that 

fights germs that cause diaper rash. And there's cornstarch in this 

powder, too. It's absorbent. Soothing, too. Besides, the baby likes it. 

*Methylbenzethonium ch loride 
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world with their assurance and their 

friendliness. If now significant num

bers of them are going to reach adult

hood believing that Communists arc 

supernaturally clever and evil people 

who arc likely to outwit ns an<l de
stroy us, they will end up with di. 

tinctly impaired personalities com

pared to Amerirans of the past. 
Instead of thinking positively a.bont 
what they and other Americans 

should be doing, they will be worry

ing pas ively about what may be 
done to us. They'll be less effective 

at their jobs. An unstable leader 
will find it easy to lead them into 

war. They will be ready to be stirre� 

up to a wholesale suspiciousness of 

fellow Americans far worse than that 

displayed in the McCarthy period. 

I certainly believe that as our chil

dren are growing up they should be 

given a realistic view of the different 

dangers in the world situation, in
cluding the dangers from Communi t 

nations, so that they will be better 
able to do their part as adult citizens 

or members of government in dealing 
with them. But if we exaggerate the 

external dangers and minimize our 

strengths, we defeat our purpose by 

creating only anxiety and hate. 

Another disservice to our children, 

I think, is the tendency of many 
Americans to see only our side in the 
disputes and conflicts that arise be

tween us and the Communist nations. 

In one sense it's touchingly loyal for 
a person to believe that his country is 

always right and that its adversaries 

are always wrong. But in these day 

when blindness about the effect of our 

own actions or a misreading of our 

opponents' intentions could easily 
lead not just to war but to the anni

hilation of all civilization, we owe it 
to ourselves and our children to take 

a more balanced view. Specifically I 

think that parents, in discussing 

cold-war issues with their children, 

should interpret the Communists' mo

tives and actions on as sensible a 

basis as is possible, and also stop to 
mention how our actions often threat
en the Communists. This is not for 

the sake of being fair to the Com

munists. It is so that our children 

will be used to thinking realistically. 
I would avoid a phrase like "world

wide plot to destroy us," which is in
tended to frighten and which implies 

that there is much more unity, feroc
ity and readiness to go to war among 
Communist nations than really exists. 

I would tell older children, for in
stance, that Communists still bclie�·c 
capitalism is doomed because they 



think it impoverishes the workers and 
leads to imperialist wars. They be
lieve that their system is o upcrior 

that workers everywhere will cvcn

tnally revolt to adopt it. But we 
don't believe this will happen as long
liS capitalism continues to provide 
goods and hope, as it has in the p11st. 
Most of the Communist leaders in the 
pa. t have been aggressive individnals 
imbued with a deep suspicion of capi
talist governments. They will shift 
policies without hesitation if they 
think the end justifies it. They re
spect strength. They are ready to 
take advantage of weakness when 
this is important to them. But I 
would also let children know, when 
the subject comes up, that plenty of 
leaders of non-Communist nations 
have been equally aggressive and op
portunistic. Many governments in 
capitalist countries in the past have 
been hostile enough in their attitude 
toward Communist nations to keep 
alive the latters' fear of them. ( For 

example, America, with her World 
War I allic , intervened on the White 
Russian ide before the revolution 
was over, and refused to recognize 
the new government for a decade and 

a half. ) I'd let children sec that our 
missiles in Turkey have seemed just 
1\S hostile to the Soviet Union as their 
mi .. .  ilcs in Cuba seemed to us. 

Chilr1rcn houl<1 know about all the 
factors that work for us and for 
peace. The Berlin Wall, Soviet ag
gression in Hungary, Chinese aggi·cs
sion on the Indian border, have 
alienated millions and millions of 
previous . upporters of Communi m 
around the world. A merica is stronger 
than her opponents, industrially and 
militarily. She has powerful allies. 
The UN has worked fairly effectively 
since its founding to keep the peace. 

It is more important still that our 
children should understand that de
spite the Soviet government's aggres
siveness when it feels insecure, it has 
a peace-seeking side. The Russians 
lost 20 million soldiers and citizens 
during the last war and they have a 
horror of another. Their government 

in recent years has split the Commu
nist world down the middle because 
of their insistence to the Chinese that 
major war must be avoided. ( They 

till would support wars of l iberation 
in colonies. ) All  the A mericans I've 

known who have visited the Soviet 
union have been moved by the basic 
friendliness toward them of most 

Russians in the street and at profe. -
sional meetings, despite decades of 
anti-American propaganda. ProfPs-

MORE FOR YOUR MONEY . . . because Scot Tiss u e  g i v e s  

y o u  1 30 feet m o re t h a n  m ost other s i ng l e-ply  t issues. 

Extra s oft . . .  extra stro n g ,  too . . .  now i n  a n ew wrapper. 



Tiny, Easy-To-Use Tampon 
Gives Maximum Protection 
Free carrying case holds four of 
these tiny, highly absorbent tam
pons! That's right! In the attrac
tive, black plastic purse container, 
shown below, you can conveniently 
carry an extra supply of Pursettes® 
tampons with you wherever you go. 
Su rprised at t h e  sm a l l  s i ze of 
Pursettes? There's good reason for 
it !  It's compressed a un ique way. 
Though no larger than a l ipstick. 
this slender tampon, upon con
tact with moisture, is designed to 
blossom out slowly . . .  absorb more 
fully, more effectively. 
Only one size is necessary to pro
vide maximum protection . No 
need to try different absorbencies, 
as with other tampons, to find out 
which is right for you. The rate of 
absorbency of a Pursettes tampon 
is governed by e a c h  w o m a n ' s  
needs. As the tampon expands, i t  
conforms to the individual shape 
of the body . . .  the reason it fits 
without hei ng fel t .  

And that's not a l l !  Each hygieni
cal ly sealed tampon has an exclu
sive tapered, pre lubricated tip that 
does away with the bul ky appli
cator (and its attendant disposal 
problem) . . .  does away with hard 
cardboard edges . . .  makes insertion 
easy, gen tle,  medical ly correct. 
T h i s  fol l ows accepted m edical  
practice of lubricating anything 
inserted into the body. One thing 
more. This tampon doesn't  shred. 
A soft, sheer covering takes care 
of that. 
Why not enjoy the freedom from 
pins, pads and belts that Pursettes 
provides? Worn internal ly, there 
are no chafing, binding or odor 
problems, either. 
The permanent, inconspicuous 
Pursettes case (about the size of a 
cigarette l ighter) keeps your secret 
safe . . .  lets you carry a supply neatly 
and discreetly in your purse. Send 
for your purse case, containing 4 
Pnrsettes sanitary tampons, now. 
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sionally trained people arc grallually 
takin�r the places of leadership for
merly held by tough revolutionaries 
and conspirators. 

Of course, the main purpose in un
derstanding and communicating with 
the Communist nations is to try to 
find ways to build mutual trust am1 
to make progress in such l ife-and
death matters as univf'rsal disnrma
mcnt and the casing of political ten
sion. But many people balk at the 
idea of making any kind of agree
ment, feeling that it would only be 
appeasement. J think there is often 
a deep misunderstanding in these 
matt.c1-s about the difference between 
appeasement and cooperation, the 
difference between belligerence and 
firmness. "\V c can sec these distinc
tions in rehabilitation work with an 
aggressive delinquent. If the profes
sional worker is timid and submissive 
toward him, gives in to his wweasoll
able demands, the boy will become 
more of a bully. The real job of the 
worker is to offer him friend ·hip, to 
show him appreciation on every oc
casion when he de ·crvcs it, to help 
him to satisfy his le_qitimate needs. 

No individual, no matter how hostile, 
can help but respond with a little 

more warmth and trust to such an 
approach. Then further mutual 
trust can be built slowly, step by 
step. But if the profe . ional worker 
lacks confidence in his ability to deal 

with his patient, if he easily becomes 
antagonistic, he stirs up new hostility 
in the aggressive individual. 

Belligerence always evokes bellig
erence. Justified firmness has a 
calming effect. F1·icnc1liness invites 
friendliness. Trust builds trust. 
Children can be taught these facts of 
human nature every day of their 
l ives, on tbc basis of their actual ex
periences with others. Parents can 
point out that these truths apply to 
international affai1-s jnst as well. 

In attempting to translate these 
views for yo·ung children, I myself 

would usc wonl-; something like the 

following : Communists think they 
have the best government and we 
think we have the best government 
and we've had lots of arguments with 
them. "\Vc'vc got to find out how to 
be friends so we won't get i nto a 
fight with them. Russian people arc 

very friendly to us when we go to 
visit them. They don't want to have 

a war. Their bombs and missiles 
scare us ancl onr bombs and missiles 

scare them. vV c hope we both can 

find a way to get rid of the bombs 

and missiles. "\Vc arc always talking 



with the Russians to see if we can 
find a way to do it but we haven't 
found it yet. 

The governments of both the Soviet 
l lnion and the United States have 
eommitted themselves to the quest for 

universal disarmament and peace. 
Our government will not be able to go 

fm· in overcoming the enormous ob
stacles, external and internal, unless 

it feels the active support of millions 
of our people. Parents, who have 
been concerned with saving their chil
dren and with saving a world for 
their children to inherit, have been 
the hardest workers in this cause. 
They will have to continue. But I be
lieve they should also be preparing 
their children to take over this work 

by continually keeping its importance 

in the forefront of their minds. Chil
dren can do a l ittle in their early 
school years and more in adolescence. 

We can present to them the vision 
not only of an end to the threat of 
destruction but also of all the positive 
good that could be brought to a trou
bled world if the hundred billion dol
lars it spends yearly for arms could 
he used for human beings. There arc 

l iterally more hungry and miserable 
people in the world today than there 

have ever been before. Even in our 
own prosperous country we have grave 
deficiencies in employment, educa

tion and housing, which must be coped 
with before they do greater harm. 

What can children themselves do to 
work for peace ' By being informed, 
they can contribute constructively to 

discussions at school. They can get 

in the habit of writing their opinions 
to their senators and the President, 
something that many adults find very 
difficult. ( A  year ago, when all the 
peace organizations in the country 
pleaded with their combined member
ship of 100,000 to write in favor of a 
test han treaty, only 15,000 did so-a 

pathetic dribble compared to the ava
lanche that can he stimulated by hate 
groups and anti-tax organizations. )  
Children can join organizations such 
as the American Association for the 
United Nations, the United World 
Federalists, the Committee for a Sane 
Nuclear Policy, the Student Peace 

Fnion, and contribute their dimes and 
dollars. ( It gives them great pride to 

belong to real organizations. )  When 
children dedicate themselves to a great 
cause like peace for the world, they 
will also find fulfillment for their own 

spiritual aspirations. THF. END 

Dt-. Spoclc t·egt·ets that it is i1npossiblr 
fm· llim to answrt· lPttrt·s pm·sonally. 

Is this the beginning Q[ a summer cold? 
Not necessarily. Those blue-lipped, teeth-chattering chills can 

overcome even the most dauntless junior frogman, but they usu

ally melt in a sympathetic hug and a soft towel. 

Still, you never can tell for sure. It's wise to keep an eye out 

for cold symptoms, like headaches and fever. If they do develop, 

smart mothers give Orange Flavored Bayer Aspirin for Children 

to relieve these symptoms fast. 

Orange Flavored Bayer Aspirin for Children is the 1 %

grain dosage doctors recommend for children. It has a flavor 

children really like, with a Grip Tight bottle cap to help keep 

them from taking it on their own. And it gives you such confi

dence to know you're giving the best. 

With Orange Flavored Baye.r Aspirin 

for Children, you and your child will both 
feel better fast. Get it today and never leave 

home without it. 
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Special deodorant powder 

Now keeps 
girdles 

and bras 
fresher 

Also destroys odor 
on sanitary napkins 

Meets daily problems of personal 
daintiness underarm creams can1t 
Every woman should use a special deo
dorant. Women's problems are insidi
ous. Underarm creams are unsuited and 
unsafe for intimate use-and deodorant 
soaps or dusting powders do not last. 

Odor is caused by bacteria acting on 
body secretions and perspiration. Now 
chemists destroy these odors with the 
new QuEST-the safe, hygienic powder. 

QUEST destroys odors on sanitary 
napkins. It is drying, soothing and helps 
prevent chafing. QUEST absorbs and de
odorizes perspiration under girdles and 
bras-saves hard washing that wears out 
fabric. Makes girdles easi-· 
er to slip into. 

QUEST safely helps keep 
the most sensitive body 
areas odorless. At all drug 
and toiletry counters. 

N E W  A N D  
I M PROV E D  
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THE EXPECTANT MOTHER 
PTepared 1"n roopera tion 1vith The A m e rican College of Ob::�tetricians a n d  Gynecologi::Jts 

THE UNBORN BABY'S 
MOVEMENTS 
by C. Lee Buxton, M.D., Professor of 

Obstet1·ics and Gynecology, Yale Uni· 

versity Medical School 

fptus is only ahout tPn inrh<>s long 

and weiglts hardly more than half a 

pound. �[ orron•r, il· is srpnrated 

from the mothPr by the a mniot i<· 
fluid in wh ieh i t floa ts, a tlouble 

tltiekness of membrane that ctwa�rs 

One of the grrat thrills of a it, the onc-i neh-thi<'k wa l l  of thP 

woman's pregnancy occurs when she 

first feels her unborn baby move 

within her body. This is called 

quickening, and it usual ly occurs 

just about the mid-point of gesta

tion. At first merely a faint flutter, 

the sensation gradually increases i n  

i ntensity a s  the baby grows until 

there is no mistaking the kick of a 

tiny heel or the thrust of a bony 

elbow. 

To some theologians of the 

l\Iiddlc Ages there was solemn sig

nificance when a woman became 

quick with child. lt marked the 

moment when the baby became a n  

i ndependent being, possessing a 

soul. Today doctors know that 

fetal movement starts early 1n 

uterine life, long before the mother 

uterine muscle and the mother's own 

abdominal 1val l .  It  is small 1\"0tHlcr 
that at t h is time many women arr 

not sure whether the sensation they 

feel is the squirming of t he baby 

or merely a toueh of indigestion. 

Soon, however, fptal activity be

comes unmistakable. As the baby 

grows-at an ast.onishing- rate-it· 

bounces arountl morr Yig-oronsl.v. 

At 28 weeks the fetus weighs about 

two and a bJf ponnds. A month 

before birth it  is likely to "·righ fi1·e 

pounds or bctt.rr. �r eanwhilr thr 

muscular \l"ll ll o f  t hr utrrus, \\·hi<·h 

has insulatr< l the baby from its 
mother, str<:>tehes a nt! th ins. 

By t he sixth or sevrnt.h month o l" 

pregnan�y the baby serms to be in 

perpetual motion. This is proba bly 

can detect it. Recognition of qni<-k- the most adi 1·r pPriod . 'J'IH• t"rtus 
ening varies tremendously from 

woman to woman and from preg

nancy to pregnancy. Occasionally 

a mother feels the fluttering motion 

of her tiny baby's limbs as early as 

ten weeks after conception. Most 

women recognize the sensation some

time during the fifth month. Some 

do not fed life until six months or 

later; and i n  rare cases a woman 

may never feel it at all ,  even though 

her baby is developing normally. 

Because of this spread in time, 

women arc likely to worry about 

quickening. They worry if they do 

not feel motion, if it starts and then 

seems to cease, i f  the baby's kick is 

vigorous, i f  it is gentle or i f  the 

pattrrn seems to change. Under

standing just what the sensation is 

and why i t  varies in time and in

tensity should help to calm these 

worries. 

When the fetus first starts to 

move within the mother's uterus it  

is too tiny and the activity is too 

feeble to be noticeable. Even whrn 

quirkrning is usua l ly first frlt, the 

l ies with Jwa<l np or < 10\l"ll ntHl  
<-hanges position at  rmHlom. I t  
mol"l'S from its right to lP ft sitle 

a n<l haek again.  ThP arms and leg-:-; 

flail .  SomPt.imes it assumPs a hi

r.m-re position, legs exten<led o\·er its 

head. The mother not only feels 

t he pokrs from its kners and fp('( 

but can wateh her abtlomrn un

dulate as a tiny l imb stret<-hcs out

ward. Hrr husband wil l enjoy 

sharing this unique sensation. If hr 

pressrs hoth hands firmly on h is 

wife's abdomen and waits, he will 

soon feel a rounterpressurc from 

his unborn child. 

Some women worry becausr thP 

baby srems less active during the 

last werks o f  preg-nancy. Xow thr 

frtus ltas erased prrforming somer

saults a n d  is nsnal l y  in thr hir th  

posi tion, head downward faring the 

birth ranal. A lthough i ts  fert, h igh 

up undrr thr motlwr's ribs, may 

poke so sharply that they l;nork 

hrr breath awa�•, thr activity adnal

Jy has lrssrncd. 'l'hP rrason is 

simple-the hahy now fi l ls thr utrrns 



To complete the bath 
protect her  a l l  over with 

Joh nson 's new baby lotion 

New pink Johnson's Baby Lotion promises 
what soap and water a lone can't prom ise: 
softness . . .  a nd long-lasting skin protection . 
Make it the after-bath lotion for your baby. 

Johnson's excl usive form ula puts soft
ness back . . .  l ubricates baby's ski n to help 
prevent d ryness and f lak i n g, even o n  
roughened arms and legs. 

Bath after bath, J ohnson's special  anti
septic helps guard baby's tender skin for 

hours aga i nst bacteria-caused rashes. At 
d ia pe r  cha nge, too, you' l l  wa nt to use 
Joh nson's aga i n  to keep every i nch of her 
smooth and protected . 

So, get Joh nson's i n  the new plastic 
f l ip-cap package. The after-bath lotion 
that promises what soap and water a lone 
ca n't promise: softness, and long-lasting 
protecti o n  for tl...E. .... .w....,. �lL..E.MM'I"VI 
you r  new baby. vv•vov•v •v--vv·····-·· 



NO MORE TEARS 
FROM SOAP IN THE EYES 
Use the shampoo that won't burn 
or i rritate eyes. Leaves ha ir  soft, 
natural ly shin ing, easy to manage. 
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snugly and has little room to wiggle 

around. 

\V omen often observe that their 

first-born seemed to have been les 

active in the uterus than later 

babies. This is probably true. 

When a woman is pregnant with 

her second or third child her uterus 

is larger, giving the bahy more 

scope for squirming around. For 

the . arne reason an unusually small 

baby within a uteru of average size 

is likely to be more active. A thin 

woman without layers of abdominal 

fat to insulate her from the pressure 

of a heel or a shoulder will feel 

fetal movement more frequently. A 

fat woman may feel fetal move

ment only occasionally or not at all. 

We observed this to our embar

rassment a few years ago at the 

Yale l niversity Medical School. I n  

the infertility clinic w e  were treat

ing an extremely obese woman who 

had not menstruated or ovulated for 

years and hence was not able to 

become pregnant. Despite our treat

ment we observed no signs of suc

cess, nor did our 300-pouud patient, 

until one day, to our surprise, she 

went into labor and was delivered 

of a full-term baby. 

This, of course, is rare. Through 

his stethoscope the doctor first hears 

a fetal heartbeat at about four or 

four and a half months after con

ception. In a few more weeks he 

recogniz s fetal movement by notic

ing a slight jiggle to the stethoscope 

as he presses it on the abdomen. 

Later the sensitive stetho cope even 

records the sound of the baby's ac

tivity. If you think you have ex

perienced quickening but are not 

sure, ask the doctor to confirm it  

through his own observation. 

l\Iany mothers complain that the 

fetus seems to squirm most j ust 

when they lie down to take a nap. 

Actually the baby's periods of rest 

and activity have no particular pat

tern. The movement is merely more 

apparent when a woman is resting 

than when she is active. In ad

dition, when she lies down her 

abdominal muscles relax, giving the 

infant more room to flex and unflcx 

his limbs. Although your unborn 

baby may not be ready for sleep 

when you become drowsy, he too 

will quiet if you tnkc a sedative or 

tranquilizer, because the drug pass

ing through the placental barrier 

will affect his nervous systl'm. 

When you do not feel him moving 

for several hours he is probably 

taking his own siest.a. 

Docs the amount of fetal activity 

give a clue to a baby's sex � There's 

no proof at all, no mattcr what thc 

old wives s11y, that the baby who 

kicks the most is likely to be a boy. 

We don't know why one unborn 

baby is more act.ivc than another. 

All we know is that there may he 

wide variation bet\\"cen any two 

healthy babies. 

When the fetus seems unusually 

active, when arms and legs seem to 

be poking every which way at the 

same time, a woman may suspect 

that she is carrying twins. Her 

diagnosis may well be accurate. ]f 
the doctor also detects pcrpet.ual 

motion, he will listen cm·pfully with 

his stethoscope for two Jwarthcats 

and press his hmuls over her abdo

men to sec if he can feci two bony 

little heads. For firm eonfinnation 

he may order fetal x-rnys. 

Under one unhappy eir<'umstam·<' 

a woman's observation of hl'r haby"s 

movement may hnvc real rl ia�nostie 

significan<'<'. HahiPs rarcly dic hc

forc they arc born. Hut whcn it 

docs happen a mother is often thP 

first to notice the cessation of fPtHI 

activity. There is no cause for 

worry during the first six months or 

pregnancy if movcment seems to 

stop even for a fc\\" days at n timc. 

But in the last three months if a 

womnn docs not feel the bahy move 

for 48 hours, she should notify her 

doctor promptly ; they have learned 

to treat such reports with respect. 

Some women can even tell the hour 

at which fetal life stopped. 

1\fost babies will keep on kicking 

until the moment they are born. 

Once labor starts, a mother will 

not be able to feel her infant move 

during a contraction; but during 

the minutes of relaxation in be

tween, the fetus, now almost a baby, 

will keep on poking its heels into 

her ribs and its elbows into hcr 

abdomen. In just a short time 1hc 

mother will see the tiny, wiggl ing

creature whose movements have hc

come so warmly familiar during the 

past four months. Tnr. R!\o 





D'.I:EXW::OR. 'Y' 

A. S�OR.T 

S�OR.T 

STOR."Y" 

CO:w.I:PLETE 

36 

ON' T�E&E 

T�O 

P.A.GE& 

By the time he reached the hotel Joel 
Hammond was tense with a growing 
anger. How can she ask such a thing 
of me ! he tho.ught in outrage, making 
his way through the carpeted lobby to 
the dining room, his mind already in 
angry rehearsal, designing the words he 
would answer her with. 

"Hello, Joel." Martha smiled up at 
him from the table. Her wedding ring 
glittered in the candlelight. 

She had changed during the four 
years they had been divorced, Joel 
thought, taking the seat opposite her. 
The coldness had gone out of her eyes. 
Her face was fuller, more womanly. 

He drew the letter from his pocket 
and laid it carefully on the table. 
There were to be no preliminaries. 

"My answer," he said-and despite 
his best efforts, his voice shook a little 
-"is no." 

Martha flicked him a warning look. 
"Here's the waiter," she said quietly, 
and bent to her menu. 

"Nothing you can say will change 
my mind," Joel said when they had 
given their order. He had already an
ticipated the arguments that would 
come. He had gone over them with 
Lyn last night during their quarrel
their last one unless he called her again, 
unless he answered finally her ultima
tum. 

"Joel," Martha began, "I only want 
a chance to explain." 

"That won't be necessary," he said 
shortly. 

He saw her set her jaw in a deter
mined line, and in that moment he was 
surprised at her resemblance to Lyn 
at the time a month ago when, during 
another quarrel, Lyn had said, looking 
him squarely in the eye, "I love you, 
Joel, but I'm not going to allow you 
to take advantage of that indefinitely." 

"There are some things I haven't . told 
you," Martha began again, indicating 
the letter. "Things you should know 
before you refuse--" 

"Martha, please,'' he interrupted 
again. "I can't do it. I can't give up 
the kids." 

After a silence Martha said, "Joel, 
listen to me." Her voice was gently in
sistent. "I don't want to hurt you, 
but--" 

"Then stop trying tq persuade me I 
I'll never agree to it." 

He thought he saw her eyes fill with 
tears, but she turned her head quick
ly away from him. "You know Bob 
loves the children as if they were his 
own,'' she said. 

At first he had bitterly resented Bob 
Bramwell, a tall man with a beefy 
heartiness about him. "I know that," 
Joel said. "I hd\Te nothing against 
Bob." 

"He's been offered a new job," Mar
tha said. "It's a wonderful opportu
nity for him . . . .  " She stopped as if 
she were waiting for him to say some
thing. 
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"That's fine,'' Joel said slowly, sens
ing something menacing in the way 
Martha was hesitating. 

"It would mean"-she paused for a 
moment-"moving. To California." 

So that was it! "You want to take 
them away from me," Joel said angrily. 

"No, Joel. You don't--" 
"I can stop you, you know," he said, 

his voice crisp now. "There are laws 
that can stop you." 

Her face went pale. "I know,'' she 
said softly. "We-we've looked into 
the legal part of it, and it could get 
messy and terribly expensive and take 
a long time." She gave him a short, 
sad smile. "We . . .  I'd hoped that it 
wouldn't come to that." 

When he said nothing, Martha went 
on : "Bob wants to adopt the children 
legally, Joel." Her voice had grown 
small, barely audible. "It's really the 
only fair way. And the children--" 

"What do they think?" Joel cut in. 
Dean. was almost seven now, a 

sturdy, towheaded boy who had whis
pered in his ear during the last visit 
that what he really wanted for Christ
mas was a bike. Melissa was five, 
ponytailed, brown-eyed, with a mind of 
her own. 

"Joel, I . . .  " 
"What do they say?" he persisted. 

She was, he noticed, obviously unpre
pared for the question. "Tell me the 
truth." 

"They want Bob to be their father,'' 
Martha said. "You know how children 
are," she rushed on. "They . . .  don't 
realize. We've tried to explain to them, 
both of us, every time after you've 
come, but it doesn't do much good. 
Bob is there all the time. Your coming 
four or five times a year isn't enough 
to overcome that." After a long pause 
she added, "They like you, of course. 
You've been good to them and they 
appreciate your generosity. But they 
think of Bob as their father . . . .  " 

He sat very quietly in his chair, look
ing at the smoke spiraling from his 
cigarette. 

"I hate doing this," Martha said 
gently. "I'm sorry." 

"That's all right," he said. 
It was true, Joel thought sudderily, 

remembering the visits. He hadn't en
joyed them very much himself, and he 
had begun putting them off. Long mo
ments of awkwardness and anxiety al
ways sprang up between him and the 
children, and for some time he had had 
the feeling that he was intruding, in a 
way. 

And the children always looked so 
damned dutiful, he thought, coming 
toward him in subdued greeting, allow
ing him to inflict a fatherly kiss on 
their cheeks. 

He had tried. Yet despite his lavish
ness at Christmas and on their birth
days, and the

' 
letters he took special 

care to write regularly, a perceptible 
breach had grown between them. 



"You see, Joel-" Martha began, but 
. · she caught a glimpse o( his face and 

that stopped her. 
A sudden weariness had overtaken 

him, his anger and ou,trage spent. In 
its place was a kind of tired bafflement . 
he was unable to ward off. He did not 
seem to be able to steer his mind past 
this obstacle, and no glib answer came 
to him. 

He was tired of quarrels, he thought. 
Quarrels with Lyn-she wanted him to 
marry her; he loved her and yet he 
could not bring himself to do it. And 
now quarreling again with Martha. 

"Martha,'' he said finally, not look
ing at her, "I never told you that when 
I walked out on you four years ago I 
didn't-really mean it." 

They had married too young. The 
apartment was a dismal place-certain
ly unfit for two small children. He had 
only begun his career. They had had 
very little money, and so many bills 
and pressures that sometimes he felt 
the very walls of the apartment were 
closing in on him. 

"It wasn't that I . . didn't love 
you,'' he said. 

"Joel,'' Martha said, touching his 
arm, "look at me !" When his eyes un
willingly met hers, she said, "What a 
sweet and decent thing to say ! Espe
cially now, wh�n I've had . to-to be 
so . 0 ." 

"Everything happened so fast after
ward,'' Joel said. "And I guess I was 
stubborn and hurt too, when I came 
home and found you'd gone." He hesi
tated for a brief moment. "Then when 
you asked me for a divorce . . . Pride 
stopped me from saying anything." 

"Oh, Joel,'' Martha said, blinking her 
eyes rapidly. "What a mess we make 
of things when we're young !" She 
smiled gently at him. "Maybe it's a 
good thing that kind of youth happens 
to us only once." 

"I kept hoping it would all work out 
somehow." After a rueful grimace he 
added, "Until you married Bob." 

"You don't know how your telling 
me this makes me feel," Martha said. 
"It's like-well, a burden rolling ·eff my 
shoulders." She looked away. "All 
these years I haven't ever wanted to re
member the past, so I just blotted it 
out. I ran away from it. I wanted to 
forget it and live for the future." 

"Funny,'' Joel said. "I've done just 
the opposite. I've lived in the past and 
tried to avoid the future." 

A bell of recognition tolled in his 
consciousness. What was it that Lyn 
had said to him? " What are 

'
you so 

afraid of?" 

"What's wrong?" Martha asked, see
ing his face. 

"Nothing. I just realized what I 
said." 

"You've done wonders with my past 
today,'' she said. "I wish I could work 
the same kind of magic on your fu
ture." 

He regarded her from across the 
table�a good person, wanting to help 
him. Like Lyn. "It can't be done," he 
said with a stiff grin. "I've got to be 
true to my memories." 

"Oh, don't!" Martha exclaimed. 
"Don't joke about it. It's too impor
tant. • Those memories aren't real, you 
know." 

"They are to me," he said stubborn
ly. 

"No, they're not. We're different 
people now from what we remember 
ourselves as being. And those memo
ries are untrustworthy. Look how bad
ly I remembered everything. I couldn't 
even face up to the past, until today." 

"Your pride was involved,'' he said. 
"You thought I'd deserted you." 

"Your pride was involved too," she 
answered. "That's the kind of memo
ries we have, Joel-memories based on 
old hurts and failures and wounded 
pride. Pride's memory isn't very re
liable." . . .  

"I'm glad you told me about Lyn," 
Martha said a half hour later. They 
were walking together . through the lob
.by. "You don't have to see me to the 
station," she added, laughing, when he 
helped her down the wide marble steps 
into a cab. "I'd much rather you 
called Lyn . . . .  " 

"Martha," he said, hesitating a mo
ment. "About the children-they'll un
derstand about me, won't they?" 

"I'll tell them,'' Martha said gently. 
Her eyes were misty. "They'll know,'' 
she added, waving as the cab pulled 
away from the curb, finally disappear
ing around the corner. 

Joel crossed the street, walking with 
brisk resolve toward the florist shop 
farther up the block, trying to remem
ber what flowers Lyn liked. 

Roses, he decided. But red or white? 
He tried to think, but he could not re
member. Perhaps an assortment would 
be his wisest choice. 

And smiling to !nin:>c;u, 
thought, I'll have to r�lieil�bc�ri111g 
such things. 



Through the first warm days of sum
mer the child was always there, near 
to her, as if he knew she needed com
fort. They grew very close and rather 
silent, with little need for words. He 
followed her through the house and 
helped her make the beds and wash 
the dishes. He answered the doorbell 
each time it rang. 

He would call out, "It's a Person." 
"Yes, of course. But what is it they 

want?" 
The caller would insist on seeing her 

because of some survey his company 
was doing, but he always got her out of 
that. 

"I shouldn't come in if I were you," 
he would say, and lean close to the 
Person through the open door. "I have 
a mump-on one side only, but I've 
given it to everyone who comes inside." 
So the Person would go away. 

He said to her one morning, "Do you 
like being here with . me? Do I cheer 
you up?" 

"Always," Anna said with absolute 
sincerity. 

"Are you sad again?" 
"No. Not really." 
"It's no use being sad," he said. 

"You said. You said Grandfather 
wouldn't like it. You said, Just be 
glad we had him with us for all those 
years." 

Her own words thrown back at her 
startled her. She stopped in her tracks, 
teapot in hand, in the kitchen doorway, 
and she wondered : Who am I to tell 
him if he may be sad or not? Who 
am I to tell anybody anything-and 
where do I find the wisdom to teach 
and guide another human being? 

He rushed at her and shook her arm. 
"Oh, be careful," she said. 
"You're sad !" 
"No, but I'm awfully tired." 
"Look," he said, "I love you fifty 

million. Better than anything in the 
world except the dogs." 

"Oh, thank you, Simon !" 
"People must love animals." 
"Yes, indeed." 
When the other children came home 

the atmosphere went back to normal. 
The cake crumbs and the milk, the 
refrigerator door slamming, the home
work spilling across the table, bal
anced her and broke the fragile strand 

.APPLE T�EE 

S�O�T 

ON" STO�'Y 001.\I.I:PLETE 

T�ESE T"'VVO P.A.GES 

38 

between her and her youngest child 
that bound them close together when 
they were alone. With them, he too 
went back to normal. 

"How's the mump?" they asked, and 
picked him up. They tossed him about 
the garden while he kicked and laughed. 

In the mornings, when they were at 
school, the garden was cool and full 
of sunlight, and the old apple tree 
spread a puddle of shadow where the 
deck chairs always were. She took out 
coffee for herself and chocolate milk for 
Simon. They sat together in the shade 
and he sucked noisily through his 
straw, knowing that in this queer, calm 
inertia she would hardly notice. 

One particular morning Simon 
sprawled at her feet, long-legged in his 
brother's castoff shorts and very brown 
and only a very little lopsided about 
the jaw. He rolled on his back and 
screwed his eyes up. 

"Did you know there isn't any mar
riages in heaven?" he said. 

"Who told "you that?" 
"In church. A long time ago. Be

fore the mump. What do people do up 
there?" 

"Nobody knows that, Simon." 
He sat up and looked at her and his 

eyes were trusting, so trusting that she 
was frightened by the responsibility of 
answering truthfully some unanswer
able question she sensed was forming 
in his mind. 

"Suppose Grandfather is bored up 
there?" 

"He wasn't the · sort of person to be 
bored." 

"But he left his books behind, and 
his reading glasses." 

In the long, warm silence Simon 
pulled up clumps of grass and shred
ded them, peppering his legs with green. 

"Mum, with no marriages up there, 
there wouldn't be any children, and no 
one to pester him because he didn't 
mind. He'll be fed up, like when Mrs. 
Hodges used to call." 

"Poor Mrs. Hodges," Anna said, and 
smelled immediately a papery, powdery 
cheek that inevitably was brushed 
against her own, and remembered in
tense, tedious, involved conversation 
about the church bazaar. 

"She had elastic legs . . . .  " 
"Stockings." 
"And the brung-kite-us. He used to 

say to you, 'Anna, here's old Wheeze 
Bags and I'm going inside, and if she 
hasn't gone by · six, bring me up my 
whisky . . . .  " 

And then the garden was full of him. 
He used to come each June to stay and 
sit under the apple tree, and he would 
look at the rosebush with the huge 
blooms, and each year he'd say, "Mag
nificent. Never seen anything like 
them. Good enough to eat." 

The outside petals were the color of 
thick cream ; inside they were pale
milky, almost-!ind a network of deli
cate scarlet veins enclosed their hearts. 
Cl EILEEN ALDERTON 1964 



Anna, sitting under the tree where he 
used to sit, remembered him, saw him 
clearly-thin, old, wry, impatient, gener- · 

ous, clever and, toward the end, bitter 
at the gradual slowing of his wits. And 
always, for as long as Anna could re
member him, loving. He had had an 
enormous capacity for love. 

· "Bring me a drink, Anna. It's a bit 
early but I need one. I feel depressed." 

"Why?" 
" Why? Because I

. 
won't see them all 

grow up." 
"Mum, are there cocktail bars in 

heaven?" 
"Oh, Simon, no. It's not like that 

at all." 
"Then he won't like it. He'd get 

quite cross if you forgot his Scotch." 
"Simon, try to understand. Those 

are material things." 
"Why can't he come back some

times?" Simon said. "To read to me 
and have a drink. He'd like that. He 
liked the just So Stories, the ones he 
used to read to you. We never finished 
it, that story," he said, and spoke the 
old, familiar words : " 'On the gray-green 
greasy banks of the Lompopo River, 
0 my Best Beloved . . .  .' " 

Anna lighted a cigarette and her 
hands were shaking. 

And now it was as if the old man 
were in the garden, reading quietly, his 
old hands gentle on the pages that were 
as old as Anna, the smoke from his cig
arette blue among the apple branches. 
" '0 my Best Beloved,' " he used to 
read, meaning it, stating it without 
sentiment, because that was what Si
mon had been to him: 

"He doesn't know about my mump 
or about Chris winning the hundred 
yards,'' Simon said. 

"Darling, I expect he does." 
"But how, unless he was looking 

down? Mum, don't you ever go and 
die and live up there.'' He patted her ; 
his plump, damp, .grubby hand left a 
smear across her skirt. 

"I do love you, Simon." 
"Of course,'' he said. "And we're rel

atives." 
In the evening her husband called 

her from the garden, where he was. 
standing with the hose. "Anna, why is 
the whisky on the lawn?" 

"We haven't any whisky." 
"It's your father's-the rest of that 

bottle that was in the sideboard." 
She went down the dusky, scented 

garden and there by the apple tree lay 
some miscellaneous objects-a pair of 
spectacles and a copy of the just So 
Stories and a bottle of whisky and a 
little glass. Beside it all, held down 
by a large stone, was a piece of paper. 

"Dear Grandfather, I hope you arent 
!only and Mrs. Hodges dont live near 
like she did down here. Chris won the 
100 yards Sat. It was dowdy so per
haps you didnt see if you looked down. 
Here is your wisky in case they dont 
have it and our best book. Love from 

Simon. P.S. I have a mump on the le t 
only." They were silent for a 
while, and then her husband picked up 
the things and folded the letter. "Shall 
I hide them somewhere so that he 
doesn't know? Or should we try to 
tell him?" 

"I don't know," Anna said. "How 
can you explain something that's im
possible to explain? It's all so enor
mous," she said. "Everything." She 
leaned against the old, familiar tree, 
staring through the heavy summer 
branches to the sky. "Being born and 
dying and living and bringing up a 
family. It's all there is, really, and ev
erybody does it all the time, and yet 
it's still enormous. Sometimes I feel 
too small, too insignificant to cope. 
Too helpless . . . We'll have so many 
things, other things, to tell them. Not 
only Simon-:-the others too as they 
grow up-and sometimes I don't know 
what I ought to say. 

"I know how Simon misses his grand
father-we all do_, but. Simon especial
ly-and sometimes I don't know how to 
help him and then suddenly he seems 
to be helping me. I don't want Simon 
to forget him, and yet he must. I cer
tainly don't want to encourage him to 
be morbid . . .  " 

"He's not morbid, Anna. He's all 
right. Do you know something?" 

"I don't know anything, Adam." 
"If we do half as good a job on 

them as your father did on you, they'll 
be quite worthwhile people." 

"That's a lovely thing to say to me, 
Adam. You don't often say things like 
that." 

"I don't need to, do I? You know 
exactly what I think." 

They went into the house together. 
In the kitchen Anna washed the sup

per things and set the breakfast table 
for the morning and made some coffee. 
A moth fluttered against the blind and 
the percolator hissed. In those few si
lent moments her grief began to lessen. 
Two weeks ago an old man had died, 
but here in this house the people he had 
loved best were living, breathing. 

Their voices and their quick move
ments and the love they had for one 
another were here, all around her. And 
Anna, alone in her tidy kitchen, held 
each one of them against her heart. 

THE END 
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Judge Zuckerman surveyed the crowded 
courtroom, then nodded to the bailiff, 
who declared the case of the State vs. 
Lester C. Dunn was in session. From 
the defendant's table Les glanced back 
at his wife Karen. She looked quickly 
away. The prosecutor called the first 
witness, Elaine Blisch. 

"We live next door to the Dunns. 
His wife is one of my best friends-or 
should I say his estranged wife?" 

"Tell us about the buzz in your TV, 
hi-fi and radio." 

"It began each night at six eighteen," 
Mrs. Blisch .said. "It sounded like a 
cross between the whine of my hus
band's power saw and the hum of an �ectric mixer." 

"What is the significance of the time 
you mentioned, six eighteen P.M.?" 

"That's when Les gets home from his 
office." 

"The buzzing caused you mental an
guish ?" 

"It forced us to revert to a primi
tive way of life. Without TV the 
children were always underfoot--play
ing games or reading." · 

"The buzzing also affected your tele
phone?" 

"After the first three minutes. You've 
no idea how hard it is for a woman to 
be limited to three minutes." 

Judge Zuckerman allowed himself a 
smile. 

The prosecutor asked Mrs. Blisch if 
her TV, hi-fi and radio still buzzed. 
Not since last Tuesday, she replied. 

"What happens now when you turn 
them on?" 

"No sound at all. The silence is 
maddening." 

"What course have yoll and your 
husband pursued?" 

"At first we just stared at each other. 
Then Harry quit staring and started 
talking. Talk, talk, talk. I could send 
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the children out to play, but what can 
you do with a husband who talks?" 

"And what was your reaction to 
Harry's unaccustomed garrulity?" 

"Surprise. We have been married 
twelve years, ·and it was the first time 
he'd said anything except, 'What have 
you thawed for dinner?' or, 'What are 
we watching tonight?' But then things 
got worse. He started going around 
the house singing. I used to be able 
to drown him out, but now . . .  " 

"This is all very interesting," Judge 
Zuckerman said, "but what does it 
have to do with Mr. Dunn's case?" 

"We will show he caused the silence 
in the Blisch house, your honor, and so 
was the cause of this poor woman's 
mental suffering." The prosecutor 
turned back to Mrs. Blisch. "When 
did you realize the defendant had 
caused the buzzing and subsequent epi
demic of silence?" 

"Harry and I were in a store that 
provides mood music to soothe its pa
trons. A rock-and-roll record was on 
the loudspeaker when . in walked Les 
Dunn. Instantly the music stopped. 
As soon as he left it began again. I'm 
a woman who can put two and two to
gether." 

The prosecutor had no more ques
tions. Les, who was acting as his own 
lawyer, had only one. Did Mrs. Blisch 
play her TV, hi-fi and radio with the 
windows closed? Open,. she told him, 
and she had a perfect right. 

The prosecutor called a succession of 
witnesses : the manager of the building 
where Les had his office, who said the 
music piped into the elevator always 
stopped whenever Les stepped aboard ; 
a youth who said his transistor went 
dead when Les moved within earshot ; 
a bartender who complained that when 
Les passed his doorway his jukebox 
stopped. 

As the parade of hostile witnesses 
continued, Les remained calm. But 
then the prosecutor called Karen. The 
judge pointed out that a wife could not 
be forced to testify against her hus
band. She wasn't being forced, the 
prosecutor said-she had volunteered. 

Karen said she was testifying in the 
hope that she could bring Les to his 
senses. Six weeks ago, she said, he had 
started complaining about beipg a cap
tive listener. 

"I couldn't hear him too well. Ralph, 
our oldest, had his radio going full 
blast. Jim, our eight-year-old, was 
playing the stereo and watching a mur
der program on TV. I was in the 
kitchen listening to Bach on the FM." 

"Unlike your husband, you enjoy 
music?" 

"Oh, Les loves music. But he 
claims he can't enjoy it when the FM, 
AM, TV and hi-fi are going simul
taneously. He can't seem to under
stand that music has become back
ground noise for whatever you're doing. 
He began turning the sets off." 

"Did he obtain the peace and quiet 
he sought?" 

"In Clover Acres? Hardly. Elaine 
Blisch next door ·had 'Death in the 
Afternoon' on TV and Bartok on FM. 
Sam Kole, who lives on the other side, 
was listening to the ball game on the 
radio and watching 'Matinee Surgery' 
on TV. Sam's nephew had his tran
sistor on. Les said he was going to do 
something about it." 

"He developed a remote-control de
vice to stop the music?" 

"That came later. First he made the 
sets bwz. He rigged up two old Model 
T coils and then he--" 

Judge Zuckerman interrupted her. In 
the public interest, he said, he would 
permit no detailed testimony on the de
vices for fear other citizens might fol-



low the defendant's example. Was the 
defendant willing to admit that he had 
caused all electronic contraptions in the 
neighborhood to buzz? Les said he'd 
not only admit it; he was proud of it. 

"I'm also willing to admit that I in
vented a gizmo that made a phone re
ceiver buzz after a conversation had 
lasted three minutes. And later I per
fected a device small enough to carry 
in my pocket that can shut off elec
tronically produced sound waves for a 
radius of approximately three hundred 
yards." 

· 

The prosecutor had a final question 
for Karen. Because of the humiliation 
her husband's conduct had caused her, 
had she left his bed and board? She 
had, she said, but had promised to 
move back if he ever came to his 
senses. 

Les had just one question. "Do you 
love the defendant?" 

Karen looked at the judge. Did she 
have to answer that? The question 
seemed pertinent, Zuckerman observed. 

"He's so stubborn, Judge. Everyone 
knows it's part of the modem way of 
life to be bombarded constantly by 
music. You have to listen to it in 
beauty parlors, dentists' offices, stores, 
buses. I understand they even pipe it 
in to the inmates of the state prison." 

"Naturally," the judge said. "Why 
should prisoners be deprived of mood 
music?" 

"I ask that the witness be directed 
to answer the question,'' Les said. 

Karen looked at him for a long mo
ment, then turned away. "I love the 
defendant. But I can be stubborn too." 

The prosecution rested its case. Les
ter said he had no witness except him
self. He took the stand. 

"Your honor, I would like to enter 
this portable radio as Exhibit A,'' Les 
said. He touched the switch. The 

room was suddenly filled with blaring 
music. 

Judge Zuckerman half rose. "Tum 
that thing off!" 

"Your honor,'' Les shouted above 
the noise, "this is the background to 
which we must lead our lives. In its 
proper place, music is a blessing. But 
as a constant diet it--" 

"Tum it off I At once-or I'll find 
you in contempt." 

Les nodded. He pulled a small black 
box from his pocket, touched a but
ton, and at once silence was restored. 

"This box, your honor, contains a 
resistance coil that-" 

"No details. Just tell me whether, 
by pressing a button, you can tum off 
all noise around you." 

"The electronic noise. I have no 
control over live performances." 

The judge sank back in his chair and 
sighed. "My duty is clear. The right 
of machines to infliet their sounds on 
mankind is well established. It is too 
late to return to a time when listening 
was not compulsory. Don't you recog
nize that melancholy fact of life?" 

"No, your honor. I feel I have an 
inalienable right not to be forced to 
listen against my will." 

"Nonsense. Why should you be 
spared?" 

"Then put me away," Les said. "I 
give up." 

The prosecutor jumped to his "feet 
and moved that the case be closed on 
the grounds that the defendant had 
convicted himself. The judge looked 
inquiringly at Les, who said he was 
willing to throw himself on the mercy 
of the court. Zuckerman frowned. 
Would the defendant be willing to 
plead guilty to a lesser charge-dis
turbing the peace, perhaps? 

"I didn't disturb the_ peace. I re
stored it." 

"Then you leave the court no re
course. Under the power vested in me 
by the people of this state, I must find 
you guilty and sentence you to -a term 
of ten years in the--" 

"Wait !" Karen cried, hurrying for
ward. She linked her arm with Les
ter's. "You can't jail him and force 
him to listen to piped-in mood music 
for ten years. It would drive him crazy." 

"Yes,'' the judge mused. "Yes, I see 
what you mean." 

"We could order the warden to take 
the loudspeaker out of his cell," the 
prosecutor suggested. 

"And have the other prisoners de
mand equal consideration? Why should 
they have rights denied the rest of us?" 

"Ten years?" Les asked, squaring his 
shoulders. 

"A suspended sentence. The Consti
tution forbids cruel and inhuman treat
ment, young man. As your wife points 
out, sending a man of your beliefs to 
a cell to be bathed in continuous mood 
music would be a clear violation of the 
spirit of the law. But the black box is 
confiscated. Hand it over to the court." 

Les started to protest. Then he 
looked down at Karen, squeezed her 
arm and passed the black box to the 
judge. Court was adjourned. 

Judge Zuckerman moved briskly into 
his chambers. Music was blaring 
from a loudspeaker in the paneling. 
The telephone was jangling. The judge 
paused. He thrust the box into his 
pocket. Perhaps by accident, he 
touched the button. The noise ceased. 

He picked up the phone. Yes, he 
told his wife, he'd be home in time for 
dinner. No, he had no special plans 
for tonight. He took the box from his 
pocket and regarded it thoughtfully. 
"What I have in mind, dear,'' he said 
softly, smiling, "is a very quiet evening 
at home." THE END 
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This, friends, is my son, the younger 
one, who lies here sleeping. He is ten 
years old. Regard him now, at the end 
of .a busy day. 

Although he is asleep, he is not in 
bed ; he is on it. Under him are the 
sheets, the blanket, and the bedspread 
configured with bright pictures of old 
cars. He is a car man now, having 
been a horse man briefly, when he was 
five, and having given up horses almost 
at the instant of making their acquaint
ance. One sneezed at him and he nev
er gave them a second chance, although 
he continued to wear boots, a fringed 
shirt· and a cowboy hat for some time 
afterward. Now he is a car man, at
tested to by models and pieces of mod
els scattered about the room. In 
his waking hours he is cool toward me 
because . I will not, in our own car, 
floor it, peel or invite the driver next 
to me to drag. I am chicken. I am 
also chicken about picking up frogs. 

Aside from him, the room is unre
markable. The walls are neat and 
clean, because of their having been re
cently papered. I simply couldn't stand 
them any more, so I had new wash
able paper put on, and in an inspired 
moment I cleverly selected a mural 
map of the world for one wall. My 
motive was not only to tidy up the 
place but also to present a stimulating 
decoration herein, one that would pos
sibly initiate a scholarly approach to 
homework. More about that later ; the 
immediate problem is how to get him 
between the sheets. 

He never turns his light off ; ap
parently he considers that my work. 
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It shines now on his stripped body as 
if it were directed on a sculptured fig
ure in a museum. But is this a work 
of art, this boy asleep on his stomach? 
Beginning with his toes, one · could 
scarcely say so-they look like young 
parsnips, beige, wrinkled and gnarled. 
All the rest of him, from his heels to 
the nape of his neck,' is copper-colored 
from the beaches and swimming pools 
of the past summer-aU of him, that is, 
except for those two white mounds, like 
round loaves of underdone bread, at 
the base of his spine. Past his neck 
is a head of fine bleached hair running 
into an incipient sideburn on the side 
of his face turned away from the pil
low, that one cheek still rounded as in 
the days of his youth. His arms are 
raised in an arc above his head as if 
he were ready to dive back into sum
mer, the hands curled as if clutching 
at all past vacations. Teetering on the 
edge of the bed is a book I grab just 
before it falls to the floor ; it has a 
brown wrapping paper cover on which 
are printed this student's name, his 
age, his 

.
grade, the name . of his school 

and the following legend : ."Do . Not 
Feed th� Animals-the teachers have 
their own lunchroom." 

So this is my son. He doesn't care 
at all for the name he has ; nobody else 
is named' that. Lots of famous people 
have that name, I have pointed out, 
even a movie star. I cannot tell him 
that I remember his name first in a 
novel by an Englishman who is not 
read now. That romant�c, impetuous 
boy in the book was my friend when 
I was a romantic and impetuous girl, 
and he still is, which is part of the 
worth of reading. My son claims too 
that whereas he has only one name, 
most of his friends have two-they have 
middle names, or at least something 
afterward, like Jr., or II, or even III. 
Often he is surprised that anyone both
ered to name him at all, despite the 
quite obvious fact that he was the most 
wanted baby in the world and he knows 
it very well. His sisters didn't much 
care whether he turn�d out to be a 
boy or a girl ; his brother held out for 
a boy, explaining that he was the only 
child in the family who did not have 
a brother. 

· 

Everyone was happy when one-name 
arrived. There were tricky moments in 
the hospital, though ; he was a little 
baby, and I was offended unnecessar
ily, I felt. At feeding hours nurses 
come around with long tiers of bas
kets and wheel them into the rooms 
where mothers wait. There were five 
of us in our room, and the scene was 
usually something like this : Enter 
nurses, pushing or pulling these baskets 
of babies. A nurse picks one up. 
"Here's Bobby Sm�th, you old ten
pound heavyweight." And then there 
would be Timothy Ames, Jr., eight 
pounds if an ounce ; and nine-pound 
Gregory Foster, who should have been 

ashamed of himself, a big boy like that 
expecting his tiny little mother to lift 
him ; a�d ten-pound Christopher Bai
ley, big enough to walk instead of rid
ing around all the time. And I would 
be alone in that chattering, maudlin 
group until a scream of rage caused 
the nurses to glance toward the baskets 
and one to amble over and glance at 
the labels. She would then remove the 
final baby and hand him to me with a 
"this-must-be-yours" expression. Un
der his name <>n his ID card was print
ed "6 lbs., 1 oz." He weighs quite a 
lot more now, having added several 
pounds just this summer, owing to his 
being permitted to sign for his lunch 
at the snack bar of the club where· he 
went to swim. I have in my posses
sion the following lunch check, which 
I glance at from time to time in awe : " 1  
cheeseburg, 2 Fr. fries, 1 cupcake, 
1 grape soda, 1 donut, 1 milkshake, 1 
jelly roll." 

How to get him into bed without 
waking him . . . Thinking hard, I 
stroll over to his desk and notice two 
papers in his familiar and indifferent 
penmanship. The first one is some
thing I believe I was required to do in 
school; it is a written solution to Frank 
Stockton's famous story "The Lady or 
the Tiger." I cannot remember how 
I finished it, but here is how this paptr 
goes : "As the man opened one of the 
doors out leaped the most fierce loo)l:ing 
tiger in the world. The man jumped 
behind the door with fear. The tiger 
started to crawl JOWf\lf.l;ic ,him • • • He 
sprung upon the man and tore him 
to bits. The tiger left licking his lips. 
The; .P.ri,ncess snicj{ered with joy." The 
second paper causes me to turn back 
and stand by the bed. . . . 

This is my son. He has to be cov
ered some way ; the nights are cooler 
now. Suddenly I notice his new bath
robe, two sizes too large so that it will 
last for a while, slung over the foot of 
the bed. Of course. I spread it over 
him, but I am not ready to leave. 
What will the years bring to this sleep- -
ing child? The questions that occur to 
all mothers come to my mind. Will he 
be happy, and is happiness all? Will 
he · continue to be healthy? Will he 
contribute something valuable to his 
generation ; will he be destroyed in the 
grand climax of a self-destructive uni
verse? Frankly, none of these ques
tions bother me now. I know what his 
future is-his immediate future, that 
is. In the first place, he is going to 
finish that second paper on his desk. 
It is an arithmetic paper headed "An
swer the following questions." The 
questions follow, and then there is a 
column labeled "Answers." In this col
umn there is · the numeral 1, followed 
by a round, fat period. And the rest of 
the page is spotless and blank. Implac
able, I shall be by. his side, and I doubt 
that either of us will be snickering with 
joy. THE END 
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WHAT YOU N G  
PROTESTANTS 

R EALLY B EL I EVE 

A MAJOR S URVEY O F  FAITH 

AND MORALITY U NCOVERS SOME 

REASS U R I NG FACTS-AND 

SOM E  DISTUR B I N G  S U R PRISES 

"As fa r as I ' m  concerned , "  

said the sandy-hai red 

young man as he walked away 

from the church where he 

had been ushering on Easter 

morning, "rel igion is a 

system of eth ics. 

All  this hocus-pocus"

he gestured back at the 

white-steepled meetinghouse 

behind us-" may be 

necessary for some people, 

but the golden rule is 

basic rel igion for me and 

that's what I want 

to hear about in church." 

Do many young Protestant 

adults regard the traditions 

and theology of their faith as 

"hocus-pocus"? Are 

they, l ike this young man, 

BY ARDIS WHITMAN 





skeptical of the d ivin ity of J esus, u n interested in 

the hereafter, barely tolerant of the New Testa

ment story on which the Christian Chu rch was 

founded? Or are they sti l l  theologica l ly oriented 

to the Ch ristian fa ith-even if, perhaps, differ

ently so from their  elders? 

Whatever the answers may be, they go to 

the heart of religious concern in America, for 

historical ly  and numerica l ly we are a Protestant 

nation , and Protestant young adults, therefore, 

w i l l  bear much of the responsi b i l ity for the 

religion of America in these last decades of 

the 20th century. 

What, then, do they believe? To find out, 

REosooK commissioned a Gal lup survey to be 

taken across the country. The su rvey inquired in

to the rel igious convictions of young adu lts, with 

special concentration on young Protestants. Do 

you bel ieve i n  God , the su rvey asked? If  so, do you 

think of H i m  as a personal God-a God who 

hears prayers? Do you bel ieve in the divin ity of 

Jesus? In the m i racle of the Virgin B i rth? In l ife 

after death and in the authority of the B i ble? In 

what way do you find you r  re l igion of va lue to 

you? And what is the relevance of Ch ristian fa ith 

to your own conduct and to contemporary prob

lems? 

These questions were put to a cross section of 

the population; in  addition, the questionnaire was 

informal ly presented to more than 200 actively 
churchgoing young Protestants to see how the 

views of these church-oriented young people 

might differ from those of the Protestant popu

lace at large; and fina l ly ,  this reporter ta l ked at 

length to i n numerable young adults from nearly 

every part of the country. 

These young people were someti mes surpris

ing in their rejections, and as often start l i ng in 

what they were prepared to accept. 

Perhaps the most stri king disclosure of the 

survey was the degree to which education affects 

orthodoxy. If a graph were drawn to show the 

relation of education to t rad itional bel ief, it 

would move more or less steadi ly downward 

from grade school to college. T h ree quarters of 

those interviewed in this survey who had not 

gone to college said that they bel ieve the B i ble 

to be l itera l ly true. Only a l itt l e  more than a third 

PHOTOGRAPH BY  P H I L  MAR�;Q 

of col lege graduates expressed this same bel ief. 

No young grade-school graduate in this survey 

bel ieved Jesus was not divine, but about one i n  

five col lege graduates d i d .  

For purposes o f  compa rison , t h e  su rvey in· 

q u i red into the bel iefs of o l der people as wel l  as 

of the young. Looking at the whole cross section 

of young adults, of varying degrees of education, 

and compa ring their opin ions with those of the i r  

elders, it was apparent that theologica l ly, a t  

least, young people a r e  not f laming rebels. They 

are, in  fact, as far as the su rvey is able to d is

cover, not a whit less incl ined to hold to tradi

tional fa iths than the generation above them. 

They a re less "orthodox," i n  genera l ,  than the 

oldest, or grandparent, group in the country, but 

even here there are sometimes unexpected l i ke

nesses. 

Adherence to trad itional bel ief is-as was per

haps to be expected-at its highest in questions 

about God . Offered various choices as to the 

nature of God-"He is a heavenly Father who 

watches over us and hears and answers our 

prayers"; "He is an Idea but not a Being"; "He 

is an i m personal Creator who cannot be reached 

by our prayers"; "There is no God"-more than 

90 per cent of the whole populace chose the 

trad itional position that God i s  a father. I nter

views confirmed that most young Protestant 

adu lts, i f  they think of God at a l l ,  th ink of h i m  

as i n  some sense a Person. You can communi

cate with H i m ,  they think;  H e  cares about you .  

Even t h e  few untraditional choices leaned to 

a l most anything rather than to the statement 

that there is no God. In this su rvey, less than one 

half of one per cent of young Protestants chose 

it. They steered away too from the deist position 

so explosive at the turn of the century that "God 

i s  an i m personal Creator who cannot be reached 

by our prayers." 

"Perhaps we bel ieve what we want to bel i eve," 

a young Connecticut Congregationa l i st told me 

after he held a brood ing s i lence through the d is

cussion of more volub le  friends on the subject. 

H e  added vehemently, "I couldn't bel ieve in God 

as a creator and no more. I t  seems so cold . "  

D o  t h e  very l i bera l  views o f  some min isters on 

the div in ity of Jesus a lso (Continued on page 88) 
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by Jean 1'odd Freeman 

LOOK OUT FOR SHARKS 
Of all th e dangers a woman can face, perhaps the worst is safety

if the careful tJattern of her life tu'rns out to be her tJrison 



On a fine Sunday in July, Patty and her friend Julia were driv
ing along Route 72, an hour out of Philadelphia and headed for 
the ew Jersey shore. Patty had been to the ocean only once this 
season, and then too early to swim ; she was looking forward to 
plunging into the water and swimming straight out as far as she 
could- or at least as far a she could get before the lifeguard 
whistled her back. Julia had been twice, she said ; the second 
time there was a shark scare farther up the island, and the 

swilll i iH'rs were called out of the water for several hours, until 
word came that the sharks had been only a school of porpoises. 

" Well, there'd better not be any hark scare today, " Patty 
said. " It's going to be too hot to lie on the sand all afternoon. ' '  

" I've brought along a book and the Times crossword puzzlP . .. 

Julia said comfortingly. Julia always read at the seashore, turn
i.JJg the pages languorously, dribbling sun-tan oil upon them . 
Patty, somewhat to her surprise, had (Contin ued on page 1114) 





THE CHILDREN 
WHO CAUSED 
A CRISIS 

''The Panctmcm ians really h ate 11s," says 

one American high-school student in 
the Can a l  Zo n e. {{Those Ya n q n i  k ids," 

says a Pancunanian you ngster, {{treat 

�ts as though 1ve we1·e peascw ts!"  A rqJMter 

looks for the explosive reasons 

b ehind th e riots that caused 25 deaths

and an inte1·national crisis 

BY .JHAN ROBBINS 

On January 24th of this year the Panama City newspaper 

La Prensa printed the picture of a bright-looking, 17 -year

old high-school boy named Jimmy J cnkins. 'l'he caption be-

neath the photo read, "A seed of evil and cruelty . . .  his soul 

is filled with pus, refuse and incurable pustules . . . .  The face 

you see here caused 22 Panamanian deaths . . . .  With h is dirty 

claws he tore our sacred flag. Jenkins is a cruel monster 

who has inherited all the viciousness of the Zonians. His 
is the arrogance of a Southet·n slaver . . . . . 

, 

Although most of the Panamanians T tal ked with recently 

conceded that the description might be exaggerated, they felt 

that there was a good deal of trutl1 in it. A hotel porter tol d  

me i n  a mixture o f  Spanish and Engl ish, " 'l'hosc Zon ian 

rn ocitos [brats] -como molcstan [ n u isauces] . 'l'hey 're all the 

same, except as they grow older they become \I'OJ'Se. They act 

as if the whole world is Estaclos U nidos. 'J'hcir  parrn ts are 

raising them to be as arrogant as themsel ves. '' 

In the U.S.-governed Panama Canal Zoue, \\'here Jimmy 

Jenkins ' father is a towing-locomotive engineer in the canal 

locks. and his mother a budget analyst for the Panama Canal 

Company, Jimmy appears on the record to be a fairly typical 

American boy. He is one of six children . From the t ime he 

was 12 he earned all his own spending money by selling 

lemonade and Christmas cards, walking dogs, and running 

errands at the Canal Zone hospital. 

In high school J immy Jenkins was a member of the Re

serve Officers ' Training Corps, the Camera Cl ub, the Chess 

Club. He was confirmed in the Zone 's St. Andrew 's Epis

copal Church. He took driver-training lessons from his 

father and judo lessons at the local YMCA. He was an 

above-average student with high (Continued on 2Jage 110) 
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by Will Stanton 
TH E G REAT OUTDOORS 
Ilis first mistake was to think h e  
could keep 11p with a pack 
of little boys. Jl is second u:as t h e  
fond belief t h a t  h e  co uld 
act ually teach t h em someth ing 

" It seems to me," I said to :Mag:tie, 
" that if a mnn is going to be leaving
town all the time, he has no business 
being a scoutmaster. "  

" This was a n  unexpected business 
trip," Maggie snid. " An�·how, thi� will  
be the fir. t time Mr. Giddings hu,; mi�;;l'd 
a meeting since Bnm<'y joim•d the 



scouts. Mrs. Giddings told me over the 
phone that she'd asked all the other fa
thPrti and none of them could make it. " 

·• And �·on told hPr l'd be ha pp�- to 
take a lnuu·h of ki1ls on an overnight 
hikP. OvPr.io.H•d . " T w!'nt over a111l 
lookPd out tlu• window to sec if the1·e 
were any rain clouds . There weren't. 

" Well, why are you staring at me like 
that ? I said I'd go, didn't H "  

" I  should think you'd welcome the 
chance to teach the boys something," 
she went on. " You're ahnt�·s bragging 
nhont �-our knowlPdgP of woodrrnft." 

" :\fentioning a simple statement of 
fact is not bragging," I told her. " We'd 

I LLUSTRATED BV TOM I UNGERER 

better start getting our gear collected. " 
" Barney's already st!u·tP1l. '' She 

called to the living room : · ' Banu·�· 
what do you "·ant to take to eat Y "  

H e  came into the ldtchen. " Yve're 
supposed to take fish," he said. 

" Fishing NJuipment, you m!'ll ll . "  T 
said. ' '  Rods -- "(Con t·inued on 1Ja.fJe 116) 
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A R E D B OO K  D I ALOG U E  
HAYLEY A N D  � O H N  M I LLS 

A FATH E R  A N D  D A U G H T E R  
TALK A B O U T  FAM E, FAM I LI E S, 
LOVE A N D  G ROWI N G  U P  
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John and Hayley M i l ls, father and da ughter, 
have worked together in three fi l ms :  "Tiger 
Bay," "The Chalk Garden" and "The Truth 
About Spring." Hayley, now 18, has a l so 
starred i n  "Whistle Down the Wind,"  written 
by her mother, Mary Hayley Bel l ,  a former 
actress. When worki ng at home in England 
the M i l lses stay at their Berkeley Sq uare f lat 
and make the ir  headquarters on a fa rm, 
where they ra ise beef and da iry cattle.  

JOH N :  This isn't going to be very controver
s ia l  or very sti m u lating, because we know so 
m uch about each other--
HAYLEY: Ya . I mean ,  it 's  not as i f  I were a 
Method ist and you were a Buddhist - 
JOH N :  And yet nobody knows everything 
about a nother person, even one's own daugh
ter. You th ink you know them. You know the 
major thi ngs they th ink a bout. But of course, 
natura l ly, everybody has his own pa rticular 
sou l .  
HAYLEY: Yes. I mea n - the th ing i s ,  you d o  
know, basica l ly, an awful lot about me, don't 
you? But the th i ngs that you don't know 
[Pauses, speculating] . . . wel l ,  they wou l dn 't 
be th i ngs one wou l d  wa nt pri nted i n  a 
magazine . . .  
J O H N :  Like a publ ic  confession.  
HAYLEY: Yes, rea l ly. Not that you'd be 
ashamed .  B ut you see, I 've a lways labored 
u nder the i m pression that the word private 
means private and should rea l ly be kept pri
vate. Otherwise, you know [Thinking it out], 
you don't belong to yourself; you lose you r  
identity. You haven't got a sort o f  world of 
your own to retreat into. 
J O H N :  We l l ,  I ' m  sure everyone has reserva
tions a bout saying a nyth ing and everything 
about a personal  matter. 
HAYLEY [Continuing]: I 'm ta l king very broadly 
now, but I mean,  when people ask me, for 
instance [Sounding confidential], "Are you 
mad ly in love?" or, "Who a re you going out 
with?" - I don't l i ke to a nswer that sort of 
q uestion . I don't mean that one is frightfu l ly 

i ntroverted or secretive or a nyt h i ng l i ke tha�, 
but I th ink a l l  one's l ife one has kept certa i n  
thi ngs t o  oneself. I ' m  sure, Daddy, that every 
time you th ink a new thought or come to a 
decision - if it's very private or it's some
thing you're not sure about yet-maybe 
you ' l l  tal k  about it with M u m my, but I don't 
th ink  you ' l l  tel l  me. You know? Or maybe it 
w i l l  come out a bit later, or after it's a l l  fin
ished -that sort of thing. 
JOHN: Yes. Of course. A lot of people, espe
c ia l ly if they have a ny strength of character, 
wa nt to work certa i n  th i ngs out for them
selves. B ut M u m my and I a lways felt that 
if  you had a relationship with your brood 
that is based on friendsh i p, and you can ta l k  
as friends - we l l ,  it  has worked, hasn't it? If  
I ca n say it  without a ny sm ugness, we've 
a lways been able to ta l k  very freely in our 
fa m i ly .  I mean,  I couldn't have gone a long to 
my parents, whom I adored -they were very 
sweet, but they were very Victorian.  And 
rightly or wrongly, many ti mes I felt some
how I m ight shock one of them . Now, I don't 
t h i n k  you kids would  ever be worried a bout 
shocki ng us. 
HAYLEY: No. B ut you' re ta lk ing about some
th ing big and i m portant or shocking, l i ke 
-[Pauses, laughs] I can't even think of a ny
th i ng; we' re on rather tricky ground.  You 
know what I mean, that sort of thing!  We l l ,  
that sort o f  th ing I would ta l k  to you about, 
and it would be a tremendous help.  And yet, 
funn i ly enough, a lot of kids wou l d  rather 
ta l k  a bout that sort of th ing to somebody 
they don't even know terribly wel l .  
J OH N :  That's what I ' m  sayi ng. Exactly. That 
there isn't that barrier in our fa m i ly, whereby 
the parents a re s upposed to be too square 
or too o ld or something. And that's where 
we're l ucky, you see, because you kids wi l l  
come along and say practica l ly  a nything to 
us, whi le others - Wel l ,  I know that masses 
of your friends wou l d  never d ream of ta l k
ing to thei r parents about thi ngs that we 
d iscuss i n  our  fam i ly .  (Continued on page .99) 

PHOTOGRAPH BY DAVID BAILEY 





As 1ny mother said, a girl 
Cll ll 't !t el LJ h mc sh e feels. 
But what she can h elp, 
I lear11 ed that 11 ight, 
is u · h at sh e does about it 

IT J��MJ 
I ll �A l? [)  Ttl � 
VI()LI �J 
b y  Millie Mc Wh irter 

1'l1 cre i11 the Trn n cssre h ills 

folks u•cre fm·c , ·cr nagging 

at t/1(• ll'!'a th rr, saying it ough t 

to stop ll'h o tr• 1 ·r•r it 1/'as rloir1g or 

rlo whafr l'l 'l' it u ·ns n 't. 8o111 rfim cs 

it sr't'm('(l to fi red t h e m ,  too, a n d  

t lu'l'r ' d  be a gt• u tle I'O in fo/lo w·ing 

l/1 1' pla n t iuu srnson ,  m· a d1·y 

spl'll u n t il t h e  last fluff' of cotton 

1/'as stripped from th e fields. 

JJ u t  tlwuyh folks ll'ere al ways 

passing judu m c n t  on t h e  1ceath m·, 

it 1cas h anl to tell if ·it e ve1· pass eel 
judyrn e u t  1111 u .� .  Tl1 c wea t h e r  dicl 

diff'r'l'c11 t th 1:ngs to dijJc1·e n t  

people, a u d  who could say if rain 

u·a. fall ing 011 t h e  just, o1· t h e  

u r1just, or j u s t  falliny ? 

'l'll rre u•as that spri11g wh en 

th r clouds b m·st on the ridge 

a u d  t h e  1'i1 ·er beca m e  s 1collen 

and ja u n dicrd from eating r:n to 

the yl'lloll'-clay h ills. Th e ri1·e1· 

washrd out som e of th e fencing 

aud lhr 1·aiu leaked tlwough the 

sh iuylrd rooftops. Th a t  sam e 

min b ro ugh t the wind rush ing 

th nntglt the cotton wood trees, 

aud a .�nwll tree teas uprooted 

0 11 d  tossrd ac1·oss o u r· rwr-row road. 

A ud that 's h o w  it lwppenf'tl 

that the loug green car with 

the rum ble seat wa.s .�tranclecl in 

o u r  com 111 n uity. 

ll'onnally th e m an ancl woman 

in tll r lrmg yreen car· m igh t h a 1•e 

pulled up for gas a t  th e single 

pump a u d  e 1 ·en gone inside 

thr store to b u y  a ch ocolate bar 

from E m ily Long. E m ily 

would (Co11/i11 1wcl on puge 107) 
ILLUSTRATED BY BERNIE FUCHS 
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Whether you like it or not, 

your children are bound to look a 

bit tousled in the summertime. 

Everyone does, with swimming and all  

the other hair-rumpling activities 

of the season. But autumn is another 

thing. It 's back-to-school time. 

It 's dance recitals and school-band 

concerts. I t 's ' ' Sunday best ' '  for 

all kinds of weekday occasions. Autumn 

calls for a neater appearance, 

and a trim head of l1air is the best 

place to start. To see what 

could be done witl1 the six moppets at 

our right, all much in need of 

haircuts, we delivered them to the experts. 

Our order : the best haircut 

for each-the one that would be most 

attractive, stay ( relatively) 

neat and please the child. However 

fleeting and imperceptible their 

COJlCern, children do care about the way 

they look. The successful results 

can be seen on the following pages. 

PHOTOGRAPHS B Y  HORN/GRI N E R  

LITTLE GIRLS' DRESSES O N  T H E  FOLLOWING PAGES 

BY JOSEPH LOVE 
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A shaggy child story, with . . .  



. . .  a happy ending 



Spruced up for fall : Elizabeth 's 
th ick red hair wa.� tapered, 
then caught up in two bmids. Jolin 's 
blond hair was cut to fall naturally, 
with no part. A n n e 's baby-fine blonde 
hair wm1 cut short to keep it 1nore 
1nanageable. Greg (seated) needed 

fullness around his face ; h is bright 
red hair was left long at the sides 
and back for a well-rounded line. 
Tin a 's 1tntanted dark brown hair was 
cut and styled to stay in place. Kirk, 
aged eight, could 1tse a more grown-up 
haircu t ;  his " Prince Ch arles " was 

left long in front, C01nbed to one side. 
The boys ' hail' was cut by Paul Mole, 
seen here in his K ew 1' ork shop; the 

girls ', by Marguerite Buck, ll ai1·-style 

consultant. l!'or !IIOI'e infol'mation o n  
these llain·uts ancl h o w  t o  get t h e  best 
haircut for your child, see pa{Je 110. 



A 
ad Year 

of 
Marriage 

BY EVE FORSYTHE 

Last week Hank sent me 1 5  long

stem med roses to celebrate our 1 5  

years o f  marriage. H i s  card read : 

" I 'd do it aga i n ! "  

I loved the flowers, but the note 

meant more. It meant an oppor

tun ity to kiss Hank, to te l l  h i m  with 

a private smi le:  "You're a charm i ng 

l iar !"  The chi ldren wanted to know, 

"What's so fun ny, Mom?" but I 

shooed them to the table where I 

served a shamelessly fatten ing d i n

ner and chocolate cake for dessert 
with "I Love You" on the ic ing. 
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The chi ldren- 13-yea r-old Chris

t ine and 1 1-yea r-old Matthew

compared second portions of cake, 

cru m b  for crumb, whi le Hank and 

I sat back quietly. Our si lence was 

satisfied and comfortable.  It  bou nd 

us i n  marriage, procla i m i ng loudly 

that we were tied , through sickness 

and hea lth ,  through our happi ness 

and our u n happi ness, unt i l  death 

do us part. 

Last year there were no roses, 

no loving i nsults .  Hank and I were 

in such a state of mutual bitterness 

that the word "divorce" was out i n  

the open.  For a ca lendar year we 

had l i ved i n  a house without the 

easy affection,  fa m i l i a r  banter and 

good man ners that were the per

sona l i ty traits of our marriage .  We 

l ived without the notes we'd often 

write to each other, without the 

private jokes and the sma l l  cere

mon ies of giving-whether it was 

a gross of book matches for Hank 

to keep h is  p ipe goi ng or a wi ld  fur 

hat he brought home beca use he 

thought I 'd have the nerve to wear 

it. We were not friends. We were 

not lovers. We were not even to

gether as parents. That year we 

l ived i n  two isolations-two private 

he l ls, bridged only by h u rtfu l ,  cha

otic, frightened words. 

"What actua l ly  happe ned during 

this ti me?" you may ask. The a n

swer is :  "Al most noth ing."  Neither 

of us d ra n k  or took drugs. Neither 

of us, to the best of my knowl

edge, comm itted adultery-except 

in recri m i natory daydreams. Nei

ther physica l ly abused the other. 

Once Hank d i d  th reaten to hit me 

if I sa id aga i n  that he was behav i ng 

l i ke a sma l l  boy. But a stage d i 

rector wou ld find scant material 

for visible dramatic action i n  the 

slammed doors, shouts and h u rtful 

threats of "wa l ki ng out." 

Hank and I conti n ued to share · 

the same bed a nd boa rd-l itera l ly  

-a nd the omni present j uggl i ng of 

financial i ncome and outgo. Out

wa rd ly we were motherly and fa

therly to our ch i ldren and friendly 

to our friends. But nothing was the 

sa me, even if it looked the sa me. 

The wi l l  to please, to give to each 

other, was m issing. 

It  i s  over now, and I ca n look 

back on that year and see that mar

riage, l i ke the good earth, may have 

its years of bou nty and years of 

fa i l u re.  A marriage-if it was a 

marriage-can survive a bad year 

a nd go on to be a ma rriage. I am 

no expert. I do not presume to offer 

advice. I ca n give a n  honest ac

count, however, of my experience 

and the insights it has brought

add i ng only one more pa rtia l  an

swer to the endless riddle of mar-



riage. If I am to be forth right, I 

m ust be a nonymous. Eve Forsythe 

is a pen name. 

In the August it  a l l  bega n,  both 

chi ldren were away at ca mp. It was 

the fi rst time in 12 years we'd had 

the house to ourselves, and we 

cou ld hear-perhaps too clear ly

what each of us d id ,  and d i d  not, 

say. Hank showed signs of getting 

moody and be ing a nnoyed with me. 

I figured it  wou l d  pass, however. It 

always had. Before goi ng to bed I 'd  

pour  myse lf a glass of mi lk  and 

Ha n k  would  say:  "You did n't ask 

me if  I wa nted a nyth ing." I 'd  make 

a date with our oldest friends and 

he'd say: "You d idn't consu lt  me.  

I won't go. "  

I operated on o ld habits and o l d  

assum ptions, and wou l d  reply with 

my resentfu l fee l i ngs wel l  h idden:  

"Te l l  me what you wa nt. I ' l l  get it ." 

Or: "The date's j ust for a movie 

with the Gordons. You a lways want 

to go with the Gordons." 

I reca l l  joki ng, "Hey, that's the 

fourth nasty crack at me ton ight. 

You're rea l ly on a tea r. Are you 

th inking of trad ing me i n?" 

From the way he shrugged, shut

t ing out my offer of friend l i ness, I 

knew his  humor was sti l l  on the 

downside. I used the s implest de

vice any woman knows-let h i m  

a lone. 

But by mid-September I knew 

this was no "mood" on Hank's  

part. He had dec lared a u n i lateral 

war agai nst me. The attacking 

words were "selfish," "aggressive."  

I closed my mouth over coun

terattacking words: "bul ly," "un

reasonable," "wea k."  I defended 

myself only with "I do my best," 

"the way I am . . . .  " 

The changes were sudden and 

countless. Hank-notably easy

going and good-humored i n  the 

everyday busi ness of l ife-now 

stormed over a hole in h i s  socks, 

the teen-age state of Chris's ha i r, 

or a new d i sh I 'd serve for d i n ner 

that he did n't l i ke .  When we left 

friends after an even ing of l ive ly 

give-and-take, he'd com plain that 

I had "contradicted" h i m ,  " i nter

rupted" h i m .  He doled out the 

house money grudgi ngly, making 

me feel that I was receiving the 

down payment on a m i n k  coat 

rather than the price of a basketfu l 

of groceries at the superma rket. 

He was, by turns, bruta l ly  i m

patient a nd dangerously i ndu lgent 

with the c h i l d re n-fiercely i nd ig

nant if I took issue with h i m  by so 

m uch as an eyebrow. He was hard ly  

c iv i l  to  my parents. Their  very pres

e nce seemed to i nfuriate h i m .  

My drug was withdrawa l .  I bur

rowed deeper and deeper i nto my

self. At breakfast t ime I wou ld 

come down ea rl ier than usua l .  I 

needed time to get hold of myself 

before everyone came i nto the 

kitchen. I would  say, "Good morn

i ng" to Hank out of habit. He might 

say a "good morni ng" more ch i l l i ng 

than no reply at a l l .  He was no 

longer my si lent al ly as I d ispensed 

morn i ng law and order to the c h i l

d ren.  I emptied the d ishwasher, 

wi ped stray coffee grounds out of 

the s ink, poured myself a th i rd cup 

of coffee-a l l  with my back to 

Hank as he ate, read the sports 

and financia l pages and occasion

a l ly a rbitrated between Chris and 

Matthew. I avoided fac ing Hank 

and a possible fresh expression of 

a nger, but the a nger was in the 

kitchen nonetheless ( m i ne as wel l  

a s  his) . Not even the red card i na ls  

flashing by the kitchen wi ndow i n  

search o f  the ir  customary handout 

cou l d  distract me from my tota l 

preoccu pation with u n happi ness. 

There were no good-by kisses-not 

even those perfunctory morn i ng 

ki sses that had a lways rem i nded 

me of l u kewarm breakfast toast. 

At d i n nerti me we were captive 

to our custom of a le isure ly  f u l l 

course mea l .  W e  exchanged bits of 

news a nd fa m i ly busi ness-but the 

matters between us were matters 

of fact, and ma rked ly forced.  The 

u n natural stra i n  made us short

tempe red with Chris and Matthew 

with the i r  usual verbal extrava

gances and bickering. But once we 

had squelched them , we were left 

with a wooden s i lence-face to 

face, i nescapably under the eyes of 

the chi ldre n .  It  d id not help to know 

that Chris,  with her sensitive emo

tional a nten nae, soon ca ught on. 

One n ight shortly after her return 

from cam p  she looked up.  

"Hey, what's happened to th i s  

house?" s h e  asked. " It's not the 

same fam i ly I left." 

In the late eveni ngs when the 

ch i ldren had gone to bed ,  Hank 

wanted to "d iscuss" the problem. 

The wa rm pool s  of l ight fel l  on the 

pol ished woods, the moss-green 

carpets, the shelves of books and 

ornaments-a l l  i ronic rem i nders of  

the mutual thought we'd put  i nto 

our house, of eve n i ngs we'd spent 

comfortably together in this l iving 

room with Hank working at his 

chess (Continued on page 94) 

It had been 
a reasonably 
good marriage 
for thirteen 
years-and then 
suddenly it wasn't. 
Neither of them 
knew why 
it had changed, 
but each knew 
that it was 
unbearable 





Back-to-school 
classics 

The clothes seen here and 
on the following pages 
are new editions 
of perennially popular 
children's classics
comfortable sweaters and 
jumpers, casual shirts 
and slacks, rugged outdoor 
gear. They are all 
brought up to date with 
easy-care fabrics that 
resist soil and wrinkling 
and are completely 
washable. They can, of 
course, go anywhere, 
even into that special 
wonderland that 
only a child can find. 

A visit to 
Sleeping Beauty: 
Elast icized blousou -ju lliJICI', worn with 

a cotton-J..:n i t  t u r t leneck s1realcr, i.• a 
1naclt ine-1cashablc J. 1'. S t e rcus j'abric 

of Orion IW£1 l'i.«•o,,e ra!Jon lil a l look.• likc 

wool. By Rob e1·t Lore for .Joseph f,o ,·e, 

sizes 7-U, about $ 1 1 ;  3-GX, about $9. 

Bo.t-plcatetl .i u m per in Milliken '·• 

wash able wool-11,1Jl011 lias !lroppecl 

waistli11e circled ll' ilh a self-bell ; tile 

st riped, l u r l leueck sll'ratrr is Orion. 

By Paucloro. ]{u it //'ear, sizes .1-6X. 
Ju m11er, a bo u t  $ 7 ;  sll'ealcr, about $5. 

Three washable sCJJOratr., lila! ,(fo 

together : tapered cot lou -I'OI'lluroy 

slacks, t/.11 Orlon- lt'ool k n i t  Jlllllorer 

ancl a cot tmH·orllnro!J sh irt 

that clo u bles here as a jal'l.·rt . By 

Healtli-Te.c. Pan ts ancl JJUllorer 

in sizes 3-8, conlu ro!J shirt 

in sizes 4-8 ; each, abou t $3. 
Two-piece dress in Cro m J'Ion 's 

corduroy : tile orcrblousr is ,�tokcr7, 

11leatecl ancl b a u llrd at tile ll'aisl ; tile 

ski·rt is kick·Jlleated all nroullll. Til e 

turtlen ee'k shi1·t, ·i11 a WOI'Cn-in floral 

clesi,q11, is colton ku i l . By A ll T i m e  

To,qs. Sizes 3-6X, a b o u t  $8 for tile 

dress, a b o u t  $3 for the ,,h irl.  I n  sizes 

7-14 : drcs.<, a b o u t  $!1 : sil i r l ,  about  $.f. 
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With 
Gulliver in 
Lilli put : 
Two-in-one : a cotton-poplin 

m·incoat, Fasco·t-trent B<! 

for water rezte!lency, ltas a 

quilteil nylon zip-out 

jacket (with r·ibbeil cotton 

cuff.� and stanil-11p collar) 

that also set·ves as a lining 

and i.� rei'Crsible. 

By Dolphin Ra·imvear, 

sizes 7-14, 3-6X, about $18. 

Hoo1led parka in wide-wale 

corrluroy by Cone Mills 

is !i11ed with Vycron-backea 

nylon, ji1rishell with bmid 

an<! peg bt1ttous. The 

black ski slacks m·e wash

mid-wear, water-

repellell t ..t1·etch nylon. 

By Oxford Boy 's 11'ear, 

,¥ize.¥ 3-7. Parka, 

about $13; slacks, about $7. 

Soft ana {11 rry coat of 

white Orion pUc by Malden 

i.� r1rcs.�erl np witlt 

coltmt-!cather b u ttons ana 

trim. By Town g. Country, 

.�izes 3-6X, about $.?8; 

-�izcs 7-U, about $35. 

Two-way-stretch-nylon 

lmni1tated .mow.�uit has 

emb roillcred jacket that 

zizts 11p tit e [ron t to a 

-�1111{) ribbed turtle11 eck, is 
li11 eel with ?'ell 0 r!on acrylic 

pile. Snowsnit by Kute 

Kiddies, sizes 3-6X, 

ab011t $.?5 ; sizes :J-4X, 
about $.?1.  White Or!on-knit 

stocking cap by Schwartz 

and Lieberman, Inc. 

Double-breasted coat in 

water-repellent cotton 

suede fronl IIollancl has 

white A.crUan acrylic-pile 

cuffs, collc&r ana lining; 

n1atching beret. By 

Town g. Country . Sizes 

3-6X, about $J3, inchtaing 

beret. Sizes 7-U, about 

$.!6; beret, about $3. 







In 
Wonderland 
with 
Alice : 
Princess-style ju?llper in 

Wellgmoor 's waRIIable 

wool-nylon is worn with 

1·ouncl-collm·ed Dacron 

and eotton 11iquf blou.•r. 

Jumper by A ll Time To,q.Y, 

sizes 9-6X, about $8 ; 

in sizes 7- 14, abo·ut $9. 

Blouse by Shi.p 'n Shore, 

sizes 9-6X, about $9; 

sizes 7-U, about $3.50. 

Eton-jarkrl suit ·i.� I'Ofton 

kn'it lined witll rotlon and 

paired here with a mrn '·' 

classic : a whi te, co meed

cotton oxford sll·irt with 

b u tton-dow11 1•ollar, long 

sleere.• 1t111l b u t ton cuffs. 

Tile su·it, by Elega n t  

Heir, sizes 9-7, a b o u t  $ 1 1 ;  

sizes 2-4, about $10. 

Shirt by Rob Roy, .•ize.� 
9-7, abmtt $3.50. 

Straight-from-the-shoulder 

checked dre.Ys sllow.y off 
contrasting solicl ua 11y nt 

collar mlll sleeres, again 

in tile cleep in /lCrted 

pleats. The Dan Rirer 

{ab1·ic, a wa.•h-ancl-wear 

cotton·a!l(l-1·ayon 111 i.rt ure, 

has a sli.,qht stub, 

re.Yist.Y wr·inkli11,q. 
By Kate Greenaway, 

sizes 9-6X, about 

$5. ln sizes 7-14, llbout $6. 

Short-pan ts o nemll tlwt 

fastens at the .•llonlclr1· is 

a Cone Mills ' Vycron-rayon· 
acetate blend; tile wh ile 

sh·irt is Dacron and cotton, 

piped at tile collar to 

car·ry out tile nary-mul-1·rd 

color schem e. By Men·.11 

Mites. O nerall, size.• .7-6X 
and 2-4, about $7 ; .<llirt, 

sizes 9-6X and .!-4, about $5. 

PHOTOGRAPHS BY HORN/GRINER 

ALL LEOTARDS BY DANS KIN INC. 

ALL K N E E  SOCKS BY BON N I E  OOON 

ALL GLOVES BY NOLAN 

ALL BOOTS BY B . F. GOODRICH 

ALL SHOES BY YOUNG TIMER SHOE CO. 

MOST OF THE CLOTHES MAY B E  SEEN 

I<T BLOOMINGDALE'S, NEW YORK. 

FOR OHlER STORES, SEE PAGE 9?. 



ICED 
ASPARAGUS SOUP 

F O R  

AN APPETIZER 
BEFORE YOUR D INNER 

F R I D A Y  D I N N E R  
*Jellied Borsch 

*Stuffed Flounder 
*Cheese-Baked T omotoes 

Baked Potatoes 
Hearts of Lettuce With 

*Gorden Dressing 
*Poached Peaches 

Cookies 
Coffee Milk 

• *--+-
CIIr.ktail Sh('IT)', 

�lightly rhillt•d 

S A T U R D A Y  B R E A K F A S T  
Melon Wedges 

*Shirred Eggs With Bacon 
*Blueberry Muffins 

Sutter 
Coffee Milk 

S A T U R D A Y  L U N C H E O N  
*Neapolitan Salad Loaf 

*Lemon French Bread 
Blueberries With Cream 

Poundcoke 
Iced Teo Milk 

.. . . .. . .. . . . . .. .. .. .. . .. .  

Enjoy with Dlnnt'r 

11 g/a .. of 
ROSE 



Crunc:hy S�.LJar-Nut ToppiiiC 

BREAKFAST 
SPECIAL 

Shir.-d f.�K' " ilh ""•"n 

lhi.;ttl IQ ordt"r 

Fr ... h Ulutlwrry \luffint. 
c:,.rr,., 

book's guide to m aking yQur weekend as 

pleasant as your guests' starts here with plan-ahead menus, 

and continues on page 74 with recipes that will mak� 

carefree entertaining a specialty of your house 

S A T U R D A Y D I N N E R  
*Cran berry-Apple Sherbet 

*Chicken Breasts in  Wine 
*T omato-limas 

Corn on the Cob 
Celery Olives Radishes 
*Peca n Pie Coffee Milk 

S U N D A Y  B R U N C H 
Orange Juice 

Sliced Bananas 
Cold Cerea l  With Cream 

*Creamed Eggs on Corn Bread 
Grilled H a m  

*Ora nge Coffeeca ke 
Coffee Milk 

S U N D A Y  D I N N E R  
*Iced Asparagus Soup 

*Beef Roulades 
*Peas and Celery in  Toast Baskets 
Tossed Salad French Dressing 

*Meringue G la ce 
Coffee · Milk 

•RECIPES GIVEN 

�QQQQQQQQQQ, I A rool fint CNrW  

Jellied 
Borsch 

Subtly flavored with horse-radleh 1 
������������ 

Creamed [Us on Com 8tucl 
Farm-fresh ew, . 

hard ·cooked a11d quartered. 
in l cre.1my mu,tuoom sauce, 

served 
on golden squares of corn brea.d . 

. .. + ..................... -I 
(' Exciting tWiNE SPECIAL 

a c.aufe of 
autorn .l\h\no Wtno 

uur�und)' 

Surn,l•nt fwlt..d FUiell 
Stuli'OJI! •nth Spmath, llaked in 
MUA!u<JOJn u<-e,Sorved wilb 

C'-·Raked Tomato 
& &ked Polito 



Apricot parfait 

COOL DESSERTS, cool to make, cool to serve, cool to eat, begin on page 87. They 
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Coeur a la creme 

require no cooking, look wonderfully refreshing and taste as good as they look - cool 

PHOTOGJtAPM S V  B E R N A R D  G R A Y  



WEEKEND MENUS l 'o n t i u 11ul fmm 111ff/' 7 J  

Our nH•nns on J lH .!.:<'S 70-71. an<l the 
rP<·i J lPS hPIOI\' \\'PI'<' d<•sig·nP<l for a 
\\'!'PkPI I < l  o[ <·a rpfrPP, k i t <·h!'ll- fi'<'P C'll
tPrta i n i ng. H,v using t h<•m as dirPdPd 
,\'Oil !'ll l l  haY!' llll l< 'l r  o [  OH• \\'!'Pk<'!Hl 
<·ook ing ttH'kPd a\\·ay i l l  t JH• frPPZPr Ol' 
rPI'rig<•rator h�· t h P  t i nu• .\'!ll l r  gtwsts 
anin• on Friday a f't.Prnoon. 

\Vp haw irH·I ;Hlrd a ful l \\'P!'kPri<l of 
nwnns, from Friday to �nnday d i n
nrr; hut. in< l ivid11a l mrnns a n < l re<·i prs 
a rc adn ptahlc to any <·ntPrta i u i ng 
sdr!'dulP. Hri<'<·t thPm as yonr p i a u:; 
r<''lui r<'. ThPn dH•<'k a l l  ueccssary i n
gr<'di!'uts mHl makP a shopp ing l ist of 
stapl<' and/or storable items that <·an 
he bought early i n t he \\'<'ek, or before. 
Be sure to i l \(·hulc t he i ugre<l iPnts for 
the reeipes you \\· i l l  be pr<'par i ng 
a.h<•a<l .  Make mwthPr shopping l ist of 
J l<'rishahl<' it.!'ms, stl<'h as ;;a la < l  greens 
II I I < l m<•ats, t I rat shonl<l he honght later 
- i n  t h is l'ase, on Thnrs<la�·· 

To IH'Ppare mnn,v of t he recipes 
a.lr!'ad o[ t i me, folio\\' the sdl<'<lnlc 
sngg-PstP<l \\' i th  ('H<'h orw. Early in the 
\\'l'<'k, for instan<·<', < 'Ook an<l fre!'zc t he 
BP<'f Honla<lcs (s<'rn•d fur S tuHlay 
d inrwr ) .  On Thnrsda.v, prepare arul 
r<'f'rig-<•ra.t.e some of tlw Friday di mwr 
mPn n ;  Friday morni ng, complrt.c t he 
]H'<'parations fur t hat  cwni ng a n<l get 
n lr<'IH! start on t he Satur<lay m<'als. 
'l'lwre \\' i l l  he some work at  serYi ng
tinw-nnmol<l ing t il<' s11 lad, un<·orki ng
the \\'ill<'. Hut you'l l lta \·e t ime for 
t.l r is minimal  prPparation 1111£1 t i me fur 
yon r gnpsfs. 

T h i n k  ahPa<l to \\'l r< ' l'c a nti ho\1' YOH 
wi l l  he s<'rYi ng- <'IH·h m<'al.  He �nn• 
that CYrryt h i ng .von \\' i l l  be ll<'<'ding
for prepa ration nnd sen·ing is rra<ly 
f'or liS<'. Polish<•tl si i Y<'r, spa rk l i ng
glass\\·are a r i < l  < · I r ina an<l frPshly 
iron<'d l i rH•ns add the fi nal tum·h lo 
�rnt·it,ll:-i t'ltt('l'ta i lt i l t tr  

�-HI·:Lf:X �[n.r.s 

FRIDAY DINNER 

J ELLIED BORSCH 
2 1-pound cans julienne beets 
1 envelope unflavored gelatine 
2 cans condensed beef consomme 
1 teaspoon instant minced onion 
2 tablespoons lemon juice 
2 teaspoons prepared horse-radish 

Ph cups commercial sour cream 
Dra in beets, resening- juirc. Soft en 
gelati!IP in 1 <·up of the be<'t jui<"c in 
a sau<·<'pall .  Pl:we oYer lo\\' heat, st i r
r·i l lg- <'Ollstn ntly, unt i l  g-Pi a t i lle is dis
solYc<l. A dd !'Onsomm<\ onion a n < l  
kmon jui<·<•; <"hi l l  unt i l  t he �:onsisteru·y 
of uHh<•aten Pgg whitPs. �I. ix the 
l rorsC'-ra<l islt a 11d 1 <·np of the sour 
H!'a m ;  st i r  i n  the remai ning beet 
jni<'P. Gradual ly stir t.hc sour rremn 
mixhtr<' i nto the <·o11sommc m ixhtrc. 
Fol<l in the draiHc<l beets allll �:hil l  at 
l!'ast :1 to ± hours, or long-er, unt il 
tit!' soup is sl ightly .i<•l l ic<l. Ser\'c 
gnrnishP<l w i t h  the r<'maining 1h cup 
sour <'l'<'am. �PrV<'S 8. 
Prepare Thursday and refrigerate. 
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STUFFED FLOUNDER 
2 1 1 -ounce packages frozen 

chopped spinach 
2 tablespoons instant minced onion 

1,4 cup fine dry seasoned bread 
crumbs 

V2 teaspoon salt 
Few grains pepper 

*3 pounds fresh OR frozen 
flounder fillets 

2 tablespoons vegetable oil 
1 teaspoon bottled brown 

bouquet sauce 
1 tablespoon cornstarch 
1 6-ounce can sliced broiled 

mushrooms 
2 tablespoons chopped parsley 

Cook spiHa<·h ar<"ordi llg to parkag-c 
directions ; add o11 ion to spin:H·h \\'l r i lc 
it is <·ooki 11g· ; dra i n  "·pJ J . Toss to
gether spiruwh, hn•:Hl <·rnmhs, sal t  
a nd pepper. D ry fish f i i iPts wel l .  
Pla<·e a spoo11fnl of  t h e  spi nadr mix
t ure i n  <·PfltPr of <'ll<'h ;  rol l  np and 
seeure with a toothpi<·k. Pla<"c fish 
rolls i n  a shallow baking- < l is l r .  l\[ i x  
o i l  a n d  honquet sau<·e a n d  brush over 
t he stuffed f i l lets. Put <'omstarch i n  
a smal l  saucepan a n<l gra<lually stir 
in umlra i 11ed mush rooms. Cook o\·er 
lo\\' heat, st i rriug •·onstantly, u n t i l  
th iekened. Pour mush room smwc 
n ronnd fish. S prinkle with parsl<'y. 
Hcfrigerate unt i l  r!'ady to hHkP. 1 [eat  
o\'en to 3!i0 ° F. ( modPra te ) .  Bake 
fish .J.O to 45 m i n ut<'s, or u n t i l  fork
tPnrkr. Ren·<'s 8. 
" I f  fmr.<•n fi l l !'ts a re nsc<l , df'frost 
thPm <"Olll] ll<'tel�' and <l ry t h oronghly 
hPt:ore nsing-. 
Prepare Friday morning and refriger
ate u nt i l  ready to bake. 

_ _  :;r ��J 

CHEESE-BAKED TOMATOES 
8 medium-sized tomatoes 

3,4 cup crushed shredded wheat 
wafers 

V3 cup coarsely grated Cheddar 
cheese 

1,4 cup melted butter OR margarine 
1 tablespoon cut chives 

] [paf' ov<' l l  to :-100° F. ( mO<l<'mte ) .  
\Vash tomators a n < l  rPmo\'C st<•ms. 
C 'u t. a sl i<"e from the top of cadr 
tomato. Toss t ogd hPr <' l'll<"ker <·rumhs, 
!'it<'PsP, hnttPr a n d  t·hi n•s ; nwurlll o n  
t o p  o t :  tomatoPs. PlH<·<' i n  haki1 1g dish 
an<l  add 1.4 inch ,,·at <'r t o  bottom 
of < l ish. Bake 3:i to ±0 m i nutes, or 
unt i l  tomatoes a rc hot a n< l  <"rHmhs 
a re l ightly bro\\'nerl. SPt'\'<'S 8. 
Prepare Friday morning and refriger· 
ate until  ready to bake. 

GARDEN DRESSING 
% cup mayonnaise OR salad dressing 

2 teaspoons anchovy paste 
% cup commercial sour cre!lm 
% cup chili sauce 
% clove garlic, minced 
3,4 cup finely chopped cucumber 

Hl<•rul together mayonnaise aml an
drm-_v paste. Fold in the remain ing 

i ngTPtliPHts. C h i l l .  �('1'\'P on Wt'd.!.!'t's 
o l' IPthu·<' . .\ l n k<•s about � ��� <·ups. 
Prepare early i n  the week and re· 
frigerate. 

POACHED PEACHES 
2% cups water 

% cup sugar 
% cup orange marmalade 

Few grains salt 
8 small peaches, about 3 pounds 

% cup Cointreau 
l\[ix ,,·at<'r, sug-ar, orang-e ma rma lad<' 
mul sa lt. in saU<'<' JHl ll. Pla<·e m·pr lo\\' 
hPat a n d  <·ook unti l  suga r is dissnlYPd. 
Co\'<'1' pPadrP:; \\' i th  boi l ing- watt'!'. 
Let stand 2 m inutes. D rn i n  and t·o\'Pr 
\\·i t h  Pnl < l  \\'ater. HPmove skins 11 1 1 < l  
tnt p<'a<·lws i n  h a l f; l'<'lllo\·e pits. 
Phu·c in syrup m i xture i n  satu·Ppa n.  
S imm!'r ] 0 m i n ntPs, hasting [)('lt <·lr<'s 
o<·casiona lly with ��Tnp. HPmo\'<' 
pelwhPs a n d  hoi! syrup unt i l  mixt tm• 
i s  rcdneP<l t o  1 '.4 <·np�. Rt ir  in  Coin
treau ami <·ool slightly. Pln!·e p<':l<'lr<'s 
i n  j a rs a n d  cm·pr \\·i t  h s�rmp. Co\'Pr 
and store in rl't'rigeratur. S<'rn·� 8. 
Prepare and refrigerate on Thursday. 

SATURDAY BREAKFAST 

SHIRRED EGGS WITH BACON 
16 slices bacon 
V3 cup fine dry bread crumbs 
1,4 cup grated Parmesan cheese 
8 to 10 eggs 

% cup heavy cream 
Salt, pepper and paprika 

Heat O\'<'H to 400° F. ( modPratPI,Y 
hut ) .  Pla!'c ha<·on in sl ig-htly on•r
la pping rows on a <·ak<' nu·k ,,· i t l r  t i l<' 
fat. e<lg"I'S 0\'PrJap ping t JrP !PHil  Pdg'PS. 
Pla<·e nwk i n  a Hat baking· pan or 
hroilPr pan ;  hake ]0 minnf<•s. \\' l r i l< •  
ba<'oll i �  eooking-, hntter a 2-qnart 
shallo\\' haking- dish gcru•rously. .\I i x  
hrea< l  <·rnmhs m u l  < · i rPPse t og-Pt lu•r;  
prPss UY<'r hottom and sid<'s o l' dish. 
Hn•ak eg).,'l; one at a. t inw i n t o  a <·ns
t a n l  !'II]J an<J <'IU'Pfltlly pi:l<'e <'Y<'lli,Y 
o\·<'r hot.tom o[ di�h. Pour <·n•a 1 1 1  
a ronru l  <'g'g" yolks. H prinkl<• ,,· i t l r  salt , 
peppPr and paprika. HPdl l<'<' m·<·n 
t<'lnl )('rntnre to :l:i0° 1-'. ( mod<•rnt<' ) .  
Hake eg-g-s 11 1 1 < !  ha<·on for ahont l !i  t o  
2 0  minntPs, or nnt i l  h11<'on is <·risp 
an<l eg'l,,'l; a rc .inst sd. HPn·<·s 8. 
Prepare just before serving. 

BLUEBERRY MUFFINS 
2 cups sifted all-purpose flour 
3 teaspoons baking powder 
3 tablespoons sugar 
1 teaspoon salt 
1 egg, slightly beaten 
1 cup milk 

1,4 cup vegetable oil 
1 cup fresh blueberries 

Heat. O\"('ll to 400 ° F. ( mo<lPrntPly 
hot ) .  S i ft flour, hak i ng- po\\'dPr, 
sng-ar and sal t  i n t o  a hu,,·J .  Comhin<' 
egg, m i l k  mul oi l ;  ponr i nto flour 
mixture a ntl stir jnst <'llongh to mois
ten flour. Fold i n  hlnehPrri<'�. F i l l  
\\'Pl l-gTease<l 2 \.<'!- i n..J r mntlin pans % 
fnll w it h  hatter. Hake 20 t o  2!) min
utes. .\l. akPs ahout. 12 rnntlins. 
Make muffins early i n  the week. Wrap 
a nd freeze. Remove from freezer and 
place i n  refrigerator on Friday night. 
Wrap loosely i n  foi l  a nd heat i n  mod
erate oven (350° F.) 1 0  to 15 m i nutes. 
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One of the nicest things about children 
is that they believe, at least for a while, 
that their parents know everything. As 
a result, a child takes it for granted that 
on request his mother or father can do 
such things as catch a fish, fly a kite, 
hit a baseball or ride a bike-and what 
is more, can show him how. 

Alas, this isn't always the case. 
Often a parent hasn't caught a fish or 
flown a kite or ridden a bike since he 
was a child, and. has forgotten much of . 
what he once did know. · 

Usually these obstacles don't keep a 
mother or father from trying, however, 
nor should they. But since they do 
tend to complicate things, before plung
ing in, it is wise to refresh your memory · 
and revive your skills. 

This brief guide will reintroduce you 
to some of the pleasures of childhood, 
and it will help you to help your child 
find his way among them. 

-�-
COPYRIGHT @ 1964 BY ALVIN SCHWARTZ. FROM THE BOOK • ·FUN FOR CHILDREN-AND PARENTS,· • BY ALVIN SCHWARTZ, TO BE PUBLISHED NEXT YEAR BY THE MACMILLAN COMPAI':'f 
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KITEJ 
One of the things children like about 
kites, along with flying them, is their 
history : the fact that early airplanes 
were really box kites with motors ; that 
kites have been used to carry cables in 
bridge construction ; that there is an old 
Chinese holiday just for kite flying ; that 
the kite is named after a bird that 
makes its nest of the string, rags and 
sticks most kites are made of. 

Something else they enjoy is helping 
to build kites, an easy project that has 
all kinds of possibilities, starting with 
simple square kites and proceeding any
where your imagination takes you. One 
friend of ours constructs kites in the 
shapes of people, airP,lanes and boats. 

Let's discuss first how to make a 
simple kite, then how to get a kite off 
the ground and finally how to bring it 
down. 

NOW TO 
M�KE � KITE 
TWO-STICK SQUARE KITE : No matter 
what the size, you'll need two strips of 
wood of the same length for the frame. 
A lightweight wood such as pine, spruce 
or split bamboo is best. For kites more 
than three feet in length, use wood 
three-eighths of an inch wide. For 
smaller kites, use quarter-inch wood. 
First, notch both ends of each piece to 
a depth of about a quarter of an inch. 
Next, find the center of each piece, 
position the two at right angles and 
glue. When the glue is dry, lash the 
pieces ·together with fishing line or 
heavy thread and spread a thin coat of 
glue over the lashing. (Don't fasten 
with nails, tacks or staples, since they 
add weight and weaken the wood.) 
Then string lightweight cord or fishing 
line through the notches so that the 
resulting frame is taut. 

Newspapers make a good cover for 
small kites, and heaVy brown wrapping 
paper or other paper of the same weight 
works well for large ones. If the paper 
is wrinkled, it should be ironed. Next, 
outline the frame on the paper, leaving 
an extra inch all the way around. If 
the cover is to be decorated, this is the 
time to do it. Use crayon or water 
colors or glue on cutouts. Then glue 
the cover to the frame (but not to the 
supports), folding the extra inch 
around the string but leaving room for 
the crosspieces to protrude. The cover 
should be tight and flat. After it is in 
place, apply a light coating of shellac 
or dope. 

The kite's controls are the bridle, 
which is used for steering, and the tail, 
which helps keep the kite upright. For 
the bridle, use two lengths of string, 
each about a quarter again as long as 
ILLUSTRATED 8Y JOHN ALCORN 

one of the supports. One piece is fas
tened to the horizontal support just a 
few inches from each end and the other 
is attached in the same way to the ver
tical support. The flying line, for which 
you'll need at least 250 feet of wrapping 
twine, is fastened where the bridle meets. 
For the tail, start with about 1 5  feet 
of string, or more if the kite is a large 
one. Attach strips of rag at one- or 
two-foot intervals, then fasten the tail 
at a point three or four itiches above 
the base of the kite. Determining just 
how much tail is needed is a matter of 
trial and error. If the kite dives, ·haul it 
in and add more. When the tail is right, 
the kite will remain on an even keel. 
TWO-STICK T KITE: This type also re
quires two crosspieces of equal length. 
However, the horizontal support is po
sitioned a fifth to a quarter of the way 
from the top of the vertical piece. 
Otherwise the kite is assembled as de
scribed above. 
THREE-STICK KITE: The one illustrated 
is a hexagon . that requires three sticks 
of equal length. First fashion an X 
and then position the remaining support 
horizontally where the X crosses. The 
bridle requires three pieces of string, 
but otherwise is assembled and installed 
as described in the section on two-stic� 
square kites. To attach the tail, fasten 
equal lengths of string to the lower ends 
of the X, tie them together and fasten 
the tail to the resulting loop. 
A VERY. SMALL KITE : On the island of 
Tortola, in the British Virgin Islands, 
homemade kites the size of handkerchiefs 
are the thing. For such a kite, use a 
cover of tissue paper and a frame with 
crosspieces as light as you can find but 
no larger than one-eighth of an inch in 
width. Glue the supports but don't 
lash them. The kite should be flown 
with heavy thread or the lightest-weight 
fishing line. 

: 
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MOW TO 
FLT � KITE 
Kite flying is fun only i f  you can get 
your kite off the ground and keep it fly
ing, arid often a great deal of effort is 
expended without such a result. Thus, 
this advice from

. 
a wide variety of 

sources : 
Wait for ·a day with a breeze that is 

reasonably steady rather than gusty, 
and that is strong enough to produce 
movement in larger trees. Select an 
open place with as few trees, wires and 
houses as possible. 

If you have a youngster with you 
who is old enough to help, have him 
face into the wind and hold the kite 
aloft. Pay out about 100 feet of line. 
Hold the line taut until you feel the 
wind on the kite. Then have the child 
let go, and you run into the wind as 
fast as you can. The next time, you 
hold the kite and have your child 
launch it. If you are with a child too 
young to help, face into the wind, toss 
the kite into the air behind you and run 
straight ahead. Or place a stick in the 
ground and lean the kite against it. 
Then back into the wind, unreeling 
about 50 yards of line, pull vigorously 
and run. 

Once the kite is aloft, provide a mini
mum of line, since too much will keep 
it from rising as high as it might. If 
you want a kite to go higher, move the 
line pendulum fashion in swinging 
strokes. If the kite dives suddenly, extra 
line often will help to right it. If this 
doesn't work, or if the kite behaves 
strangely in other ways, the supports 
may not be properly aligned or the tail 
may be too short. 

To bring the kite down, reel it in 
until it is about 20 feet from the 
ground ; then · teed it extra line and it 
will settle gently. 

ti�Z�RDJ 
Flying a kite can be dangerous if simple 
precautions are not taken. Thus, don't 
use metal or wire for the frame or the 
line, since such materials conduct and 
transmit electricity. Don't fly a kite in 
wet weather. When Benjamin Franklin 
flew his in an electrical storm he was 
courting electrocution, even though he 
didn't hold the wet line but a ribbon 
attached to it. Don't fly kites in heavy 
traffic areas or from rooftops. In one 
case you risk being hit by a car ; in the 
other you risk a fall. If a kite becomes 
caught in high-tension wires, leave it 
where it is and get another one. When 
flying large kites, wear gloves to avoid 
burns that may result if the string 
should run through your hands too 
rapidly. 



BIKU �ND 
T�IKES 
Of the 30 children who live on our 
street, 28 are on wheels and the other 
two soon will be. In most respects this 
is an admirable state of affairs, but it is 
hardly an undiluted blessing. Indeed, 
with 30,000 collisions a year involving 
bicycles or tricycles and cars or trucks, 
it is of considerable importance to buy 
safe equipment, maintain it in safe con
dition and train your child to operate 
it safely. 

SPOKES. TiAhten 
twice a year. Check 
periodically 
for broken spokes. 

WHEELS. TiAhten 
wheel nut. Clean 
and oil sprockets · 

twice a year. 

COASTER BRAKE. 
Have adjusted at 
least once a year. 

BIKEJ 
A youngster is ready for a bicycle when 
he is old enough to ride one safely and 

. in accordance with traffic regulations. 
Usually children seven or eight years 
old manage very well. That younger 
children can is questionable. It is a lit
tle more complicated to buy a bike than 
to buy a trike, and considerably more 
expensive. For a satisfactory bike you 
can expect to pay from $35 to $60. 
There are three types : racers, which are 
built for speed and lack durability; the 
standard middleweight, which is fine for 
short junkets ; and the lightweight tour
ing model, which is practical for longer 
trips. For youngsters under 14, the 
Bicycle Institute of -America recom-

T�IKES 
For a trike to be safe it should be the 
right size and have a center of gravity 
low enough so that it cannot be tipped 
over easily. It also should have a loud 
bell. A trike is too small if a young
ster's knees come close to striking the 
handle bars. It is too large if he has 
to stretch his legs to reach the pedals. 
The following is suggested as a guide : 
ages two to three, 12-inch trike; three 
to five, 14-inch; four to seven, 16-i.ti.ch; 
five to eight, 20-inch. 

A good-quality trike probably will 
cost from $15 to $20 in a standard retail 

I 

outlet, perhaps somewhat less in a dis
count store. No matter what extras it 
comes with, a reasonably heavy frame 
is essential and a ball-bearing front 
wheel is highly desirable. 

When you equip your preschooler 
with a trike, the most important thing 
to remember is that, nice as he is, he 
isn't to be trusted. Trikes belong on a 
sidewalk close to home, not on the road. 
If there aren't sidewalks, there should 
be supervision. Racing other trikes and 
coasting down a driveway into the 
street are invitations to trouble. If a 
child is a passenger on a trike, he should 
place his hands on the driver's shoul
ders ; the driver should pedal slowly. 

���-- HANDLE GRIPS. 
Fasten with cement. 

CHAIN. Clean and oil 
a t  least once a year. 
Inspect periodically for 
broken links. Have 
adjusted annually. 

TIRES. Keep at 
required pressure. . .  
Inspect for stones and Arass. 

mends a middleweight. It does so on 
the grounds that · such a bike with
stands rough treatment the best and is 
equipped with a coaster brake, which, 
they believe, is less difficult for chil
dren to use than are hand brakes. 

Youngsters under five feet in height 
need a bike with a 19-inch frame. 
Those who are taller should have a 
21-inch frame. In -determining the ap
propriate wheel size use the following 
as a rule of thumb: ages five to eight, 
20-inch wheel diameter; eight to 11 ,  
24-inch; 11  and over, 26-inch. 

A bicycle is the right size and the 
seat is properly adjusted if the rider is 
able to extend his leg, with the knee 
slightly bent, to a fully depressed pedal. 
The· handle bars are properly adjusted 
if he has to lean forward to grasp them. 

A lot of the equipment that comes 
with a bike is icing and adds needless 
weight. But some things are needed 
for comfort, safety or convenience. 
Saddle: The lightweight kind is more 
satisfactory than the wide, springy type . 

Handle bars: These should be about 
the width of the rider's shoulders. If 
they are wider, they are difficult to con
trol. Avoid particularly the kind that 
looks like the horns on a full-grown 
steer. Stand: A kickstand is less ex
pensive than the motorcycle type and 
is as satisfactory. Signal: A warning 
signal is needed that is loud enough to 
attract attention and distinctive enough 
so that it isn't confused with an auto
mobile horn. For after dark: If a bike 
is to be used -at night, it should have a 
headlight that throws a white beam 500 
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feet, a red taillight that can be seen for -
300 feet and a two-inch reflector on its 
rear fender. Baskets: Among the most 
satisfactory are double baskets that are 
slung over the rear wheel. Repairs: 
A tool bag, tools and a patch kit may 
prove helpful, especially on long trips. 

Bicycle men strongly recommend that 
you buy a standard-brand bike and 
purchase it from ·a reputable dealer who 
not only sells bikes but also repairs 
them. If you decide to deal with a 
discount house, be sure to go armed 
with information on model numbers 
and standard prices. Also insist on a 
clearly stated guarantee. 

Occasionally there are good buys 
available in used trikes and bikes. To 
make sure that you get one, look for 
the following negatives : worn and bulg
ing tires, wobbly wheels, cracks or 
welded cracks in the frame, a loose fork, 
loose handle bars, pedals that do not 
move freely and worn brakes (which 
probably are present if it takes too 

�uch effort to stop). 

TE�Ct11NQ 
T 0\J� -Ct11LD 
TO �IDE. � 
I' IKE. 

As a first step, many parents buy train<
ing wheels. These convert a bike into 
a sort of chain-driven velocipede and 
have little influence in teaching a child 
to ride unaided. Should you install 
them, be slh'e the bike is used only in 
light-traffic areas and under supervision. 

When you are ready to teach your 
child to maneuver on two wheels with
out aids, take him to a sehool play
ground where you can concentrate on 
cycling and do not have to worry about 
cars. Keep each session short, and each 
time review what's already been cov
ered: 

1. Show your youngster how to oper
ate the brakes. 

2. Stand to the left of the bike, .even 
with the rear axle, making sure you are 
out of his line of vision. 

3. Place your right hand under the 
saddle to provide balance and to propel 
him forward. Don't touch the handle 
bars. 

4. As he moyes forward the child 
should look straight ahead and pedal 
vigorously. The most effective way to 
pedal is with the balls of the feet. The 
motion is forward, down and back. 

5. Once the child achieves balance, 
release him for brief solo runs. How
ever, remember he will need help with 
stopping. 

6. After he can pedal a straight line, 
help him learn how to tum. One way 
to do this is to have him extend a leg 

in the direction of the tum, using his 
heel as a pivot. 

7. In the event that he loses his 
balance, he should keep one hand on the 
handle bars and extend a leg and an 
arm in the direction of the fall. 

J�FETT. 
Something parents tend to forget is that 
their youngster's bike is a vehicle gov
erned by the same traffic laws that ap
ply to cars and trucks. Something 
cyclists tend to forget, particularly 
younger cyclists, is that they are not 
invulnerable to collisions with other 
vehicles. 

A youngster should know what laws 
in his town apply to bikes. Over the 
years, half the cyclists injured or killed 
in accidents were violating_.one or more 
traffic ordinances. 

Cyclists should keep to the right and 
ride in single file a generous distance 
behind all vehicles. 

Proper hand signals should be used: 
left hand. out for a left tum, left hand 
pointing up for a right tum, left hand 
down with palm spread if stopping or 
slowing. 

Hitching rides and carrying large 
packages should be avoided. When 
crossing a busy street, a rider should 
dismount and walk his bike. 

�OLLER· 
JK�TINQ' 
A four-year-old is likely to be mature 
enough to learn to roller skate. Skates 
and adhesive bandages

. 
are all you'll 

need. Buy metal skates with ball-bear
ing wheels and rubber shock absorbers. 
Although spun nylon wheels are fine 
for indoor use, our impression is that 
they are not as satisfactory for. heavy 
outdoor wear. Since roller skates are 
adjustable, a good pair should last a 
child for several years. They'll cost 
about $5. 

The skater should wear shoes rather 
than sneakers. His skates are properly 
adjusted if the front wheels are under 
the ball of the front foot and the 
buckle faces out. 

When teaching your child, it is best 
to start him with one slqtte. Once he 
gets around pretty well that way, try 
both skates. The first problem he'll en
counter is maintaining balance. When 
he can stand without falling, have him 
practice standing on one skate at a 
time with his palms against a wall for 
support. After he has learned to bal
ance himself, have him practice walking 
and then gliding. Finally, teach him to 
stroke. This involves pushing out with 
the left foot, shifting the weight to the 
right, raising the left from the ground 
and gliding on the right. Moving 
forward continuously simply requires 

·stroking with the left foot and then with 
. the right again and again. 

Once he is moving on his own, en
courage your child to skate on side
walks, in schoolyards, parks and, if un
cluttered, in basements, garages and 
attics-but instruct him to keep out of 
the street. The few fatalities that do 
result from roller skating are caused by 
skating there. Usually the only other 
serious injuries involve persons who 
slipped on skates that weren't put away. 

Every so often skates should be wiped 
with a lightly oiled cloth. Once a year 
take them apart, soak them in kerosene 
and wipe with an oily rag. Add a drop 
of oil at each wheel after the skates 
have been reassembled. To take a 
skate apart, unscrew the axle nuts and 
remove the wheels and axles ; then un
screw the adjustment nut and separate 
the two sections of the foot rest; finally, 
loosen and remove the toe clamps. Do 
one skate at a time so that you have 
the other to refer to if you have diffi
culty putting it back together. Wheels 
and other parts will have to be replaced 
occasionally, but this is not costly. 



�TMLETICJ 
In a sense a youngster's first athletic 
experience is with the blocks, puzzles, 
pegboards and other manipulative toys 
common to many playrooms, and with 
sandboxes, swings, slides and climbers 
too. They help a child to learn to 
control large and small muscles and to 
coordinate two or more functions (such 
as using the hands, eyes and trunk) at 
the same . time. Running, jumping, 
throwing, catching and other basic 
athletic skills depend on these comple
mentary abilities. 

TM�OWINQ 
& CATCMINQ 
A ball is likely to be one of the first 
pieces of athletic equipment you buy 
for your child. Balls, like childr�, 
come in all sizes. 

·
since large muscles 

are developed before small muscles, a 
good rule to follow is "the smaller the 
child, the larger the ball." For a very 
young child, recreation specialists rec
ommend a lightweight eight-and-one
half-inch playground ball (measured 

Children usually are not ready for 
organized games or formal athletic in
struction until they are five or six, and 
then group games such as tag, hide
and-seek and poison ball ' make the 
most sense. 

A competitive situation-that is, one 
in which a child stands to win or lose
probably is best not introduced until he 
is at least eight. 

Similarly, although it is wise to ex
plain the basic rules of a game at the 
outset and the more specialized rules 
as they are needed, a youngster can be 
expected to have some difficulty apply
ing them-particularly when he is the 

by diameter) , which he can catch with 
his arms and body and for which he 
does not need the small muscles of his 
fingers. 

Since playground balls will serve 
many purposes over the years, it pays 
to buy one of good quality. Such a ball 
costs ·about $2, is inflatable, and for 
ease of handling has a roughened sur
face. For children who are learning to 
throw and catch, a five-inch play
ground ball (which costs about one dol
lar) is a good investment. 

Five or six is a good age at which to 
be taught the overhand throw and the 
right way to catch a ball. 

victim-until he is at least eight or nine. 
Even then, with the difficulty a young 
child has in dealing with setbacks it is 
important to be' flexible. 

When competitive activity is feasible, 
it is important to make clear that there 
are other pleasures to be derived be
sides winning, such as improving skills 
and simply having fun. What has 
earned the Little League ·and similar 
organizations the antipathy of many 
parents and recreation specialists has 
been th extreme emphasis in some 
communities on winning, with children 
and grownups behaving as if a world 
series were at stake. 

To throw: 
1. If the child is right-handed, he turns 
to the right ; if left-handed, to the left. 
2. He brings his elbow back in a side
arm position to a point just behind his 
body. 
3. He raises )lis forearm, extends it as 
in the illustration, the11 brings it for
ward and down, throwing as he does so. 
4. As he brings his arm forward he 
steps forward with the opposite foot. 
To catch : 
1. The youngster holds his hands in 
front of him with fingers spread. 
2. He reaches for the ball, squeezing it 
as he pulls it toward him. 



D�JEL'�LL 
E.QtJIJ7 MEI'IT 
Baseball fever can be expected to strike 
at about the age of seven ; in severe 
cases, somewhat earlier. However, it 
may not be until eight or later that co
ordination catches up with desire and a 
child is at last able to hit or catch a 
ball with any degree of success. Even 
so,. the pressures for equipment will be 
great, as will be the need for guidance. 

The best bat for a beginner is a hol
low plastic bat, which usually can be 
purchased with a plastic Wifile ball 
(the kind with holes in it) for under 
a dollar. Once the challenge of plastic 
has been exhausted, purchase a light-

D�JED�LL 
JKILL 
A batter stands about a foot from the 
plate with his feet 12 to 14 inches apart. 
The bat is gripped a few inches above 
the handle, positioned behind the ear 
and held high. When the ball is thrown 
the batter watches it closely, stepping 
forward to meet it as he swings. His 
swing is parallel to the ground rather 
than up or down. If he swings against 
a low pitch, he bends his knees. When 
he has completed the swing his bat has 
traveled halfway around his body from 
right to left, or vice versa, and his 
weight has shifted from back to front 
so that the heel of his back foot is off' 
the ground. 

Here are two approaches to use in 
helping a youngster sharpen his batting 
eye. Fasten a piece of heavy elastic 
to a ball and hang the ball from a 
branch at swatting height. Or set up a 
simple batting tee. The U. S. Rubber 
Company designed one for Little 
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weight, 28-inch bat made of ash. You'll 
want either a softball or a Little League 
baseball model. Make sure the bat is 
light enough so that your youngster 
can bring it around easily-and resist 
any pressure on his part for a bigger 
and heavier one ; he'll have enough diffi
culty trying to hit the ball, without 
adding to his problems. About $2 
should buy what you need. 

In addition to a Wifile ball, the five
inch playground ball is fine for a be
ginner. Once he has advanced to a 
wooden bat, however, buy him a soft 
softball with a 12-inch circumference. 
It costs about $1.50 and looks just like 
a softball, but has a rubber cover and 
a cork interior. It is easier to catch, 
soft enough so that it doesn't sting when 
caught and doesn't travel as far. Once 
the soft softball has been mastered, 

League play that consists· of a five
gallon bucket of sand in which a piece 
of broomstick is inserted. The stick is 
capped with a short section of autpmo
bile radiator hose on which the ball is 
placed. The top of the tee should be 
slightly above the child:s waist. In ad
dition to serving in practice, the tee also 
can be used in informal games when the 
players aren't advanced enough to hit 
most of the balls thrown by a pitcher. 
It is set up at home plate ; when the 
batter connects he heads for first base. 

If a bat doesn't have a cork or sand
paper gripping surface, it should be 
taped to help the batter maintain a firm 
grip. With or without tape, it is impor
tant tQ train a child to drop rather than 
fling his bat after he has hit a ball. One 
way to do this is to have him hand you 
the bat in batting practice after he has 
hit and before he heads for first base. 
As his batting improves, the require
ment should be changed to placing the 
bat in a specific area near the plate. In 
informal games it is effective to call a 
player out if he flings his bat. 

The technique of throwing a ball is 
the same as that described earlier. To 

the next step is a hard softball and then, 
by nine or ten, a lightweight ' baseball. 
Each costs about $2. 

When baseballs are in use, the Na
tional Safety CoW)cil recommends that 
batters wear a cap with a plastic liner. 

Although a glove is not necessary for 
catching a soft softball, it is good prac
tic� to use one. A fielder's glove of rea
sonable quality will cost about $4 or 
$5. If the glove fits properly, there 
ought to be about an inch and a half 
of space between the fingertips and tl}.e 
tips of the glove fingers. Something 
the glove's owner should be expected to 
do is treat the glove periodically with 
neat's-foot oil, ' saddle soap or some 
other commercial preparation. 

Spikes aren't needed until a child en
gages in formal, organized team play. 
At that point rubber spikes are best. 

help your youngster practice throwing, 
hang a tire or inner tube from a branch 
at the appropriate height so that he 
can try to throw a ball through it from 
a distance. Another approach involves 
a target. The National Recreation As
sociation recommends one about one 
and a half feet by three feet in size, 
the bottom placed about 21 inches off 
the ground, with the child throwing 
from a distance of about 40 feet. In 
addition,, there are rebound nets of 
stretch nylon available that not only 
serve as a target but more or less return 
the ball to the thrower. 

When catching a fly ball the player 
should hold his hands at about head 
level and a foot or so in front of his 
face. The ball is caught in the gloved 
hand and then quickly trapped with the 
other hand. If a ball is hit over a field
er's head, instead of backing up he 
turns and runs toward the place where 

· it is likely to drop. In handling a 
grounder the fielder moves toward the 
ball with his glove close to the ground. 
With both flies and grounders it is im
portant to watch the ball from the time 
it leaves the bat. 



FOOTDaLL 
Interest in passing, catching and kick
ing a football usually develops in the 
six-to-eight-year-old period. 

The first football you buy should be 
an inexpensive, junior-size plastic one 
costing $1 or so. As a second ball, buy 
an inflatable molded rubber ball, which 
can be expected to take more abuse 
than its plastic cousin. The cost is 
about $3 or $4. 

As a seventh-birthday present Johnny 
asked for a football uniform. We 
dutifully purchased· football pants, a 
sweat shirt and a helmet, which left him 
looking fearsome indeed. So proud was 
he of this rig that for a while he wore 
it virtually everywhere. Of course, with 
a child who is not playing contact ball 
such paraphernalia are completely un
necessary, but they make a good birth
day present anyway. 
· Once your child is equipped, he will 
want to start learning to pass, catch 
and punt. To pass, the player sets the 
ball in his hand with the fingers spread 
so that two fingers are on the lacing. 
The arm is extended at eye level to a 
point well behind his ear, and as the 
ball is thrown it literally is rolled off 
the fingers. If properly launched, it 
spirals. However, be sure the passer 
doesn't squeeze the ball in throwing it. 

A football is caught in much the 
same way as a large playground ball, 
by reaching for it with fingers spread 
and then drawing it toward the body. 

A football is punted with the instep 
rather than the toe. Arms are extended 
at waist height with the ball held lac
ing up. With a right-footed punter the 
football's nose is pointed slightly to the 
left. With one who is left-footed it is 
pointed slightly to the right. The punt
er takes one step forward and then kicks 
with the other leg. 

When the basic skills have been mas
tered, children enjoy playing football 
games. One-Hand Touch is a game 
that nine- and ten-year-olds often play 
with considerable skill. Also try Snatch 
the Kerchief, a game in which all 
players have handkerchiefs hanging 
from their back pockets. The ball car
rier can be stopped only by having his 
removed. Contact football is not an 
appropriate sport for a child linder 1 1  
or 1 2 .  Even when a youngster appears 
to be physically and emotionally ready 
for the game, a physical examination is 
in order, and should he play, proper 
equipment and intelligent supervision 
are essential. Although football is an 
exciting game and a glamorous one, 
with an average of 20 fatalities a year 
it is an activity to be treated with ·con
siderable respect. 

BJIJKETl'aLL riStiiNQ 
Swishing a ball through a hoop begins 
to be enticing when youngsters are 
around eight or nine, although it may 
be a number of years before they can 
engage in team play with any degree of 
efficiency. 

An eight-and-one-half-inch play
ground ball makes an excellent basket
ball for beginners. The youngster's 
first "real'! basketball should be a jun
ior-size model, which will cost about 
$7 or $.8. A backboard and basket can 
be purchased for another $15 to $20. 
Adjust the basket so that its rim is 
eight feet from the playing surface in
stead of the standard ten feet. 

To shoot baskets the player stands 
with one foot a half-step ahead of the 
other. His elbows are in and'he keeps 
his eyes on the rim. The ball is held 
at the chest by both hands, one hand 
underneath and the other directly be
hind. The idea is to push the ball 
off the supporting hand. The ball is 
moved toward the basket and launched 
when it is at about head height, with 
both hands continuing their upward 
progress. 

For a two-hand push shot, the ball is 
held at the chest with the fingertips of 
both hands. With the arms providing 
the transportation, it is pushed toward 
the rim and released at head height, 
arching somewhat en route. 

For an underhand shot the player's 
feet are spread, his elbows are turned 
in and he crouches slightly. The ball is 
held with the fingers of both hands and 
is positioned between his knees. As he 
lifts the ball he comes out of his crouch 
and rises on both feet. The ball is re
leased when his arms are at head height. 

For a push pass the ball is held at 
the chest by the fingers of both hands. 
With elbows close to his sides, the play
er literally pushes the ball at his re
ceiver. 

With some relief I am able to report 
that last summer my boys finally 
caught their first fish. On one heady 
afternoon Johnny, then seven, landed 
a half dozen sunnies, and Peter, who 
was five, caught one. I have never 
been overenthusiastic about catching 
fish, but John and Peter are, and in def
erence to their interest we have periodi
cally visited nearby ponds and lakes 
where other people caught fish but 
where we did not. My inexperience was 
a factor, but also hard at work (I like 
to think) was chance. Nevertheless, 
I was willing to keep trying because 
what goes with fishing is really very 
pleasant : the excitement of a worm 
hunt, sitting in a boat or at the edge 
of a pond, being in a quiet place alone 
with one or two of your children. Also, 
of course, there is the tantalizing, ever
present chance that you might actually 
catch something. 

Most children not only like the idea 
of going fishing, but by five or six usu
ally are mature enough to enjoy an out
ing, particularly if it is brief. Ten or 
15 minutes probably will be sufficient 
unless fish are being caught. With 
young children, fishing from the shore 
usually works out better than fishing 
from a boat. If you have more than 
one child with you, the business of bait
ing hooks, positioning lines, handling 
discipline and keeping fishermen from 
joining the fish can become very com
plicated, and in such cases it's a good 
idea to have another adult along. It's 
also best on such excursions not to do 
any fishing of your own. Instead, con
centrate on the children. In addition 
to fishing equipment, be sure to bring 
caps for them to wear, a towel in the 
event they get wet, insect repellent, a 
license where necessary and a snack and 
something to drink. 

There · are four things a young child 
ought to learn about fishing his first 
time out. First, hooks are sharp. 
Demonstrate this by pressing the point 
lightly against the fleshy part of his 
thumb. Second, a pole is held in a 
certain way (usually .at the end, in 
two hands, one above the other) . Third, 
noise frightens the fish away. Fourth, 
there is a need to be patient. Perhaps 
the best way to teach a child patience is 
to be patient yourself, since how he be
haves will depend to a considerable ex
tent on how you behave. The time to 
stop fishing is when a youngster begins 
to fidget. Then pack your gear and 
come again another day. 



EQ(JIJ711E�T 
Fishing equipment can be as simple or 
complicated, as inexpensive or expen
sive, as you like. With young children, 
and particularly with beginners, the 
simpler the equipment, the better. 

For a youngster of up to eight or 
nine, a bamboo or cane pole or a sapling 
about ten feet long will do very well. 
According to Johnny, such a pole is far 
better than the inexpensive, child-size 
rods and reels we used to buy him. 
You probably can buy a cane pole for 
under $1. The fishing line should be 
twice the length of the pole, with about 
half the line extending from the end and 
the rest wound tightly around the pole 
and tied securely to the handle butt. 

Assuming the youngster has achieved 
the · muscular coordination necessary, 
by his ninth birthday he probably could 
make good use of a rod and reel, which 
would enable him to cast his bait over 
a larger area and go after a greater 
variety of fish. A good quality, light
weight-action rod five to six feet in 
length can be purchased for about $10. 
Buy a reel made by a well-known 
manufacturer, and be certain that it 
has a level-wind

. 
device and an anti

backlash feature to eliminate tangling. 
Fifty yards of line should be enough. 
The boy or girl with a bait-casting rig 
needs instruction in proper casting tech
nique. If you are not experienced, it 
would be best to ask someone who is 
to help. 

Be sure that the hooks your young
ster uses aren't too large. For small 
fish a number 2 or 4 hook is best. For 
larger fish, a number 8 or 10 should 
do the job. 

For cane-pole fishing and bait cast
ing, use linen, nylon or silk line from 
10 to 15  pounds in test strength. Also 
use a nylon leader, which is attached to 
the end of the line and to which the 
hook is fastened. For fly casting use a 
nylon line with a diameter in the .040 
to .050 range and a leader of nylon or 
gut. 

For cane-pole fishing and bait cast
ing you'll need small lead sinkers to 
hold the bait down. It also is useful 
to have a bobber, which hops up and 
down when something tugs at the line. 

As your youngster becomes more pro
ficient in bait casting he may want to 
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try artificial lures rather than live bait. 
And once it seems that fishing is not a 
passing fancy, a small tacklebox is a 
good investment. From the first day 
(it is to be hoped) something will be 
needed to carry home the catch. A 
mesh vegetable bag will do the job quite 
nicely. 

CtiTCt11NQ 
II fl5tl 
No matter what his equipment, your 
youngster should understand fairly 
early in his instruction that when his 
bobber bobs or his rod switches, a fish 
probably is sampling the bait, and that 
at such times he is to set the hook by 
jerking the rod up. He also should 
know that once a fish is hooked, it 
should be permitted to swim around 
for a .. while and tire itself before an at
tempt is made to land it. 

The easiest fish to catch are panfish, 
so named because one just fits in an 
ordinary skillet. Panfish include blue
gills, sunfish, crappies, bass and perch. 

The best places to take beginning 
fishermen are ponds, the inlets of lakes, 
and pools in streams. Farm ponds 
often are stocked with bluegills and are 
particularly worthwhile, but you should 
have the permission of the owner. Dur
ing the spring and fall, fish frequent the 
shallows, where they feed and spawn. · 
They often are found in weed beds and 
near lily pads, rocks, piles of brush, 
submerged logs, old stumps •and fallen 
trees. During the summer, fish spend 
hot days in deep, cool water and visit 
the shallows to feed in the early morn
ing, at dusk and in the evening. If 
you're fishing a body of water you don't 
know, it always makes sense to ask a 
local fisherman where the best places 
are. If he sees you have a child in tow, 
perhaps his heart will soften •and he'll 
let you in on one or two of his secrets. 

DAIT 
Beginning fishermen should use natural 
bait, not only because it is less com
plicated than using lures but also be
cause finding bait can be fun. Panfish 
are likely to rise to both earthworms 
and night crawlers. 

Earthworms usually are found where 
the soil is cool and damp and where it 

is shady. Since they have a taste for 
decayed maple leaves, they sometimes 
are found around maple trees. Also 
try vegetable and · flower beds that 
haven't been planted, and look under 
boards, logs, tocks and grass piles that 
haven't been moved for a while. 

A night crawler is a big red worm 
addicted to night life, particularly in 
the spring. After dark, head for a well
tended piece of lawn. Take along a dim 
flashlight, a container partially filled 
with soil and grass, and a lid. · If you 
spot a crawler, move slowly and then 
lunge. If it's partially in a hole, take 
hold where the body emerges, hang on 
until the worm relaxes and then pull. 
If the crawler is out of its hole, grab 
it by the waist. 

CLEf!INIJ'IQ 
1!1 Fl5t1 

With the method suggested by the Boy 
Scouts of America this is simpler and 
less messy than it seems from a dis
tance : (1) Remove the scales by run
ning ·a scaling knife or any other knife 
that is not extremely sharp at right 
angles from the tail toward the head. 
(2) Cut through the head just behind 
the gills, but don't cut through the 
backbone. (3) Slowly pull the head 
off. With it will come the entrails and 
the pectoral fins. ( 4) Cut off the re
maining fins. (5) Slit open, scrape, 
wash and wipe dry. 

Fl5t11�Q 
JJIFE.TT 
The National Safety Council offers 
these reminders : Do not carry fishing 
equipment with hooks attached unless 
they are secured to a hook keeper. 
Have a firm grip on slippery bait when 
baiting a hook. Don't jerk a fish out 
of the water, since it may swing and 
cause a hook injury. Hold the fish 
securely while removing the hook. Cast 
only overhead, not sidearm, and be sure 
no one is in front of you. If a hook 
becomes embedded in the flesh, it should 
be removed by a physician as soon as 
possible-don't attempt to back the 
hook out of the wound, since the barb 
will tear more flesh. THE END 



Of all leading national brands . . .  On1y Mazola" gives you 
all tlte benefits 1. Fries light . . .  golden . . .  delicious. of 100% corn oil. 2. Most effective of leading oils in 

cutting down saturated fats. 

3. Rich in Corn Oil Polyunsaturates. 

4. Has no greasy, heavy taste
so easy to digest. 

PATIO PA.RTl\IERS 

HAWAIIAN CHICKEN 

1 /4 cup Mazola Com Oil 
1 (8'1.! oz.) can crushed pineapple, 

lightly drained 
1 /4 to 1 /3 cup lemon juice 
1 /4 cup Karo Red or Blue Label Syrup 

2 tbsp. soy sauce 
1 tsp. salt 

1 I 4 tsp. pepper 
1 /4 tsp. ginger 

8·10 chicken legs 

Combine Mazola Corn Oil, pineapple, 
lemon juice, Karo Syrup, soy sauce, 
salt, pepper and ginger. Arrange the 
chicken skin side down I n  shallow bak· 
ing pan. Brush with pineapple mixture. 
Bake i n  3 7 5 •  F. (moderate) oven, 
brushing frequently with pineapple mix· 
ture and turning once, until fork tender, 
about 55 minutes. Place under broiler 
and broil until browned. 

LUAU COLESLAW 

3/4 cup Hellmann's Real Mayonnaise 
1 /4 cup vinegar 2 tsp. sugar 

1 tsp. salt 
Freshly ground pepper 

3 qts. finely shredded cabbage 
(about 3 lbs.) 

1 (1 1 oz.) can mandarin orange 
sections, drained 

1 (6 oz.) can chilled jellied 
cranberry sauce, cut in cubes 

Combine Real Mayonnaise, vinegar, 
sugar, salt and pepper. Chill. Just be
fore serving, add shredded cabbage, 
and mandarin orange sections. Toss 
until evenly coated. Add cubed cran
berry sauce, toss lightly. Makes 6·8 
servings. 

Jn pint, quart. 1112 quart bottles and gallon cans. 
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SATURDAY LUNCHEON 

NEAPOLITAN SALAD LOAF 
Gl'iatillf' Mi.d ltl·e : 

3 envelopes u nflavored gelatine 
2 cups water 
3 chicken bouillon cubes 
1 tablespoon grated onion 

J[('(tt Lay<T : 
1 12-ounce can luncheon meat 

14 cup finely diced celery 
1/4 cup mayonnaise OR salad 

dressing 
1 teaspoon dry mustard 

3f4 cup water 
( '/i < 'I'S I ' /,((y(' j' ; 

1 1-pound container cottage cheese 
YJ cup (2 ounces) crumbled 

Roquefort cheese 
% cup commercial sour cream 

V<'!J <  talilc Layc1· : 
ll h  cups coarsely grated ca rrot 

1/4 cup finely chopped green pepper 
14 cup finely chopped celery 

1 tablespoon grated onion 
1 tablespoon lemon juice 

34 cup water 
Salad greens 
Garnishes: tomato wedges; 4 
hard-cooked eggs, sliced; 
radishes 
Creamy Salad Dressing (RECIPE BELOW) 

Gf'/atin l '  Jl i.rt uTe : 
� pri n k II' g'l'la t. i ne o\·er wat<•r i n  sauce
pan to sot't <'ll. A dd honi l l on ('llbcs 
an< l  pia<·<• o\'1'1' low lu•at, ;;t i rring- eon
stant ly, nnt·i ! g'Piat i ne :uul bon i l ion 
<·nh<•::; a re dissol n·d. St i r  i n  onion 
and <·ool. Cse a::; < l ireded below. 
Meat Lay( !· : 

Grin( !  l mwheon meat through the 
coarse blade o f  a Hl('at griiHler. Fold 
togeth<•r hnwheon meat, eelery, may
onnaise a n d  mustard i n  bowl. J\1 i x  
·Y:! c u p  o f  th<• gela t i ne m ixt ure ( above) 
anll t. he % <· lip \Yater in a saneepan ;  
sl't i n  a howl t i l l  I'd \\·i t  h i <'e <·nhes :uu l  
<·h i l l ,  sti rring <·onst :wt ly, n n t i l  eon
sisf <·n<·y o l' nniH':t f <•n <'g'g' w h i t es. :::lt ir 
,g'l ' !atine i n t o  IIH'at mixt ure and po11r 
i nto a !1-x-!i-x-�'Yi -i n<·h  l oa f  pan. 
C h i l l  in rPfrig<•rator unt i l  a l most set. 
f :h < '< "'' /,ny< 'l' : 

Bmt <·ot.tage che<•se anl l  Hocp!Cfort 
<·h<•<•se t. ogl't h<•r \\·i t h an eleetrie mixer 
or robtry I H'af.<•r 1 1 n t i l  almost smooth ;  
st i r  i n  sour <·ream. �\ L easure 'Yi c11p 
of t lu� g·Piat.ine mixt 11re ( aboYe) i n t o  
a smwepan an< l  ('h i l l  a s  d i rede<l for 
IIH':tf. la .\'<'1'. �t i r  gelat i ne in to  <·he<•se 
mixt 11 n• and pon r u\·pr nwat lay<'!'. 
( :h i l l  in rPI'rig'Prator u n t i l a l most ::;ct. 
V' '.'JI taulr: Lay< 1· : 
.Fol < l  t ogd her <·a tTnf·., gT<'Cn p<'p[wr, 
<·P!Pry and onion in a howl. A<ld lem
on .ini<'<' and t he 'Yt <·lip \Yat er to t he 
rPmain ing g"Piat i nc mixt 1 1  rc ( ahove) 
i n  satw<•pan and <·h i l l  as dirPded for 
mPat Ia.\'<'!'. Sh r gelat i ne i nto wg:c
t ahle mixt 1 1 rc a n< l po11r on•r dwese 
layer. < 'h i l l  i n  rpf'rig·prator (j to 7 
l 1otm;, or m·<·might., nn t i l  well  sd. 
l "nmo!(l  on salad gT<'<'n::; and garnish 
with t oma t o \H•< lges, s l i <·ed <'.g·gs and 
ratlishPs. SPn·e wit h Creamv :::lalad 
J > rpssing. S<·n·<•s 8. 

• 

Prepa re salad loaf and d ressing o n  
Friday morn i ng. Cover a n d  refriger
ate u nti l servingtime. Cook eggs for 
garn ish and the 8 eggs you w i l l  need 
for creamed eggs for Su nday B runch.  
Shel l ,  cover and refrigerate. 
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CREAMY SALAD DRESSING 
8 ounces cream cheese, at room 

temperature 
14 cup light cream 

6 tablespoons homogenized French 
dressing 

R<•at. <·rPam d1eesc unt i l  fluff\•. G ra<l
nal ly :uld <·r<•am an< l  Frl'n<·h· <lrPssi ng, 
lwat ing- u n t i l  smoot h an< l  wPi l h l en< lc<l. 
C h i l l .  :\fakes a.hout 1 %  <·ups <lrPssing. 

LEMON FRENCH B R EAD 
14 cup butter oR margarine 
% teaspoon grated lemon rind 
2 teaspoons lemon juice 
1 loaf French bread 

:\[cit hnt.ter ; :ul < l  lemon rind a ml 
jniee. Cool u n t i l  sl ightly th i<·kene<l . 
Cut hreatl i nto 1-in('h ;; l i <·<·s n l mo;;t 
t h rong·h to hottom <·mst. Hrnsh hut
ter m ixture between sl icPs. \\'ra p 
hrend i n  a lmnimun foil n ntl store i n  
n• frigerator unti l  sPr\'ingt ime. Place 
in a preheated 350 ° F. ( nH><lerate ) 
o\·en and hake ] :) minnf·p,.;, �l'l'\'l's 8. 

SATURDAY DINNER 

CRANBERRY-APPLE S H ERBET 
1 envelope unflavored gelatine 
2 cups bottled cranberry juice 
1 cup sugar 

1% cups bottled a pple juice 
3 tablespoons lemon juice 

S prinkle g-Piaf 'inc on 1 <·np of tltc 
eranll('rry :in i<'e in  a snntepnn to soft
en. Plate OH'r low ll('at, st i rring- <·on
sta ntly, nnt il gelat i ne is < li,.;soiYe<l. 
.A d , [  sugar a1ul stir m·er low heat. un
t i l  sug-ar is disso!Yed. HPmo\·c from 
heat. A < l d  the remaining- l ('liP tran
IH'rry juiee a nd the apple an< l  l<'mon 
juices ; cool and pour into loa !' pa11 . 
Plaee i n  frpezi ng <·omparhnent for 
ahout t wo hours, u nt i l  shcrhet is near
l y  frozen. Pour i nto a <'h i l l ed mixing 
howl a nd beat with rotan· hPatPr or 
e!Pd ric m ixer unti l smoot]� and fluffy. 
Pour bal'k i nt.o loa I' p a n ;  <·owr tigl!t
ly a nd freeze unt i l  f irm, at least ;1 
hour;;. Sencs 8. 
Prepare and freeze early i n  the week. 

C H I C KEN BREASTS IN W I N E  
14 cup flour 
1h teaspoon salt 

Few grains pepper 
4 whole chicken breasts, split 

% cup butter OR margarine 
1 cup semidry white wine 

14 cup finely chopped onion 
14 cup flour 

1 teaspoon salt 
Few grains pepper 

1 cup milk 
1 cup light cream 
4 slices boneless ham, cut 14 

inch thick 
1 small avocado, peeled and sliced 

:\ f i x  the 14 cup flour, the % teaspoon 
sa l t and the pepper. Remo\·e skin 

from <·h il'k<'n hrpa,.;ts a nd <·oat l ig·l l f ly 
i n  flour mixtnr<'. .\ I P! t  ha l f  f l iP  hnt 
f <•r in a skil let ; ad<l  .. h i t·k<'ll : t l l < l  ''' " 'k 
unt i l  l i g·h t l \' hro\\' ll<'d on hot h sid<•,;. 
Sprinkle l ight ly \l·it l t  salt and I H'J l J H'r. 
A d< l win<' ; <·oH•r; and <·ook 0\'<'1' low 
IH•a t. 20 minnt<•s, t 1 1  rn ing· o<·<·a,; iona l ly. 
'\"h i le  <·h i <·k<•n is <'< H ik i ng:, 1 1 1<' 1 1  f lu• n•
mn i n ing- 14 tnp hnf f <·r ·  in s:t t i<'<'] Ht n :  
atld onion :uu1 <·ook t 1 1 1 t i l  t Pnd<•r. 
B I <' IH I i n  the rema ining 'A <·tt p flou r, 
the  1 teaspoon salt and t l u• J H'P P<'r. 
Oratlna l lv a< ld  m i l k  :uul <·n•am ; <·ook 
m·<·r lm\· 

·
h<•at ,  st·irring <·onstant ly, t i l l 

t il th i<·keiH'<l. Cnt. ham sl i<·<'s i n  ! ta l l ' 
an<1 arrange oH'I' hot t om ol '  a : l-qnn rt 
slm l lo\1. baking dish.  A rrangl' <·h i<·k
<'11 hrPa,.;ts on•r ham. O radna l l \' st ir 
\l·im• m i xture from sk i i iPt. i n  ;Yi t id t 
l'h i<·k<•n was <·ookPd i n t o  <·n•a m smH·<' ; 
l1eat u n t il hi<'IH1ed. Po11r 0\'<'1' <·hi<·k 
en breasts. Con•r <1 11 <1 n· frig·<·r:t f < ' 
nnt i l  rmdy to hak<•. li Pat o�·pn t o  
:l2:) °  F .  ( mo<lerat ely l ol\' ) . HakP 
<·h i<·kcn -!5 m i nut es. "\ ITangc aYo
<·lH1o sl ice::; oYer dl il'k<•n :t n<1 n•h1m t o  
m·pn for :) minnf <>s, u n t i l  avo<·:J < !o  is 
j ust ]l('ated. SPrn•s 8. 
Prepa re for baking o n  Saturday morn·  
i ng, o r  if you p refer, ch icken b reasts 
may be browned a nd s i m m e red eartier 
i n  the week; cool a nd freeze. M a ke 
the sa uce a nd freeze sepa rately. Re
move chicken and sauce from freezer 
o n  Sat u rday morning a n d  a l low to 
thaw at room temperature. About an 
h o u r  before d i n ne r  a rrange ch icke n ,  
h a m  and sauce i n  b a k i n g  d i s h  and 
bake a s  d i rected a bove. 

TOMATO-LI MAS 
2 10-ounce packages frozen l ima 

beans, thawed 
% cup chopped tomato 

Pinch of ground marjoram 
% teaspoon salt 

Dash of pepper 
2 tablespoons butter OR margarine 
1 tablespoon chopped parsley 

Pour % i 1H'h of \\':t tPr in to  a saii<'<' I HI I I  
aml hring t o  a hoi ! .  A d d  ! inm h<•a n,;, 
t omat o, ma rjoram, sa lt : tnd P<'P J H' r ;  
<'O\'<'r :uu1 <·ook on•r l o w  h<•at l .'"1 nlin
ut·Ps. Dra i n  t·!JOrong·lt !y. � f i r  in hnt 
t P r  and pa rs!Py. �<'I'H's H. 

Prepare j ust before d i n ner. 

PECAN PIE 
14 cup butter OR margarine 

1 cup sugar 
2 tablespoons flour 
1 cup dark corn syrup 
3 eggs 
1 3-ounce can pecan halves 
1 tablespoon rum oR 1 teaspoon 

vani l la extract 
3f4 teaspoon salt 

1 9-inch u nbaked pie shel l 
Vanilla ice cream 

l l eat on•n to -±00 ° F. ( nw<l ! •nt f < >l .\· 
h ot ) .  C n•am hutf' Pr;  :t < 1d su.g·a r and 
f lour, m ixing unti l  hi<•IH I<'<I. .. \ dd • ·om 
syrnp an<l <•gp; ; hPat unt i l  f ln l'i'y .  
S t- i r i n  p<'<·ans. 1'1 1 1 1 1  :u t <l sn l f .  l 'our 
i nto p i <' siH•I I .  BakP 1 :i 1n inu f <•s . H<'
<lu<·<' on•n t<'lll pl'rat un• t o :l.i0° F. 
( mo<knt t <' ) .  Bah :lO t o :l:i lni n ut Ps, 
or unti l  <·< •nf< •r is f irm. SPrY<' piP at: 
room t <' I I I I H'ratnn• \Y i t l t a stoop ol' i <·<' 
<·n•am. S<' I'\'('S 8. 
Prepa re early i n  the week. Wra p  and 
freeze. Remove from freezer about 2 
h ou rs before serv i n g. 

('ou l i'IIIU 'ri on J><!,t!< ' sr; 



Jthats so great ahout Jfesson? 
JOu taste the food, not the oil/ 
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SUNDAY BRUNCH 

CREAMED EGGS ON CORN BREAD 
1 package corn muffin mix 
2 tablespoons butter OR margarine 

1f2 cup chopped green pepper 
2 cans condensed cream of 

mushroom soup 
3,4 cup milk OR light cream 
1,4 cup chili sauce 
% cup chopped pimiento 
8 hard-cooked eggs, quartered 

Parsley 
Prepare and bake corn muffin 
mix, following package directions for 
<'Ora h re;ul. i\Lelt hntter in ski l let. ; 
n<ld grc<>n pepper nn< l  cook unt i l  tcn
<l<>r. A<l<l mushroom soup, milk and 
<"hili snn<"e; stir until hlcnded. Heat 
and stir until smoot h .  Fold in pimien
to and eg:,"S ; heat. Cut corn bread 
into squares ; spoon creamed egg mix
ture o\·Pr hr<>;Hl and gamish with a 
sprig of parsley. Serves 8. 
Make corn bread early in the week. 
Wrap and freeze in pan. Remove 
from freezer early on S unday morn· 

ing. Cover l oosely and reheat i n  l ow 
oven (300° F.) 1 5  to 20 min utes while 
preparing creamed eggs. 

ORANGE COFFEECAKE 
( ;ak,· : 

3 cups packaged biscuit mix 
"J3 cup sugar 
3 tablespoons melted butter OR 

margarine 
2 eggs 

"J3 cup milk 
1lf2 teaspoons grated orange rind 

lf.J cup orange juice Topping : 
1,4 cup butter OR margarine 
1f2 cup dark brown sugar, firmly 

packed 
1 tablespoon grated orange rind 
3 tablespoons orange juice 

1f2 cup chopped walnuts 
% cup flaked coconut 

Heat oven to 400° 1•'. ( moderately 
hut ) .  Combine the hi!'wuit mix, sugar, 
lmttPr, pg·g-s, milk, orange rind and 
jui('c; heat 1h minute. Ponr into a 
gT<'aSP<l !J-x-!l-x-�-ind1 pa n.  Bake 20 
t o  ::!!i minut Ps. Combine al l  t he top
ping ingTPdiPnts.  HPmo\·c cake from 
UY<'n and spn•a.<l toppi ng mixture 
evenly on•r t op. Phwe i n  prchcate<l 
hroiiPr -l indws from hPat for 2 to 3 
mi nut Ps, or unt il t opping is bubbly 
a1ul l ig·h t. l y browned. Scn·c warm. 
S!'I'\'('S !J. 
Prepare early in the week. Wra p  and 
freeze. Remove from freezer early on 
Sunday morning. Cover l oosely and 
reheat in a l ow oven (300° F.) 1 5  to 
20 minutes j ust before serving. 
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SUNDAY DINNER 

ICED ASPARAGUS SOUP 
1 can condensed cream of 

asparagus soup 
1 can condensed cream of 

chicken soup 
2 teaspoons freeze-dried 

shallot powder 
1 lf2  cups milk 

1 cup light cream 
1 tablespoon lemon juice 
2 tablespoons sherry 

1f2 cup commercial sour cream 
Blezul soups together;  s t i r  in shallot 
po\\·<ler, milk, eream, lemon juice and 
sherry; mix \\·el l. Chi l l  overnight or 
long<'r, u n t i l  i('y <"Ol<l. Serve gar
nished w i t h  sonr <·n•am. SerYcs 8. 
Prepare on Friday and refrigerate. 

BEEF ROULADES 
8 slices bacon 
1 cup chopped onion 

31f2 pounds beef round OR top 
sirloin, cut into Y2·inch sl ices 
Salt and pepper 

2 to 3 large carrots 
2 large dill pickles 

Worcestershire sauce 
% cup flour 
3 cups tomato juice 
2 4-ounce cans sliced 

mushrooms, drained 
1 cup sliced pitted ripe olives 
1 teaspoon sugar 
1 teaspoon Worcestershire sauce 
1 pound broad egg noodles, cooked 

according to package directions 
Cook bacon i n  skillet until  golden 
hrown azul rrisp ; drain on paper tow
Pis mHl crumhle. A d<l onion to ba!'on 
drippings and cook until  ten<ler; re
mo,·c onion and comhine with crum
h l <><l luwon. H.escrve drippings. Trim 
f'at from mrat aml cut meat into strips 
about -t x 2 i ndiCs (some may he sma l l
c•r) . There should be ahont 20 p iec·rs 
o[ mPa.t. . Pound meat on both sidP;; 
"'it h a ma l let unt i l  Ycry thin. S prin
kle hot h  sides o f  meat \\' i t h  salt and 
pcppPr. Cut <"arrots i nto 40 strips 
about 2 1h to 3 indies long. Cut d i l l  
pi<·klc i n t o  20 �trips o f  t h e  same 
leng-th. Pla<"c 2 strips of carrot, 1 
strip of pi<·kle antl 1 teaspoon of t he 
onion mixture on each piece of meat. 
H.oll up azul fasten with toothpicks to 
hold together. Brnsh wit h  W orces
t.ershire. Boll  i n  flour. Heat bacon 
drippi ngs in skillet and bro\\'n meat 
ligh t ly on all sides ( a<ld a l ittle short
ening if l!C!'cssary ) .  RcmoYc meat to 
a 3-quart shallow baking dish. Pour 
t·omato juice, mushrooms, olives, su
g-a r a n<l the 1 teaspoon \\' orcPster
shire i n t o  �ki llct and stir to loosen 
hro\\·n particles ; pour o\·cr meat 
rouln<les. l l eat o\·cn to 325 ° F. 
( nuHlcrately lo\\' ) .  CO\·er and bake 
] \t� t o  2 hours, until  fork-tender. 
SrrYc \\·ith noodles. Serves 8. 
Prepare r oulades early in the week. 
After they are baked, cool q uickly. 
Wrap dish for freezing and freeze 
until the night before using. Place 
in refrigerator overnight. Remove 
from refrigerator, unwrap and l eave 
at r oom temperature about 4 hours 
to defr ost. Cover l oosely and bake 
in a preheated 325° F. (moderately 
l ow) oven for 45 to 55 minutes, until 
thoroughly heated. Cook n oodles 
just before serving. 

PEAS AND CELERY I N  
TOAST BASKETS 

8 slices white bread 
6 tablespoons melted butter OR 

margarine 
lf.J teaspoon ground dil l  seed 
2 tablespoons instant minced 

onion 
1/.J cup water 
1,4 cup butter OR margarine 

1 cup thinly sliced celery 
2 10-ounce packages frozen peas 

1 lf2  teaspoons salt 
Few grains pepper 

1f2 cup water 
Heat oYen to 350° F. ( moderate ) .  
Hcmo\·c emsts from hrend. �[ix th<> 
mcltctl huttcr n nt l  di l l ;  spread owr 
both sides of bread. Pn•ss ca<"h sli<"c 
i n t o  a well of a 3-izwh mull i n  pm1. 
Bake hrend 5 to G mi zmtcs, or unt i l  
J ight: ly browned. � [ ix onion an<l \\'atrr 
h)g!'thcr and let stmul 5 minutes. �[cit 
t he hutt.cr in a skillet ; a<ld <·PI cry aiHl 
<·ook about 5 m inutes, until just ten
der. Add peas, salt, pepper, onion 
and the lh cup water; cover tightly 
and cook over low heat., ahout ] 0 min
utes, unti l  pens nrc tender. Dra i n  aiHl 
serve i n  toast baskets. Srrves 8. 
Toast baskets may be made on Thurs
day. Reheat for a few min utes in a 
moderately l ow oven (325° F.) j ust 
before serving. Cook peas and cel ery 
j ust before serving. 

MERl NGUE GLACE 
3 egg whites 

% teaspoon salt 
1,4 teaspoon cream of tartar 
3/.J cup sugar 
% teaspoon vanilla extract 

1 quart vanilla ice cream 
2 10-ounce packages frozen 

raspberries, thawed 
Heat o\·en to 27!i o F. ( very low ) .  
Beat egg whites \\' ith rotary hea.tPr or 
clcdric mixPr until frothy. Adtl  sn i t  
a n d  cream of tart-ar. HPnt u n t i l  sort 
peaks form. Gnul ua l ly add sugar and 
nuzilla mul hrat unt i l  st i ll' 1waks form 
antJ sug·ar is tlissoJw•tl. ( 'oH'r a largp 
<"ookie 

'
sheet \\'ith hro\\'n \\Ta pping 1 ;a.  

]WI'. Spoon hea ping t ahlrspoon l'uls 
of nwringuc i n t o  8 mo11nds on t h<' 
paprr, ahimt :� izH·hPs a pa rt .  � lake a 
<lerp well in t hr ('!•nt cr of r:u·h mound 
azHl shape wit h  hn('k o[ spoon 1 o  
form a sht'll. Bake 1 hour. Tum oi'J' 
ht'at in o\·en and leaye nw ri ng·urs i n  
the oven unt i l  t hey arc t·on

.z p iPt PI :V 
C'oole<l. To sc•rvr, pla<"e a s<·oop o f  
i!'c ercnm i n  rach nH'ri ngnc shrll a n d  
top wi th  raspherrirs. SciT<'S 8. 
Meringue she l l s  may be purchased in 
many bakeries. If  you plan to make 
them, they may be made on Thurs
day, cooled thoroughly and stored in 
an airtight container. 
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LEMON MOUSSE 
1 egg white 

113 cup water 
V3 cup nonfat dry milk solids 

1 egg yolk 
% cup sugar 

Few grains salt 
14 teaspoon grated lemon rind 
3 tablespoons lemon juice 

* 14 cup toasted coconut 
l 'la<"<• <'"" whit<' wat<'r and drv milk 
in  a ho;7l a tHl h<:at. with rotn.ry

.
heatPr 

or <'l<'<·tri<· mixPr unt i l  mixture stands 
in pflnks. Pia<·<' Pg� yolk, sugar,  salt, 
IPmon rind mul jui<·P in a bowl mHl 
lwa.t. until h!Ptul<•<l. Gra<lually lHl<l 
IPmon mixhtr<' to <'�.!!: white mixt.ure 
and hcat. nnt il h!Pnd!'<l. Pour i nto iee
<:llh<' tray or loal' pan. Sprinkle \\·ith 

<·o<·otmt atHI fn•Pz<' -+ to 5 honrs, nntil 
Hrm. SPrn•s (i. 
*] f toasted CO('onut is not availahl<', 
spr<'lHl 14 rup chopped coconnt i n  a 
f lat pan an<l plare i n  a 325 ° F. ( mod
Pntt('ly low) oven 5 to 7 minutes, stir
rin� O!'<'asionally u n t i l  toasted. 

STRAWBERRY TRIFLE 
1 1 1 -ounce package jelly roll 

% cup rum 
1 regular (4-serving) package 

vanilla instant pudding 
"h cup heavy cream 

Milk 
1 pint strawberries, sl iced 
1 cup heavy cream 
1 tablespoon confectioners' sugar 

S li<·P jPlly roll into 8 sliees and 
sprinkle "·ith :1 t ablespoons of the 
nun. Pn•IHU'<' pwldiug- according t.o 
p1u·kagn dirP<·tious, snhstitut.ing the 
1'1 <·up h<'avy <·t'<•a m for 1/1 cnp of t.lt!' 
milk <·ai iP< l  fot· on t lu• p1wka�e. Stir 
in t.IU' rPmniniug nun. L!'t stan<l f) 
tninntPs. A rrang< · sli<'<'s of !'ak<' in 
an m·prla ppiug row a t·muul si<ks of a 
d<'<'P 1 t/1 -quart <·asscrole. Plarc a 
sli<·P ol' <·ak<• on tho hot.tom. Pour i n  
muilla. pudding. A rrauge straw
hPrri<'s m·<·r top. \\"hip th<• 1 < ' l lP 
<·n·a m atul  t he sugar nntil mixture 
holds it s sha pe ; �pooH ov<'r straw
h<•tTiPs. Chill scn�ral honrs. Sen·ps U. 
FROZEN PEACH PIE 

4 to 6 medium-sized peaches, 
peeled and sliced (about 
4 cups sliced) 

1 cup sugar 
1 "h cups finely crushed 

coconut cookies 
2 tablespoons softened butter 

OR margarine 
1 cup heavy cream 
2 tablespoons confectioners' sugar 

% teaspoon almond extract 
Dice sliced peac·hes and mix with 
sugar. Chi l l  1 hour i n  refrigerator. 
ltescrve \4 <·up of the <'ookie crumhs 
and <'Ut huttcr i nto the remain i ng 
<·nunhs. Pr!'ss !'rnmh mixture over 
hot.t om and sid<•s of a buttered D
itH·h pi<' plate. \Vhip rrpam, su�nr 
ani !  a lmond rxtract until  mixture 
holds its shape. Drain pcaehes and 
fold pcac·hcs into ercam. Ponr into 
pi< '  phtf<'. Sprinkl<' with the rPsened 
1,4 <'liP <·nunhs. Chi l l  in freezer abont 
two honrs, until firm. To make 
S<'l'Ving <'HSiPr, I'Pmove from frP!'ZPr 
a.hout 20 minut<'s l w forc SPrving. 
flprvrs 8. 

PEANUT BUTTER-CRUMB PUDDING 
"h cup creamy peanut butter 
2 cups packaged graham cracker 

crumbs 
"h cup light brown sugar, 

firmly packed 
1 regular (4-serving) package 

vanilla instant pudding 
Milk 

1 13"h -ounce can pineapple 
chunks, drained 

Combine pranut hnt.ter, graham 
<·ra!'k<'r <•rumhs and hrown sugar. 
PrPpare vanilla pudding a!'conling to 
pa! 'kage d i rections, using th <'liP mor<' 
milk t ha n  <'ai led for on package; 
<'h i l l l fl  minutes. Fold pi nPa.pple i nto 
ptul<lin�. Butter a.n 8-x-8-x-2-ineh 
pan a.nd rovrr hot.t.om with '!4 <'llP of 
the crumh mixture. Pour in  half of 
the pnddin�; sprin k le with l th enps 
of the ernmbs. Follow with the rc
mainin� pudding and crumbs. Chi l l  
several hours, until  set. Servr in par
fait or sherbet glasses. SPrV<'S (i, 

APRICOT PARFAIT 
( Photo,qraph on page 72} 

2 1-pound cans unpeeled apricot 
halves 

2 egg whites 
% teaspoon salt 
14 cup sugar 

Few grains ground nutmeg 
2 teaspoons lemon juice 

Ya teaspoon almond extract 
1 pressurized can ready

whipped cream 
6 pecan halves 

Drain apr ieots . RPs<'n·e 1 2  apri<·ot 
hah·ps and pr<'ss rrmaining ha h·ps 
through a fine strainer ( mak<'s ahont 
] <·np pul p ) .  HPat <'�g \\·hit<•s a ud 
salt. until soft. peaks form. O nt�ln
a l ly add sn�ar and hrat until stili 
p<'aks form. A d d  nut.mcg, IPmon 
jui<·<' mHl a l montl Pxtrn.d. to <'�g 
\\'hit.Ps. Gradua l ly n<l<l  si<'VPd a pri
<·ots, hentin� \\·ith a rotary hPa.t er 
until hl<• tHlPd . Spoon a layPr of '  \\·hip 
into <'lH'h o f  G parfait. glasses. Fol
low with a n apri<·ot hall' and a la�'<'l' 
ol' r!'ady-11· h ipped c·rpam in P:t<·h. HP
pcat the three layers oH<'e again a tHl 
top with a l ayer of a pri<·ot. "·hip. 
Garnish with cream and a pe<·an. 
SPrve immediately. Scrv<•s (i. 

CANTALOUPE A LA . MODE 
1 medium-sized cantaloupe, chilled 
1 pint lime sherbet 

Pineapple topping 
C'nt. melon into 4 portions. Top ea<'h 
with seoops of lime sh<'l'hd and pitw
a pplc topping. SeiT<'S 4. 

DATE-NUT-PINEAPPLE DESSERT 
1 pint commercial sour cream 
1 regular (4-serving) package 

pineapple instant pudding 
3 tablespoons milk 
1 teaspoon grated lemon rind 
2 teaspoons lemon juice 
1 B-ounce can ready-to-serve 

date-nut roll,  sliced 
6 maraschino cherries 
Spoon sour cream i nto bowl. Add 
pmldi u� mix and bPat with rotary 
hPatrr 1 minute, nnti l  hlen<le<l. Stir  
in  mi lk, lemon rind and jni<·<'. Chil l .  
Serve pudding over date-nut slic·cs 
and top with a cherry. Srrv<'S G. 

COEUR A LA CREME 
( 1'/wlo.f!I'IIJih 011 Jlll,</1 ' / . 1 ) 

1 pound cream cheese, at room 
temperature 

1 pound cottage cheese 
14 cup confectioners' sugar 

1 cup heavy cream 
1 pint strawberries, sl iced 

and sweetened 
BPat. <·rra m <·hPPs<• 11·if'h mt.arY hPa t rr 
until flnll'v. G ra.<lna lh· 1Hl<l

. 
"otta:.:·<· 

! 'hOPS<' 111;,] ronhnu<• 
·

h!'ating nu
.
til 

a lmost. smooth. Ad<l sngnr an
·
d !wan· 

erPam atHl hrnt uutil hi<• tulPd. Pia<';. 
a largr rola tHlPr in a <·nk<' pa n.  Litu• 
CO]mHlPr 11·it·h S<'l'!'l'!l! t h i <·knPSS('S of 
dtecse<·loth. Ponr iu <·lu•Ps<' mixhm• ; 
<'OI'<'r mHl l ! 't. stand in n• frig(' l'a tor 8 

hours or m·prnight ,  stirring mixhm• 
S<'V<'rHl tinu•s. LiB<' (i itulivi<lual 
heart-sha J )(•d mol <ls or a :1-<·up hrart
shapcd mold 11·it h a < lonhiP lay<'r of 
<'hP<'S<'<'lot.h. Spoon in <·h<'<'S<' mi xt.nr<' 
a nd pa <'k firmly. Chill :l homs. l n
l'<'rt molds on dPssrrt pla t Ps atul P<'<'l 
oiT ch<'esecloth. Garnish with straw
berries. Srrv<'. · r.. 

KEY LIME DESSERT 
( Photo,rJI'O]Ih on pagr 73) 

1 14 cups packaged graham cracker 
crumbs 

2 tablespoons sugar 
% cup butter OR margarine, 

softened 
1 tablespoon water 
3 eggs, separated 
1 14-ounce can sweetened 

condensed milk 
% cup lime juice 

Green vegetable food coloring 
6 tablespoons sugar 

Sliced almonds 
Mix <·ntmhs atHl t i t<'  :! t a hiPspoons 
sn�a.r. Cut. hut t Pr into <·rntnhs with 
pastry hiPtHlPr. Stir in \\'a t <•r. Pn•ss 

m·<'r hof' tom mHl sitks ol' l mt t <•n•d 
itHlivi<lna l soufll<� dishPs. ( 'hill. HPat. 
rgg �·olks slight ly; adt l  <·on<lPnsPd 
milk a ud hPat. nnt il hiPtHl<'< l . Add 
lim<' :jni<·<• I l l  HI hPat nnt il smoot h. 
Stir in a ft•11· <lrops gn'<'l l  food <·nlor
ing to giv<' <ll'sin•<l <·olor. Pour intn 
<·nunh-fi llr<l <lish<'s atul !'!till . HPat 
Pg-g whit<'s until soft JH•aks l'onn. 
Oradnnll.v ntld thP ti t a h!Pspoons 
sugar antl hPat. until st il'f pPnks !'orm. 
:\ [omul nwriugtu• Ul'<'r tilling just h<'
for<' S!'rvin.l.!'. < :arnish with a lmontls. 
HPrVC1S !>. 

FROZEN BUTTER CREAM 
34 cup butter oR margarine 

1 V2 cups confectioners' sugar 
4 1arge eggs 

34 cup chopped pecans 
34 teaspoon vanilla extract 

33,4 cups crushed vanilla wafers 
(about 2 714-ounce boxes) 
Sweetened whipped cream 

Cream huttrr a n d  sugnr t horoughly. 
Ad([ c�gs om• at a tinw, hrating uut il 
fluffy a ft.Pr mdt lHl<litiou. A<l < l  
pP<·ans, van i l l a  antl 2 'Yo. <·ups of tlw 
<·nnuhs ; hmt nntil hl<•tHlP<l. Gen
prously but.t.cr an 8-x-8-x-2-in�:h pan. 
Sprinkle the remainiug 1 <·np !'rnmhs 
o1·er the hottom of thP pau.  Sprra <l 
<'rrnmed mixturr ov<'r ti t!' <·rumhs. 
\\"rap an<l pill<'<' in l'n•PZ<'l' uut il firm. 
Cut into ] (j sqtutn•s and s<'l'l'<' with a 
g-am ish of whi pp<•<l <·reant. flpn·ps 1 (i. 
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COOL DESSERTS ( 'o n l innf'd [!'O m. P(!U'' 87 
CHOCOLATE REFRIGERATOR CAKE 
lfz cup heavy cream 
Ys teaspoon almond extract 
2 tablespoons mint-flavored 

apple jelly 
20 thin chocolate wafers 
lfz cup heavy cream 
2 tablespoons quick chocolate-

flavored mix 
\VItip t lw % <'ll]l <·ream and tlte 
almoud Pxtrad 11ntil mixtnre holds 
its slmpP. Chop jelly into small 
pir<·rs an<I f'ol<l iuto <'ream. l�cscrvc 
lf� Cllp of tlte <•ream filling ll! H l  
sprrad rPma iuiug <·rram mixt11rc over 
1 5  of t It<' <·hol'olnte ll'afcrs. A rmnge 
l'rostPd \\'a t'Prs in stacks of :3. Top 
PH<·It ll'itlt  an unfrosted ll'a fer. Chill  
in refrigPrator 1 hour. Tum staeks 
of <·ookiPs 011 their si<les iu a row 
on a flat. sprving plate, joining t hem 
toget.ltrr ll'itlt tl te reserved 1,4 <'llJl 
<·n•!l iTI f i l l ing to make one long roll. 
Whip the rPma ining 1h <·up crPam 
and tltP <·ltol'olate mix until mixture 
ltol<ls its shape. Frost outside of 
<·luwolatP roll. Chill  in rPfrigerator 
.J. t. o  5 hours or overnight. l f .}esircd, 
gamislt ll'itlt shaved chocolate. Scrv<'s 
(j to 8. 

M I NTED M I N IATURE ECLAIRS 
( 1'/toloyntplt on J!af'f'' 73 ) 
34 cup heavy cream 
2 teaspoons confectioners' sugar 
1 tablespoon creme de menthe 

12 ladyfingers, split 
lfz cup canned refrigerated fudge 

frosting 

Whip <'n•am and s11gar ll'ith rotary 
hpaf<•r until soft peaks form. A d<l 
l'rl•nw dr menthc aud ll'hip uut i l  mix
turr hol<ls its shape. Spread cream 
fill ing on•r 1 :!  of the ladyfingPr 
ltaln•s. r::iprcad fndgc frosting o\·cr 
t.he tops of the remaining halves. 
Pin('(• frosted ladyfingers ovPr <·ream 
fi l l ing. A llo\1' 2 (.eiairs to a sen·iug. 
Serves 6. 

ORANGE-BANANA-RICE PUDDING 
1% cups packaged precooked rice 

14 teaspoon salt 
1% cups orange juice 

6 tablespoons honey 
34 cup sliced bananas 
3,4 cup heavy cream 

1 tablespoon confectioners' sugar 
14 cup flaked coconut 

:\fix ri<·P, salt, ora uge jui<·r arul honey 
in a howl. Chil l  i n  refrigerator 2 
hours, nntil ri<·c is softPncd and most. 
of th<' oraugc jui<·c is ahsorhc<l. Fold 
in hannuas just before serving. \VIt ip 
<·ream and <·onfrdioners' sngar until 
mixt11rc holds its shape. · Garnish 
ca<'h serving with a puff of  cream 
and coeonut. Serves 6. 

CRIMSON COMPOTE 
1 10-ounce package frozen 

raspberries, thawed 
1 1-pound-5-ounce can cherry pie 

filling 
1 pint fresh whole strawberries, 

cleaned 
1 tablespoon sugar 

Commercial sour cream 
Drain raspberries, resPrving 1.4 <'UP 
of the syrup. f 'omhinc raspberries, 
l'irPrry pic filling, strall'herrics, sugar 
an<l the 11-1 l'll J l  rasphcrry s.vrnp. Stir 
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gpntly until W<'ll  blended. Chill 2 to � hm;rs. 'l'o srrvc, spoon into parfait 
g-lass<'s and top "·ith sonr <·rram. 
SPrws 8. 

CHERRY-BRANDY MOUSSE 
1 14%-ounce can evaporated milk 

lfz cup confectioners' sugar 
% cup light corn syrup 

3 tablespoons lemon juice 
2 tablespoons brandy 
1 1-pound can sour red cherries, 

drained and chopped 
Pour evaporated milk into a frec7.er 
tray and free7.e until iec <'ryst.als 
form around edges. 'l'urn into a 
<·hilled ho\\'1 and \\'hip ll'ith rotary 
heater unt i l  stiff. Add sugar, <·orn 
syrup, lemon juice aml brandy. Rent 
nnt.il hlcml<'<l. Fold in ehcrries. 
Pour into frerr.er tray and freeze 
nnt.il firm. :\fakrs 2 quarts. or serves 
] 0 to 12. 
APRICOT ISLAND PIE 

1 cup packaged corn flake crumbs 
2 tablespoons sugar 

% cup soft butter OR margarine 
1 1-pound-6-ounce can apricot 

pie filling 
Vz cup commercial sour cream 

1 cup flaked OR shredded coconut 
:\ l i x  <·Prcal erumhs and suga r ;  cnt i n  
bnttcr \\'ith a pastry hiPnder until  
all l'rnmhs arc <·oate<l. With the 
ha<·k of a spoon, firmly press crumbs 
0\'<'1' hottom and sidPs of a huttcrPd 
8-ind1 pic plate. Combine pic filling, 
sour cream and coeonut ; mix \\'ell .  
Spoon filling into ernst and chill  2 
to 3 hours. Serves 6. 

PEANUT-BAR SUNDAE 
1 quart vanilla ice cream 
1 5-ounce peanut bar, finely 

crumbled 
Butterscotch topping 

Scoop i<'e cream into balls and roll 
t hem in the entmhle<l pemmt har. 
F rPeze until servingtime. Serve with 
hutterseotch topping. Serves 6. 

CREAM-FILLED SPONGE CUPS 
( Photogmph on JH!lJ'' 73) 

1 teaspoon instant coffee powder 
1 regular (4-serving) package 

instant butterscotch pudding 
1 cup milk 

lfz cup heavy cream 
1/2 cup heavy cream, whipped 
6 packaged dessert sponge cups 

lfz cup heavy cream 
1 tablespoon confectioners' sugar 

12 canned mandarin orange sections 
:\ l i x  instant l'ofiee and pudding mix ; 
prepare pud<ling according to pack
age directions, using the 1 cup milk 
arul thP 1h <'UP heavy eream. Let 
stnrul 5 m inutes and fold i n  the 1h cup 
ll'hipped heavy <'remn. Cut a slice 
ahout % inch thick from the bottom 
of <'a<:h dessPrt sponge cup. Spread 
1!-1 <·up pud<ling over each sliee. 
Cover \\' ith top of spong-e cup and 
spoon 1,4 cup of the pudding into hol
low of each cnp. Whip the remain
ing 1h <·np cream and sugar until  
mixtnn• holds its shape. Spoon a 
ring of cream around pudding or 
prPss t hrough a pastry tuhe. Gar
nish pudding \\'ith mandarin orange 
se<·tions. Serves 6. 

What Young Protestants 

Really Believe 

(Continu.ed from page 47) 
seem cold to thPm? Orll' of the mo>t 
start l ing revela tions to emerge from REo
BOOK's survey of theological studf'nts two 
years ago was the discovery that a grrat 
number of  these ministcrs-to-lw did not 
believe in what they celebrated so poc·ti
cal ly at  Christmas, the miraculous birth of 
Jesus to the Virgin Mary. I n  fact, less 
than half  did so. 

But the young adults they w i l l  min
ister to apparf'nt ly  do bel i f'vc. More than 
four out of fiv.t• young Prote>tants say that 
Jesus is God's son, born of the V irgin 
l\1ary. One in ten of thos<' who took part 
in this survey h1• l ieves that '·Jt'sus i;; d i
vine but the story of the Virgin Birth is 
probably a myth"; only five per cent say 
"He is not divine.'' 

How do these young adu l ts ft·<'l about 
l i fe after death? Are they much con
cerned about immortality'? ··[ m·wr 
thought about it i n my l if<'." a vigorou;; 
young 1owan, attending a national Yl\1CA 
conference, told me. ' In fact, he red
dened at the idea. 

But his was an exceptional posr twa. 
Most young adults in the survey disagrt'ed 
with him. I n  large numbers they chose 
"helping me pr<'pare for l i fe after death" 
as the way in which their religion was 
most important to them; and more than 
four out of fiw young Prot1·stants, accord
ing to this  study, expect l i fe to go on in  
some form beyond the gravt'. This  was 
the more start l ing because belief in im
mortal i ty ranked as a '·major tenet of their 
faith" to only two per cent of young min
istt'rs in  the previous survey. 

Moreover, when they were asked what 
kind of l i fe i t  would be, all but a handful 
of  the believing group thought i t  would 
be one in which there was judgment, in  
which people would be rewarded or pun
ished according to their dt•eds. 

An interest in l i fe after death movt•;; 
consistently through every question that 
in  any way concerns it in  the survey. Per
haps young people are seeking some an
swer to the grievous world they are horn 
into. Perhaps the more thoughtful among 
them wou ld agree with a young w i fe I 
talked to who was brought up in an agnos
tic home and is now an actiw m!'mber of 
her husband's church. She said that she 
and her friends were i nterl'sted in immor
ta l i ty, "not because you want to  l ive for
ever but because i t  makl's a d i fference in  
the way you see things now:' 

Young adul ts also responded as tra
di t ional l y  as mo ·t of their parents to ques
tions about the Bible.  Is the Bible th!' 
actual word of  God to be taken l i teral ly.  
word for word; or the inspired word of  
God not  to be taken l i teral ly ;  or i s  it  only  
an "ancient book of  fables, legend�. his
tory and moral precepts recorded by 
man''? Nearly two out of  threl' youn� 
Protestant adul ts-and about th<' sanw 
proportion of their parents' generation
take the Bible l i tPral ly, word for word. 



The skeptical may be incl ined to 
feel that many of those who chose the nar
rowest interpretation had not thought 
through the consequences of this position. 
Indeed, a number of ministers to whom I 
talked, shocked at this adherence to a 
li teral scripture, protested that these 
young people don't know what they are 
saying. "If people really took the Bible 
li terally," said one minister, a young Kan
sas Baptist, "there'd be a lot  of people 
running around with one eye." 

Perhaps most of the ministers who 
were troubled by the concentration on a 
l i teral Bible would have heard with pleas
ure the comment of a New England house
wife. "The Bible," she said suddenly, as 
though the thought had j ust come to her, 
"can't be taken literally. It is much too 
sacred." 

The clergymen I spoke with did not 
feel, in any case, that the average Amer
ican knows his Bible. "When do they 
read it?" said one minister a little caus
tically. In fact, i n  a survey of young 
adults taken some years ago for the 
YMCA, Dr. Murray Ross found that three 
out of four of those who believed that the 
Bible wa the revealed word of God had 
not read it in six months or had read it 
only once or twice. 

The young Protestant's understand
ing of the nature of sin seemed also at 
times uninformed or uneasy. "They are 
more interested in sins than sin," said the 
head of a religious center on an Ohio cam
pus. It is certainly true that sin, in the 
singular, is an unfashionable word; and 
this reporter found l i ttle understanding 
of the term "original sin" in the course of 
i nterviews, and little also of "redemption" 
and "salvation." 

"Sin is what makes communion with 
God difficult," said one young man with 
excellent theological acumen. He was not 
typical. Nevertheless, i n  the survey a 
definition of sin as "willfully disobeying 
God"-admittedly a less-than-accurate 
shorthand for the more profound and 
difficult concept of "that which separates 
us from God"-was chosen by more than 
half of young adults. Moreover, nearly a 
quarter of them picked "showing you how 
to be saved from your sins" as the way i n  
which religion was most important t o  
them. And in this sampling, a t  least, 
young adults were more l i kely to take such 
positions than their parents were, possi
bly because the younger generation has 
been exposed, as their parents were not, 
to the modern stress on neo-orthodoxy, a 
theological emphasis that gives much 
pl ace to the consciousness of sin. 

Considered i n  total, then, the "ortho
doxy" of young adults as recorded in this 
survey is quite impressive. It must be 
taken, to be sure, with a measure of salt. 
The measure of salt is necessary because 
across-the-board surveys often conceal as 
much as they reveal; because people do 
not always have enough knowledge or take 
enough care to make a thoughtful answer 
on questions of belief; because many peo
ple are more inclined to take the com
monly held view than to search about i n  
their minds for another; because multiple
choice questions can never cover every 
nuance of belief; because no survey can 
reach to the heart of a person's religious 
convictions; and finally, because orthodoxy 

-with its implication of a "correct" posi
tion-is in itself a prickly concept for 
Protestants. 

· 

It must be remembered that the Prot
estant, by the very nature of his faith, is 
permitted a wide latitude of belief. There 
is no official dogma binding on all  Prot
estants, no over-all court, ecclesiastical 
judiciary or council, which has the au
thority or competence to say, "This is 
what all Protestants must believe." 

But there is a great body of faith and 
atti tude that Protestants traditionally have 
believed, that still-outwardly, at least
represents the faith and practice of the 
vast majority of Protestants and that is 
written into the creeds, confessions of 
faith and general l iterature of practically 
all the various Protestant denominations. 

The Protestant Church moreover is a 
Christian Church, arid as Christians, Prot
estants ostensibly believe in a Father 
God, in Jesus as His son and as the savior 
of sinful humanity, in the resurrection
promised and j udgment-weighted life after 
death, in the authority of the Bible, in sin 
as a tragic barrier between man and God 
and in ethical responsibility as a com
ponent part of religious beli�f. 

In this light young Protestant adults 
-even with all factors allowed for-ap
pear quite orthodox, or at least tradi
tional-minded, the more so when one notes 
that the survey finds no real disagreement 
between the young adult and his parents' 
generation. 

This "orthodoxy" varies, to be sure. 
As in other surveys, men are more in-

dined to fight shy of tradition than wom
en, 'though the difference here is so slight 
that i t  may not be significant; and the 
young farmer is far less inclined to ques
tion than the young businessman. It's no 
i llusion either that small towns are rather 
conservative. Three out of four of those 
polled in this survey who live in sight of 
the little churches under the treetops of 
small· towns take the Bible l i terally, and 
less than half of those who live in big 
cities do so. And as we have noted, the 
most fascinating variation of all is that of 
education, which step by step cuts sharply 
into· the fiber of traditiona1 belief. 

But there are exceptions here too. 
While many traditional tenets are con
siderably modified as education increases, 
belief in immortality is apparently little 
a lte.red by education. College and gram
mar-school graduates, young and old, men 
and -women alike, announced their belief 
in life after death. 

Another surprise comes · when young 
adults who have gone to college are com
pared with their elders. "You'll find them 
much more radical than their parents," 
one of their number told me confidently. 

If their parents are also college gradu
ates, nothing could be more untrue. The 
young college graduates interviewed for 
this survey were often more orthodox than 
the college graduate of their parents' gen
eration. They even sometimes ap
proached closely the traditional faith of 
the oldest groups. Thus about two thirds 
of young male college graduates in this 
sample say they believe in the Virgin 
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Birth; fewer than hall of men in the next 
oldt'r gt'nf'ral ion of graduates do; and 
about I:IC per cent of  the oldest group. 
Numlwrs art' Vt'ry smal l,  but  the phc
JIOrnPnon is too consistent to he ignored. 

Is col lege sti l l  costing young adults 
their Ja i th? If not as much so as i t  cost 
tiH'ir elders, then considerably so? The 
answer may s t i l l  be yes, but a very qualt. 
fif'd yes. '·There has hccn a great change 
of cl imate in the university in the last 
Jew years," the head of an Episcopalian 
student ccntt'r told me. "The students 
arc much less radical." He added, smil
ing, "They of ten d isapprove of Bishop 
Pike." This, to be sure, was a border
state school. But Dr. Wil l iam Hordcrn, 
professor of religion at Swarthmore, com
ments that, "a generation ago Christian 
parent sent their chi ldren to college 
fearing their religion might be ampu
tated . . . .  Frequent ly  their fears were 
f ulfil lcd. But today . . • al though stu
dents involved in religion are s t i l l  a mi
nority on the campus . . .  the chi ldren of 
unbelievers are shocking their parents wi th  
their belief, as  the  grandparents were 
shocked with the unbelief of their chi l
dren." 

In fact, in 1933 Yale offered only 
three undergraduate courses in religion, 
one of which, Bible Li terature, had only 
four students. Twenty-five years later i t  
oHcrcd 1 2  courses, and B i b le Li terature 
a lone had 400 students. The number of 
Smith girls in religion courses doubled 
during a six-year period in  the '50s. 

Numerous fascinating questions arise . 
Did the col lege graduate of the last gen
eration feel the impact ol science, of 
l i beral thought, more than the graduate ot 
the prcst'nt gf'ncration? Is the young 
adu l t, as an argumentative young dentist 
told mf', '"orthodox about everything be
cause he can see that his unorthodox eld
ers got him into a mess"? Or arc there 
deeper reasons-reasons related to the 
quaking world in which young adu l ts have 
come to maturity? 

Whatever the answer. , the approach 
of col lege graduates to religion, though 
less conservative than that of young 
adults as a whole, is not necessari l y  less 
religious. Dr. Ross, for example, com
mented at the conclusion of his study 
that "hroad l y  speaking, the more highly 
educated young people are distinctly less 
orthodox in their slated views and less 
fearful of dissent. At the same time they 
feel no less keenly the need for religion 
in their l ives, and arc more l ikely than 
the less-educated to perceive clearly the 
requirements laid upon them by a con
sistently rel igious phi losophy of l i fe. They 
arc less troubled by nonconformi t y  hut 
more troubled by the need for harmony 
and integration in their world view." 

There seems to be some support for 
this view in a di ll"crcnl sort of question 
that was part of the survey. The survey in
quired into mailers of belief, but i t  went 
also to the heart of those basic i ssues
how docs your rel igion help you and what 
moral demands does i t  make upon you? 

Young people were asked to choose 
from a l i:; t  of a l ternatives the ways i n  
which their rel igion was most important 
to them. Jn "helping you to resist temp
tat ion," ·aid more than half  of young 
Protestants; hut a sizable near-third of 
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them also picked '·helping you preparf' for 
l i fe after death." Women, hacking away 
a l i tt le  more than men from the s terner 
aspects of rt> l igion, were much l es l ikely 
to choose "helping you to resi. l temp
tation" and more l ikely than men to 
choose "hringmg you comfort." "I usc 
religion as a leaning post,'' said a young 
woman 111 a church group. · •rm ashamed 
to say i t, but l do." 

But one of the most significant resul ts 
of this question came in the repl ies that 
were not chosen. The less-educated young 
Protestants in general-men and women 
a l ike-consistently put "giving meaning 
to l i fe" at  the very bottom oi the1r l ist  of 
choices, l it t le more than one i n  five pick
i ng i t. But it was overwhelmingly the 
first choice of the young Protestant who 
had graduated from col lege. 

Actively churchgoing young Protes
tants, l ike  col lege graduates, also picked 
"giving answers to the meaning of l i fe'' 
as far and away the most important value 
of religion. In an equal ly start l i ng rc · 
versa! this group oi young people ex 
pressed a lmost no i nterest i n  l ife after 
death. Only one in ten mentioned it at  al l .  

Putting al l  these responses together, 
it would seem that religion for the gen
eral populace is a guide to conduct and 
a preparation for l i fe after death. But 
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by Cam i l la R .  Bittle 
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for the college graduate and the church
going young adul t  i t  is  more l ikely to be 
thought of as a clue to the interpretation 
of l i fe. 

The ministers whom I asked to com
ment on this aspect of the survey were not 
surprised by the dill'erent emphasis o{ 
churchgoing and col lege youth from that 
of the rest of the population. The mod
ern church, said one minister, spends 
much time talking to young adu l ts about 
the meaning o f  l i fe ;  and while believing 
i n  l i fe after death, the modern min ister 
doe:; not stress it great ly, finding it more 
important to focus the energy of his pco· 
pic on the Christian task here on earth. 
I mmortal i ty, when it is discussed, is oftt>n 
talkt>d about, they thought, as a part of 
the same '·meaning of l i fe" which i:; so 
important to these young people. 

But churchgoing young adul ts, l ike 
their less religiously active col leagues, 
were also concerned about rel igion's close 
t ies with  matters of right and wrong. l n  
fact, i n  intf'rvicws some young adult;;, 
active i n  the program of their church, 
complained that it did not ol[er sulfl
cient ly  definite pronouncements on right 
and wrong. One handsome young .New 
Englander, lor example, said, "Sex is the 
big problem for young adul ts. At least 

1l IS ior me and fm the people I know. 
I go to church. When I'm thinking about 
any moral que'tion, the first thing l rio 
i s  wonder what the church would say. But  
i f  i t's sex I'm asking about, r don't gel  an 
answer; I don't know what tllf' ('hurch be
l ieves about i t." 

A somewhat less uhmiss1ve approach 
came from a young New Y orkt·r who 
strolled away from a sand-lot game he'd 
been coaching to ta lk  to me. '·J don't 
think I'd be guided by what my church 
said about mailers of right and wrong," 
he said slowly. '·But I want to know 
what God wants me to do wi th  my l i fe.'' 

'·The criterion of right and wrong, 
.. 

said an idealistic young enginef'r, '·is for 
me a decision of love. Is this choice I'm 
about to make just for me-or for 
others?'' 

Perhaps an even more prickly test of 
young-adult  concern comes with the ques
tion of the church's voice in public issues 
where right and wrong arc in question. 
Do young Protestants think their church 
should take a stand on social problems? 
Apparent l y  so. 

True, there wne dissenting voices. 
"The church should concentrate on the 
Go pel �;nd stay out of causes,'' said one 
young mF.n in Atlanta. And when the 
people surveyed were a:;ked as a whole 
what they fel t were "the two or three 
most important problems facing the peo
ple of the U n ited Statt·s today that you 
feel your church CJU ld and should do 
something about,'' about 15 per cent of 
young adul ts, l i ke their e lders. said t!lCy 
could think of  none at all and three pt•t 
cent of a l l  ages said categorical ly  that tlw 
church should slay out of such things a l
together. ( One young minister, asked to 
comment on this, said, ··only three J>t'r 
cent? I can hard l y  lll · l ievc i t .  Tlwy 
must a l l  be right here i n  my l i t t le 
church !") 

]Jere Wf'rc the people too who might 
not have gone . o far as to ref u;;e to lu• 
commilled to any cau;;e but who ,;aw the 
church primari ly not a:< a place of sacri
fice hut as a place of  ref re:;lmwnt, from 
which one emerged relaxed and happy. A 
young Texan, for instance, took me aside 
a t  a national young-adults  conference to 
say that he was a much more religious 
person than some of those with whom I 
had been talking. A hit overwhelmed by 
this complacency. J thn•w in what I hoped 
would he a truth-finding que,-tion. · · I n 
what way doe;; your religion disturb 
you?" J asked him. "Di,;turh me!" he n·
pl ied i n  amazeml'HI .  "l'\ot at  a l l .  If it 
did, I wouldn't go to church:· 

Thinking that perhap,; my que,;tion 
had been misunderstood, I tried again. 
'·j nlf'an, in what way does it make dt·· 
mand- on you?" But thi,; t JUt'>'tion also 
drew a blank. A fter considering i t  for a 
puzzled moment of s i l t·nct• he said, "He
l igion isn't about dPmamk You ju,;t 
feel hettcr when you go to church."' 

But this att i tude was the exception 
among young adul t;;, hoth in the inter
views and in the survey. J\ lany did say in 
one way or another that t lwy "fpl t  good" 
if they wf'nl to church, but a ,;olid 84 pt'r 
cent of young adults could and did think 
of many prohlems tht' church ,;)wuld deal 
with. The number who could think of 
such problems went up with education; i t  
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wt·nt up al,;u w i t h  adive part icipation 111 
t lw church. 

What i:;,;ues did t lwy t h i n k  wt·n· most 
important '? .. Hacial in tegration" was the 
ovt·rw lwlm in)( n ·:;pun,;t · from t i H' to ta l :mr
"''Y· and ev•·n mon· from �·oung adul ts.  
A l mo,;t half of t lwm dw,;p i t  a,; t he big 
i:<:<u<· : at cul l t •)(<' i<·Vt " l .  :i5 per c•·n t ;  w i t h  
t lu· ·r  elder,; all'o pick i ng i t  first but  b y  
: 1  nuu·h ,;mal l < 'l'  margin. "Young ad u l ts 
are apt to n·gard t lw racia l  is,;ue as rP-
1 ' · ; ien." ,;a id  till' hPad of an Epi�eopa l ian 
foundat ion on campus. w i t h  somPwhat \1'1')' 
approva l . And in fac t. in i ntPrv iew:; nu
nu·rou:< yuun)( peupl<· �ai led th<! q uestion 
a r<'l igiou,; om·, "si nce f .od :<aid a l l  m t•n 
ll't ·n·  • ·qua l in  H i s  sight ."  

( ) f COUr:'f'. t lwn• WPre regional d i f. 
fr ·n ·ncP:<. Southenu•r,- wt ·n · natura l l y IPS>' 
I i k  .. ly  to concede this point. l heard 
mt·mher,; of  a u niv<'rsi t y  gradualt·· fe l low
,;hip in  the South try to g<'t it r l i :<
mi,;,-e: l from d i scu,-sion. '' I ' m  sick and 
t i r. . : l  of d i:;cu:<sing question,; of socia l  
prejudice," ;;aid one gir l  furious l y. '·You 
. .  ould l w  t in·d o f  lll'aring people say, 
·You're nuts;  you're evi l ; you're g u i l ty,' " 
:-;aid a th in�  good-looking young ntan wear
ing a whi te  ,;hirt  and gray s l acks. But 
othPr,; i n  the group shou t('d them down. 
"Wt: shou ld di:;�;us,; what  we'd do i f  we 
had a si tuat ion l11·n· such as t hey had in 
.\ l i ,;,;issippi,'' they said. 

By the ,;ame token, churchgoing 
young adu l t,; in a l arge urban PrPshy
l< ·r i an church in f .eorgia r<'turned q ues
t ionnairf':; i n which race wa,; mentioned 
on ly two t i mes out of every 1 2 ;  h u t  from 
th i,;  . .  hurch came t he pene tra t i ng corn
nwnt that "One of the major tasks of the 
..  hurch is  to find a n·conc i l i at ion of the 
opposing in f lu•·nct·s of soci t•ly, l aw and 
n·l igion on rad a l  i n tegrat i on:-

A tremendou:; number of other is
,;w·,; < :amt• u p  fur con:; iderat ion. '·j uvt ·ni le 
d .. l inqucncy and crime" stood high .  
Young adu l ts wen•  troubled too about t he 
,;tale of pub l ic moral:; in govt •nunen t and 
t • l:;ewlwn·. TIH"y worried about a l l  k i nds 
of i rwqua l i t ies of opport u n i t y  and p l eaded 
that the churd1 takt· a ;;tand aga i nst  
poVt'rl y .  They a,;ked for emphasis on 
frit·nd l i 111·s:; and loVl' and many a:;ked that  
t lw church try to cou n teract rna teri a l i:;m . 

Tlw omi:;,;ion,; wt·re often as i n
ll 'n ·st ing a:; t he dwiees. War and peace 
i:-' appan·n t l y  nnw lwn· ru·ar as burn i ng an 
i,;,;ul'  '"' it might have bl'<'n found to be 
a r(·w year� a�o. H ave y ouug adu l ts, as 
oiH' m i n i�l l·r :-;uggt ·�ted to  me, grown used 
to l iv ing und•·r the threat of  the atom 
] JoJnb? And pract ica l l y  not h i ng i :;  heard 
of t lw thundt ·rings aga i nst  dr inkin;;, d:.:!!C· 
ing, <:ani:;, tobac<:o, and so forth t h a t  
nwanl  ,;o nmch in  t h e  churd1 of their  par· 
•·nt,; and grandpan · nt;. O n l y  a n! 'g l igi b le 
four Jll'r ct·nt of thl'  people ,;urveyed men· 
t ioned them a t a l l . 

From a l l  avai lable evidence, young 
l'ro te,;tants  today se<'m to be deepl y  con
C<'I' I I ! 'd al1out tlw grl'a l socia l  and ethical 
pro l , leJn:; of their era at  the same t ime 
that  they support t radi t ional  Christian 
and l 'rote:;tan t  lwl iefs. Like people young 
and o ld  in all cen turit ·,;, t lwy cont inue to 
ask tht· eternal and certai n l y  theologica l 
qu('stion:; "\\'h y  am I here? Why must 
people su ll't·r? \\' h y  is i t  so hard .for me 
to do what  I ilel i t·ve i,; righ t ?  What  hap
Jl t ' I IS to rn• • wlwn I d ir:?'' Y!'l they don't 
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BACK-TO-SCHOOL CLASSICS 
The fol lowing stores wi l l  have 

most of the chi ldren's clothes shown 

on pages 64-67 and 69: 
NEBRASKA 
Omaha , . .  , . .  , . . . . . . .  J.  L Brandeis & Sons 

NEW YORK 
New York City . . . . Bloomingdale's 

OHIO 
Cincinnati , , , . , , , . Sh i l l ito's 

PENNSYLVANIA 
Pittsburgh . , . , . . . . . . . . .  Joseph Horne Co. 

For specific l i st ing in you r  area, 

see stores below: 

Page 64 

Blouson-jumper 
by Joseph Love, Inc. 
CALI FORNIA 
San Francisco . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Livingston's 

COLORADO 
Denver , . . . . . .  , . . . . . . . • • . .  , , , , May D&F 

MARYLAND 
Baltimore . . . . . . . . .  , • • . . . Hutzler's 

MASSACHUSETTS 
Boston . , , . . . . . .  , . .  , . . . . . . . .  Filene's 

M ICHIGAN 
Detroit , . . . .  , . . . Crowley, M i l ner & Co. 

MINNESOTA 
Minneapolis . . . . • • . . . .  , . , . , . . . . .  Dayton's 

MISSOURI 
Kansas City . .  , . . . . . . • • • . . . . . . . . .  Adler's 
St. Louis . , . .  , . , . .  , . .  , . . . .  , . , Boyd's 

NEBRASKA 
Omaha . .  , . .  , . . . . . . .  J.  L Brandeis & Sons 

NEW YORK 
New York City . , . . . . . . . . . .  Bloomingdale's 

OHIO 
Youngstown . .  , , , . .  , , . Strouss H i rshberg's 

PENNSYLVANIA 
Pittsburgh . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Joseph Horne Co . 

Page 65 

Jumper and sweater 
by Pandora Knitwear 
COLORADO 
Denver . , , . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  May D&F 

FLORIDA 
Jacksonville . .  , . . . . . . . . . . . .  , , Furchgott's 

NEBRASKA 
Omaha . .  , . . . . J.  L Brandeis & Sons 

NEW YORK 
New York City , Macy's 

OHIO 
Youngstown . . .  , Strouss Hi rshberg's 

PENNSYLVANIA 
Pittsburgh . . . . , , . . . . . . . .  Joseph Horne Co. 

Separates by Health-Tex 

at a l l  fine stores 
throughout the country. 
3-piece set by All T ime Togs 
ALABAMA 
Birmingham . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Parisian, Inc. 

MASSACHUSETTS 
Boston . , , . , , , . , . .  , , , , . Jordan Marsh Co. 

NEBRASKA 
Omaha . . . . . . .  J. L Brandeis & Sons 

NEW YORK 
Brooklyn . , , Abraham & Straus 

PENNSYLVANIA 
Pittsburgh . , . . . . • , . , . .  Joseph Horne Co. 
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R a incoat by Do lphin Ra inwear 
NEW YORK 
New York City , . .  , , . , , , , , , , , , , , , , Stern's 

PENNSYLVANIA 
Pittsburgh . . . . . . . . . .  , . .  , Joseph Horne Co. 

Parka and slacks 

by Oxford Boy's Wear 
INDIANA 
India napolis . . . . . . . . , . .  , , L S. Ayres & Co. 

NEW YORK 
Buffalo . . . . . . . . .  , . . . . . . .  L L Berger I nc. 
New York City . . . . . . • . .  , . .  Bloomingdale's 

OHIO 
Cincinnati . , . .  , . . , • . .  , . . .  , . .  , . , S h i l l  ito's 

PENNSYLVANIA 
Pittsburgh . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Joseph Horne Co. 

Pages 66 & 67 

White coat by Town & Country 
Snowsuit by Snovera l l s  

Brown coat b y  Town & Country 
( Both d ivis:ons of Kute Kiddies) 
COLORADO 
Denver . . . , , . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  May D&F 

CONNECTICUT 
Hartford . . .  , . . . . • . . . . . .  , . .  , G.  Fox & Co. 

IOWA 
Des Moines . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Younker's 

MASSACHUSETTS 
Boston . , . . . , 

MICHIGAN 
. .  Filene's 

Jackson . . . .  , . , . , . Jacobso n ' s  of Michigan 

MISSOURI 
St. Louis 
NEBRASKA 

. . . . . . . . . . .  Famous-Barr Co. 

Lincoln . . . . . . . • • . . . .  , . . . . . . . .  Gold & Co. 
Omaha . .  , . . . . . . . .  , . J. L Brandeis & Sons 

NEW YORK 
New York City 
OHIO 

. . . .  Bloomingdale's 

Akron , , . , . . . . .  , . .  , , The M .  O'Neil  co. 
Cincinnati . . . . . • •  , . . . . . S h i l l  ito's 
Youngstown . . .  Strouss H i rsh berg's 

Page 69 

Jumper by All Time Togs 
CALIFORNIA 
Los Angeles . . . . . . . . . .  Bul lock's Oowniow:-: 

COLORADO 
Denver . . . . . . . . . . .  , . The Fashion Bar 

CONNECTICUT 
Bridgeport . . . .  D. M, Read Co. 

MISSOURI 
Kansas City . , , . , , , Emery Bird Thayer Co. 

NEBRASKA 
Omaha . . . . , . .  , , . , , . J.  L. Brandeis & Sons 

NEW YORK 
New York City . . . . . . . . . . . .  Bloomingdale's 
Rochester . . • • .  , . Sibley, Lindsay & Curr Co. 

PENNSYLVANIA 
Philadelphia . . . . . . , , , . John Wanamaker 
Pittsburgh . . . . . . . .  , . . , Joseph Horne Co. 

Blouse by Ship 'n Shore 
CALIFORNIA 
Arcadia . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . , H i n shaw's 

NEW YORK 
New York City . . . • • . , . Gi m bels 

OREGON 
Portland . . . . . .  , . .  , . Meier & Frank Co. 

PENNSYLVANIA 
Pittsburgh , . .  , . . .  Joseph Horne Co. 

WEST VI RGINIA 
Charleston . . .  , . . . . . .  Stone & Thomas, I nc. 

Eton-jacket suit by Elegant Heir  
CALIFORNIA 
Los Angeles . . . . . . . .  J.  W. Robinson Co. 

DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA 
Washington , . , . Frank R. Jelleff, I nc. 

NEW YORK 
New York City . , , • .  , , . , , , . , , , Best & Co. 
Rochester . .  , , . , . , . .  , . . .  , , B. Forman Co. 

OHIO 
Cincinnati 
PENNSYLVANIA 

. . .  Shi l l ito's 

Pittsburgh . . . . . . . . . .  , . . .  Joseph Horne Co. 

TEXAS 
Houston . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  , . . .  Joske's 

Dress by Kate Greenaway 
ARKANSAS 
Little Rock . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  The Blass Co. 

CALI FORNIA 
Long Beach . . . . • • • . . . . . . . . . .  Buffum's 

ILLINOIS 
Chicago , . .  , , . .  , . . . . . •  , , , , Madigan Bros. 

NEW YORK 
New York City . , . • • • .  , , , . , Bloomingdale's 

OHIO 
Akron . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . .  The M .  O'Neil Co. 

PENNSYLVANIA 
Pittsburgh , . . . . . . . • . . . .  Joseph Horne Co. 

UTAH 
Salt Lake City . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  , , Z.C. M . I .  
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seem to have a very active interest in 
theology as such. 

"They are interested if you don't 
call it theology," a Congregational min
ister in Connecticut told me wryly. 

As one talks to the e young people, 
one comes away with the feeling that 
they are full of paradoxes; and that they 
are searching, questioning, trying to de
cide what to believe. The more educated 
among them emerge as a group of young 
people who have thought comparatively 
little about strictly theological questions 
but are willing to think about them, who 
are groping for something more than the 
vague liberalism of their elders but have 
not yet got very far in their search, and 
who are moved more by the important 
social que tions of their day than by any 
other issue. 

"I would hazard the opinion," Dr. 
Sidney Lovett, Chaplain of Yale, said re
cently, "that the prevalent mood in our 
colleges today with respe<;t to religion is 
one of honest, intell igent inquiry. Scratch 
the surface of indifference, often more 
careless than studied, and you will  find 
students who are not so much convinced 
about religion as they are haunted by it." 
This could well apply not only to college 
students but to most of the young adults 
interviewed in this survey. 

Perhaps the biggest confusion comes 
rrom the apparent fact that they do not see 
a strong relation between theology and 
life. It  is not so much that they disbelieve 
-interviews do corroborate a remarkable 
willingness to state an orthodox view
as that they are not quite sure how much 
belief matters. The notion of a time
less criterion by which to base their judg
ments of contemporary life is somewhat 
strange to them. 

Ministers confronted with the results 
of the REDBOOK survey found in it  both 
troubling conclusions and hopeful ones. 
One minister, regarded as fundamental
ist by· his fellow clergymen in a ew Eng
land city, said, "Young people are looking 
for security. They want to get hold of 
something that does not move. They are 
looking for reality, and the words of the 
Bible are quick and powerful." 

Others were less happy about the 
comparative uniformity of the responses. 
They pointed out for one thing that no 
survey can determine the degree of convic
tion with which these beliefs are held. 
"How to tell those with a real and living 
orthodox faith from those who retain only 
the proper labels-that's the problem," 
said a young Presbyterian minister in 
Tennessee. And a Connecticut Congre
gationalist, thinking out loud, said, "I am 
now considerably more orthodox than I 
was as a young man, and it has been the 
result of a great struggle on my part. 
These overwhelmingly orthodox returns 

eem to me to indicate a lack of a similar 
struggle." 

They were pleased to be told that the 
young churchgoing adults interviewed held 
a greater diversity of belief than the gen
eral populace. In fact, most Protestant 
mini ters today prefer probing and strug
gling to the too-complacent acceptance of 
a traditional position. ine out of ten 
in a recent study thought it  was all right 
for laymen to question . the teachings of 
the church. Even ministers in those 

churches that are most fundamentalist in 
their creeds agreed that the Protestant tra
dition made a thinking-out of such prob. 
!ems desirable. 

Almost to a man they warmly ap
plauded the concern of these young people 
for the solution of great social i sues, 
but they warned that this concern should 
not be separated from its religious founda
tions. 

In fact, some ministers raised quiz
zical questions about the relationship. of 
these searching young people to the 
church. They did not require a Gallup 
poll to tell them that young adults do not 
always take either their problems or their 
convictions to church. Most ministers to 
whom I talked said that young adults 
come to church considerably less than their 
elders. Moreover, there is evidence that 
the attendance that surged so high during 
the postwar years is now dropping. So it 
becomes clear that a large number of 
those who profess themselves to believe in 
God, to believe also in a divine Jesus, an 
authoritative Bible, life after death, a 
definition of sin as a disobedience to God, 
do not thereby feel it incumbent upon 
them to attend any church service. 

I nterviews further corroborated that 
often young adults who declared them
selves to have no faith at all  meant rather 
that they wanted no truck with organ
ized ·religion. In fact, they often drew a 
sharp line between religion and the 
church. 

Ministers are naturally disturbed by 
this well-known phenomenon. everthe
less, when they thought of the religious 
foundations of ethical action, most were 
thinking beyond the church. They want 
to see young adults come to grips with the 
great theological issues because they be
l ieve that man's destiny, personal and so
cial, cannot be separated from them. Men 
live, they say, by what they believe to be 
true. And they point out that Christianity 
is considerably more than simply an ethi
cal code. 

A widely read Episcopalian manual 
written by Dr. Theodore 0. Wedel, War
den of the Episcopal College of Preachers 
in Washington, D.C., expresses this suc
cinctly. "Christianity," Dr. Wedel writes, 
"is full of ethical teachings . . . .  Christian 
belief begins with something else-some
thing which lies behind the problem of 
ethics and may bear fruit in 'good works,' 
which even a Golden Rule can never 
touch. It is the Gospel, 'good news.' " 

Ministers agree that if this "good 
news" is lost, Christianity is little more 
than another social agency; and the hope, 
therefore, of many ministers to whom I 
talked was the reuniting of theology and 
ethics in what one called "some kind of 
lawful wedlock.'' The more optimistic 
pointed out that this may be the very time 
for such reunion, since this, in their opin
ion, is at once an era of social action and 
one of theological concern. 

In a broad and general way the sur
vey bears them out. But it cannot fore
cast the future and we are left with many 
questions. These young adults wil l  bear 
"the heat of the day" for a long time. 
How will they come out? How much will  
they change over the years? Will  they 
temper their faith in the fires of doubt 
and strengthen i t-or lose it? THE END 
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A Bad Year 

Of Marriage 

(Continued from page 63) 

prohlems whi le l played a v<'ry amateur 
piano. As T sat across from Hank for 
·'discussion·· the room turned as col d  as 
the glacial  h l ue of his eyes, as unloving 
a;; th<' set of his jaw. 

[ was, he said, col d  and selfish, not 
succes;;ful as a fpmale: our children were 
not growing up well  hccause T was not 
motherly enough. After years of seeing 
mysplf as Hank described me--as ·'qui te a 
woman!'"-[ now :--::m' the reflection o f  
myself a s  a washout. The pounding ac
eusations threw me in to a panic, into a 
paralysis of self-doubt. No matter how I 
migh t  defend myself, there was the deep 
fear that he might be right! 

I grew quieter and quieter. Hank 
wou ld urge me to ta lk, to give my point of 
view. [ simply did not dare say what I 
real l y  thought. Instead, I reached deep 
for words to a l lPviate the tf'nsion. Hank 
seemed to hear my words without hearing 
what [ said. PPrhaps he knew they were 
camouflage. But his accusations twisted 
and pul led my reason out of shape. J l i t
eral ly  fought for sani t y  and survival in 
the l iving room. Eventually I could armor 
myself only by shutting my ears to what 
hf'  was saying. 

[ cried a grPat deal in the privacy of 
the bathroom. When T had to reappear, I 
wou ld dab my in flamed eyes and blotchy 
face with cold wt;ter. The l uxury of self
pity was making me look as unattractive 
as Hank had depicted me. Vani ty, if 
nothing Plsc, forced me to get hold of 
my. e lf. I rPached for my characteristic 
routines and safety valves. T took long 
walks, tid ied the c losets, held dia loguf's 
with myself: "What is happening?" I 
askPd. ·'What have I done? . . .  \'\'hat 
can I do?" And I si lent l y  begged m y  per
;;onal God for "the strength to be wise." 

UndoubtPd ly [ came close to crack
ing up. Y PI there was a streak of sur
prise in my unhappiness. J had always 
looked upon our marriage as l ess than 
1wrfect hut as one that worked. For a l l  
o u r  prohlems, Hank a n d  I h a d  a n  old
fa. hioned commitment toward marriage 
and toward each other. We were earnest, 
re·ponsible, cffortful .  We were al o neu. 
rotic, anxious and less than honest. I 'd 
known a l l  this almost from the start. But 
r had always thought i n  terms of reme
dies and resol u t ions-never in terms of 
fai lure and dissolution. 

No i tem i n  Hank's b i l l  of resent
ments toward me was entirely new. Yet 
if we go back over our relationship, I be
l ieve Hank and I stood as good a chance 
of staying married as any other couple we 
knew. We l iked each other the first t ime 
we met. l n  high heels I was s l ight ly, but  
noticeably, tal ler than Hank.  He brought 
it up without embarrassment: 

·'There's nothing wrong between us 
that a pair of elevator shoes won"t fix!" 

We grew in l i ki ng, i n  mutual enjoy
ment and in awareness of a powerful sex-
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ual attraction. We wrre married a yPar 
aftf'r we mel. Meg and Andy, the friends 
who Wf'nt with us on our first double datP, 
had marriPd in less than eight weeks, 
prophesying at their wedding that Hank 
and I would he next. 

Our courtship, however. was not as 
smooth, our marriage not as inevitable, as 
the above migh t  ;;ound. Hank was 27-
boyish l y  good-looking. energetic. wi tty. T 
was 23-closer to 24-tal l ,  i ntense. rNI
head!'d. J worked at  a public-relations 
agency, l ived i n  my own small apartment. 
T was feeling more than a l i t t le pressure 
to get married. both from my mother, who 
was nervous about a single daughter, and 
from within myself-because I wanted to 
have chi ldren while l was "young enough." 

I had proposal s  and proposi tions
so I could see myself as attractive i n  
men"s eyes, not a s  a drug o n  t h e  mar
riage market. As for Hank, he had the 
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easy-come, easy-go att i tude toward women 
that a good- looki ng, financi a l l y  promising 
young bachelor can afford. We even had 
a brief afiair, which I broke off. lt d id  
not  make me feel wor l d l y  or  womanly
only at odds with my conscience. 

For a month after T ended our fledg
l ing affair, he did not cal l .  When he d id  
ca l l  again I knew-and he knew-that we 
were courting. Our i n tf'nlions were as 
declared as any published banns. Meg 
and Andy, who'd been married for six 
months by then and were expecting a 
baby, said i t  was a sure thing the night 
Hank came to their apartment. examined 
their coffee table as though he"d never 
seen one before and asked : "How much 
does something l ike  this  cost?"" 

And so we were married, wi th l\lcg 
as matron of honor in her best maternity 
j umper, carrying a bouquet of daisies. 
From the start Hank and I meshed easi ly  

i n  the commonpl aces of  l iving togPtllt'r. i l\  
t h e  mat tpr;; of Pconomics and friend:<. 
Hank. who had heltl marriage at arm·, 
length longer than hi;; frit•nd;;. ,;ettl t·d into 
it overnight. He wa;; a homing pigeon. 
To Hank. honlf' nlt'ant not tilt' iniH'rit t•d 
odd and f'JI(l;; in our apartnlf'nl. the reject 
carpets wc"rl bought wi th  wedding-gift 
money; i t  meant mr. Tilt' :\'londay aftn 
we returned from our honPymoon. Hank 
came from work and ;;t• t l l !•d down in our 
most  comfortahl<' chair with til!' rwning 
paper while T fini;;hed cooking supper-a;; 
though we'd been at it for 20 year,;! Ht•  
switched from first-person ,;ingu lar to  fin•l
person p lural wi thout ;; l i p-up, wlwt llt'r i t  
was a matter of what movie --we·· ;;hould 
see or how much money ·'we·· should ,;avt·. 
His acceptance of marriag1•, and of nu·, 
was tota l .  

Odd ly enough, I d idn't srttlc in qui lt• 
so easi ly. I 'd always thought of  myself  a:< 
a woman simply wait ing to find the man 
who would he the eventual object of  a l l  
m y  devotion and f'nPrgie,;. But  I ,.;oon 
discovered i t  wa. not ea:y to houselm·ak a 
working girl .  rd held a job long t•nough 
to grow accustomed to t il!' excitement and 
chal lenge of new proj!'cts, to tilt '  occa
sional rewards for the Pgo in the form of 
praise or promotion. Sudd1•nly my onP
track energies shi fted from l msint•,;s idPa,.; 
and their f'Xecut ion to cooking and .-lean
ing. Tf Hank was taken aback hy tht' 
onslaught of hou;;ckeeping, he did not 
comment-Pxccpt to a;;k wi;;tfu l ly  now 
and then : "Can·t you let tilt' m•IH's eool 
before you empty t lu·m? 

.. 
or. ··Do w<' havt• 

to have a ful l-course di nner every night?" 

or, "Hey, why don"t you ju,;t 'it  down and 
do nothing, for a change?'" 

We sometimes struck a discordant twlt '  
on a night out. In a ..;ocial gathering 
Hank was wi t t ier. qu ick to joke and quip. 
but not so prone lo pitch into a di,;cus,;ion. 
Sometimes I wou ld he caught up in an 
absorbing conversation and suddenly IH'
come aware of Hank growing mort· and 
more s i lent in another part of tht' room. 
I would try to draw him into our eon
vcrsation, hut often I wou ld find mys<'l f 
uncontrol lably irritalf•tl. anti Wt' wouldn"t 
talk much on the way hom!'. 

These were minor mal lt•rs. or  so t lH'y 
seemed i n  the early days, when we had 
untapped resources of good w i l l  and grPat 
expectations. Hut there wt•re other mai
lers that were not minor. Hank ha,; 
moods--a statt-nwnt no woman t•tut read 
to unless she too has l ived with a 
man who has moods. [ look the,;<' al  
first to he rPaction,; to me, to something 
T had said or done. I would hP hurt, and 
wou ld rf'tal iate with an equal and oppo
s i te "mood." But somehow l a lways fe l t  
i t  w a s  up t o  m e  to lm·ak t h e  :;talemale. 
and I wou l d  wi th great effort ask: ··what·; 
wrong?"· 

He would deny that he was --upset;· 
·'out of sorts" or '·gl um:' The mood wou ld 
eventual l y  run i tself out .  Once we wen· 
back to normal, I never had the courage 
to bring up the matter. 

The first t ime I encountered real moocl i
ness in  Hank I was chi l led. It was an 
evening i n  thr wf'f'k wt· w1•n• to lw 
married. I nstead of  his u;;ual engaging 
·'Hel l o--what would you l i ke to do to
night?'" there was an evidt·nt detachment, 
almost a sul lenness, that lasted through 



the evening. At  home l ater, T wondered 
slreplessly i f  this was a portent of some 
deeper d isturbance. [ rven wondered 
whrthrr I should hrrak our engagement .  
In the morning i t  a l l  sermed exaggerated. 
When Hank cal led, his reassuringly cheer
ful sP i f. 1 dismissrd thr episode as pre
mari tal  j i tters on both our parts. 

In the married yrars I came to know 
the moods as an unwelcome third person 
coming prriod ical l y  to l ive w i th us-a 
clear and present danger to my wel l-being. 
l\ot on l y  did I frel l eft out and stranded 
at  such t imes, hut a lso there was a pro
nounced fut i l i ty in Hank that threatened 
my own sense of  l i fe. 

In the early days of marriage 1 was 
ashamed to admit-even to myself-that 
I was upset. T can s t i l l  recal l  reading a 
minister's syndicated column in which a 
woman readPr wrotP that he was unnerved 
by her husband's prriods of dejection. 
What . hould she do? The minister re
p l iPd that the woman should he grateful 
her husband did not drink, commit  infidel
ity or abuse her. T n  much the same way 
I tried to remind myself that Hank was 
generous, thoughtful and loving-and that 
no relationsh i p  could be perfect. 

If Hank revealed his moods to me, I 
disguised m int' from h i m  wi th  a thousand 
socia l l y  acceptable masquerades. When I 
was troubled I laughed a lot and worked 
l ike a beaver. I would try a new recipe 
for Chicken Marengo, accept a free-lance 
assignment from my formrr agency, clean 
the ki tchen cabinets. I whistled and 
worked to drive away my inner dev i ls 
of doubt and discontent. I left l i t t le  
chance to  meet myse lf  quietly. 

Emotional l y  I was no rose ei ther. I 
had trait.  i t  must have been tough to be 
married to-al though I put up a hetter
drsigned front !  [ h a d  a tense, w iry tem
perament that needed con:;tant expression 
in action; it must have been as comfort
able to l ive w i th as one of those early 
Bauhaus chairs of steel and p lastic-al l  
function and n o  padding. T was not in
herently relaxed about loving. I'm not 
speaking here of sexual loving, but the 
easy-to-live-with loving that comes i n  small, 
,;pontanrous acts of affection-and i n  
equa l l y  quick (gu i l t less) bursts of anger. 
I could not sustain a no. Hank d idn't 
say no to me often, hut when he d id  I 
fought wi th great innrr anger and the 
<ensrlrss frustration of a three-year-ol d  
child. o matter how many walks I m ight 
take, how. many closets I m ight clean, m y  
core of rrstlessness a n d  discontent must 
have mani fested i tself to Hank. 

T n  the t ime before Chris and Matthew 
were born we were free to react solely to 
each other-to the l ift  of an eyebrow, to 
each bird whistle in the quiet, t id ied l iv
ing room. But chi ldren make for c lutter 
and clatter. Perhaps when our daughter 
was born, and then our son a year and a 
half  later, we welcomed their demands as 
a relief from the complex interplay of our 
adult emotions. 

I am convinced that the August both 
chi ldren went to camp forced a stock
taking already implicit  in our l ives. 
Sooner or later we would have had to 
face only each other and the disturbing 
questions "Where have the years gone? 
\Vhat have we to show besides parent
hood?" 
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These are pregnant issues whenever 
they arise; but in the middle 30s and 
t>arly 40s, when a husband and w i fe feel 
vi tal  and a t tract ive, st i l l  ftl led w i t h  dreams 
and hopes not yet shelved for the com
promises of middle age, there is the ele
ment-and the tension-of choice. There 
arc not many such years l eft, one th inks; 
and this is know ledgf' calcu lated to make 
any woman or man rf'st less, and tender to 
the touch. 

What did we have to show? Hank 
had made the steady financial  progress 
manifested by a house w i t h  a mortgage, 
shares in his firm and a monthly sheaf 
of b i l l ;;  a lways a l i tt le  largf'r than our 
current hank halance. We both coul d  go 
to a party, Pnjoy the admiration of 
another man or woman and come home 
stimulated enough to go to bed wi th  
each other-part l y  from monogamous hab
it .  part ly brcause we wanted to love each 
other. 

We had experienced the "in sickness 
and in heal th," the '·for richer and for 
poorer," of the marriage vows. When our 
problems were rral-an accident that put  
a child on the cri t ical  l is t  for 24 hour , a 
setback for Hank in his company, an oper
ation for suspected cancer-we coped 
with them magn ificent ly .  We showed in
te l l igencr, compassion and a touch of the 
Spartan. It  was unreal, unst'en problems 
that threw us. 

For instance, we had a continual tug 
of war over my role. "I don't want a 
doormat for a �vi fe," Hank had said be
fore we Wt're married. --That is a state
ment," he has said dozens of t i mes since, 
·-rd give anything to retract !"  Yet if he 
had wanted a meek, suhsrrvient woman, 
how could he have picked me? Hank's 
:<tereotyped notions of what a w ife 
·'ough t'' to think and feel always grated 
on some deep nt'rvf'. T told him wi th  an 
edge in  my voicf' that he had a H o l l ywood 
notion of a w i fe who said, '·Yes, dear;' 
who newr contradicted or cri t icized and 
who-like a faithful puppy-fetched his 
pipe and sl i ppers. 

T did cook the foods Hank l i ked, wore 
the colors he pref Prred, bypassed the 
friends he vctord. Hut l knew i nwardly 
that T was doing the right things for the 
wrong reasons. I was trying to appease, 
to avoid friction. Outward ly I m ight have 
been the somewhat tamed shrew, but i n
wardly I was not yielding an inch. I was 
sti l l  an emotional suffragette, waving my 
private flag of independence i n  a batt le 
newr clearly joined, never clearly ovt'r. 

On rare occasions, wi th  my guard 
down, my tongue would betray my real 
feel i ngs. Once when Hank was in  a par
ticularly rough mood, seeming to expect 
some as. istance from me 1 could not  give, 
[ told him:  --1 can't he your psychiatrist:' 

He has never forgottf'n this remark or 
forgiven me for i t .  

For the most  part  I locked away my 
doubts and dissa tisfactions with H ank and 
with our marriage. l was ashamed of 
them. And r was afraid-afraid that the 
truth of my own feel i ngs m ight spl i t  us 
apart i f  I voiced thPm, even to myself .  

A less than perfect marriage? With 
n·al problems? Without a doubt!  Yet  
there was an undeniable need for each 
other. often joy in  each other and in our 
children. Hank was a tender lover, leading 
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me out  of constrained, prudish ways. He 
was a loyal  though confounded father. 
He had a wonderful gift for solving the 
everyday annoyances of l ife by making 
sma l l  th ings smal l .  Our house ran in fret'
wheel ing emotion a l  cycles-on the up
swing we ·were loving. gay, eager to please 
each other; on the downswing we wne 
sti ff. w i thdrawn. angry. 

There were undPrcurrents, Pvf'n un
dertows. But there also were mcmorit's, 
�rati tudes and tradi t ions accumulating. 
I n  many ol d-shoe ways Hank and T had 
simply become used to Pach ot l1t'r. T was 
no longer annoyed as I picked up his trail  
of burned matches, h is newspapers, books 
and s l ippers from under the couch. H e  
al lowed me t w o  silent.  ritual istic cups of 
coffee i n  the morning before demanding: 
"Where are m y  sock T' We depended 
upon each other for sympathy in  sma l l  ai l 
ments. \Ve had a gentleman's agreement 
about our parents: Each was scrupulou;dy 
pol ite to the other's, leaving the child in 
us to carry out the deeper obi igations of 
a private conscience. 

We didn't  always agree about money, 
but we pushed and pul led tlw ,..u hj<'r-1 
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about without mal iel'. I cannot ever recal l 
having a fight about the chi ldren. Hank 
did cede a great deal of the  decision-mak
i ng to me-because he said chi ldrt'n were 
a mother's job, and, l uspect. becau;;e he felt somewhat untalt'nted as a father. Yet 
we agreed happi l y  on our untradi t ional  
tradi tional Thanksgiving, which outl awed 
the perfect d inner with great numl)('rs of 
guests and intense prepara t ions. From the 
t ime the chi ldren were three and four, we 
let them baste the turkey wi th  unconscion
able amounts of but ter and set the table 
with decorations they found i n  the nearby 
woods. At Christmas we threw out a l l  our 
normal good sense and Puritan tt'nden
cies. We i ndulged the ch i ldren for our 
own as much as for their pleasure. \\'e 
were mother and father, man and wife
a fami l y, giving oursf'lves to the concerns 
that sometimes supported us. 

Of coursP, I could not see and say a l l  
t h i s  w i t h  ei ther clarity o r  detachment as 
that unforgettable August gave way to 
September, October and i\ovember. Un
happiness spread through our hou;;e l ike 

an i n ternal disease. I t  seeped i nto the 
wal ls  and hovcrf'd over the steaming 
cassf'role a t  suppPr. :\light after night I 
l ay in bed next to H ank. s t i f-f lest wP touch 
by accidf'nt, anxious to hurry i nto sleep. 

Hank bt>came evf'rything hf' wa,; not:  
quick-tempf'red. accusi ng, impm,si hle to 
please. He took ofTPnse at any look or 
word on my part that was not totally 
compliant  to his will .  \'\'p wPre at 
loggf'rheads ovPr monPy. the childrf'n, thP 
supper menus. I did not fight back. But 
I was bi t ter and resentful.  At momf'nts l 
hated H ank. 

Christmas that yrar was a mockery. 
We methodica l ly  stacked t lw gi fts l ate on 
Christmas Eve. We came down. as we 
always had. at six in  the morning to 
watch the chi l r ln•n rip open their pack
ages wi th  '·ahs'' and ·'oohs'· and "just
what-I-wanteds.'· H ank gave me a bot t le  
of sul try oriental pt'rfume. which I have 
not opened to this day. I gave him an 
expensive sports jacket. which he wears 
very l i t t le. Wf' had our usual Christmas 
hreakf ast of steak sandwiches, apple pie 
and cocoa. Wl·  ate our chocolate apple:< 
from Hol land. \'\'e played gamf's in front 
of the fireplace. But the laughter wa:< 
self-conscious and thf' fire did not kindle 
i ts  usual warmth. \'i'e did not rPach each 
other-even holstered by thf' holiday trap. 
ping:; and some elfort to make thP effort. 

After Christrmts 1 tried to think about 
Hank with some objectivi ty. I was con
vinced that he was facing what wonwn 
among thcmsPlves recognizt' as the man's 
change of l i fe. ln his 40s now, wi th  a 
substantial  portion of his  l i fe irrefutably 
behind h im, Hank was being forced to 
assess the future. To make mattf'rs more 
complf'x, he also facr·d the need to make a 
rad ical change in hi;; business l i fe-a 
move demanding ski l l  and downright risk. 
U ndoubted l y. wrf'>'t l ing with this prohlt'm 
helped to bring on his --heart at tacks:· 
HP had had thP:<e attacks kfon· hut had 
been assured thPy had no or�anic �round:<: 
that they were. in  fact. a common phe
nomt'non among nwn doubly pre:;surcd by 
the i ntensi ty of their work and the ff'ar
ful  knowledge that many men in their 10s 
do die of coronarie:<. H ank. on advicP. 
had gone to a psychotherapist �Pvera I 
years bf'fore. But even then. when we 
were s t i l l  ;;haring our prohiPm;;, Hank 
rart> ly  d iscussed t lw visi ts. He did tel l  
me one night that hf'  realized his normal. 
angry fef'lings had bt't'n bott led up for 
so long that the anger was now causing 
him an actual physical hurt. .\ow, as 1 
saw i t ,  in a bPiated effort to let out  tlw 
feeli ngs and fore;;tal l  "attacks:' H ank wa> 
Aai l ing out a t  me. 

But how could [ be sun· I was right ?  
Perhaps Hank"s bit terness toward m e  was 
justified. Pt>rhaps i t  was his turn for 
criticism and doubts! 

I hit  a new low when I found my
self complaining and confid ing to womf'n 
friends. It was again;;t my cu:;tomary code 
of behavior. T fel l  in to the pattern o f  
count less discontPntf'd suburban women
sipping a drink. putt ing my pocketbook 
and my heart on the lunchf'on table. 
While tht'se in t imate woman-to-woman rt'v
elat ions might bring momentary n·lif'f. 
even tears to my Pyes, I considered them 
tasteless to give or to rect> ive. I was los
ing control, not judgnl!'nt. 



At this cri t ical point  I coul d  have 
walkc·d out on Hank in a g('Sture of bra
vado. But r knt>W WI' had no money 
for s<'parate hous<·holds, just Pnough to 
pay t lw mortgag1• and bi II,; on orw. 

Drink did not appeal to tnt>, but  I 
did think of an alTair. At !Past T te l l  my
!'<' l f  r would have had an alTair if  the 
opportunity had presPntf'rl i tst' I L  ThP 
truth, T think. is that T was not ''looking." 
J was mis('rabiP but I was married. Under
lying my unhappiness was the clear knowl
Pdg<' that T was whPre J llf'longed, where I 
had invf'�tf'd y<'ar,; of myse l f. 

J made up my m ind. One evening i n  
mid-January when th<' children wt're up
stairs doing their homl'work, I stopp<'d 
in front of Hank's chair and announced: 
"I 'm going to St't' a psychiatrist." 

Hank agreed much too quickly. "Yes, 
T think you should go. You need help." 

But the help did help. It gave '?e 
a chance to trust my own reason agarn, 
to rel<'asc the mounting tensions before 
T crack<'d under unlwarable strains. The 
t lH'rapist proved to bl' a surprisingly 
young, relaxed man with a friend l y  grin. 
He was Pasy to talk to, easy to cry in 
front oL l did much of both unt i l  we 
got down to the job of sorting out cause 
and <'IT<'ct, r('a l i ty  and unreal i ty. 

Why was I in a state of panic bonler
ing on a crack-up, wi th  fears that ranged 
from uncertainty about Hank's menta l  sta
J,i l i ty to uncertainty ahout my own worth 
as a human being? Why shou l d  Hank 
lrav1! turned abrupt l y  from an absolu te ac
c••ptance of me (that  had often been more 
than I could accept) to an equal ly  abso
lut<· rejection? 

In the on1• hour a week that I saw 
the doctor he did not tell me the answers. 
Sometimes J wou ld leave his office as 
acutely miserable as when I arrived. 
Sometiml's I would leave feel ing I had the 
key to Truth-and wou ld rush home to 
unlock a new l i fe. But most often I 
could hear my voice during the hour re
lating incid<·nts, < lt'scrihing fee l ings, com
plaining ahout Hank in minute detai l
and l f<' l l  l ikP a fool!  T was acutely con
�cious of t lw fact that  I was one of thou
sands npon thousands of women taking 
just such recitals to a psychi atrist. In a 
funny kind of way this was an incentive 
for me to work out my problems. I did  
not  l ikl' to picture myse l f  as  typical l y  
unhappy! 

-�evertfreless, f looked forward each 
w<·ek to the hour as the one period when I 
l'ould lw myself, could ta lk  and think with 
complete frankness. Gradua l ly  my old 
habits of  mind a's<'rted themselves and I 
hegan to get a view of the si tuation not 
I )U ite so distorted with pain. The "door
mat'' joke was not absurd after a l l .  Hank 
was actual ly finding one in me-for [ 
was certain ly  making mysel f an easy, w i l l
ing vict im for him as Ire thrashed about in 
h is pain. 

When Hank said I was selfish, aggres
sive, unwomanly, l protested. But I was 
not sure in my own m i nd how much 
pleasure one could legi t imately take with
out heing "selfish"; how one could ' t ick 
up for one's rights wi thout being "aggres
sive''; or how 1 could  enjoy sports and 
work outside tlw home w ithout the re
sul tant suspicion of fundamental  unwom
anl inPss. 

Not many people (othl'r than the 
p yclr iatrist) have ever caught on to the 
rnassivt> uncertainty bPnPath the strong 
persona l i ty I St'l'm to he. I appear to have 
the capacity to weathPr crises: I harness 
great energies to great in i t iat ive, both a t  
home a n d  in my work; a n d  T have an i n 
tense concern for my chi ldren that  char
actt'rizcs our gt'nt'rat ion of part>nts. I 
half  bel ieved what  J saw of myse l f  i n  
othl'r people's eyt's. But deeply a n d  pri
vatt' l y  I held a much lower opinion of 
mysel f. And i n  the year that Hank 
seemed to wi thdraw his love, I r is  rc pect, 
his value of me, I was ll'ft with a very 
f'mptiPd viPw of mysel f. 

T appeared to hP meeting Hank's 
harrage of accusations with a subdued 
mixture of protest and appeasement. But 
my weapons were hol low-weight. An an
gry voice was as painful to me as an 
outright b low, so I ducked and dodged 
with conci l i a tory a t t i tudes. I did not 
stand up to Hank, and my own fears gave 
Hank the opportunity to "express him
. e l f" as impulsivt'ly, as uncontrol labl y, as 
a child. \Ve were caught in a circle of 
vicious emotions. 

I was gaining a new understanding, 
but to act upon i t  at home with Hank 
was another matter. After si tt ing by 
for months, let t ing him he rude to our 
best friends, discipl ine the chi ldren i n  
ways contrary to o u r  m u t u a l  bel iefs and 
speak caustica l l y  to me i n  publ ic, I had 
to overcome an insane panic the first t i me 
I faced up to Hank. 

Nothing exploded. 

'·No," I told him as the famil iar d is
cusswn of my shortcoming,; lwgan one 
night. " 1  don't want to ,;it lu·re and 
l isten.'' 

Hank's anger grew 1·oldl'r. HP looked 
as though Ire might hit me. But he 
d idn't. 

Aftpr t lw first timid tries at a 
gt>nuint' sl'l f-dl'fl'rr;w, T l wcanll' mon· ski l l 
fu l a n d  more honl':<l. I could f'ven smi le 
and ask in an almost natural  voic<': ··oo 
I rea l l y  want lo !war what you're going 
to 'ay?'' 

For the first tinw I tru ly under�tood 
the t i red c l iche " I t's his problem." At 
some dt'ep lt'vPI Hank was IH''I'I with him
SPi f; yet, ironica l l y  and d•·strul'! iVI'Iy. he 
had turned on nw at a t ime whf'n he 
nePded me most. And with hi,; prohiPms 
pi led onto my own 'haky foundation we 
werP l ike some chi ld ishly i l l-conel'iVI·d 
bui lding of h loch-in danger of toppl ing 
down together. 

Perhaps it was time. Perhap' it was 
the way the psych iatrist had of shaking 
his head sympatlwtica l ly.  J began to 
c l imb out of my trough of St' l f-pi ty, free 
once more to think and act wi th compas
sion for someone besides myse l f. I found 
myse lf  sympathizing with the personal 
Gethsemane through which Hank was go
ing. Not every day. Not a l l  day. But 
often enough to bring hack some normal 
fl'elings. I became capable of assessing 
what I was facing, even of looking for 
choices. 

B u t  understanding-gained with or 
,,· i thout outside ht'lp-cannot resolve all 
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hurl, cannot h lol  oul  d i ;;appoin l nwnl  ami 
d i,-,;at i,;facl ion w i th thl' l i f,. w•··w chm;f'n. 
I n  t lw Pnd I found I had o n l y  two choice;;: 
I l'ou ld stay w i t h  Hank in tlw hopP that  
t'V<'nlu a l ly th ings would  n· turn lo our nor
rna ! .  Thi,; nwant fal'ing tlw po,;,.; i h i l i t y  
t h a t  Hank·, long-rang•· mood;; a n d  anxie
l it•s might IIPIWr dHlnge. J\1y ot lwr choice 
wa,; lo lt·avt• in  ""arTh o f  a st·c:ond hus
band and sonw ' · l ll ' t t f 'r l i f,.:· 

What dt•lerrnim·:; wht·n a woman w i l l  
take a tranq u i l izer and s l ick i t  out?  
When ; ;JH' w i l l  leavf' a hushand? I be. 
l ir•vc: w•� arc rnon� constant  than we 
acknowl<·dg., in our motivat ions, actions, 
•·motion,;. The samf' compound of deep 
comm i tment and cowardice (sprink iPd 
w i t h  inertia) that  had kepi me trying 
lo improvt• our marriage now kPpl  me 
from wa l k i ng out.  

I was i n  the hahit  o f  !wing married 
to Hank-a ,;tatemt: n t  that a t  20 l would 
hav•· n:gardt•d as a form of married prosti· 
l u t ion hut  that at :lS I regarded as sani ty. 
I haw known many women who "cou ldn't  
I H'ar i t," who wal ked out  o n  t llf'ir mar
riage--o n l y  to find t h a t  once the sympto
mat ic: pains o f  t lw marriage cea,;ed, there 
was a gn·at vacuum i n to w h ich other un. 
happiness and frant ic  concerns rapid l y  
nwved. 

I was now ready to cry lc's and 
think more. I lookt·d u p  and found that  
the world o f  nat ional  po l i t ics, suhurhan 
gossi p  and ch i l r l lrood preoccupations was 
s t i l l  going fu l l  forct•. [ returned to m y  
fornwr C i r l  Scout techn i q ues. I p layed 
the piano. I p l ayer! tennis. I Sf'aled en
vclopt•s and workPd on the teiPphonc 
,.;quad at  primary t i mf'. I hel ped thP c h i f .  
drf'n w i t h  t he i r  science proj••cts. l d i d  
,;onw fn·e-lancf• work. I wrote� more 
poetry for t lw bottom draw•·r. I stayed 
away from o t llf'r wonwn "in  trouh i P," lest 
our pi ty for l'adr o l lwr s imply  n·lt•a;;p 
llt'W wave;; of ;;plf.pi ty.  

I lwgan to walk again .  A;; T wpnt 
from on• •  qu it�! sul l llrhan ,;lrPc·t to another 
our doei ll '  eo l l i 1 ·  would look u p  al  tnt' 
a,.; though to a,;k: " l ,;n't it t i nw to go 
hon11· III li\''! .. 

But I wa;; st i l l  work i ng through lrou
l d ing q tll'stions in  t ill'  rrivacy o f  my 
though t,;. Did I lovP Hank-or w a:; there 
,.;onte l ack in my f1·P i i ngs t h a t  jus t i fied his  
n·hcl l ion'!  Wa,; I h i d i ng from myse l f  a 
,;lark portra i t  of a marriagt: that  had 
fa i lf'll. t hat had run out  of reason for 
l lf'ing'? Was I s laying through fear of 
lwing w i thout the ,;upporl that  marriage 
givt•s ,;oc i a l l y, economi ca l l y  and in a thou
,.;and t'Vt'ryday way,;? 

When I a,;ked myse l f  if I loved Hank, 
I found I wasn't sure that r k nt'W what 
love was. I knl'w that ''loving'' H a n k  
after mon• than 1 3  year,; o f  l i v i ng to
gPthPr was undeniai , Jy  d i lf1·n:nt from the 
c·xcitt•rrll'nl and pun< u i t  of courtsh ip
since to lovt' what  you yearn for i:; so 
much ea,;ipr than to love what you do 
po,.;;w:;,;. Each woman has that much 
:\1adame Hovary in her make-up! I had 
I'XJwriencPtl d••ep p l easure i n  giv ing t o  
Hank-h u t  was n o t  s o  comfortable i n  
n·cciv ing h i s  love. [ a lso fe l t, w i th dis
t i nct  d iscomfort, that  T k new too real is t i 
ca l l y  what was lovable in  Hank and what  
was impossih iP  to love. 

H [ was staying w i t h  h i m  through 
fear of l )( ' ing a woman alonP. T cou ld only  
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th•;;;p i;;c ·  my;;c l f. T admit  T thought al t ime;;; 
w i t h  r lrf'ad of what  ,;ueh a l i fe• m ust  l w  
l i k1·. yc·t I d i d  n o t  frn a l l y  decide I was 
na;;,; and craven in  my n•ason;; for slay
ing. I was hanging on hopPfu l l y  lo the 
�rna i L  rerna i n i np: :-'how:-o o f  tPndf'rnc�s and 
concern (;;uch a;; H an k's careful provi;;ion. 
• •wn a t  our h i t tcrp,.;l point,  for more l i fP 
insurancp in my nanw ) ,  and my ;;tu hhorn 
I H' l icf that \1' 1' wf'n• marril'd, Pvcn in this  
de,;ol ale period. [ thought  oflf'll of the 
l � t • lovt•d grant lmol lJPr who had made u,; a 
patchwork q u i l t  for a wedding presPnt and 
said a;; slw gave i t :  ":\larriage i s  l i ke t h i s  
q u i l t .  Tllf' good i s  ;;pwcd i n  w i t h  t he 
had .

.. 

Die yl'ar is over now. \\'c hav" hated 
••ach other and h urt each other. The 
b i t terness and the angPr SPI'm to have 
burned thenw·lves out l ike  some se l f. 
l i m i t ing fevPr. £\ o t h i ng has changed and 
evf'ry t h i ng has changed. [ watch once 
more for the card i na l s  at the k i tchen w i n. 
dow. I catch Hank's secret s m i l e  as I 
remind Chris to wear socks i n  January. 
\\'hen H a n k  and T go lo a part y we c lose 
ranks-we do not ca,;t loose from each 
other as though \1.1' hored we m ight  never 
havf' to mPet again.  We have reverted to 
t he manm·rs, habits  of sreech and com
panionship of oth1·r y!'ars; to  the joke;;, 
the n icct i l':; and the rl's t ing p l aces of our 
marriage. Occas iona l l y, now that the 
year seems safe l y  hPhind us, a momPnt of 
laughter or ll'ndPrnf',;s Sf'f'ms u n hParabl y  
sweet a n d  I remember. i lu t  T remember 
in t lw vague way that one rf'c a l l s  the t'X· 
perienc1• ratlwr than the contPnt of a 
frightt •ning nightmare. 

I do not prPlcnd to  under;;tand f'xact
ly why t lw year came when it did, went 
away wht·n it d i d-or even how WI' have 
survived and lwalt·d. I do know that free 
choic1·-to slay or to leal'f•-was pun·ly 
a miragf' that  kept lllf' going. I d i d  not  
want  to  l 1 ·an· Hank.  \\ "hat  [ wantPd wa;: 
for the hurl lo stop and the antagoni,;m,; 
to h l ow away in  a ,;udden wind.  

I t  may he luo soon l o  as,;,.;;s t lw 
�l n·ngt h of my i tbights and n"oiVI's, hut 
I :-ot>c tuany dt·cp :->cars and change:; in our 
;;,•••ming n· lurn lo norr n a l i ty.  I know once 
and fur a l l  that our marriage i,; ,·,.ry much 
l i ke the l i t t l "  girl w i t h  the curl in the 
midd lt� of her ford1ead-whf'n i t  is  good, 
it i,; VPry, very good, and when it is 
bad . . .  ! A l t hough I havl' nt·wr ,;aid i t  
hdorl', Pven l o  myse l f, i f  I a m  l o  stay 
married lo f l ank,  I mu,;t  • ·nd thf'  de:;truc
tiw danlr!'ams of a lwt tf'r l i fe w i t h  some 
mythic�! '·other man:' I rnu;;l work 
agains t  the d i,.;ru r t ive c lements in m y  
make-up t h a t  ft·•!'d on d issat isfact ions w i t h  
a choice made l -1  years ago. 

The chi ldren have more father
arbi trary and irasc i b l e  at t imes, les:i easy 
to  wangle than :\!other, b u t  d i lfnl'nt from 
her and funni l'r. He is the fat flf'r of the 
house. 

H a n k  has made the long-overdue 
change in bu,.;i n•·s:;, h u t  not w i thout Ire· 
mendous planning and thought, w hich i n  
themst·lve,.; set•med to ahsorh some of his 
d iscontt"nt:;. 
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T haW" an ohl i�alion to prondt• Hank 
with thl '  hou,.;I'IJO id comfort,; and i'l"rVit'l'' 
lw Pn joys. It i ,;  nol nohft•s.w• o/,fig'' on my 
pari. H1· i,; f'llt i l lt·d lo con,.;id ,·ra l ion frorn 
a l l  of u;;---w lf l • t l l l •r it nH·ar"' priori t y  on 
t lw tef ,.photH' or qui r · t  on a Sunday morrr
i ng. Ht- ·  work:-; undPr gn•a t prt>:-;:-oun•:-o for 
t ill' rnon1•y that  huy,; '" a ..  harming htHbl'. 
gui tar fp;;,;on,;. st1•ak on Sunday,.; and t h a t  
pay;; t ill' in,.;uratll'<' pn•miunrs . .  

I hav1· a d i fJ',·n·nl loVI'r. fond and 
gen l i P  again.  But whl'n I 1·onu• into hi,;  
ann�. i t  i:-o not  111 l' favor. r t  i �  h i:-;  d w·.  a:-; 
though he Wl'rt' . mort· a h l1 ·  lo a,;;;••rt h i,.;  
r ights  and hi ,.. masnd i n i l y .  

\V e a n •  rnon· hotH',.;l a n d  n o t  s o  tl'r
ri h l y  wt·l l-mannt'rl'd. I h1•ar H a n k  y1· l l .  
"Damn i t !  I hav•· n o  ,;ock,; aga i n !" ( ln 
t he other haml, lw .. an a l,.;o say. "You're 
annoyed w i t h  nte. I don't h lanw you:· I 
w i l l  nol 1 1' 1  H a n k  h u l l )  ""'· I "''"Ill ah l 1 ·  
l o  say wi thout  so  much panic :  " H t·y. 
come on. honey-work it out on t ill'  gol f  
cours1· tomorrow!'' \Ve'vt• mad•· room 
for t l w  ord inary t•mol ions-had and good. 

Bot h  of u,.;, T t h ink.  havt• turned in
ward a l i t t l e  in sear ..  h of ,;al isfadion, 
ratllf•r than 1'Xp1·c t ing total fu l fi l l nll 'nl 
from each o ther. Fur my pari, this in
cl udes a fu l l  knowl..d�1· and a part i a l  
rf',;enlmenl of Hank's shortcomi ngs-along 
w i t h  a fn·;;h rl'cogn i t ion o f  t la· loya l l y  
and lPndPnw,;;; lw oll'er,; nw. 

Every day doe;; nol hrinl( nu• a hox 
of ro"es ancl t i l l '  �a l l a n l  a,.;,;1•rtion that  
H a n k  would ehoo,.;p Ill!' again.  Th1·n· an•  
days that  hrin� ll'ar;; and the o ld.  l 'hronic 
d i:o;sa l i s f  action:<. There i ,.;  ,.; t i l l  conll i l ' l  f lf'. 
IWf'PII u,;-w h idt I ""'PI'!'l w i l l  con t i n tH' in 
a l i fl' t i me tu� of war. 

H an k·, mood,; w i l l  I re a • ·onl i nuing 
pro hlt·rn lo nw. But I am lt·a . .  hing my,.., · l l· 
tha t  t lwy are his nron1k sPparat•· and d i,;. 
t i nct from m i tw. and primari l y  a proh· 
lem lo h im .  I w ou l d  lw an oulri�ht l iar 
i f  I :<aid that  my fi t ' ITI ' Iy  ;; l u h honr ,.;piril .  
�aying:. ··Y�·�. dear:· n1orc·  o ftt·n now. wa:-< 
al �o :o;aying i t  \\' i t h i n  r tH'.  I rnay rwvf'r 
yi 1 · ld  in t i l l '  dt'l'l"''l. rno,.;t eapit u la t ing 
sen,.;e. H ank 111ay I'On l i nn1· lo dt•mwul 
what  I l l '  want,; o( nw. ra t lwr than I'0/11· 
mnnding J,y ,fll'er "'".''nl'""· 

TIH'i'!' an· not comprom i""' in the 
drear st·'n"' o f  t l1 1 ·  word. nor an· t l1 f 'y h l tu:· 
h ird,;  of happi nl·';;,.; flu l l •·ring ,;ymh,; l i1 ·a l l y  
ov•·r a happy t'll l l i ng. TIH·"· a n ·  t h e  recon. 
c i l i a t ions of l i fP w i t h  d n·am;;: knowiPdge 
that  t l w  conmtunion that eon"'" a flt•r lovt'· 
maki ng, tlw monH·nt,; of ,;han•d laught1·r. 
t lw p l a lt•aus o f  mutual  1·ont• ·ntnu·nl.  are 
the fu l l e;; t  fru i t ion of our n� lat ion,.;hip. 
\Ve haYP a m·w lmm i l i t y-i f  nol ,.;uch 
�real I'Xpeclat ion,;. 

We have a lso fac1•d the fact that 
t l1f're <Hf' i ntTt'a,;t·d n·,.;pon,;i h i l i t ie,.; and 
hurdt>ns i n  the middJ , .  years: that l i fe can 
reach out  i n  u n fon•,;pen. i tf l •xpl icable ways 
and ,;lrikt· a l  '" and our ch i ldn·n. \\·e 
have the ohf·i�at ion lo he lp  each ot lwr and 
the pri v i f ,·g•· of lean i ng upon each o l lwr. 

\\ 'e are now add i ng a nl'\1' room to 
our housc-a l mo,.;t an uutwanl ,.;ign that  
we an· :-; lay ing to:,!;etla·r and looki ng 
toward the future. l 'nhap,; i t  i,.; our 
privalt •  monun11·nl to  t lw knmdt·dgr• that a 
had year of marriage l •ri n�,; privat ion alll l  
hu nger:;. l i ke a had harv t•,;l : hut  that it  
a l,;o reva lues, hy i t,;  oct'LIITt"nct•. the more 
bount iful  harvt•sl;; and hopp,; of ot lwr 
year;;-onct' lakt•n for granted. T i l E  E:-�n 
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TELEPATHY 
The mother  i s  keen ly aware t h at t h is na tural re l at i on

s h i p  o f  today wi l l  be c h a l lenged by the g rowi ng-u p 

p rocess of tomorrow. To conq u e r  i t , s h e  knows a 

conscious effort m ust  be made.  

She m u st  s h a re the f i rst  a r i t h m e t i c  p ro b l e m ,  t h e  fi rst 

d ance step, the f i rst  beau . . .  She m u st be h e r  conf i

d ante, h e r  c o u n se l o r, h e r  com p a n i o n .  

W i th i n  t hese pages she f inds  i n format ion and p rod

u cts t h at kee p her in touch w i t h  c h a n g i n g  at t i t udes 

. . .  c h a n g i n g  t i mes . . .  c h a n g i n g  tastes.  

She i s  a p p rec i a t i n g  today . . .  a n t i c i p at i n g  to morrow . . .  

. . . a n d  she reads t h i s  m agaz i ne, j ust  as  yo u do . 

• MAGAZINES J YOVR WORLD OF IDEAS AND PRODVCTS 1 
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(Continued from page 54) 
Hayley : Ct•rtainly. And I think that 
nHr:<t l w  w•ry difficul t  for part'nts. I t  must 
lw rt'asonail ly l 'a,;y to havl' a hahy and 
look a ftt·r thl' bahy-takP care of i t unt i l  
i t  n·aclws thf' agt• when i t  rea l l y  begins to 
talk to other kick You know. to frit•nds 
o f i t,; own age. Twelve, I suppose-from 
then• on. That mu,;t he a big change for 
tlw pan•nt�. Becau,;t• suddenly  they rea l · 
izt• that this kid's :.:ot his own thoughts, his  
own idf'as-i,; making his own decisions. 
And Pi thf·r the part>nts say, "AI L  right, now, 
1n··n· :.:oing to bt' very modt'rn-lt't him 
have his fn·edom. Let him fight for him
sf'l f: we won't wrap him in cotton wool." 
That ,;ort of stufr. Or they go the ot lwr way 
and ,;ay. '"Let's protect him; he's just a 
ehi ld,"' you know, and don't let him flap h is 
wings. \\'1' 1 1 .  thl're·� some kind of happy 
medium that you and Mummy. l wing very 
intt' l l igt'nt pt'op lc, ,;t't'lll to haw come to 
without  auy d i flicul ty . So one is never 
tl' rTibly conscious of ages in our fami ly . . .  
Joh n : That",; very important--
Haylcy [Continuin,t:] : . . . and Wt'

.
vt' 

talkt'd about t"vt'ryth ing! I mean. t h ing,; 
l i kt· t ! J i ,- don't ,;nund vt'ry importan t. hut 
i u  ,;o rne farn i l i t's [Laugh ing] . going into tht' 
bt>droorn, or when ,;omeone's ju,;t got out  
of  l lw bath,  you know-[ mean, you havt' 
to k r ro.-k on t lw door. and tht• J)('r:'on in
,: idt · ,:ay,: [Mim ic.< frantic "hollling] , ""Just 
a minutl'! J u,:t a rninutt· !"" and quick l y  
gl'b d rl's;wtl in  a towt>l. That",: irn
rrwdia l • · l ,  a ,:ort o f  harrit>r. So if they 
carr"t  ll 't

. 
you >'t't' t l11 ·nr 11· i thout anythin� 

or r .  wh i.-h. aftt·r a l l .  i,: hound to l ra pprn 
><o r rwt i r rH '>'. t lwr r  } OU t ·an't talk about arry· 
t h i ng n•latin:.: to that ,:ort of  prohl t>rn . 
Joh n :  Hut that dol'm't nwarr. doe;; i t .  
that \lunrrnv and I arl' ,;oft? Tlwrr\ di;;. 
.- ip l i rw in �ur fami ly, too. \\'e'n· pret t y  
' l ril ' !  ahoul ,:onw things. aren't wl''? 
Bayley : You an• . But the fun r ry thing is. 
for in,:ta iH't'. i f  I wal ked in four hours 
lat t•-a,: I opt •nt·d tlw door r wouldn 't he 
l r i t  w i th a ,:torrn of  alnt><<'. [1/lustratin,t:] 
"\\ .hl'rt' hall' y o u  l wt•n? \\'ho the 
h.- 1 1  . . . ? Wt' .

. 
Vl' been wait in� up for 

hours !
.. 

l n,;tead. om• know,: you· n· not 
going to do that. hut that \ l um;ny';; going 
lo  lw worrit·d and you're go i n!( to be say· 
i r r:.:. " I t',; a l l  righ t ."" You ><t'l'. vou tmst 
u,;. And a ftt•r a l l .  ont' i,;rr't tha·t bad-a 
><ort of juw ·ni l t •  dt • l inquen t. 
John : ."':o. arrd if r . -an sa\' t h i ,- i rr front 
of you. you kid,; haY!' had a j o l l y  good 
! raining. \ V Iwr r WI' go out we're very 
pmud of you lwcau:<t' you krrow how to b�·· 
haw; you've a l l  threP got w·ry. Vl'ry good 
mamwr><, i f  I say it my><l' l f. :\nd T th ink 
you lwhav•· a,; wt• l l  11· i th  your parent,; as 
� o u  do outside t lw horne. That's vt•ry 
important. 
Hayley : Yt':i. 
Joh n :  But that doP,;n't keep you from 
!wing gn·at arprt'r><. You do have tre. 
nwndou,; argumPnb ! [ TPnsing] I mean, 
your mothpr ami I can't gt>t a word in at 
nwal t irnes. 

Hayley : We blow all the candles out! 
[Enjoying herself] We do have ghastly 
arguments! Jul iet about class and I 
with my terrible arguments about religion. 
And what does Jonathan argue about? 
Oh. yes, he l ikes to go to nine movies a 
day! And we do tend to shout each other 
down--
Joh n :  Oh, you do! But I 've stil l got t he 
loudest voice! 
Hayley [Continning] : And we can bel low 
at  you, you know, because i t's al l  part of 
tht' sort of th i ng we do; and a fterward, 
you know, because we know that nobody 
is going to get terri h ly offendt>d, you don't 
even h avt' to say, '· I 'm sorry." 
Joh n :  We l l ,  somt>times an apo logy is 
n!'eded--
Hayley : Oh, well ,  i f  you get nasty-yes ! 
Joh n : l\ layhf' that's why you're not crazy 
to get away from home l ike a lot of the 
teen-ager,; we know. Because it's �timulat· 
ing at home. T t's not tight, held down, 
you know ; so you enjoy being at home . 
Hayley : :\lmm. But T think that, you 
know. girls of about eighteen who l ive 
away from home- I think it gives them a 
feeling of independence, and I can undt>r· 
stand that very, very wel l .  Because in the 
last year I've grown up a lot, an awful lot, 
because I 've heen left alone more. And I 
think that's coming j us t  at the right sort 
of time. Bt'cause we have bt>en protected, 
haven " t  we, our fami l y ?  
Joh n :  Yes. Well ,  you've ht'en protected 
ht>cause we've always heen togetht'r. 
Hayley : Yes. We alway moved in a 
�real sort of [Enjoying the image ] a camel 
cara11an. with a lot  of suitcasl's on our 
hacks, and I think that's good. So T don't 
l ike the idea of leaving home and l i v i ng i n  
a f lat .  I think tha t's boring. T lovt· being 
with rny fami l y  and .-omirrg back to a cozy 
home and that sort o f th i ng. [Reflecting] 
Rut do you think. Daddy, that  a l l  our char
acteristic,: are j ust an amalgamation of 
� our,; and \ lummy's? 
Joh n : \\'e l l . you"rr a l l  quite d i ffPren t 
from t'ach other. You arc ah;;olutr ly  dif. 
frrent from Jul iet and J ul iet  is di ffl'rent 
from Jonathan and Jonatharr is d i fferf'n t 
from you. You ohviousl y lwlong to the 
,;amt' fami ly. hut  a,; individual� you art' 
complett' l y  and ut l t·rl y d i fferent. Don't 
you th ink  so, H a le? 
Hayley : I do, yes. 
Joh n :  r th ink, for t•xarn p l t'. that Jul iet 
is very-w e l l ,  dirt>ctional-determ ined
and sht> " I I  have to figh t very hard for 
what ,;he ach it>ves. And you, Hayley-] 
touch wood as T say i t-were horn under a 
very lueky star. I don't think you'vt' got 
anything l ike Jul it>t's dt'terminat ion-
Hayley : I didn't need to h ave i t, 
mayiJt'. 
Joh n :  That',; what T �ay; that\ why T 
mcntionl'd the l ucky ,;tar-though T t h i n k  
you're gett ing a bi t  more dPterrni nat ion 
now. But  you're very, very d i 0'f'n•nt char· 
acters al together. You're much more 
happy-go- l ucky about l i fe. And yet you 
have your moods too. 
Hayley [L ightly] :  Oh, everyone has 
moods, real ly.  \'atura l l y  there's l ight  and 
shade in evt>rybody. Wht'n I'm feel ing 
shady. you know [Laughing at herself] I 
-T get very indulgt>nt when I 'm in t lw 
shady mood, and prohably. if I 'm to be 
qu i te hont'st, T m i l k  i t. rather . . . . 
John [Smiling] : Enjoy i t !  
Hayley : Yes, i n  a sort  of awful ,  mas
ochistic way, I suppose. But that's [Exag· 

geratedly humorous] "the theater," by the 
way. 
John : We wouldn't l ive without i t !  
Hayley : I th ink it  makes l i fe i nteresting. 
I t's like havi ng a desperate row after, you 
know, a sort of  snoozy wl'rk with everybody 
agreeing with everybody . . . .  You always 
feel a l l  right afterward. 
Joh n : Wel l , you re l ike mt'. You'rt> 
sloppy and sent imental, and T am too. I'm 
Pisces and you're Arit',;. and-;top me i f  
I 'm wrong-T think you"rr Vl'ry l i kt• me i n  
that way. We're terri b l y  sPnt iment a l  and 
sloppy, and we don't l ike hurting JWoplt> 
Vt'ry much. In that way r th ink I 'm a 
moral coward, too. 
Hayle y :  Well, honPst l y-l"m heing abso· 
l u tely truthfu l ;  I 'm not ju,:t �aying thi;; ht '· 
cause you're sit t ing ht're-hu t  I rt'a l ly 
wouldn't be able to find anything n•a l l y  
u n l ikable about you. Daddy. S o  to p ick 
out things about you that I find in my:p l f  
- i t  sounds sicken i ng, h u t  i t·s trut>-is ju,:t  
patting myse l f  on t lw back. B u t  what T 
was going to say, rPal l y, i;; that you art' in  
that way a trrri h lt• mora l t·oward. Rut T 
thi nk people cal l  that a fai l ing when it isn't: 
i t's just the opposi tr. Bccam;c l th ink one 
of the wor t thin��;;; is to hurt ,;onwone wil l 
ingly and calcul atin.,ly, don't you? 
Joh n :  I do. And if we're going to talk 
about this. . .  I think you've got a mar· 
vt'lous sense of humor. and I hope I haw. 
I th ink we·re al ike in that vt>ry much. And 
J think you w i l l  a lways find i t  diflicu l t  to 
get down to business dt'c isions and figures 
and a l l  thost' gha,;t ly th ings. as 1 do. 
Hayley : And of course we're both in the 
tht'ater. 
Joh n : That's not an accidl'r r t ! Certairr l y. 
I ht'l ievr people can pass things on, though 
it couldn't have bt•t•n from my grantHatlwr 
or my great-grand fat lwr that I got i t. ht '· 
eau�r they \\Trt'n't actor><. And I can m•vt•r 
rl'nwrnbl'r want ing to lw anyth ing t• l"'� hut 
an actor. Thl' orr ly l ink l had with tlw 
t lwalt·r was my ,:i,:tn. who wa,; a divirw 
pt'r><on. She 11:a,; a proft•,:,: iorral hal lronm 
darrcl'r. Slw dant·t •d m·•·r  lll'rl' in A rrwri•·a 
i n  tht· twentit•:i and took tlw Charll',;ton 
and Black Bottom prize,; i r r En:.:land. ,;he 
and hl'r dancing part r l l'r. A rul  ;;IH· wa,: a 
marvelous l ral lt•t dancPr. And l think 
that's the on ly ,:ort o f  l i nk l 'n· got . Exct·pt 
on the other · sidt' [Grins] my motlwr wa,: 
a hox-ofTice marragPr. l\ l anaged a thl'a ter. 
[Hayley laughs.] 
Joh n : But  I do rernembt·r that my fatiH'r. 
who was a tn'mt'ndou,: f •x t roV<·rt-ht• wa,: a 
v i l lage �choolrnaster w i t h  a hig \HIX<·d rmr><· 
tadw-ht· and my motlwr. wlwn tlwy wt·n· 
invi tPrl out. would takt• tlu,ir portfolio of 
music wi th  t lu·m. They al way,; perfornwd. 
a lways sang [Li,t:htly im itatin{! their pal· 
ter] " "\ladanw. w i l l  you 1r a lk  . . .  '? \ I a· 
dame. w i l l  you ta lk  . . .  ? And ""ThP Key,; 
of Heavl'n""-t host> th in:.:><! But that',; 
rt>a l ly a l l  T'vt' trat:t'd hack. 
Hayley : But actor,;. funn i l y  t'nough. 
Daddy-dou't you think onl' . finds that 
whatt•vf'r thPir  hackgrou rrd and the profr�
sions of t lwir pan•nt><. that t lwv han• always 
seemed to sort of graviatt•- [ /mpatiently] 
r alway� get that word wrong! 
Joh n : Cravita!P. [Smilin!?'] Graviate 1 
l ike hetter! 
Hayley : . . .  grav i ta tP toward thl' tht'ater? 
T rnt'an. if you had bePn-w .. l l . a pl urnht'r. 
I'm sure T woul d  �t i l l  havt' warr ted to bt· 
an actress. 
Joh n : That',: funny. i,:rr't i t? T think 
that  is true. [Absirac/l'dly] B u t  I was 
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just trying to th ink-I was ju. t thinking, i n  
�:onnection wi th  fami l y  simi lari t i f'�-rve 
got a lot of fa il ing,; that  are a l l  my own. 
Perhaps I don't ami you don't want to see 
them-to look at  them. you know. Be· 
cause Mummy's a marvelous character, 
i,;n't she? 
Hayley : Y !'!'. Sht''s very strong and very 
:-'en�i t ivP. 
John : And )'Pl a lso vPry Sf'nll menta l .  
Part l ri�h. And .<he wa;; a wonderful 
actrf'�S. Play('d i n  Anwrica. h('rf'. in 1 9·10 
when I wa' in thP army in England. Big 
h f i tZI'!' going on. and f was inva f i rif'd OUt .  
And \ lary. who wa:< in Nf'w York here. 
had a . . ha.nr·c· to go to H o l l ywood and sign 
a contraet-wi t h  Warnprs. I th ink it was
and ,;lw l'huc·h·d it  up and l'amc hack to 
England and 'h" looked after me. She 
:<aid �he'd givP it  up. acti ng. And that\ 
how ;;lw startc•d wri t i ng. 
Hayley : Tlwy wanted to cut off her nose, 
didn' t  thl'y? I'm g lad they d idn't.  
Joh n :  To al tc·r i t .  yPs. I t's a marve lous 
no,;c·. i;;n't i t ?  
Hayley : YP�. Shp';; got a face l ike the 
ones on coins. you know-marvelous. But 
to gPt hack to !'haractf'rist ic;;- [ mean m ine 
and Jul ie·(,; and J onny·s-evcn i f  we are 
individual;;. do you think our tra i t:< art' just 
ama lgamat ion,: of yours and :\tummy's? l 
don't think t hat's true, do you? 
John [ Thoughtfully] : No. You've each 
got your own l i t t l e  mark on y ou. But T 
,,..,. my mother in you a lot. too. Qui ll' a 
lot. A nti now. at eighteen. more than ever. 
And J u l iPt looks l ike my sister. 
Hayley : Oh ye;;! Extraordinary! A nd 
,.:lw looks l ike you too. Daddy, whf'n you 
Wl're about fiftt'l'n. Like that  picture of 
you at homl'. you know, rowing that boat 
and wearing thost' ;;ort of long school socks. 
Ju l iet',; tcrrih ly, frighteningly, l ike you i n  
that!  
John : Ye;;. I n  that hoy's u n i form. t lw 
,.:ai lor';; uniform. she was incredihly l i ke 
1111'. wa;;n't :<hP? 
Hayley : But I don't look l ike ei ther o f  
you. d o  I ?  
John : You look exact ly  l ike \lummy 
wlwn she wa;; eight or nine. That picturt' 
in the cornfie ld;;-exact l y  l ike lummy! 
But your no:<t• ha,; ;:tayed the same. 
Hayley : !�at Jonathan is terribly l ike 
\lummy as wel l .  He's got Mummy's face. 
Gn•t•n ey1·:;. And he',: very sort of dire('· 
tionai--
Joh n : H,,·, vpry strong. 
Hayley : lfp know:; wherf' he's going. 
John [Dryly] : Where he's going, I don't 
know. 
Hayley [f:ntntained] : o. hut he knows. 
[Hoth laugh .. ] \Yhere I'm going. I don't 
know. But we're going anyway . . . .  Does 
it hoth1·r you. Daddy. to  think of u;: a l l  
grown u p  an1l f lying the coop? 
[John considers the tJnestion.] 
Hayley : Exi'I'Jil i t's :< t i l l  wi th  you, i,.:n't i t ?  
Joh n : \\'I'l l. wt• a lway;; fpt•l rather sad. 
\ l ummv and I.  that thert' isn't anotht'r one 
in thf' ;IUN'ry. 
Hayley : I kt'pl saying I wished tht're was, 
too, but I d idn't gf't anywhert'. 
John [Finally answering] : You mean 
whPn you'v1• all flown tlw nest? Wt''ve 
l wl'n wry thri i iPd. act ua l l y. your mother 
and 1-1 m1'an. very happy with what hap
pt'lwd to you. And-wt> l l .  we won't m ind 
that hecau:<P w.-·rt' v.-ry happy, and that's 
l wf'n part of our l i fe. the chi ldrt'n. 
Hayley : \1 ummy oftf'll �ays. '·Oh. you 
wt're ,.:o ;;we1·t wht'n you were a baby--" 
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Joh n :  I don't know . . .  there are com· 
pensations. I feel ,  q u i te honest ly, I th ink  
t hat-wel l ,  i t's so  d i fferent ! You see , .  
when y o u  were twelve and we were making 
Tiger Bay, you didn' t  real ly know what 
i n  hell i t  was about.  You j ust  d idn't.  
And Lee [/. Lee Thompson, director of 
"Tiger Bay'']  was absolute ly  wonderfu l .  
Wt' woul d  ta lk  about the day's scenes 
going down to the locat ion in the morning. 
You have a photographic memory, so you 
never had any trouble w i t h  the l i nes. Of 
course [ Teasing] i t's d imming now w i t h  
age; you're n o t  a s  quick as y o u  used to be. 
But we used to discuss tht' scenes, and Lee 
wou l d  say, '·Now, H ay ley, in this  scene 
your father so-and- o and so-and-so," and 
you [Imitating Ha.�·ley, humm ing, gazing 
off into space] you woul d  be going 
"hmmm,'' "hmmm," "hmmmm" and look
ing and looking around--
[Hayley guffaws.] 
John [Continuing] : '·H m m m  . . .  hmmm." 
And the producer said one day, very seri
ously, '·Doesn't that  humming worry you?" 
And Lee said, '·God's sake, don't let her 
stop humming! A long as she's humming 
i t's abso lutely al l  r ight ." And you were 
sort of taking it in, you know. And then 
wlwn tht' picture opened, the first night-
Hay ley [Enioying herself] : I rather made 
a fool o f  m ysel f, d idn' t  I ?  
John [Laughing] : You were the best 
aud ienct' for any film you've t'Vt'r seen! 
You d idn't seem to real ize you were in i t. 
r don't th ink you had thought you'd been 
making a fi lm at  a l l .  A nd you were yack· 
ing w i t h  laughter, screami ng and l augh
ing--
Hayley : Honest ly, T was b l ack and b l ue 
wlwn I camt' out. because T was l aughing 
;;o hard. Rut nobody else was laughi ng, 
and you kept kicking me, Daddy. I wasn't 
at  a l l  moved. myself. I didn't feel at a l l  
cry·t'y. 
John [Laughing] : lt was so funny. You 
couldn't under;;tand evt'rybody else's cry· 
ing. I t  was j ust  so funny to you, I suppose, 
to  be seeing the two of us up t herf' on th.
screen . . . .  Wel l ,  T mean, I had a great 
thri l l  out of ;:eeing what was happening to 
you. but  I coul d n't,  you know, have any of 
thc' pleasurt' o f  d iscussing tht' scene w i t h  
you or t a l king about h o w  difficul t  a n d  
complicated a th ing can b e .  S o  n o w  I 've 
got that; because now, i n  Chalk Garden, 
you had qui te a good idt'a o f  what you 
wanted to 1 lo wi th  yourse l f, and we coul d  
kick i t  around. you know. t a l k  a bout i t  to· 
gether. so t hert'·s a compensat ion. [ To 
moderator] But she was adorable when 
she was twelve--
Hayley : Set'? I t's a lways the past tt'nst'! 
John [StiLl addressing moderator, but 
teasing Hayley] : T mean. sht''s heLl now, 
hut sht' was wonderfu l !  [ To Hayley] But 
no. Seriously. I 'm trying to answer 
honest ly .  I t'njoy both phast's. l loved 
the twelve-yt'ar-old phase, but  T adored 
doing Chalk Garden with  you, because 
it was qui lt' a d i fiert'nt t hing. And T th ink  
the  one we'rt' going to do i n  M inorca to· 
getht'r. The Truth About Spring, w i l l  be 
even more fun. 
Moderator [ To Hayley] :  What is it that  
communicates love from parents to chi l 
drt'n? 
Hayley [ Thoughtfnlly ] :  Lt't me t h ink
how can I word this? T th ink, probabl y. 
hy doing th ings they don't want to do. for 
your bt'nt'fit. They have no gain at a l l. 
A l;:o, I th ink they care about you enough 

to make certain rule;; and n·gu lat ions. I f  
t h e y  d idn't care, they wouldn't bother. 
Also, we're to ld- [Searchingly] T don't 
know; t ht'y do lt'rr ih ly  ;.:;·m·rou;; th ing:<! 
I've never rea l ly consid.-rt'd this bt'fort', 
actual ly, b u t-wel l .  tht're\ myspff. Now, 
J know �1ummy and Daddy are mad about 
each other. They rea l l y  ;;et•m mad about 
t'ach otht'r! And more than anything in 
the world. they can faCf' anythinj!:-gn,;,;ip. 
bankruptcy. anything-tho,;e two. if they·n� 
togetlwr. And yt'l l wcau;;e o f  my c·an'Pr. 
:\tummy's had to leave Daddy for long 
t imes, and Daddy's had to go off and work 
a lone. Ht''s had fir;;t night;; in play,: a l l  
a l one, which i ;:  unheard o f !  A nd Yet 
t ht'y'vt' nevc'r made 1111' f(•(•f awful for i t
just because thPy knew that T would fl'cl 
awful. Do you know what T mean? 
Moderator [ To John ] :  And how do you 
think part'nlS COmmuni c·ate fOVI' to chi f .  
dren? 
Joh n : T real ly think hy not trying to com· 
municatt' i t :  j ust hy hf'havior, r th ink. 
rea l ly.  I th ink if i t 's just t here. w i t hout 
trying to pn·ss i t-T think t hl'n t hl'y acc·ept 
i t .  I n  other word.-, you're not trying to 
se l l  anything. 
Hayley : Yt's. I agrPt'. I th in� if you'rt' 
smothered in l ove, you re,;c'nl 1 t .  And if  
you have to pay back somethi 11g, l wcan;:e 
parents keep tdl ing you how much tht'y 
love you, Gee, you thi 11k. T ;;uppo;;e. 
dividend;;! How do you, Daddy-! IIH'an. 
how woultl you know / lovPd you? Or that  
J u l iet  l oves you? 
Joh n :  rw nevt'r t'Vt'n thought about i t .  
Hayley : You take i t  for grantPd. don't 
you, sort of? 
Joh n :  I rea l l y  ho11e;;t ly  haven't thought 
about it. T wou ld think hy behavior. 
That's a l l ,  real ly. you know-by lwhavior. 
T think the smal l  t h ing;; ht• l p. For in:<tance 
[Grinn ing] ,  I was twPnty-f'ight on tlw 
twenty-:;econd of F1·hruary-or wa;; i t  
twenty-nine, Hale? [Roth laugh.]  A ny· 
way, T had a birthday. And a ftc·r a l l . 
J u l iet  was very busy get t ing rPady to haH' 
a bahy. you know. hut I got a l 'ahl1· .  
They're l i t t l 1' th ing:<. you know. but  qui lt' 
nice to havt'. I d idn't expect o1w. 
rea l l y--
Hay ley : \Vt' l l ,  actual l y. Datldy. you'w an 
easy person to lovt'. Some peopiP an· 
ratht'r di fficul t  to love-do you know what 
T mean? Occasional l y  I l'om1· aC'ro"' :<om1·· 
body-perhaps they'rt' ;:hy or hurt or h i t tc··r 
or something, and they don't rt';;pond to i t .  
You have to be able to ac.:cept i t  too;  other· 
w ise i t's no good. 
Joh n : That's t nJt'. _\lothing conu':< 
hounding hack. I t  just kt'eps going over 
the w a l l, and fina l ly  you t hink. you know. 
Oh, I C'an't go on wi th  it if I don't gt't 
anything back. 
Hayley : Prohahly  tht' n·a,;on we !.avpn't 
t'ver rt'a l l y  thought ahout this is ht•c·au:;e 
i t's returnt'd insti nct iwly.  I t's nothing to 
think about. But  t hat's why. l ;;uppO:'I' . 
somt' marriages co l lap:;l'. H1'cause a lot o f  
people a n ·  Sl' l fi;;h : t hey t'XJWC:t i t  t o  hi' 
given to tht'm and prohahly don't givf' any· 
thing back. 
Moderutor : That';; a hig prohlf'm in your 
profes;:ion, isn't i t ?  
Hayley : Yes. i t  i . . f l u t  I th ink tlwy 
havt' a tough timP t lwn·. T think peopl1• 
in t lw t lwatt'r are cri t icizf'd an awful lot .  
And t lwy have a lot  o f  oh;:taciPs. and a lot  
o f  lt'mptations thrust on tht'm that  ordinary 
people, who :; i t  ba�:k and pa's judgment. 
have no idea of. 



John : Ye:;. Also, i f  l\1r. and Mrs. Smith 
of London or Brookl yn, you know, split 
up--[ mean, the world doesn't know about 
it, does it? But people who are even a 
little in what you might call the limelight, 
the moment anything happens, everybody 
knows about i t. 
Hayley : And the Smiths, so to speak, of 
Brooklyn or London-they haven't the 
same chances to have great rifts! And 
that's the test of a marriage i f  you're m 
this profession . . .  . 

Joh n :  True . .  . 
Hayley : When you think of an actress, 
how many times she's forced to be away 
from her family, the security and the love 
of her husband- [Earnestly] I'm talk
ing about women because probably
well, I umlerstand that women more than 
men need love a lot. And her husband 
isn't there; he's acting somewhere else, or 
something, and she"s around a l l  those at
tractive people. And she gets attached 
to someone, however Platonica l ly, and 
that person gets attached to her; they get 
very attached to each other. And then 
there"s the publicity, and a l l  the lies that 
are written about them that can start 
l i ttle niggling doubts, and the husband 
gets to know about it. And so he says, 
"Right! I t's finished! I'm off!" And 
she says, "I'm off, too; this is utterly 
mad!" And then the picture is finished 
and she realizes that this was only some
thing that  lasted that short time, and 
she"s ruined her marriage--

John : That's very true, too-the gossip, 
the publicity-the things that are put in 
quotes that were never said. Absolutely, 
complete l y  untrue; because they've never 
even spoken to the reporter--

Hayley [Imitating a conversation with a 
gossip colnmnist] : "Who's that girl you 
were with?" "Oh, that was someone who 
came up and asked for an autograph." 
[Knowingly] "Oh, yes . . . Oh, I've 
heard that story . . . .  " It annoys me 
when these se l f-opinionated people sit 
back i n  their chairs and say how dis
graceful and disgusting i t  all is, and 
watch with lecherous eyes some secretary 
walking by. That's the only temptation 
they have. And obviously they have no 
conceivable idea of what it's like for the 
people they criticize. 
John : Well, it's one of the l iabilities, 
certainly, in this profession. It's work 
that a l l  too often separates families, you 
know. Of course, we've tried to guard 
against that. We like being together, 
and we try as much as possible to ar
range it that way. 
Moderator : Did you have the same close 
working relationship with your older 
daughter? 
John : With Juliet? I only worked with 
her when she was small, when she was 
nine, and she made a picture that I pro
duced, and one more. I didn't have the 
same relationship, professional relation
ship, as with Hayley because we never 
had that opportunity together, you know. 
And to try again to answer Hayley's ques
tion, about the young ones leaving the 
nest-we never say to Juliet, "When are 
you coming to see us?" But she rings up 
and says, "What are you doing for the 
weekend?" We wouldn't say, ever, "Can 
we see you for a moment?" Or, "We 
haven't seen you in six weeks." We're 
very proud and we're perfectly happy on 
our own, al though we adore them. And 
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I think parent> who put l l wnl:'t'l\· t ·> in a 
lll'ak po>i t ion. >ayin" th in •!> , . ,  · ho t . 
w i l l  haw the ch i ldren th inkin�, Oh, 
Cod we"n• radwr awf . . l · wt· uu«lll to 
havt: run� them. or i'ome th in�-- "' 
Hayley : Tht·n you'd fo ·el that 11·hen Wf' 
did c a l l  Wf' wou ld 11f' ea l l ing lwcau.:f' . 
Joh n :  l:lPcause it was your duty ! 
Haylf'y : I t'.: l i kt• >Ollie po·oplt• �o to 
d111rch on ly  lweause lilf'y·d bri/Pr go. 
.Joh n :  Yes, i t's fata l .  I onct' sait l  to 
\ l ary that  Pvt•n i f  wp Wf'rt' hurt, m·;d 
no·vt•r a l low ouri'Pive" to show it . . .  
[Laughs] that wP'd kePp up a ;;t ron�-
Hayley [Cravrly] : I th ink  i t ':< wi;w. One 
t j llf'slion I do want to ask you. 
John [Fondly] : Uh ye;;, do. 
Hayley : Wi l l  you ,;ay the same t h i n� that  
) OU say a hout mt'  now-about w hen I 
wa; twt'lve-wi l l you speak the sarnt' w ay 
a hout me, as 1 am now. when I'm twPnty'? 
Joh n :  Wt•l l .  this pt'riod is  great fun. 
� nd wht'n you're twenty it st i l l 11·i l l  he. 
Yt•>. Hecau>�· tht' con1pen.:ation for lo;. 
in� you a;; you were at twelve i;; that 
wo· haVt' a di ll't·rent n· lat ionshi p. We 
havf' a di ll't•rf'nt sort of fun togPtl l f'r now. 
Hayley : Tlwn•'s a bit of he>i ta t ion there! 
So when I 'm twt•nt y  you' l l  say how n ice 
Pigh!Pen wa;! 
John : :\'o. I didn' t  i'ay that. I d idn't  
.:ay how n icP twt> lve was. 1 said twelvt' 
w as nicr. But this period I 'm Pnjoying 
i n  qui lt' a t i i ll'eren t  w ay. So when you're 
twenty I may look back and say, "Wel l ,  
Jlw1 was a n ice period. t h e  eighteen· 
year-old period." You change a l l  the 
t ime, Hale. I mean, for instance. a ftt'r 
you made the first. Tiger Bay. w i th 
n11·-and that,  as you w i l l  remember, was 
an aecident, your getting into that-from 
then on unt i l  only just recent l y  it was a 
t remendous respons i bi l i t y  for l\lummy 
and me. Because then Wal t  Disney. 
righ t l y  and very cleverly. wantPd you for 
a picture a year, and we had to make 
•·very kind of decision for you; because 
you, you know, woul d  just say b l i thely, 
"Yes, if you think that's a good idea ; 
fine," you know, and, '·Wonderful !  
GrPat!"-and you just rode along. And 
I remember at that time Mummy and 1. 
we sweated it out for about three weeks 
as to what we :;hould do about it. I t  
meant twelve weeks a year you woul d  
have to give up. A n d  fma l l y we went 
to you-1 don't know if you remember
and we said, "This is what Walt wants 
to do. What do you think?" And you 
said, "We l l ,  do you think i t's a good 
idea?'' and went right out  for a ride on 
the pony. 
Hayley : Yes. I didn't rea l ize what  i t  
meant, rea l ly .  And I think, looking back 
-we l l ,  I wasn't good at concentration, 
you know, th ings you have to think out. 
when I was in  school ;  and business deals 
and money and hig decisions sti l l  suffo. 
t·ate me. I 'd ralher forget them. l eave 
them ; do you know what T mean? But 
now on!' starts fee l i ng responsibi l i ty and 
thinking a hout  t h i ngs and d iscussing and 
making decisions for onesel f. But then 
-1 can renwmber very wel l you and 
.\lummy talking about i t, and me not 
rt'al l y  t•vt•n /isJening very hard. 
John [Con/inning] : T t  was very. very 
difficul t . . .  because l\lummy and J never 
wanted to push any of you in any wa_v 
into the theater, and so through a l l  t hese 
yf'ars we've heen saying. " A n• you hap· 
py? Do you l ike i t ?" A nc l  i f  you'd 
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t'n·r ,aid t'\ t'n. ·Tm not .:ure .
.. \\l' \rou ld 

haw said. "Right !  Finish!  Get ou t !  
.. 

Hayley : Yt·:'. you·w a l w ay' ;a id- \\ hen· 
t'ver l'n· lookPd a bit .:ort of �loomy. 
vou'vp .:aid. "Don't \\Orry ahout our fe!' l ·  
ing;;. But that would lw tht' t h ing I 
/l'ould w orn· about. not what I '" ' '  !!i \·· 
ing  up. Be�au;;e part'nt:;-wel l .  thPy ·are 
amhit iou.: for t lwir o ll'.:pring. natura l ! \' .  
and--
Joh n :  Ambit ious o n l y  for happi ne;,;! \'ot 
hu.:ine;;;;! I mean we're rPa/!1- not. H a le.  
I t ',; what I 've been ;;aying t.o Jonathan. 
·· 1 don't  care what  you do. If  you want 
to l w  a p lumber. he the he;;t p lum l lf 'r. or 
the he;:t footh a l ler or the best carpentf'r.'

. 

B,..cause a l l  my l i fe I 've ;;pen i t. l .:tartt'd 
in an officP w lwn I wa;; eightPPn. ami the 
mf'n rxisiNI from \Iunday to Saturday. 
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and lived from Saturday to \Iunday 
morning. And T think that's the on l y 
rea l l y  important thing, to real l y  t ry to 
find something to do that you love and 
f'njoy. T think that's why people l ike me 
are very lucky. And T'm always t ry ing 
to pump that into the three of you-
Hayley : Well ,  i f  T suddenly fe l t  [Dra
matically] " l  can't hear i t !  T can ·1 stand 
i t !"-it woul d  be a big bailie. because 
i t  would be hard to give up.  And if I 
t hought T was going to lose t lw hatt ie. 
then I woul d  have to ;;ay to you, you 
know. "You've told me to tel l  you:· But 
Cod forbid i t  ever happens, because I'm 
happy a;; anything now. I'm doing t he 
th ing;; I want .  and pPople wan/ me to do 

thl'm. I t',; gorgeou;;. you know . I t '.: t ' . l .'\ 
to I ll' h a ppy now. hui  if th i ng.: \\ t'll l  bad
ly. and if people d idn't  want nH· any 
more. that wou ld he thP d iHind t t imo··
.Joh n :  \Vei l ,  b u t  i t  ha.:n't a lwa\·; ht•o·n all 
fun ei ther. has i t ?  

· 

Hay ley : V\'e l l , i t's been a h i g  jump fmm 
tht' :<ort of t h i ng I was doing in tho· I l l '· 
ginnin�. Dizzy parts, you know . I 'm not 
undnrn i ning them. but  it take:< a �n·at 
dPal of t ime to get to .:onwthing an 
<lt'l rf'.:;; can gt•t lwr !l'f'th i n to. and \ Oll· ,., .  
IH'I pt>d me enonnou>lv. vou know.  · 
John : I don't th ink · you rt' a l l y  nt•edo·d 
mf' a great dt•al .  rea l l v--
Hayley : That's not so. · 
John : - I 'd l ike to th ink \'OU 1wo•do•d mo· 
more. 
Hayley : You're lwing modo•:'! now. I t ·  ... 
not true. Maybe i n  the hl"ginning . .:ort 
of. I did th i ngs right wi thout- But you 
lwoe hel ped. and mo;t of t lw lw l p  � ou 
gave me. Daddy. was your hom•;;ty. 
knew I cou ld trust you. I had confitlf'nt·o· 
that what  you tol�l n1e Wai' ah;;olut t • ly  
true. that  you wouldn' t  g ive nit' any  o ld  
ha louev--
Joh n :  . ::'-io. J nevf'r hut tered \'OU up or 
!'a id ;;omething wa,; good wllf'n i t  wa;;n·t.  
\\.t,

.
rf' cri t ica l ;  VPry cri t ic ·a i--

Hayley : I n  fat'!, often you've ho•t•n na:'ty. 
We l l, not o/1<'11. hut · that  fir>! day In  
Pollyanna- Remem l .er. Dadth-? [Re
f•,rring /o Madera/or] You t;· l l him. 
Daddy. 
John [Chuckling] : I don't think i t ',; fa i r  
to te l l that  story. 
Hayley : Why? Tt' l l  i t !  I j u,t  11 ant to 
make my point. 
John : \\'e l l . shP'cl com<' o\·er with th i >  
t rrmendous reputation from Tiger Bay. 
and tht'y wPrf' on locat ion lwrt' in Anu·r· 
ica making Pollyanna for Disney. .� nd 
;;he was very young ami had a hig 'C't'IH' 
to p lay  with Karl J\lalden. and ;;hr wa;; 
lt'rri h ly,  terrib ly  nervoui'. 'iatura l l y !  I 
mf'an, I wou ld havo· l wt•n m·rvou.:. :;o you 
can imagine. And, wel l .  they had rt·· 
lwarsed this scPne in t lw morn i ng anti 
the d i rector. David Swi ft.  had tried one 
or t11·o thing;;, and th ing;; ju;;t wt•rpn't 
working, you know : and T .:aw him look 
at hPr and look at me--
Hayley : And he took me a;; ide. That'.: 
a n  awful t hi ng!  Evt•ryono· drt•ad:< i t .  I 
loathe to he takPn aside for om· of tho;;l' 
private ta lks a d i rector ha>< with  an 
l!t 'lor--
John [Con/inning] : Ye;;. A n d  :;o he took 
vou aside. ye;; . . . .  And it I!:OI to l w  
a hout  twenty m inutes t o  one . .: o  I .:aid to 
David. "\Vt• l l .  let's hn·ak for l uneh.

.. I 
11·as jui't  sort of a hystandt•r. I hat !  ;ort 
of flown there to lw w i t h  Hayl o•y for a 
few werks bt>furf' I wt·nt  hack to work in 
England. So WI'  hrokP for lunch ant i  
tht're was Hayl t>y ;;tanding t lwrl' w i th  J.ig. 
.:taring PYt'>. and .:he ;;aid. l i t t le and 
anxiously. "What\ thP mat tc·r. Dat l t l �  '? 

. .  

I ;;aid.  · ·W . .  I I. do you know what·, t h t' 
matter? You are rea l l y  a na.:h i ng horo· 
in th i;;  i'C'f'nP. You rPa l l v  an• l 10ring.'' 
Hayley : That's not rt'<il l y  exact l v  t lw 
adject ive you ust•d. 
joh n :  We l l ,  1 d idn't know wlwtlwr I 'd 
IH'tter ;;ay i t .  thP other. here--
Hayley [.Slowly, wilh rrlish] :  You t·a l lt · t l  
mt•  a big whi!P cabha{!e--
.lohn :  Yes. I ;;aid you wt•ro· a hig wltilt> 
mbhage--
Hayley : - Anti  that\ o•nough to )!iYt· an)·· 
one pau;;£>! 



John : And I :;aid. . .You are really 
bori.�g: [ can hardly watch, it's so bor
rng. I said. '· I t's not bad. it's just 
f,oring:· Well, that did i t !  Absolutely 
d id i t !  
[/Joth lmtgh.] 
Hayley : I ought to have wept my:;el f  
:;i l l y !  
John : That j u;:t rPiaxed her. a n d  they got 
a marvf'lou;; scene! 
Hayley [Slowly, nostalgically] : Some
ti nu�><. lwcause I love you. I wi,;h I wasn't 
eighteen, that I was still- And yet i t's 
,; i l ly :  you can't pretend you're twelve . . . 
John [Quirkly, lovingly] :  :--,;o. I don't 
w ant you to--
Hayley [Continuing] : . . . because i t  
dot·sn't come off. 
John : 1\o. I t  doe,;n't . dar l ing--
Hay ley : 1 3u t. oh. I often regret lo,;t time
you know, speeding years. . . .  T some
times feel sad about it because I loved 
l ll ' inl( twt · lvf' and young. and loved thl' 
l a.-k of responsib i l ity-that"s probably 
a lot o f  i t. the sort of u t ter uncompli 
· ·att·d ru•s,.; of being twelve. 
John : Let me ask you a que,;! ion.  :\o\L 
I've never asked you this before. :\ow. 
,;uppo><ing you wen• twent) . Right? And 
lt·t·s say that  I .  mayhe. am ;:t i l l  boring 
thl' pub lic and sti l l  acting. Right? And 
mu go and '"�' me i n  a picture . . .  
l laylt·,· : I know what you· rt' going to say! 
John [Continuing] : . . . and you walk out 
and ;a\· to \ o l l r;t· l l·. ··\\',· 1 1 .  he',; real lv-
1 mu;t ·admi't. he's rea l ly-,,·el l .  a t iny . h i t  
o l cl - fa;hi orwd ! .. Now. wou ld  \'OU I t' l l  lilt' 
t l r a l  or wouldu' t  you? 

. 

Hayley [Instantly] : 1\o! Becau,;p 
wou ld rwn·r .-onw to that  .-ondu;:ion! 
Joh n :  But supposing I werl' .  and you 
thoul(ht i t?  
Ha,·h·,· : !\lv qup,;tion a b o u t  heiug twenty 
- ·t hat  wa,; ft •a,; i h l t·. Int i  \ Our;-i t';: no t 
po,;,; i h l t · !  I won"t f'\'f'll co.n;:idcr i t !  Bt·'
• ·al l>'t' your lHH"kground hPi i f'i' that que;:
l ion.  nf"ca u�e- How many yt"'ar:' i� i t ,  
l h dth·. that  vou'vp bf'f'n in  .fi l m<.> 
Joh11 ; Thirt\: yt•ar,;. 
n,,.,,.,. : \\'t· i l .  'at 'l i ng h ai' dtangt·d . .\ctori' 
I ran·  •·onH' and gotH'. Thf're h avf' hef'n 
a l l  ;or!,.; of d i fTerf'nt ;;dwol.-.  mf'thods
\nd \ ou hav•·n· l . .l rangt•t l .  a nd no orw lt<t>' 

pn·r · · ·on,;idPn·d you old-fa;:h ionf'd : and 
I. IPai'l of a l l . • ·or;;idn You old - fa,..h ioned. 
I t ',;  not a po,;,; i h i l i t y  . .  
John [lnsi.<tin!!] : I t ',; a ,.;uppo:;rtwn. 
that ·,.. a l l .  \\'e"n· suppo,.ing! Tn other 
wonk cou l d  ,·ou-wou l d You criticize 
nH't 
Haylt>y [Makin!! a ganw of it] : A l l  
right. lrt',; pn·tt•nd. I To hersrlf. mourn
fully] "'Poor Dad. ;;hal l  I tPI I him . . .  ?" 
To�tf'thf'r : ..  Oh. Your h a i r  piPn' was 
nwn•f' low•!  Cou ldn' t  ,....,. thr l af'f' o f  the 
:o:t·arn:-;r· 
Hayley : That o l d  jokt • !  [Suddrnly an
su·,·rinl! thr lflll'.,lion ] I ,,·ou l d n' t It' l l  you, 
no. I wouldn' t tf' l l  vou ! 
John [ Taking it in} You wouldn't-
Hayley : No. [ , ..cau;t•- --
Joh n :  You'd tf' l l  J u l iet. then-
Haylt>y : I w ou l d  a,;k her what ;;Jw 
thou�ht. I wou ldn't  :'ay I think so: T'd 
ask IH'r. and I 'd maylw di>'l'US:' it .  yes
\'i' P  d i;.cu"" \·ou \\· i t h  on•· anot lwr: Wt' dis
•·u,;;: you anrl Mummv together- [Tea is 
hrou{!ht in] Tt·a ? Oh. that·,. Vl'ry intel l i 
gent .  Tea !  What·,. the t iuw? . 
Modt>rutor : Twrn ty to four. 
.fohn : W(•"ve ta lked ou r heads off! 
Huylt>y : I'm :;un• i t':; not \'l'fY interf':'ling 
IL> am·hody Inti our:;e l ve,.; . 

. 
THE END 

"� have been truly scared since l ast November 

twenty-second, the day the President of the 

United States was shot and killed, and my 

husband, John B. Connally, the Governor of 

Texas was severely wounded." 

"SINCE 
THAT 
DAY 

IN 
DALLAS" 

For the first t ime, Mrs. J ohn B .  Connal ly's personal account 

of the tragedy that robbed this n ation of its  President and 

touched her own family's l i fe so deeply-the first report by 
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Look Out for Sharks 

(Continued from page 49) 

di,;covt'rt-'d that ;;he could not read at the 
,;hore at a l l .  l n,;tead she recited poetry-
1- lopkin:< and Swinburne and Y !'ats-lying 
face down on the sand ancl speaking in a 
quit>t. hard l y  inflf'cted voicf' that did not 
,;et>m to hother Jul ia. 

T t had heen books that formed the 
hasi;; for their friendship;  lat!'r there had 
l )('en music. art, chess. Sti l l ,  tht>y did not 
;;pp f'ach other very often, evPn though 
tht>y wt>rc engaged in simi lar work-Julia 
a:< an a,;si;;tant editor of a chi ldren's maga. 
zi nP. Pat ty in book publishing-and 
,;bared a l,;o the ,.;uhtle p leasures and ob. 
viou;; pain,; of being over thirty and un· 
rnarrird. Occa,.;ional l y  they wou l d  go to a 
<'Oncert together. meeting for d inner first ; 
and in tlw ,;urnrner tht>y drove to the shore 
once or twicP, at least. always to the same 
,;mall town on thf' south end of thf' island 
just ofT �horp . 

I t  was Jul ia  who in i t ial!·d and organ· 
izcd the;;t• triJ.l"· ca l l ing to arrange for 
lhe rl-'nted car. a l though ,;he ht>r;;el f  did 
not drive. l'arl'fu l l y  Psl ima t ing the chances 
of rain. making rP><t-'rvations at the Edge. 
wa tt •r 1-lotPI i f ,  a;; they had occasional l y  
dorw. t lwy dPeided to ,;tay overnight. Pat· 
ty. a l though ,;lw t·onsidered hersP i f  a true 
lovt'r of the ocean ancl Ju l ia a mere d i let
tante. k new tha t  ,;he wa,; basical l y  too lazy 
to face all tlw minor difTieulties of getting 
from Phi ladelphia to the ,;hore, and left to 
lwrself. probably would never make the 
p ffort. 

"You ought to learn to drive." she 
:<aid now to Ju l ia, swinging ofT onto thf' 
narrow, le:;s-travelecl road that led toward 
tlw ,;hore. "Suppose l had a heart at tack. 
I think your rd usa! to learn to drive is an 
a ffectation, pure and simple. Every adu l t  
American ?U��t t o  know how t o  drive a 
ear and ,.;wrm. 

'·Every adult American ought to know 
how to appret·iate Jane Austen." said Jul ia  
I'Ompo;;ed ly. 

They hoth laughed. It was part of 
tlwir compatib i l i ty  that they felt free in  
each othl'r':; company to i ndulge their 
tastes and prejudices wi thout feel ing 
ei ther pretentious or ridiculous. Their 
minds worked quite d i tierent ly ;  Ju l ia  was 
fond of sweeping general izations about 
l i fe that Patty, who fel t  one could under. 
,.;tand the general only in terms of the 
particular, found irri tat ing. But they 
were patit'nt with eadr other, and their 
arguments-whether ahout religion or 
pol i t ics. music or psychology-had a 
qual i ty of cool reason and a con picu
ous lal'k of passion. Neither had the 
Pvangel ist's dt>sire to convert. Theirs was 
a pleasant, undemanding and intel lectu
a l l y  st imulating friendship. 

They did not talk much on the road. 
Patty, wi10 possessed remarkable memory, 
was capahle of singing for hours without 
pause, :'larting with "Stairway to the 
Stars," circa 1938. and cl imbing up 
through the yt>ar� to "Dance. Bal l erina, 
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Dance:· a houl w hich t i rnc ,;he had dis
covered classical music and stopped l isten
i ng to thf' rad io. 1 u l ia did not seem to 
mind Patty's ,;inging. She hersel f  coul d  
never remember words t o  songs, and pres
ent ly, as she invariably did whi lf' Patty 
was singing, asked to he taught the words 
to ·'Lord Jefl"rey Amherst." 

"H onestly, Jul ia!  Don't you know 
that yet? Try it by yourself.'' 

J u l i a  tried: " 'Lord Jeffrey Amherst 
was a soldier of the ki ng, And he came 
from acruss the sea. To t llf' French and 
the Indian;; he didn't do a thing . . .  ' "  .. ·J n  tht' wilds of this wi ld  coun. 
tree.' 

,. Pat ty  said. "Of a l l  the songs i n  
the wor ld. I cannot imagine a simpler orw 
to memorize or a more unl ikely one to 
want to memoriu·. Why not a nice El iza. 
bethan bal lad you can sing at parties after 
everyonf' gets drunk?" 

·'I don't gPI drunk at parties:· Jul ia  
said. 

This was true, and another d i fl'erl-'nce 
hetween them; Patty sometimes d id. The 
thought deprt'sSPd her and she ft> l l  silent. 
I'Onsidering the possib i l i ty that in the year;; 
ahead she might turn into a "problem .. 

drinker. She was visual izing ht>rst> lf on a 
bar stool in some clive, tf'l l ing her troubles 
to various lushes, when Ju l ia announced 
that it wasn't much farther now. 

"We might slop at that junky-looking 
antique ;;hop on the way hack, .. Jul ia  went 
on as tllt'y passed the fam i l iar sign. 
"Tht>rt' just might he something good 
buried in a l l  that dchris.'' 

Patty did not hother to reply;  Jul ia  
always :<uggt>sted stopping at the antique 
shop, hut they both knew they nPver 
would. 

Half  an hour latt•r Patty parked the 
car in  front of tlw Edgt'waler Hotel  and 
they got out, dragging their beach bags. 
A l though they wen .. not planning to stay 
at the hotel, or even to eat there. they hac! 
long ago obtained permission, as old pa. 
trons of the Edgewater. to u e the outdoor 
showers as dressing rooms. The Edge
water was a V ictorian structure with 
twenty or so hot ,  uncomfortahle rooms. an 
inferior restaurant and no bar; Patty rc· 
fleeted that they were indeed loyal to pa· 
tronize i t  when two qui te elegant hotels 
had recent ly  been bui l t, hoth of them 
nearer the ocean than the Edgewater. But 
J u l ia fel t  nothing hut contempt for these 
modern ·'monstrosi ties:· and Patty had to 
admit that there wa;: a certain comfort in 
the shabby fami l iarity of the Edgewater. 
She locked herself in  one of the three 
wooden shower stal ls. stepped out of her 
sun dress and pu l led on her old red bath· 
ing suit, thinking as she fastened the 
frayed straps that she real l y  must get a 
new one. But they never saw anyone re· 
motely i nterest i ng here, so what was the 
point? 

The Edgewalt•r was three hot  blocks 
from the ocean. They threaded their way 
careful ly  among the sun bathers c lustered 
between the red tlags that marked the 
l im i ts of the l i feguard's area of responsi· 
h i l i ty  ( Patty had a lways wondered if a 
swimmer got i nto trouble beyond the flags, 
the l ifeguard would simply let  h im drown) 
and found a relatively clear spot on the 
fringe of  tht' crowd. 

They spread their towels, anchoring 
tht .. <'Orner> w i th  hooks, sandals and sun· 

tan oi l. and walk t  .. d down to the water. 
The surf was not high hut i t  wa' beaut i ful ,  
the waves hreak ing crf'am i l y  on the sand 
and retreating with a soft ;:izzle. Patty 
waded in ank iP-dcep : the waiPr wa,.; coldPr 
than i t  looked. 

·-rrn not going in ju>t yet.'' J u l i a  
;:aid. ·Tm going to "·a i l  u n t i l  I gf't good 
and hot.'' 

Patty wa lked on. gri t t ing ht'r tePth. 
un t i l  ,;he wa,; in  wai>l ·dt-'t .. p. Tlwn a wan • 
,; l appecl agai n,-t lwr d�t·,;t and ;:hp plungt-'d 
in .  p low i ng through tlw ,urf unt i l  she 
n•a..lwd the gt·n t l t•r ,;wp l l ,- beyond. I t  wa> 
a lway;; >onwthing of  a proh iPm to gt·t 
through tlw �urf  ht•t ·a u "! '  ;: lw swam wi th  
h�r  �ungla:-':"(., on-:oOIH' w a:-" =--o nf•ar:'ightf"d 
that  ,;IH· ft· l t  i t  q u i lt· po,-,; ih lt· that  :-lw 
might lo,-.· tra .. k of  tht· ,;horr· w i thout them . 
Horn i n land. ,-lw had tww·r q u i lt• ma:'IPred 
the trick of rid ing t he wan·� in. hut ;;lw 
was a :-olron� :O:\\ i rn nwr and l'ou iJ :-'lav out 
in  t lw qui ;  .. , .. . ,. w a to·r indefin i t o· l y  . .  Tlw 
orf'an lwyond t ilt ' ,;urf had t lw add i t iona l  
a t t raet ior; of lwing al mo>t fn·•· of swim· 
rners: mo,;t of  t lw pt•opl< '  wt·n· lntndwd 
a long tlw surf  l i tw. 

Sll(' l u rr wd on l l t 'r ha<-k. lu ·r ft•t•l lo· 
ward ,;hort-'. and wa tdlt 'd tho ·  otlwr ,;wim· 
mer,; hohhing u p  ami  down. ,;n<'am i ng and 
;ohout ing 1\ i th  ntol'k ft·ar or df' l ight. It a l l  
lookt>d very ,-i l l ) and t in ·,;ontl'. '"' wt• l l a ,;  
<'Onlrary t o  t lw ,;p i r i t  of t il t '  ot ·<'an. Canu·:<. 
,;he thought- -t lwy an·  play ing with tlw 
ocean l ikt ·  ch i ld n· t t .  Tlw ><'ll. i t  ><'t•nwd to 
her. wa:< �onwhow , J , .,,.,.,.alt•d hy a l l  th i:<  
mind I�-""" p lay . Tlw th ing to do 1\:ll,. ;:imply 
to let Olli'>P i f  go wi th i t .  to ft•t•l with  tHH;,_ 
w hol t· rl' la xt •d hody t iH '  ,;hap!' and rhythm 
and i n tention of  t lw :'<'ll·,. gn·a t. con:<tanl 
now. 

Slw turrwd ami lwgan ,-wimming awa,· 
from ,-hon'. holding lwr lwad up a l i t t lt• i n  
ordt·r to prolt•t·l IH'r :'ll l tgla"'''"· fet• l i ng ut. 
t•·rl y in  harmony with hPr>< ' l f. t lw :'('a and 
l i fe i lsf' l f. T • ·ou ld "" i nt to Spain. ,;he 
thought .  ,;nt i l ing. Tlwn tlw l i ff'guard';; im· 
JWrat ivc whi:<tlt ·  • ·a l lt·d lwr hat-k. 

Lunch wa,; l tt •• ·r and po ta to ch i p,--in 
Patty·,- t'U"''. gin ant i  ton i<'" and potato 
t·hips-at t lw Con<'h S lwl l  Hol! · l .  I t  had 
takt-'11 Patty two "''a>on> at thr ,-horr tn 
lure J u l i a  . in to tlw Coneh She l l  har. IH'· 
cau�f" �oing lhl'n'. t'Vt'll lhou�h it wa� 
nearer and ct•rta in ly  more p l t•a;;ant. hrokf' 
the trad i t ion of h i k i n� along t lw lwal'h to 
a rdre,-lunt-'nt :'land for hot dog,; and rni l k  
>hakPs. B u t  ont·t· the rdrt'shmf'nl ·:<land 
trad it ion wa> :'Ut't·t•;,;fu l lv hrokl'n. thl' 
C :onch She l l  bar had ht:t'Oillt' a ri tual 
equal l y  a> in llexi b le. 

They sat in tlwir wt·t hathing suits on 
har ,-tools. onlt•n•tl. and ,;urvPyt .. d tlw prog· 
ress of their >un tan,; in J u l ia's I'Ompact 
mirror. Patty's rather round fal'e looh·d. 
to hf'r ,;un-dazzlt•d eyt•,;. more pa le than 
tan. A ra,-h of freckll ';; stood out em· 
phatica l l y on ht·r no,;t•. lwr mouth was a l 
most colorl t'"'' PXcepl for a r im of  l ipstick 
around t l1P !'dgt•s. and lwnralh lwr beach 
hat her dark hair hung down lank ancl 
>t i lT with sal t. 

"The lan t·omt·s out later:· Julia said 
reassuringly. 

"\Ve i l ,  the fn·cklcs had bPtter go in.'' 
said Patty. The scrutiny of  her face in  the 
mirror had depre;;sed hPr; she could see 
signs of age that were ordinari l y  h idden 
by make-up and softer light. The mental 
image :<he pre,;erved of  lwn;el f  at twf'nly· 



two. prt " l ly wi t h tilt' imlt'r g l ow of you th 
and ho1w. wa� far mon· pl('asanl. She 
look a long drink of  her gin and tonic. 
notin·d that i t  was a l n·ady half gone and 
d<·<"idt·d to havt' ano ther. 

·'You'l l  regr('l i t.'' Ju l ia  predicted. 
H •·r own a lmost-fu l l  gla"" of  heer stood on 
tilt' •·ounter. "You' l l  ft>el i t  wht'n you go 
back out into that hot ,-un:· 

lrre lt'van t ly Pa tty wai' rrm inded of 
anotlwr day ,-he had spt•nt at tht>  ;;IJOre. 
not long aftt'r col lege, with a group of six 
or •·ight boy,- anti  girls-her "crowd.'' 
They had takt•n along an f'normous ther
mo,- of iVlartini;;, drunk a l l  day in the 
>tnt. playf'd touch footba l l  on ihf' sand. 
,;wum far out ( ignoring t lw l i feguard';; 
"·hi,-t l t'. wh ich shl' now obeyed so doci le ly ) 
and t'nded the day by watf'r-ski ing on thf' 
bay. Slw had won hand, down th(' t i t l e  of 
"ganw;t gir l" by ;;ki ing fu l l y clothed. 
from srwaker,; to sungla:;;;e;;. at t('n o'clock 
on a moonl t•,;;< night. 

''] ul ia .'' slu' said ;;uddenl y. "why 
didn't you marry that  man, that  Henry
,-omt'lhing from Wynnewood?" 

j u l ia looked at her. start led. ·'T don't 
know.'' sill' ;;aid a fll·r a moment. Now her 
look wa> a l i t t le accusing, a;; though it 
Wt'rt' somehow a l lf'traya l for Patty to 
�pt'ak o f  mal l•·r,; other than poetry and 
ar t . "I l l' wa:; so stupid, real ly.  T cou ldn ' t 
ta lk  to him. A l l  lw knew wa,; the stock 
mark•·t and bcag l•·" · He was nice enough. 
I suppose. But that was a long time ago.'' 

And in. another country. Patty though t . 
St i I I  ,-he pressed on. "Do you Pvcr worry 
about not llt'ing marrird '? I don't mean 
bt•cau;;p of :;ocia l  pn·s;<urt's-wt' know thf'y 
arl'n 't importan t basical l y. But you your. 
;;,· If'?" 

J u l i a  ciH"wed on hPr lip. '·:\o. 
don't think so.'' 

Slw took a potato chip and lookf'd at 
it specu l at ively bdon· ;he put it into her 
mouth. Patty f(' l t  orry for lwr and a t thP 
;:uw· time irritated. Was Ju l ia  going to 
be honest, or was she simpl y going to turn 
thi>  kni fe asidt• with a practiced phrasf'? 

"Somt>times it i.- hard.'' J u l ia said 
final ly, firmly. ",\lost people do get mar
ri•·d;  they nef'd to. I've thought about i t .  
Tlwre was that man after Henry, that  en· 
gine('r-T seriously considered marrying 
him. For month>. But there are so many 
adjustments you have to make. Babies. 
Pretending to l ike your husband's friends 
w hen you real l y  de;;pise them. Cooking 
meals  every day-not just occasional l y. 
when you can take your t imt' and creal(' a 
memorable dinner. Having no time to 
l isten to music. to read, to explore a l l  
sorts o f  intel lectual possibil i ties. Having 
to fi t  your l i fe into your husband's. A l l  
that adjustment,.. she said, gesturing 
vaguely.  

Patty'� second drink had arrived. She 
picked it up, hard l y  knowing what to say 
next or where thi;; unusual ly  personal  con· 
versation might take them. She fel t  some
what guil ty;  it  was she who had p lunged 
;;o recklessly helow the ;;urface of their 
friendship, spoi l ing thf' predictable pat
tern o f  the day. Yet she was not brave 
enough to go on; ,;ht> fp[t that there was 
something lurking just around the bend. 
beyond the next wavt'. that she was not 
prepared to face. 

'·But other peop lf' adjust.'' she said. 
takinl( a last plungt·. 

"Oh .
.. 

said J u l ia. ' · it  doesn't mal/<'r 
to a lot of people. Take Nancy Brody . 
She dot>sn 't care i f  she ever reads another 
book in her l i fe; she's perfect l y  happy 
with h('r babies and h('r husband and lwr 
suburban house.'' This was said in a tone 
of contempt. 

Patty, who knew :\ancy Brody sl ight
ly. was tf'mpted to argue. But somethinl( 
restrained her. Looking into Jul ia's 
cracked mirror, slw had seen her own im
perfect facf'; looking into J u l ia's soul.  
would she not set' her own? Retreat. shf' 
thought. 

'·P('rhaps you· re right.'' sh(' said 
l ight ly. falsely .  "How could  I l ive with  a 
man who preferred .\1antovani to Mozart ?" 

J u l ia  l aughed.  
" Bu t  s t i l l,'' Patty  said stubhornly . .. , 

worry ahout it occasiona l ly . :\ot often. 
but occasiona l ly." 

'·You would have to bf' awfu l l y  in· 
sens it ivt' if you didn' t  worry about it  Ol'· 
ca;;ional l y.'' said J u l ia. "This society i;: 
based on certain premises, and on(' of  
them is that women get married-or at  
l east that  they want to .  You have to hav<' 
courage to l ive alone:· 
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J u l ia had he<'n righ t :  a ftf'r two gin 
and tonics and a ft'\1' potato chi ps. Patty 
fel t  l ightheaded and irresponsible.  Shf' 
ran immedia tely into the surf and swam 
far out, contin�ing to swim straight for 
Spain even after she heard tht' l ifeguard',: 
whist le, and turned back only when the rP· 
pealed shri l l  b lasts sef'med to indicate that 
if she didn't, they might send a l i feboat 
after hf'r. The l ifeguard was standing 
knee-deep in the watf'r when she arrivf'd. 
soggy and breathing heavi ly, at thf' 
water's edge. 

"Couldn't you hear my whistle?" he 
demanded angri ly .  '· f got to patrol this 
beach, kids all  over the p lace. T got 
enough trouhle w ithout some n utty dame 
going h al fway across thf' At lan tic." 

"T wasn't that far out," she aid, tak· 
ing off her sal t-smeared glasses. "J can 
swim.'� 

"So you can swim. Great. But we 
got rules here and you got to go by the 
rules. Like if you gf't in trouble way out 
there, I'm supposed to drop everything and 
go pull you in?" 

"Like, i f  I met a shark?'' Sht' was 
sti l l  feeling lightheaded . 

"You think that's a joke, lady, but 
i t 's  not.  Up at  Bay Head two weeks ago 
ther(' was a shark tried to tab- a man',-

leg ofL Suppost' you get a leg chewPcl oiL 
lady-you think that's a jok('? 

.. 

"No:· Patty walked up the sand. 
[('ss dt' pressed by the prospect of bein)! 
hitt('n by a shark than hy heing ca l l f•d 
'·lady." ''I'm sorry,'' she said-and in
dt"ed, she fel t  immensely sorry, hoth for 
the troubl(' she had caus('d the l i feguard 
and for hersel f, because she wa:; unable to 
swim ou t to ;:ea as far as she want('d and 
becaust' she was no longer girl hut woman. 
"I won't do it again.'' she ;;aid. wa l k ing 
away from him. " I ' l l  stay within the 
tlags." 

\X'hen ;;hi' got back to tht'ir l i t t le 
heachlwad of  towel !<  and canva,- hag;:. ,;[w 
found J u l ia asleep. Sleep ,;ernlt'd infinitl '· 
l y  desirable, evPn nt'et'ssary. anti Patty ar
ranged hen;elf as comfortably as poi<sihle 
on the gri t ty towel and pn•pared to ahan
don her>e l f  to i t .  SIH" d ri fll·d ,-Jw l low h· 
i nto drowsirwss and surfaced again, as sh;. 
had dri fted l ight l y on tilt' bo;;om of  t lw 
ocean. 

ThPn sh!' did go to slt·• ·p. \\'hen ,;lu· 
awoke. gradual ly  and with a sen,-t' of con· 
fusion, "Greensleeve,. .

. 
was b(' ing p l ayPd 

on a nearby transistor radio. J mmediatc l y 
and distressi ng l y  she was tran,-ported hack 
ten years or mon· to a ;umnwr morn i ng 
when she lay on a j t'l ty in Larchmont. IH"r 
lover lw,-ide her. just their hands lout'h· 
i ng, l istening to "Cn·•·n:;l ('t'V<'" 

.. 
on a port

ab le rad io. Sht• had been young then. not 
only young hut touch ingly young: she had 
not yt•t fou nd any of th•· path,- that I'V('ntu· 
a l ly  wou l d  l ead llt'r to a firm patt<•rn of 
l i fe .  

They had hard l y  met : she could not 
ca l l  him loVl'r in any tru•· >t'n>t' of till ' 
word. hut  i t  w as true that Ill' wa;; the onh· 
man siH· hat! t'Vt'r rt'al l y  loved, hoth arr�
gant ly  and innocen t ly . They had l i,;tpned 
to '·Gn·ensleevt•s" u n t i l  t he end. and then. 
h a l f  laughing, slw had said a lotu l. "Pl ay 
i t  aga i n . . .  And t lw ,-l t•t'k-voi•·•·d rad io an
nouncer incrl'd i b ly  had ;aid. "You l ikf' 
that? J ust for k i�b. let',- play it  again:· 

Odd to rememher that they had not lw ..  n 
start lPd or amused at the coincidt'nct•. hut 
had simply acceptPd it a;; if i t  wer!' tlll'ir 
right, l istening gravely a� agai n  the rnu;ic 
floated p la in t iw l y over Long [ ,; land Sound. 
They had la in  wi th  on l y palm,; touchi ng. 
but clo:;er in tha t  l ight touch than t lwy had 
bet"n llf'forf' or wou ld t'V!'r lw afterward. 

Patty found now that >he was crying 
--at l ea,;t there Wt'rt' a ft•w tl'ar; crt't'ping 
from beneath lu·r eyt'lid:;. What had hap
pened to that i nnocent lovt'; what had 
k i l led it? Rut before >he cou l d  explon· 
that though t she was drowning i n  another 
memory-a l a ter. gayer time. She wai' on 
a boat cruising along the ea;;tern ,-hon· of 
Delaware. one of a casual .  skeptical group 
of young unrnarrit'd peop l • ·· Tht•y had 
anchored for l unch at a l i ke l y ,-wimrning 
spot. At that time she wa,- d i t'ling: s li t' 
was down to onP hundred and >f'Vt'n 
pounds, there wert' ,;hadow,; undt•r her 
eyes, and s t i l l  she cou ld :;tay up until four 
in the morning and awakt• five hour; l att·r 
ful l  of  energy. That day tht'rt' wa:; a dog 
aboard, a ix-month-old golden retricvf'r 
wi th  no t>xperience in the watt'r. Somcont' 
pitched him in and they a l l  laughed at hi,
frantic, awkward effort" to "vi m : then 
when he caught on and ht•gan swimming 
steadi l y, everyone applaudP.d. What wa;: 
the name of th(' hoy "h•· ha•l lu•pn dating 
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tlwn? She muld not remember. could re
•·a l l  only hi,; i 1wpl, amateurish overtures 
in thr sma l l  cahin of the hoal, and his 
cautious swimming that had brought him 
to the :;hort' la�t  of al l .  She had been con
tt•mptuous then, had thought she could  
a fford to mark off hrr l i s t  any man who 
could not swim as wel l a� �he: that was a 
luxuriou� limP, whPn tht•re Wt'�t' plenty of 
mf'n. 

And latt•r, t•vpn-the spring shP went 
ahroarL thP exciting ocean voyage. OnP 
night she had dancf'd hour after hour with 
an attractivP young Frenchman. She had 
gone w i th him up to thf' top deck "for a 
breath of fresh air,'' hut rea l l y  hoping. 
knowing, that he would kiss her. Tt  was 
moonles:< and foggy; they were near the 
Azores. and he had been worried that they 
might not ht> ahl t> to �ee the islands in the 
darknes�. \Vas that why . he had tried to 
el imh the mast-to watch for the Azores? 
It ,wemed incredible to her now that she 
had actua l l y  gone up thP sl ippery l adder 
in lwr h igh-hPeled sl i ppers and chiffon 
dre;;;;. hut it  must have been so, for that 
was how shf' rPcal led her first sight of 
land in five day,;-,;itt ing on a wet, t i l ting 
platform twenty feet above the lop deck 
of the ship. th<• Frt'nchman's arm around 
hn. 

Yes, she had rea l ly  done these things 
-clim lwd lh<· ma,;t of a ship at midnight.  
loved. l ivPd. She had not a lways been 
•·autious. Then. how had she come to be 
thf' per:<on she had become. walking thf' 
,;amp walks day a fter day, speaking the 
,;ame hri;;k ami bri t t le  cl iches, fpeding 
upon music and hooks and art. too careful 
•·ven to touch real i ty  with a casual friend 
like Jul ia? Had tlw years imposed this 
pattern upon her, or had her own l ack of 
courage irnposr·d this pattern upon the 
years? 

She sat up abruptly, feel ing an over
powering need for company other than her 
own dark thoughts, but Jul ia  had gone on 
,;ornt>where. I t  seemed late. Tlw sky had 
lwcome a l i tt lr  overcast and the beach was 
le-s crowded. Patty stood up and looked 
toward the sea. 

There wPre only a few swimmers s t i l l  
in  t lw water, and among them Patty recog
nized Ju l ia, jumping up and down in the 
waw:;. She lookt•d happy and relaxed, as 
though the sea had wa:;hed away a l l  the 
rigid ity that crippled and protected her. 

Patty walk .. d down to the water and 
.. a i led;  Ju l ia  started wading toward her. 

·' I guess it's time to pack up and go, 
at that," she said as she came up on the 
,;and. . .Look-tlw l ifeguard's taking down 
tlw flags. If you want another swim, you'd 
l ... ttt·r hurry." 

.. 1 think I ' l l  skip it," Patty said. 
Tlwy walked hack to their towels and 
,;hook them out, their back to the wind. 
Looking at Ju l ia, so industriously shaking 
nut tlw last grains of sand, Patty felt an 
immense pity for her. It was clear to her 
now. aft<·r her painful sel f-examination 
that had been so unexpectedl y  triggered by 
the radio's playing ·'Greensleeves," why 
J ; i l ia  wanl<·<l to lt'arn the words to "Lord 
Jelfrey Amherst:· That was a song J u l ia 
hatl ;;ung at coi iPgt' when she had been 
young and happy and hopefu l ;  i t  reminded 
her of a l l  �lw had once had within her 
grasp and had ,;omehow lost in  the years 
between. 
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And wa;; this why ;;lw ht'r:;elf :;ang 
'·Stairway to the Stars" and recited a l l  
the poems she had loved and wept over at 
col lege, when she was st i l l  able to dream? 

·'By the time we take a shower and 
d1ange clothes,'' J u l i a  said, "it wi l l  be 
limP to go to the Sea Shack for dinner:' 

"Yes." said Patty. Her voice must 
have sounded strange, for Ju l ia  gave her a 
kP<'n. assessing look. But Patty turned 
away toward the sea. J u l i a  wou ld have 
one daiquiri ,  scallops with a baked potato 
and a tossed sal ad with Roquefort dress
ing. She hersel f  would  have two Martinis 
and bluefish with a baked potato and a 
to,;sr·d salad with Roquefort dressing. 
Tlwy would not l i nger over coffee, out of 
c01rideration for the crowds o f  . unburned 
rwople waiting for tahles; they woul d  get 
into the rented car and start the long drive 
horne. 

Patty wou ld sing on the way. and 
Ju l ia  would at some point ask her to sing 
the second verse of "Lord Jeffrey Am
lwr:;t." And they would arrive in Phila
delphia fina l l y. tired out by the sun and 
tlw sea and "al l  that fresh air,'· and she 
would let Jul ia  out at  her apartment and 
drive on a lone to the garage to turn the 
car in. and go home in a taxi and wash 
tlw ;;alt  out o f  her hair. And thf' next 
morning she wou l d  walk into the same 
comfortable, shabby office bui lding wherf' 
she had heen doing the same work for 
,;even years, neither advancing into the 
higher excitements of publishing nor fa l l 
ing into the frightening ranks of the un
employed, for she was too efficient. T t  a l l  
wunded impossibly drPary, impossible to 
t'ndure. 

"Ju l ia." shf' said. "let's not go to the 
Sea Shack tonight. Let's try a new place:' 

J u l ia's pinkish, narrow face turned 
toward her. " A  new pl ace? But why? 
Wt' know the Sea Shack's good." 

Patty felt, ;;urprisingly, a surge of real 
hosti l i ty. "There art' a l l  sorts of excel lent 
restaurants on the island. I t's ridiculous 
to keep going to the same old place year 
after year." 

.. But we always go to the Sea Shack: 
it ';; a tradi tion." 

Jul ia  had actua l l y  said the cri tical 
word: tradit ion. But she had not yet 
realized, as Patty was beginning to, how 
insidious that word could he. What good 
to revol t  again t the loving bonds of home 
i f  one escapt'd into freedom only to estab
l ish nPw traditions, new bonds? Patterns 
-they were arrived at casual ly,  innocent
l y. hut they cou ld stifle the soul .  

"I'm a lways quoting poetry t o  you," 
Patty said ;;lowly. "Do you know this l ine 
of Auden's :  'Prohibit  sharpl y  the re
hear:;ed response'? Don't you think that 
this whole shore trip has a quali ty of hav
ing been wel l rehearsed, as though we 
were actors performing a p lay for the 
thousandth time? Isn't i t  a l l  j ust a 
l i t t le unreal?" 

She could see Ju l ia  considering the 
l ine, trying to relate i t  to herself. Patty 
eould imagine that Julia woul d  come up in 
a minute with a counterargument that 
would be hard to refute, that would lead 
to an argument that would last a l l  through 
dinner and ha l fway home. They might 
both enjoy it-but wouldn't that he more 
arid intel lectual izing, postponing? Impa
tient wi th Ju l ia  for not understanding im-

mediat<·ly. ,;(w wa,; at t lw i<alllt' tinw 
lt'mpted to backtrack again, to rea,;,;un· 
her: .. Bear with me. old friend. :\l ine i,; 
only a temporary revol t .  Wt' w i l l  eome to 
the ShOrt' another day, and f w i l l  rt'cit..
poetry and you w i l l  read, and a l l  w i l l  IH' 
as it  has been, evermore. amen." 

I nstead slw stood square ly  on t lw 
sand, bare feet braced wide. ..Then··, a 
restaurant in Surf City l 'vt' l�t•anl i;; v•·r,· 
good. T think wP oug.ht to try that. AJHI 
T think_, ��ter a l l ,  T w i l l  have a quick 
l ast sw1m. 

Now J u l ia looked rea l l y  startled. 
:· But  th; l i feguard's gone. You ean't go 
m now. ' 

'·Nevertlwless, T am:· Patty dropped 
hPr beach hag. took off lwr sungl as;;e;; and 
dropped them on the sand too. Then shP 
ran down to the water. Behind hPr. ;;(w 
heard J u l i a';; aecusing and sl ight ly  nervous 
cal l .  . .  Look out for sharb!'' 

Patty p lunged ;;traight into the fir,;t 
wave and began ;;wimming ;;trongly out to 
,;Pa. Unencumhererl by her glasse;;. she 
could put her face down in the water and 
sec with open <'yes thr· swirls and whorls 
of the dark oc•·an. Fishes l ived down 
thPre in the cool depths-fishes a1ul pn
hap:; shark>. But shr felt no fear, only a 
ri ing intoxication. What ;;hark cou ld he 
;;o terrifying a,; the sharb of tht• mind.  
those dark ;;hades that k<'pt the fearful 
landlocked-or at most, in the ;;ha l lows of 
l i fe? She thought of what ;;he had said to 
J u l ia. and thf' next l i nes of the poem un
folded in lwr 1nind : 

·' . . .  And gradua l l y  corn·ct the 
coward's stance: 

Cover in time with lwams tho;;c 
in retreat 

That, spotted. they turn though 
th..- n·v•·r:;t• were great.''·* 

Pt•rhaps it was not too lat<- : perhap> 
the beam had come in t ime, and she, >'pot
ted, might ,;ti l l  turn. She was not fool 
t•nough to believe that ;;he could  chang<· 
her l i fe hy insisting on a new restaurant . 
any more than she could break tht' pattern 
by swimming at  dusk without the protec
tion of a l i feguard. She was, a fter a l l .  a 
rational creature; sh<· knew that ,;he cou l d  
not rPally ;;wim t o  Spain. Hut therf' were 
s,Jain:; in her own l i fe that lat<· ly  had 
seemed as unattainable as that one across 
the ocean. Perhaps now she had courage 
to begin again to seek them. 

--Patty! Pnltyf" Ju l ia's voict• from 
tlw ;;IJOre. 

St i l l  stroking easi ly and rhythmica l l y. 
Patty wondrred how J u l ia  would havf' got 
home i f  ,;he had decided simply to swim 
on and on. Poor Jul ia  could not dri\·e. 
And who would return tht• rented car? 

She floated soft l y  up the inclim· of a 
wave and ,;woopNI down it. into a ,; ( anted 
calm. This t ime, she told hrr,;el f, she 
woul d  drive J u l i a  back to Philadelphia. 
She looked once more out to sea and then 
turned toward the short'. EVt'n without 
her g lasse;:, !<he cou l d  see i t  c learly. 

But next timf' Ju l ia  wou l d  have to 
manage by hPr:<el f. J u l i a  could tak .. tlw 
bus. Tm: E:-<u 
*Reprinted by permission of Random Honst', 
Inc. From The Collected Poetry of tr. H. 
Aztden. Copyright 19�4. n•nf'wal 1 91) 1 .  hy 
W. H. A uu<'n. 



It Seems I 

Heard the Violins 

(Conlinued from. page 56) 
have tried to sel l  them some apple cider, 
hut t lu•y"d surt'ly haVf• takf'n Cokes in. 
stead, a;1d even paid for the bott les so they 
•·ould  earry tlll'm away. They"d have gone 
out l au�hin�, holding hands, w i th Emily  
watching t lwm. shaking her head, saying, 
--w,- 1 1  . . .  I never!"" 

And then tlwy"d have roared off down 
the road toward .\'ashvi l le  and never even 
noticPd our sma l l  frame house, much less 
conw knocking at the door. 

Ours was a three-room house set 
across tlw field from the school. The 
eounty had provided i t  for Mother, a 
widow. when she came here to leach. 
Tht're 11 as a path that dog-legged from the 
road up to our woodt'n porch, and a stanrl  
of cottonwoods that hunched back of the 
hou><<'. It wa,.; hard ly t lw kind of place 
where folks camt' ca l l in�: in a car with a 
rumhlP seat. 

And it was hardl y  tllP k ind of place 
whPre I ,  a child of nint'. wou l d  have seen 
the l i kes of them. would havP seen love 
and romaJH'<' up cloS<' l ike that.  

Th .. do:wsl I " d  ewr come to i t  was 
t lu· t inw we'd visi t•·d my aunt in tht'  city 
and �one to the picture show. where my 
sister ! 'o i l y  and I ;;at in the first row, 
,;taring up at the giant-;;ize faces that whis
JI<'rt'd and kis,.;t•d ami nied while a viol in 
played. 

We asked ,\ lot lll'r la t••r why the violin 
made t lwm cry. but ,;he just shook her 
ht'ad, pushing her handkPrchief hack into 
ht'r JHlr><e, and said, "" I t  was j ust rnake
lwl iew. It wasn't real."" 

But i t  was not make-helieve when the 
man and till' woman came to our house. 
I t  happ1•ned right in front of our t'yes; and 
we wert• elose enough to tou�:h the shadow 
of !ward on the man's face, to sniff the 
fra�rance of the woman's coal ;  and there 
••ven came a time wht•n it seemed [ heard 
thl' violins. 

It he�an late on a Friday afternoon. 
Tht' clouds had hc•·n \Hes t l ing oVt'r us a l l  
day, but now they were leaning lazi ly  
against t lw h i l l s  and the leak from the 
kitdwn c1•i l ing was only an occasional 
drip hitting the porcelain dishpan. Ordi
nari l y  Mother didn't l ight the lamp this 
early,  hut shadows had begun to shroud 
t lu· round table and the wicker chairs. 
She had just struck a match to the kcro
,;enc l amp when there was a knock at the 
door. 

Mother set the g lass chimney over the 
lamp and said, ""i\ow. who on earth . . .  " 

I ran to the door. pul led it open, and 
there stood the man. He was nearly as 
tal l  a: the door, and although his shoes 
1\'Cre thick with mud, I could tel l  they 
w•·rc h l ack leather, unaccustomed to dirt 
roads. He wore a bel ted topcoat with the 
collar turned up a t  the back, but  open in  
front so that  his necktie showed, blue as  
his eyes. H e  was looking beyond me to 
where i\lother stood, with Pol l y  peek i ng 

out behind her. ""SorT\' to troubl!' vou. 
he said, '·hut I 'm in a

· 
real prcdieinwnt 

out here."' 
He motiorwd 1\' i th his head and 

l\lother and Pol l v  and [ a l l  leaned out the 
door, looking d�w n  the path. 

There was the long grt>en car with the 
rumble seat. And there in  front of the 
car was the fal len cottonwood tree. I t  
hadn't leafed yet, and the hare branches 
stuck up l ike bony fingers on a giant 
hand. The car door was open and a 
blonde woman was si t t ing sideways, her 
feet on the running hoard, her hair blow
ing in  the wind. 

·' J can't get around i t;· the man was 
saying, "and I'm afraid of backing i n to 
the d i tch. l wonder if your husband 
might give me a hand." 

1other hesitated, taking time to ap
praise the stranger. "" I  have no husband," 
she said. ""There' j ust the girls and me." 

The man rubbed his hand across his 
forehead. as i f  he wou l d  scrub away his 
worries. He looked out from our porch, 
turning his head each way, as if looking 
would m a ke another hou e appear across 
the field. But there was only the school
house. 

·'Do you know where I might get 
llt' l p?"" he asked. 

Mother shook her head. ""You'd have 
a long w a lk,'" she said. ""And with dark 
eoming on, and the storm . .  :· 

The man rubbed at his forehead 
and suddenly .\]other moved back from 
the door. ""Rut do come in," he said, 
motioning toward the fire. ""Goodness, I 
almost forgot my manners! "" 

The man bowed sl ight ly,  pol i te as 
could be, before he said, ""No, thank you. 
I 'd track dirt into your house." 

.\ lother looked dow n at the l i noleum 
f loor and smi led, as i f  ·udden l y  it  were a 
carpet. ·'Why, I 'd consider it a p leasure,"' 
,;he said, "" if  you and your w i fe would 
come in for some coH'ee .

.
. 

The man looked toward tht' car. 
""Oh. she's--- he began, and then looked 
hack at ,\lother. ""Yes. sht' cou l d  stay wi th  
you while l go  for hPlp."' 

So he turned and started hack down 
the path w h i l e  .\'lother and Pol l y  and I 
><lood in the doorway. watching him leap 
the mud pudd les and across to the road. 

He stood for a momf'nt tal king to the 
woman and gesturing toward our house. 
She was looking over at us and back at 
him, and fina l l y  she -tood on the running 
hoard and he l i fted llt'r into his arms and 
started back up the path. The wind blew 
her blonde hair against his mouth as he 
ran, laughing and s l iding, up to our wood
•·n step and set her down on the porch. 

She was smal l ,  coming just to his 
chin. Her pale hair was long, touching 
her shoulders, and w as slight l y  curled. 
Her skin too was pale, with only a b lush 
of color on her mouth and her cheeks, and 
her face cou l d  have been hand-painted 
china. For a moment she stood very s t i l l ,  
a n d  then she smi led a n d  poke. 

""How nice of you;· :-he said. 
She was wearing a hlack c loth coat 

that  didn't look as fine as I would have 
thought, coming out of a car with a rumble  
seat, but  her high-heeled :-hoes were b lack 
patent leather and there was a strap across 
the instep. 

Mother n·ached out. taking the gloved 
hands in her:-. saying, ""So nice of you to 
come!"" 

The girl came 1\'a lk i ng in  toward t lw 
fire whi le  the man stooped down, u n laced 
his shoe,; and st't them outside on the 
porch before he moved across the l ino
leum. Pol l y  put her hand over her mouth, 
trying not to giggle at  the sight of a man 
in  his <;locking feet. 

T fe l t  the woman pat my head. 
l ooked up and sh1• smiled. "Hel l o, there," 
she said. ""I'm Christine, and this-" 
She looked at the man. 

""Steve Jones," he said, interrupting 
lwr. ""Steve Jones from l ashville." 

Sht' had been smiling u p  at  him. but 
now tht> smile topped i n  the middle, as if  
i t  could n't go either way. 

i\lother introduced us and said. "Let 
m!' tak•· your things, Mrs. Jonf's." 

'·Oh . . .  p lease cal l  me Christine:· 
i\ l ot lwr nodded, smi l ing. ·'Let nw 

take your things, Chri tine," she said 
again. 

Christi nf' \\·as standing by the firf'. 
s ti l l  wearing her coat and gloves. In slow 
motion ,;lw removed ht·r coat. and as sh(' 
looked down at her hands a Aush started 
at her throat and moved up i n to her 
cheeks. Fina l l y  ,;he hf'�an to n•movf' ht•r 
gloves. pul ling one fin�1·r at  a t ime. t i l l  
her hands were hare. Then slw foldt•d t lw 
glow;; and put them into her coal pocket. 
She l i fted her lwad, ><haking h1•r hair hack 
from her face, look;n� at l\lot lwr. 

,\ l o t lwr handed t lw blaek eoat to mf'. 
""Hang our gu••st"s coal, dear:· �he said. 

As I start('(! to t lw hl'droom clo'"' I 
sni ll'ed the fragrance of that coal. ,;,wet as 
li lac:;. and t>Vt'n a f t<'l' I put it on the 
hanger I leaned my fac<' again><! the cloth. 
breathing it in. 

\\'hen I went haek. �li'Vt' . I  one;; wa,; 
saying. ""l\lind if I use your pho1w? I 
might rouse the highway dt'parlnwn t."" 

:\!other shook her !wad. ""Tiw rwar
est phorw is at thl' stun·. a mile hack. But 
I doubt anyom··;; there now."' 

l-Ie :;cruhhed at hi;; fon·hea•l again. 
'·St'em:< [ rt'memher it;; !wing opPn.'" 

""\\',· 1 1 .  Emi l y  Long may ><t i l l  l w  
there;· l\lother ,;aid. ""Siw ><houl d"n· 
clost•d up early and gone horm• lwcaus•· of 
the :;torrn, but knowing Emily . .  ."' 

Em i l y  was known in tho,.;e parts a,; 
the girl who did the work at Mr. Henry":; 
store. I t  was she who opened early in the 
morning, swept up at night, kept the books 
and d i d  a l l  the things Mr. Henry didn't 
much take to doing. She was a smal l ,  
wrenl i kt> g i r l  wi th  brown h a i r  a n d  brown 
eyes, and even the words she spokt' wert' as 
repet i t ious as a bird".- twit tering. No mat
ter what Emi l y  aw or what she heard, 
shf'"d just shake her head and say, '"Well 
. . .  I never!" 

And you knew she spoke the truth. 
Emily Long had never done much of any
thing except work and look out for Buhba. 

Bubba was Emily's brother. He was 
thirty years o ld, o lder than Emily,  and 
folks said it was a disgrace the way he'd 
let  thf' Long place run down after the old 
folks passed on. The only  thing he'd ever 
put his mind to w as rol l ing a cigarette so 
the tobacco didn't  fa l l  out. Sometimes 
when we \\'ere at  the store, Mother would 
try what she cal led "' ta lking some sense"" 
into Emily.  

·'You're too young and too sweet a 
girl to spend your l i fe this way,'" l\1otlwr 
wou ld say. 
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Mother would tel l Emi ly  she ought to 
smile at Chet W i l l iams sometimes. Chet 
had some good l i vt>stock and some Aat 
land near the river, and whenever he'd 
come in to the store he'd look k ind of side. 
long at  Emily.  But Emily would busy 
herself over tht> chargt> hooks, paying him 
no m ind. 

'·You don't know what you're missing. 
Emi ly:· Mother would say. 

Somt>times Emily"s face would get 
pink, but a lways ;;he'd shake her head. 
·· r know what  I promised Ma:· she'd say. 
'·I cau't help my fee l ings about that." 

Apparent l y  she couldn't help feel ing 
re;;ponsible for the store ei ther. and a]. 
though the storm woul d  keep fol ks off the 
road, Emily would be sure to stay t i l l  
closingtime. 

"Emily w i l l  probably Le there unt i l  
five  thirty," Mother sa id  now to  Steve 
J ones. Then she got the lantern from the 
kitchen and handed it to him. '' I t" l l  be 
dark 'fore you're back." 

Chri;;tine went wi th  h i m  to the porch 
and I fol lowed to the doorway. watching. 
hoping to see him kiss her good-hy, won· 
dering if violins woul d  play. But he 
didn't kiss her. He said, "[ won't be 
long:· and she put  ht>r forehead against 
his chin and said, · 'Take care:· 

I heard Motht>r cal l i ng me. hut T was 
st>eing romance close up, and I wai ted un. 
t i l  lw wt>nt down the porch and Christ int> 
cam!' hack in, closing the door behind us. 

l\1other ;;aid, "Wi l l  you take soup 
with us?"' 

C.hristine shook her head. 
'·Wel l, I ' l l  feed the girls:· 1\lother 

,;aid. '·And wht>n your-your l\1r. Jone;. 
get,; hack, we' l l  fry up some ham. A l l  
right?'' 

Motht>r got two howls  of soup, and 
whi le Pol l y  and J ate she moved two 
chairs neart>r the hearth and she and 
Christint> sat there side by side, holding 
coffee cups and looking intently into tht> 
tire. They didn't speak, and now we 
heard the wind rising. The trees began 
scratching against the house, l ike some
thing trying to get in. Suddenly an owl 
hoott>d at tht>  night.  

Christine shivert>d. "Aren't you 
afraid out here?"" sht> asked. 

'·Sometimes," Mother said softly. 
··Somet!,mes l can' t help being afraid, 
hut . . .  

C.hristine was looking around the 
room, lett ing her gaze touch on the shad
ows, the lamp, the photograph of my 
father. She sighed. '·But I guess you had 
no choice." 

Mother stood up and set her cup on 
the mantel. "Oh, yes," she said, "I had a 
choice." She looked at Pol l y  and me and 
smi led. '·I kept my girls," she said. She 
poked at  the fire, breaking the wood t i l l  i t  
Aamed up. "You come this way often? .. 

she asked, smi l i ng now at  Christine. 
But somehow it did not make C.hris

t ine smi le. "No,'· she said, and shook her 
head. '"No-never." Suddenly she put 
her hand on Mother's arm and leaned for
ward, looking i n to Mother's face. ..Hon
est-1 never have before!'' She sighed. 
·'But I don't suppose you could under
stand . . . .  " 

They both looked back at tht' fire, 
and now their words were as soft. as hesi· 
tant, as the shifting of the wood. l\lother 
;;aid, "T think T can. He';; most at trartive . . .  " 
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··Do you know," Christine said, 
·'every girl  i n  the office-why, every 
woman who ever sees h i m- You know?" 

"Yes." 
"I just can't help loving him.  

j ust  . .  :• 
They sat s t i l l ,  saying nothing now. 

kept l i s tening for them to start talk ing 
again, and when they didn't I said, "I l i ke 
h i m  too." 

Mother turned suddenly. her eye;; 
widening at me. as if she were surprised 
to see me there. 

"Well ,  now,'' she said. '·How about 
popping some corn?" 

She got out the wire popper and wf' 
took turns shaking i t  over the grate. Then 
Mother boiled up some molasses and we 
huttered our fingers and made popcorn 
bal ls, set t ing them on a huttered platter. 
They were just beginning to get hard 
when we heard footsteps on the porch. 

It was Christine who ran to the door, 
threw it open. 

He'd come hack. And standing he· 
side him was Emi ly  Long. 

Emil y  came in quick ly, ht'r hright 
eyes darting around the room. She was 

"I'm afraid we've been a 

wee bit antisocial today." 

RED BOOK 

bundled in to her brown coat. a wool ;.carf 
around her throat, and she was carrying 
the lantern, for now Steve was carrying a 
sack of groceries. Christine held the sack 
whi le he once again stooped to remove hi>< 
shoes, and Emily rushed over to Mother. 

"Bubba'IJ be along!'' she said breath
lessly. ·'He' l l  he here!" 

l\Iother looked from one to another. 
trying to make sense out of i t .  

Steve was  inside now, and he said, 
"Emily says her brother w i l l  be able to 
help us." 

"That's so," Emily  said, in a voice 
much louder than she'd first used to 
Mother. 'Tve been wai t ing for Bubba to 
bring the truck down t o  ride me home. 
So I just c losed the store and left a note 
for him on the door." She stopped and 
took a deep breath, as i f  she'd been run
ning. "I told h i m  to come here for me." 
She spread her hands and looked rather 
helplessl y  at Mother. 

Steve was set t i ng the sack of groceries 
on the tahle. "And so . . .  whi le  we're 

wa1tmg He b('gan unloading the 
sack. A box of cookies. Licoric(' whip,;. 
Horehound drops. Bot t le,; of cream ;;oda. 

Mother said, ·'Let me take your coat, 
Emi ly,'' and I moved up and took it just 
as I 'd taken Christine's. 

Emily's coat smel led of wood 'mokt· 
and feed sacks. I carried it into the bed. 
room, opened the closet, and there again 
was the fragrance of l i l acs. For a mo. 
ment r stood i nside the dark closet and 
put  my face against Christine',; coat. 
breathing i n  the sweetness. I t  was then 1 
heard Emily's voice on the other side of 
the door, in the bedroom. She spoke i n  
a breathless whisper. 

.. But  then he telephont>d to som('one 
named Martha and said he wa,; delayed 
on business . .  :· 

J heard Mother ,;ay, '·Oh?" 
·· . . .  and he wouldn't bt> hack unti l  

Monday:· Emily gasped, ' · I  wa,; afraid 
for you out here alone! ·course, r didn't 
know about  !hal woman . . .  :· 

Mother said, "Sh-h-h . . .  :· 
But it seemed that once Emily had 

started, she couldn't stop. ·'And he asked 
about the children:· 

;\lother said, .. Oh!'' as i f  i t  hurt. 
Emi ly  asked, ''What are you going to 

do?'' 
1\Iother did not answer l)('�aus(' C.hri,;

tine ca l led out, "Should Steve hring in 
some wood? 

.. 
Emily  said to i\lotlwr. "Wel l ,  Buhba'l l  

Lt• along soon.
.. 

And then tlwy left the 
bedroom. 

J stood thert>, holding onto the slt>evt· 
of Christ ine's coat. Suddenly I was 
afraid. Something was going to happen. 
They were going to do something to Chri,;. 
t ine. and I didn't know what or why. ·

But then 1 heard everybody talking in 
the other room, and Stt>Vf' Jones wa,; 
laughing, so 1 went back. Mother wa,; 
beginning to fry ham. and Slt>ve wa,; toss· 
ing a popcorn hal l  to Pol l y  and she was 
almost doubled up with laughtt·r. 

When tht> ham and biscu i ts wert' 
ready, 1\lotlwr, Emily, Christine and St('VI' 
,;at down a t  the table. Pol ly  and I sat on 
the Hoor playing jackstraws, l istening to 
the talk and the way Steve had everybody 
laughing. The knot in my stomach began 
to melt, for i t  seemed now that nothin11: 
bad was going to happen. 

'Wi1en the d ishes wt>re cleared, ;\loth<'r 
said . .. We do have a V ictrola, 

.. 
as if this 

wer� much better than having a telephone. 
She put a record on and Steve held out 
his arms to Christine. She went to  him, 
put t ing her face close to his, floating w i th 
the music. 

Emi l y  Long :;at i n  the straight chair 
near the hearth, looking down at  her 
hands. " I 'd have thought Buhha would 
be here for me by now, 

.. 
she said to 

Mother. 
When the song was finished, Mother 

got up to change the record while Pol l y  
ran to crank the machine. 

Mother looked a t  Steve. "Do dance 
with Emily,'' she said. 

Emi ly  looked absol u tely scared. 
"Oh, my, no!" she said. 

Steve threw hack his hf'ad and 
laughed. He put his hand:; around 
Emily's waist  and l ifted ht>r right otT the 
chair. 

"Oh, my!" slw said. 



Tht> pins wert' coming loose from her 
hair and curls sprang out ovt'r lwr ears. 
··Why. I -'' Emi l y  gasped. ··Why, I 
nt>Vt'r!'' 

Steve whir l t>d ht>r around and around, 
ht>r feet hard l y  touching the Aoor. Once 
in a whi lt' her tot's would bounce against 
the l i noleum. hut it was hard to te l l  
whether sill' was trying to  get away or  
whrtht>r she was trying to dance. 

Fina l l y  Strvt' whirled Emi l y  hack to 
lwr chair and t'aserl ht'r clown i nto it. He 
howt'd to lwr, pol i te as could he, and said, 
.. , I was a pleasure." 

She was ga>'ping for breath and push. 
ing her hair hack from ht·r t•ars. Ht'r 
right chePk looked pink where i t  had been 
"cratcht'd hy his chin. and shf' s lowly put 
her hand to it .  a>< i f  ><lw Wt'ft' touching the 
warmth. 

I said to Motlwr, .. Do IH' gt'l to dance 
too'?"' 

She "hook lwr !wad. ··You gt•t to go 
to lwei .

.. 

Pol ly  and I lt>l out a wai l of protest 
unt i l  slu: ;;aid, · · j  thought you m ight l ikt' 
Christint• to llwk you i n."' 

So Christine took hold of Pol ly"s hand 
anrl m int' and wPnl with u" into tht' bed
room. [ "howt>d lwr where our Aannel 
n ightgown" wt·n· hung and whPrt' tht' hair
hrw<lt wa,.. I told her that Pol l y  had to 
havt' thf' rublwr band,; taken off her 
braid,.. and t lwn I sat on tht' edgt' of the 
heel. watching ChristinP a>' sht' unwound 
thP braids and hegan to brush. 

Wanting to make convPrsation, 1 
,warcht'd my mind for something to say. 
· ·How old arP your ehi ldren'?'" I asked 
fina l l y. 

Sht> wa" hru,;hing ;;o gent l y  that Pol l y  
d idn't t'Vf'n . . omplain. .. , don't have any 
.. h i l d rPn."' ><lw said, ,;mil ing at mP. 

· ·Why not?"'  [ ,;aid. '' I f  Stew has 
t'hi ldrPn. why don't you?" 

She jrrked her head u p. making a 
hol low sound. a,; if hl'r voice wouldn't 
work. 

I ,;aid. · ·Emi ly  Long said that lw . .  :· 
Christine wa;; vny ,; t i l l ,  looki ng at 

me•. ..That lw . . :· ><ht' rept'ated, wait ing. 
.. That ht• t 'ai iPd about thf' chi ldren," 

I ,;aid. 
ThP eolor drained from ht'r fact', and 

,;uddenly slw lookt·d limp and hl'r eyf's 
wt're gla,;,;y. I touched her arm and it 
wa,; cool .  

'\1y throat w a ,;  hurting and then· was 
a pounding in my t'ars. ami then the 
pounding seemt'tl to lw eoming from the 
porch, from thP front door. 

··pon't go," [ ,;aid to her. ··Don't go 
away. 

ShP !Paned tow ard mt·. and for an in. 
slant sht' put lwr ,;oft cheek again;;t m i ne. 
We hPard '\lotht'r saying, "Why. Cht't Wil. 
I iams . . .  what on earth?"' 

I got down from the )){'d and walked 
lwhind Christine. 

f.het W i l l iams was standing at the 
door. He was a heavy·,.t't man, wParing 
a fe l t  hat and a hravy jacket, looking as 
if he was bui l t  to wi thstand the e lements. 
.. I 'm looking for Emily,'' he said. 

�obody spoke, so he cont inued, 
··J{iver washed out part of my fencing and 
I figured to get those cows away from the 
tracks 'fore the tra i n  comes by. When I 
passed the store [ saw there was a note on 
tht' door . . .  :· 

Emi l y  looked down at llt'r hands. 
·-rm waitin' on Buhha,'' ,.h., said. 

, , 
Chet nodded . . ··Figurd you were." I 

I hen he looked at Stevt'. ·· J t  appt'ars you 
need help, anyway. I 've got rope in the 
truck." 

Steve got i n to his coat and took the 
lantern, and we watched the men going 
down the path, crossing to the road. The 
moon was out now, turning the h i l l s  to 
�i lver, and the val ley was a pewter bow l .  

Now i t  was only a matter o f  t i me u n· 
t i l  they had the rope undt'r that tree and 
the road cleared, and Christine woul d  be 
gone away forrver. 

I took her hand. ·'Please don't go," 
T said. 

'\!other said, '·Ch i ld . .  . "'  
And now m y  mouth was open and I 

eould taste sal t  on my l ips and I was bawl
i ng. ·' T  want her to stay! .. I cried. 

Mother chided me. ..You mustn't feel 
that way." 

··j can't hPip how I feel,'' I cried. ··f 
can't! You can't, and E m i l y  can't and 
Christ ine r;an·t-that's what you a l l  say
and I can't ei ther!" 

'\lothPr stood behind me and put her 
ann,; around my shoulders. ··j guess we 
did say _

that, d,i,dn't  we?'' she said. ·'And I 
guess 1 t s true. 

I turned around, looking u p  at her, 
but she wasn't looking at me. She was 
looking at Christine and then at Emily .  
.. , guess none of us can hrlp how we fee l .'' 

Sht' hesitated. \Ve cou l d  hear the 
w i nd sighing, the branches scratching 
against the house. ·'But I guess we can 
help what we do about it,'' ;;he said. 

The only sound was the fire, whisper· 
ing to itself. The only  thing we did was 
stand at the w i ndow, looking out toward 
the road, ht•aring the men's shouts echoing 
hack to us. Then they were coming back, 
walki ng up onto the porch, and Steve said, 
··We're a l l  set. \\'e can head on to Nash. 
v i l le.'" 

Mother had brought in Christine's 
and E m i l y's coats and folded them over 
the straight chairs. Christine reached for 
hers but she was loo k i ng at Chet. ··You 
"aid the train  is due along? 

. .  
she said. 

Chet nodded. ··But i t's not going to 
.\ashvi l le. Going back the other way." 

··Could I get on i t ?" Christine asked. 
·• I f  we Aag it down," Chet said. 
Steve was frowning at Christine. 

.. Well, say, now-
.. 

He a l most stuttered. 
.. , thought--" 

.. , know,'' she said. · ' J  thought so 
too, for a whi le:· 

The color rose i n  his face and he 
looked angry. He put his hand over her 
wrist and said, ·'Christ ine!'' 

She shook ht•r head and s lowly re· 
moved his fingers, one at a t i me, as if i t  
hurt. Fina l l y  he shrugged a n d  turned and 
w a l ked out,  leaving the door open. Chris
t ine stood with hrr hack to us, watching 
him going down the path. 

Chet W i l l i ams had picked up Emi ly's 
eoat and was holding it  out to hrr, 
waiting. 

E m i l y  was watching Chri;;tine, was 
shaking her ht·ad, saying, ··We l l  . . .  wel l, 
I nf'ver!'· 

But when we heard the long green car 
roar away, E m i l y  l ifted her head as if she 
heard a d i fferent sound. She put  her 
hand to her cheek. Very s lowly she 
turned her head and looked at Chet Wil·  
I iams. And you cou ldn't ht' l p  fee l ing that 
someday Emi l y  Long j ust  might hear vio· 
lin;; too. THE END 

A new anti-perspirant that really 
works ! Solves underarm problems 
for many who had despaired of 
effective help. MITC H U M  ANTI
PERSPIRANT keeps underarms abso
lutely dry for thousands of grateful 
users. Positive action coupled with 
co mplete gentleness to normal skin 
and clo thing is made possible by 
new type of formula produced by a 
trustworthy 50-year-old laboratory. 
90-day supply. $3 .00 plus tax. At 
leading drug and toiletry counters. 
Remember� it stops excessive per
spiration - for many users keeps 
underarms absolutely dry.  

Callouses s:�, 
Relief Starts in Seconds I 
No waiting for action when 
you use soothing, cushioning, 
Super·Solt Dr. Scholl's Zino
pads! Nerve-deep relief starts 
in seconds. Used at first sign 
of soreness, callouses are 
stopped before they can devel
op. The separate Medications 
included remove callouses 
one of the quickest ways 
known to medical science! At 
Drug, Dept., 5-10� Stores . 

D! Scholl's 
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A Shaggy Child Story 

(Continued from page 61) 

The same factors that determine an 
adult's haircut and styling apply to  chil
dren: the shape and structure of the face, 
the texture of the hair and the way i t  
grows, problems (such a s  cowlicks) and 
persona l  preff'n•nce,-. comfort and easy 
carf'. 

Facial shape and stmcture. There are 
two general categories of facial structure 
-vertical and horizontal. A vertica l face. 
long and thin and often characterized by 
a rounded head crown, cal l s  for a hair 
;;tyle featuring ful l ness and i nterest at the 
�ides. Elizabeth's braids, for example, 
offset the lengt[l of  her face. A horizon
ta l  face is defined by straight, horizontal 
l i ne8 at hairlin!' and brows, a squared 
jaw, a Aat head crown. It needs a hair 
style that adds ful lness at  the top for an 
i l l usion of heigh t .  Tina's topkno t, for in
;;tance, b a lance;; the width of  hl'r face. A 
hoy's haircut can a l;;o serve to detract 
from protruding Par,; if the hair is left as 
fu l l  as possib l f' a t  the sides. 

Haircuts for boys. Because hoy,- are so 
aetive and unaware of how they look most 
of the tim!', th!'ir hair should br cut to 
look prcsentabl•· no matter how it fal ls. 
Cowlicks can hf' kept under control, first 
by giving in to them when placing the 
part and then by keeping the hair at the 
cow l ick a l i t t le l onger and heavier (no 
thinning) to weigh t it down. Kirk, 
whose hair was cut in  a mod ified Prince 
Charles style, has a three-way cowl ick at 
tlw top of  his head. l\Ir. l\Iole parted his 
hair from this point  and, giving in to the 
cowlicks, tilted the part sl ightly. The 
front hair was lrft l onger, for weigh t, and 
combPd forward and to one sidr. By cut
t ing underneath the top layer of hair. he 

The Children Who 

Caused a Crisis 

(Continued from page 51) 
marks in math and science and had been 
accepted i n  two stateside colleges. 

Now living with relatives in Ohio, 
Jimmy Jenkins is a virtual refugee from 
the Canal Zone, his l ifetime home. There, 
on January 7th, he led a group of students 
in the raising of the United States Aag in 
the front yard of his own high school. 

"What did he want?" asks his mother. 
"He wanted to have the U.S. Aag, his own 
Aag, stay in front of  his school ,  and most 
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could direct the hair to turn in a natural 
wave, al though i t  grows straight forward. 

The modified Prince Charles cut is 
shorter than the original ,  with less exag
gerated ful l ness at the crown of the head: 
but Kirk was given some of the distinctive 
English-sty l e detai l s--a s lightly slanted 
sideburn, a continuous curved l ine arouncl 
the ear. 

Greg's haircut i l lustrates another fac. 
tor that  l\1r. Mole takes into consideration : 
shaping the hair at the back of the head 
for a ful lness that wil l  bal ance the ful l .  
ness o f  the cheeks i n  profile. Becausf' 
Greg has rounded ·'apple cheeks,'' the hair 
a t  the back was cut for a correspondingly 
rounded l ine. The .front hair was combed 
forward from the crown. as i t  had been. 
but trimmed for an un�ven bang. Th� 
hair at the sides was left full  as a balancf' 
to his long face. Because this k ind of 
haircut with the outer hair left  long is 
French in sty le, Greg got the French-sty le. 
pointed sideburns. 

John's haircut woul d  look neat in  a 
windstorm-an excel lent style for a par
ticularly act ive boy. The "wind-blown" 
bangs span the forehead, but they were cut 
and thinned for a l ighter look that brings 
out h is features instead of hiding them. 
Because his hairline i n  back was not wel l 
defined, the hair thert' was left ful ler than 
on the other boys. 

All the boys wPre given. in hair
styl ing jargon, a '·natural back."' I nstead 
of using barber·,. c l ippers. which givf' a 
shaved appearance. \ l r. \!ole prefers to 
trim the hair w i th scissors. 

Haircuts for girls. \'i'ith girls. texturf' df'
termines style. The most unmanageable 
texture is soft, baby-fine hair l ike Anne's. 
I t  is wispy, won't hold a ribbon or bar
rette and Ays in a l l  d irections i n  thf' 
sl ightest hrf'f'Ze. A short hair sty le, kept 
short with frequent trimming, i s  l\iarguc
ri te Buck· s answer. Tt keeps the hair 
tangle-free, easy to comb and brush, and 
encourages any natural wave. Straight 
fine hair w i l l  often curl a t  the hairline 
when cut short. Semiblun t  cutting w i th 
scissors makes fine-textured hair look 
ful ler too. 

\Iany mothers try to pul l  baby-fin!' 
hair  into a ponytai l and secure it wi th 

of his fel l ow studt'nls and many of tlw 
adults, including my husband and myself, 
fel t  the same way. For this crime my son 
has been condemned, his l ife b l ighted, and 
all the deaths and injuries of the riot have 
been laid at h is feet. I pray he wi l l  never 
accept this burden of gui l t-it's not his!  
He and his friends were cruel l y used as 
whipping boys in an international clash 
that they had nothing to do with. Jamie 
is a good boy, decent and kind and gener
ous. He never tore any Aag. He is a good 
American and a Christian." 

Which is the real James Jenkins? 
Were he and his friends hoodlum delin
quents, callous Yankee supremacists-or 
just high-spirited youngsters on a between
semesters prank? 

I went to Panama to talk to these 
youngsters, to their parents, and to others 
who might be able to help me find the 
answer. It i s not a simple answer. It 
l ies in the recent history of the Canal 

rubber band:;. " h i .. h i,- a fair ly dangerous 
practice. Pul l i ng hair of any texture 
back tightly can cause thinning at the hair
line, and rubber hands can br!'ak the hair. 
Tf a ponytail is s t i l l  thP favored style. use 
the new coated e lastic band;;. I f  you usP 
rubber bands, cut them off whPn n·movinp; 
them instead of pu l l ing at them. Lf'aVf' 
the hair loose at t lw hairl ine. 

:\)iss Buck cuts coan'e hair l ike E l iza. 
beth's with a razor. A ftt'r tapering hut 
not shortening it ( both El i?.abeth and hf'r 
mother prt'ferred her hair long) , shf' braid
ed it w i th four-ply  braids. which arf' flatter 
than t lw thrf'P·ply and a l;;o knit  in mon· 
of the l i t t l e  end,- of hair. You makf' a 
four-pl y  braid much as you do a thn,.·-ply. 
always wPaving in the fourth strand-the 
one at the rxtreme right-undf'r tlw strand 
that f a l l s  d irect ly  next to it.  Whl'n mak
ing a crnter part from foreht'ad to nape of 
neck, it is  important to di,-trilmte tlw hair 
equa l l y  on both ,-ides. E l izabeth's braid,
were t ied at tlw ends with ribbon, t lw 
braids l ooped and s!'cured with how>'. 
The ends of the hair wPn' curled and 
f l ipped owr the bow>'. 

However a l i t t le  girl's hair i,- cut. it 
should a lways be styled so that it wi l l  not 
fa l l  in her face. The crown of Tina·, 
heavy hair wa,- l'aup;ht up in a topknot 
with a ribbon and gent ly  pul lt'd to fa l l  
about the top o f  her head in ,-oft I'Urk 
l\latching ribbon bows wt•rp tucked into 
her hair and held in plal'e with bohhy pin,-. 

i\one of  the girls had l'nw l ick prol•
lems that d••terminl'd placenwnt of th;· 
part. I f  they had, the tendency of t lwir 
hair  would have bel'n fol lowt•d. Other
wise. as with the boy<. t lw girl,-· hair 
would neYPr stay nea t l y  in pia,. . . .  t'\'1'11  

with ribbon:' and barn·ttes. 
Tlw girls didn't have their hair S!'l. 

I nstead \ l i,-,; Huck u,-ed a l ukt·warnl curl
ing iron while combing the hair into 
p lace. Her advil ' l '  to mothl'r>' of ;;mal I 
girls:  Find a hair style that doesn't rf'· 
qu in· setting. l t  w i l l  lw •·a,-in 0 1 1  � our 
child. easier for  you.  Al,;o. though i t  i,
a l l  right for  a hoy to look as i f  he ju>'l  lt'ft 
the barber :;hop. a l i t t le girl :;]wuld IH'\'1'1' 

look as if  :;he j ust stepped out of  a beauty 
;;alon. She shoul d  look "" attractive and 
neat as possiblt·. hut Jwv•·r lik .. a l i tt l t ·  
adult .  --R UTH DRAKE 

Zone, in t h e  storie,- a n d  t l w  at t i tudes o f  
thf' Un ited Stall'>' citiz•·n;; who havl' gonP 
there to take care of  tlw bu;;iness of  running 
t lw canal. and to some •·xh·nt in t lw hi,-. 
tory of the country of Panama i tsel f. 

Every sixth-grad•• ;;tndent know,- tlw 
dramatic story of  the Panama Canal .  Tllf' 
French trit•d to hui ld it but were defeated 
by yel low fever. which k i l led off the 
French engineers and supervisors as wel l 
as the Chinese l abor fon:e. Dr. Wal ter 
Reed's courageous experiments proved that 
the disease is transmitted by certain type;; 
of mosquitoes, and Major Genera l  George 
Washington Goethals, a U.S. Army engi
neer, with the help of sanitation expert 
William Gorgas, introduced spraying and 
sanitation to the Isthmus of Panama. 
With the menace of yellow fever elimi
nated, Goethals b luepri nted and executed 
the Culebra Cut-the final hazard on the 
drive from the Caribbean to the Pacific. 



L�'"" oftt'n i,; it pointed out that the 
Uni ted �ta ll';: had bern trying since the 
Pnd of  the Spani;:h-Anlf'rican War i n  1 898 
to ne)(oliatr a treaty somt'where on the 
l ,:thmu,;-that narrow neck of land joining 
Ct·ntral and South A merica-that would 
pt'rm i t  t lw bui lding of a canal desperately 
needPd for the flow of eomnwrce lwtween 
our t'a5t and Wt':<l coasts. T n ] 903 we 
,oueees;d'u l l y  negotiated a treaty wi th Co
lombia for the building of a canal,  but the 
Colombian smale refusPd to rat i fy i t .  
Later tht· ;;ru11e yl'ar t h e  area known a s  
Panama ,;uddenly rt'vo l ted against Colom
bia and dt•clared i t;:el f an indt'pt>ndent 
nat ion. Sf'vt•nty-fiv... minutes la ter the 
l -n i ted Statt'5 rt·cognized Panama·s sov
neignl y  and w i thin 15 days had signed 
tht' lrt'aly giving tlw U nited Stales control, 
·· in perpt' lui ty  

.. 
and ··as though sovereign," 

owr a len-mi le  wide. oct'an-to-ocean strip 
I 'Utting Panama in two. A detachment of 
troops ,:t'nl from Colomhia to que l l  tht· 
n--lwl l ion wa:; tunwd back by the arrival of 
l - .S . . \ larines. 

Thu,.;. midwifed by turn-of-the-century 
L ; .S. gunboat d ip lomacy. t lw independPnt 
Rt'publ ic  of  Panama was born. Thf' 
L ni ted Stale� paid Panama $10 m i l l ion 
for i t,; rights to the canal and agreed to 
pay rent of $2.'i0.000 a year, which was 
lat t·r rai,-t'd to $-t30,000. 

Today, more than half  a century later, 
thf' wall;; of bui l d ing,: on the str�ets of 
Panama City an· :'craw led w i th "Gringo, 
no! .. and --y nnqni, scram!'' The signs and 
thf' sent i ment hchind tiH•m remain, even 
though dip lomatic wlations have been rf'
;:umf'd :<ince the riots that fo l l owed J i mm y  
J•--nk in,:' flag raising a n d  there is  a frantic 
t'llort by the Panamanian business com
muni ty to reas:<ure tourist;; and i nvestors. 

In tht' l - .S.-administered Canal Zone, 
whieh Hanks tilt' canal for five m i l es on 
t·itht'r ;;ide and runs 50 m iles norlhf'ast to 
:;outhwf'sl across Panama, most of  the 
�6.000 United States c i tizens rf'acted to 
the nag riot wi th  a series of emotions. 
Ou trage, anger and fear were swift ly  fol
lowPd both hy at tempts at  self-justification 
a nd hv efforts to understand. 

Z�ne-employed fam i l ies have a lways 
hcl'n awarf' that native Panamanians are 
t'nvious of them. A Cali fornia-born engi
nPer. the father of thrf'e teen-agers, to ld 
mf'.  ··\';·,, think of ourselvf's as m idd le
c l ass American:<. hut T realize we look 
fabu lously rit·h to those people down the 
road in tin :;ha .. ks." 

A doctor who has ht'f'n tht'rt' ;;incf' 
World \'\'ar I I  ;;aid. "ThP Zonp is a lway� 
n·minding tht' Panamanians that thf' 
! 'ana l bring,; i n  m i l l ions f'ach year to Pana
ma's trt'asury and employs thousands of 
i ; ,  nat ivt>-horn C ' i t izen5. Yt>t to thf' Pana
man ian. r ;:upposc. i t  loob l ikt-- a patroniz
ing handout. The Zone must look l ike 
ParadiS<·. \\"t' havf' no unemployment. 
\\ -p kn·t' rt>a:<onahly  good "·hools. Wrc: 
havt> a wP I I -;;tocked li hrary and a YMC:A 
-which. i ncidental ly .  are open to Panama 
City rt':<idt'nt:;. \\·,, l ive in  cfpan dwt' l l i ng;: 
at low ren t,;. \Vt• have organized good 
t i mt';-dan!'l':;. fi ... ld day,;. fishing contests. 
_.\ !t·anwhill'. ano:'S the strert thf'rf' are 
Panamanian fami lif's in �hacb, k ids rol l
ing in garl rage. the parents able to laugh 
only when they'n· drunk:' 

fh [ l n i t t·d Sta tt•;; ;tandanl;; thf' C:an a l  
Zonf' i-" a lowt'r-rl l i d d l e-in!'ome c·ommunity 

-a kind of  tropica l Levi t town. The raw 
contrast between the Zone and thf' areas 
that  surround i t ,  however, undoubtedl y  
helped provoke t h e  riots of 1959, w hich, 
l i ke the riots l ast January, Wt'rt' touched 
oti hy the question of nying the Pana
manian Hag in the Zone. In Panama 
City in 1959, thf' flag in front o f  the 
Uni ted Stalf's Embassy was torn down and 
windows were smashed i n  Uni ted States 
Covf'rnment bui ldings. 

The conflict was serious enough for 
Pre,.;idf'nt Eisenhower to rPcognize the 
need for evidrnce of Panama's "t i tu lar 
sovereignty'' w i th in  the Zone. A triangle 
encompassing the major business and ad
ministrative areas of the Zone was marked 
off. and at  15 designated spots wi thin the 
triangle U n i ted States and Panamanian 
tlags Hew on twin flagpoles. l\o f lags, 
Eisenhower decreed, wt>re to be flown any
where else i n  the Zone. 

'l11e Presidential  order meant that the 
flagpole i n  front of  Bal boa High School 
and the o ther schools i n  the Zone woul d  be 
empty. l\lany Zone fam i l ies were un
happy about the regul ation and hoped i t  
wou ld b e  rt'scindf'd by President Kennedy 
when he took office. Tt was not. Among 
dip lomatic and other ff'dera l l y  employed 
fam i l ies who have an overseas home-away
from-home, emotional symbols like the 
Stars and Stripes seem to assume signifi
!'ance that these same fam i l ies woul d  prob
ably never accord them back in the States. 
For the Zonians the empty flagpoles came 
to represent a disappointment, a sense of 
outrage, a chal lenge-and anxiety. They 
discussed the Hag regul at ion heatedl y  at 
meetings, d inner parties and in their 
homes. Some feared that the disappear
ance of the S tars and Stripes forecast the 
wi thdrawal of the United States from the 
cana l .  There were rumors that the United 
1\: ations or the Organization of American 
S tates might take over the running of the 
canal.  r:ami l ies that had l ived i n  the 
Zone for two generations were particularly 
h i tter. They fel t  their country had let  
them down. According to their  various 
prejudices, they b l amed the si tuation on 
Castro, radicals in Washington or Wall 
Street opportunists. There was specula
tion about the m i l l ions of dollars that  
might  be made i f  bonds were issued to 
rover the cost o f  digging a st'a-level canal 
through Colombia a t  the Gulf of Uraha, 
200 mi lt's to the southeast. 

"T think the strai n  of uncertainty was 
what gave all of us hair-trigger tempers," 
a Zone housewife to ld me. ·-�obody knew 
what was going to happen. And we fel t 
Wf' Wf'rf' being ;:ort of pushed out by a 
smal l  group of Communists, or something. 
I t  made us mad." 

Their teen-aged chi ldren must have 
l istened careful l y  to their parents' conver
:<ations. On Tuesday, la;:t January 7th. 
,-hort l y  aftt>r :.;chool reconvt>ned fol lowing 
the Chri,.tmas hol i day, students-both girls 
and boys-brought a Uni ted States Hag to 
Ralboa High School and ran it up the Rag
pole. Principal  David A. Spier prompt l y  
had i t  rf'moved. 

A prPtty blonde girl told me, '·We 
kids got on tht' phone. We kept the l int's 
hot. We ;:pn·ad the nf'ws a l l  over the 
Zonf'.'' 

The fo l lowing day ;;evera l ;:chool;; in 
t ilt' Canal ZonP new u.s. nag;;, A ;;pcond I 
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flag was hoisted at Balboa. and it was not 
lowen·d at sundown as flag etiquette re· 
quires. J immy Jenkins and his friends 
mountt>d an a l l-ni�h t �uarcl around the 
flagpole. No acl u l t  arrivecl to remove the 
Aag or to protPst. Tndt>ed. the stunt ap· 
pPan·d to havP the tacit approval of  the 
parPnt� and the other adul ts who knew 
about i t .  

OnP mPmht>r o f  tht >  Ba l boa stuclent 
group �aid. ·'Spier didn't dare haul tht> flag 
down a secoml time-he knew i f  he did, 
we'd strike." 

"Tlw parPnts whost> chi ldren wt>n• in· 
volvNI sort of WPnt a long with i t." another 
studt>nt told mP. "Tt was a protest they 
didn't qui t<> dan· makP thPmst>lvt>s. but 
they Wf'r!' g lad to have thPir kids do i t  for 
thf'm. You know. l ikP wh<>n your three
yt>ar-old si. tPr ;:;pits at a nanky nt>ighbor. 
You pret<>nd to bP horrified but you're 
glad �he did it." 

'JI1f' tragic aftermath of  this mf'aning. 
les:; cha l l 1•ngt' i:; now n•cordt>d hi:;tory. 
The nPxt day, on January 9th, a group of 
Panamanian studt>nts crossed into the Zone 
carrying a Panamanian flag. ThPy re
mi ndt>d Zone pol ice that  rPgul ations of the 
Zone's governor, Robert J .  Fleming, Jr., 
and the United States Prt>sident stated that  
the U.S.  f lag should not bP flown within 
thP Zom• un le. s i t  fl<>w side by sid<> with 
the Panamanian f lag.  A U.S.  flag was fly. 
ing at Balboa High School, they said, and 
they want<>d to hoist a Panamanian flag 
besiclP i t. 

When the police pointed out  that  
there was only one flagpole a t  the high 
school, the students said they wou ld l ower 
the U.S. flag and hoist the Panamanian 
flag for an Pquivalt>nt number of hours. 
Pol ict> C:aptain Cacldis Wal l  told th<>m not 
to bt> si l ly. Wht•n they persisted he for· 
mal ly  deniPcl pPrmission and asked them 
to leavP. Tht>y refused. A scuffle began. 

Canal Zone adu lts  began to gather on 
one side o f  the Zone's boundary fence. 
Panamanians hurried toward the fence 
from th<> other direction. Clubs. rocks and 
broken bot t les opened the batt le. The na
tional i ty  of the man (most agree it was an 
adul t )  who struck the first heavy blow is 
dispute1l. The important thing is that 
among both group there were those who 
came armed. 

A short while l ater. more than 20 men 
were dead-the count varies from 21 to 25. 
Three were U.S. soldiers. Of the others, 
five were reported k i l led by explosions of 
flaming gasol ine and thrt>e in thf' col lapse 
of a dynamitecl bui lding. More than 500 
Zonians and Panamanians were injured. 
Damages amounted to m i l l ion of dol lars 
-the Brani ff and Pan American Airways 
buildings, a Sears Roebuck store, the U.S. 
I nformation Service office and a Goodyear 
rubber plant  were destroyed. 

Reporters la ter asked Captain Wal l 
why the U.S. flag flying i l lega l l y  at Balboa 
High School was not simply hauled down 
when the deftant Panamanian students ap
peared-or. for that matter, why i t  had not 
been taken down earlier by police. The 
captain said he had had no specific in· 
structions covering tht> flying o f  the flag, 
and that  when the Panamanian student 
approached he thought he was merely deal· 
ing with a bunch of unrul y  kids. 

"My idea was to cool them down and 
persuade them to go home," he said. 
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"From where T stood. i t  didn' t  look l ikP 
an international cri;:;is." Tlw Panamanian 
youngsters, he said, seemed excitt>d but not 
dangerous. He didn't see any weapons. 

"One thing is sure," Captain Wal l 
said flat ly .  "They made the charge that 
Americans ripped up the Panamanian Aag. 
1\o Zone resident-adu l t, child or police· 
man-tore their flag!'' 

Technica l l y  this statement appears to 
he correct. During the march on the Aag· 
pole the Panamanian Aag was carried at  
i ts four corners by four students. Wht>n 
police began to push them out of thP an·a 
the flag was torn. A l t hough on the face o f  
i t  t h e  point is  trivial, i t  assumed major 
importance for hoth sides. Zonians de
nied touching the flag; yet as far as the 
Panamanians were concerned, they had 
been insul tt"d and their Aag desecratPrl .  

Tn t a lking to Zonians and Panamani
ans, I found both groups s ti l l  tensf', fright
ened and bel l igerent ly defensive. Jimmy 
Jenkins, shipped ofT to Ohio, was incom· 
municado to the press. At his parents' re
quest his rel a t ives steadfast ly  rt>fused to 
cal l  h im to the telephone. And his  friends 
and neighbors in the Zone seemed to feel 
more b i t terness over the treatment lw had 
received from U.S. newsmen than over the 
tragic events at the flagpole. 

"He was made a fool o f  by a bunch 
of smart state ide rt>porters," said one 
man, a neighbor of the Jenkinses. "They 
asked him que t ions that  had bui l t-in 
answers." 

Another told me, "They posed him 
sit t ing on a stack of tear-gas ammunition 
cases, smoking a cigarette. J n the inter
view he sounded l ike the world's worst 
hood. I'm te l l ing you, if my boy ever gets 
in  trouble, T hope he has sense enough to 
keep his mouth shut and his head under 
the rug!" 

A l though Canal Zone parents gener· 
a l l y  were reluctant to let me ta lk  to their 
chi ldren-in view, they said, of what had 
happened to J immy Jenkins-I met one 
pleasant, easygoing Zone fam i l y  named 
1orris, that  was w i l l ing to discuss the si tu. 

a tion with me. Ara 1orris, an at tractive, 
chestnut-haired Mississippian, is a nurse 
a t  the Zone h ospital.  Her husband Hugh 
is a Zone-employed economist and a scout. 
master. He took me fishing in his 1 5-foot 
open boat wi th outboard motor, which, he 
said wi th  a grin, "is one of those fifteen 
hundred yachts the news magazines said 
were tied up at  the Balboa Yacht Club." 

His 13-year-old son told me, "At 
Christmas we al l  fel t  t rouble was coming. 
Even back then, some of the kids were 
talking about a Aag raising. J asked my 
father what he'd think i f  T got mixed up 
in it .  He said, 'Wel l ,  you have to think 
what i t 's al l  about and if there isn't some 
better way to show that  you l ove your 
country.' I'm glad I l istened to him. A 
lot  of the other kids T go wi th  stayed out 
o f  i t." 

Tal king to other Cana l  Zone famil ies 
-most begged me not to use their names 
-I discovered that  only  15 per cent are 
second-generation Zone residents. The 
average fam i l y  has been working for the 
Panama Canal Company (a private com· 
pany of which the U.S. Government is the 
sol e  stockholder) for 13 years. The aver· 
age Zonian employee is 45 years old, has 
a wife and two chi ldren, earns $7,700 per 
year. Thi income inclucles a 25 per cent 
a llowance from the Government in  addi-

tion to ;;alnry lwl'ause Panama i,; con· 
sirlered a hardship po:<t. 

A l :l-year-old hov whu�P fatlwr i� a n  
t>lectrician· explaint•d hi, n•a:<on for takin;.: 
part rn the flag rai:<in�: "\X'hen our tla·� 
fliPs Wt" don't f1•el �o far fron1 honu•." Ht ·  
admit tecl he had TWver l i vetl in  the UnitPtl 
States. '·Rut we go home on lrave Pven· 
two yPar�. and l 'vt> heen in thirty-nine o.f 
the fi fty states." 

1\lany ot lwr Zonian adults  ancl youn;.:· 
sters wt>nt out of their way to tf' l l  mp how 
many areas of the ( J .S.A. ·they had visitt• t l .  
Several worp T shi rt:< labeled '·Y Pl lowstont• 
Park.'' '·Ausable C:hasm" or "Grand Can
yon." ThPy c lainwrl that  most Zonian 
youngsters had ;:;e1•n mort' o f  their ('Ountr\' 
than tho. e at home. · 

1\lany of the hoys told ml' thPy Wf'rt' 
Pager to go into t lw l\avy. Ft·w plan I < •  
postpone their mi l i tary servil'e unt i l  a fter 
col lege. They want to travel anrl ;we t he 
world. they I'Xplai rwd. and "the avy i;; 
the fa tt>>t ticket out.' 

One 1 7-year-olt l  girl,  who is  a stu
dent a t  C :ristobal High School. a t  t lw 
Caribbean encl  of  tlw ZonP. harl  ht •r own 
interpretat ion of tlw flag raising. ''1\h 
school raised a flag anti no ont> gave us an�· 
fight.'' she said .  '·At Bal hoa tlwy ju,;l had 
had luck." Another stutlt•nt said. '·Tiw 
Panamanians don't untler;:;tand our kind of  
humor-that we were ju,;t hal'kin� arouncl .

.. 

One o f  Jimmy Jenkins' cl assmates rr·· 
marked. " [ feel sorry for old J immy. Ht· 
got i t  in  the neck. It might haw bPPn mP 
or h a l f  a dozt>n otlwr guys. Hut lw a lway� 
l i ked being a lcadt·r. and wlwn things got 
hot, then� he was u p  front. Wt• nt•vt·r 
dreamed it would come to this. I ' l l  lf>vel 
with you. T only  got into th is for ki('ks. 
but  the deeper i t  got, t lw more T fel t wt· 
had to take a stand. Aftrr a l l, it is our 
land!'' 

Few o f  the studenb I ta l kt•d to had 
any accurate historical concept of our IPgal 
position in Panama. Thry Sl't'mt·tl to v it·w 
the Canal Zom· a:; a s l ict> of the U.S.A. 
plunked down in Latin Anwrit'a, not unl ike 
the Kansas prairif' cabin that carried 
Dorothy by whirlwind to the Land of  Oz. 

"The Panamanians want us to run the 
canal and give them all the money:· said 
one 16-year-old boy. who worf> an ath letic 
letter on his sweat shirt .  "1\ly father say,; 
we' l l  fix them good. We' l l  build a hettn 
canal  somewhere e lse and leave them stuck 
with thi· one. They couldn't run thi� 
a lonf' in a mi l l ion year;;!'' 

"Ch iari [ then Panama's pre>ident]  
started a l l  t his-he just want,;  to gel  re· 
elected,'' said another. 

T reminded him that under the con· 
s t i tut ion of Panama. President C:hiari 
could not run for n·-election. 

"We l l. then. llt'  wants an excuse to 
start a dictatorship," he retort<>d cool ly .  

"I hate to say i t,'' a gir l  with ion� 
brown curls began ht•si tant ly. '·hut thi,
whole horri ble a ffair is EisPnhower's fau l t .  
The riots in  '58 a n d  '59-1 n•mt>mbn. I 
was in fi ft h  and sixth grade. l\1y mother 
was scared. She was crying and saying 
we should go homP to �ew Hampshire. 
My father was stamping up and down, and 
he said he'd be damned i f  he'd be cha eel  
out.  :\1y parPnts say we made a mistake 
giving in to them in tht> ftrst placP-why 
shou ld they fly their flag next to ours. and 
on the same level too!'' 



A thin-faced, sandy-haired boy with 
horn-rimmed glasst>s said gloomi ly, "Tf the 
kids had just listeneJ to me, there wouldn't 
have bet>n al l this trouble. I wanted to 
take a couple of jt>eps apart and put them 
up on the roof. That would have made 
people take notice. But they said that was 
too corny. They thought up this flag thing 
and a l l  hell  broke l oose." 

T asked the students if they l iked liv· 
iug in Panama. 

"T'm going steady," one girl said, "but 
T told B i l ly that wht>n he graduates he has 
to get mf' out of  ht>re. Otherwise I won't 
marry him!  T don't want to spend my l i fe 
hattling thr� tt>rrni tt>s and cockroaches l ike 
my mother. People are always talking 
ahout tlw chf'ap ht>lp. hut tht> maids are 
no good-they don't know how to do 
anything!" 

T askr·d if tht>y haJ any friends living 
outside tht> Zone. 

" [  was with a lot of Panamanian kids 
at the Scout Jamboree l ast year," a 14-
ycar-old told mf'. "They were okay hut T 
don't set> much of tht>m now. We're all  
too hm,y." 

"Our parPnts won't let  us go into 
Panama City," h i .  youngt>r sister said. "T 
can't evf'n go there with some of the older 
kids. Tt\ kinc l  o f  a wide-open town. Any
one can drink or gamhle or go to t iH· dirty 
movit>s. So i t  wouldn't do any good to 
havf' Panamanian fricnJs if  T couldn't go 
to v i,; i t  tlu·m. 13Psides, what haVP foreign 
kicls real ly  got in common with Ameri
can,;?'' She paused a momf'nt and added, 
"I mean 0iorth Americans!" 

"BPsidf',-. the Panamanians rea l l y  hate 
us,'' a friend chinwd in. "Our maid to ld 
me that thf'y call us l ief' and savagPs. 
Tllf'y hlamt· us for a l l  their troubles. T 
told her if they would just clean up anJ 
go to ,;chool and behavf' themselvrs, they 
could get ahead l i ke Wf' dicl. T bPiieve a l l  
people are Pqual,  b u t  you don't get ad
,·an tag''" ha ndt·d to you on a pl ate-you 
have to work. The \'t·groPs hack home 
an• finding this out." 

A 1 -1-yt'ar-old hoy named Ted told me. 
"A l ot of  thf' Panamanians are l azy, but 
tllt'y are good-naturf'd and okay. Tt was 
tlw Communists who set ofT that riot." 

"What makrs you think they were 
Communists?'' T asked. 

"ThPy haJ \Iolotov cocktails, that's 
why.'' he said positively. "And thPy knew 
how to make them. They had these big 
gasoline drums roiiPd up to the gates." 

"You wt•re thn·atening to throw a few 
:\lolotov cocktails yoursel f," murmured one 
of his  c l assmates. 

" But they :;tarted i t," he insisted. 
The youngster;; agreed that, by and 

large, their attituJes toward the Panama
ni ans and. indeed. toward a l l  pol i tical and 
"<wial problems, corrt>sponded to those of 
their parents. 

Om· hoy who had taken an active part 
in tlw flag rai><ing said, "My father sure 
"·a,; :;ore when he found out. He real ly l i t  
into nw. J\layht· h e  was afraid that T 
would cost him a promotion. But I've 
often heard him ,;ay that tlw Panamanians 
l ive l ike pigs anrl there was no point in 
helping them.'' 

Another remarkeJ, "When T used to 
make critical eracks about this or that 
Panamanian, my parents would tell me I 
,;houldn't, hut alway,; in a way that T knew 
f was saying SOmPthing they didn't quite 
c lare say thermwlv<'i'. The truth is, the 

Panamanians m y  father works with are 
nearly always late to work, they're l azy, 
they don't study to get ahead, and when 
you're out working hard and you look for 
them, you're l ikely to find them asleep 
under a tree. Let's face i t, they're not 
like us!" 

Several voices at  once said, "Stow it!" 
A fresh-faced, freckled girl who 

sported three pigtails-one on each ear 
and one down the center of her back
said, "There are good Panamanians and 
had Panamanians, just l ike there are good 
Zonians and had Zonians. But what I 
think is the saddest faet is that Panama
nian kids just don't l ike us. I've always 
sensed their host i l i ty and resentment. 
Once in a whi le some organization in the 
Zone makes an effort to promote fellow
ship. But i t  just doesn't ever work out.  
T don't know why.'' 

The hoy standing next to her said. 
'·Mom and Pop a couple times a year ask 
Panamanians out to dinner and to go sail
ing or swimming. My mom spends an 
hour lecturing to me that  I should be real 
nice. T try. But if people are just differ
ent from you-wel l ,  there isn't much to 

The rocks l)f'gan to get larger. "Don't 
run!" the drivt>r warned. 

I straightened up, walked over to the 
nearest heckler and heir! out my hand. 
"Amigo," I said. I shook a hand that had 
a stone in its palm. My gesture seemed 
to work. Several men carne forward and 
began to discuss engine troubles with th<' 
driver. Two others tried to hPip get the 
motor started by pushing the cab down a 
sma l l  s lope. 

I heard the taxi motor rumhlt> hack to 
l ife. I waved, smi led and hacked up. 
Sti l l  nodding and waving l ike a c:ongrf's
sional candidate. T sett l l'd as slowly and 
casual l y  as possible into the seat next to 
the driver, shut the door with a discreet 
snap and the taxi shot away toward a main 
thoroughfare. 

A few m inutes l ater T descri bed the 
encountt>r to the Panamanian high-school 
students [ had arranged to meet. " I f  you 
don't l ike it here," one saicl,  shrugging his 
shoulders, "why don't you get in  a mi l
l ion-dol lar Army jet and go home to your 
swimming pool?" 

Several of  the other Panamanian 
youths apologized for their frit'nd's rude-

say to them." .-------------------
A lively topic of conversation was 

whether or not it is  "chicken" to reregister 
your car and get b lue Panamanian l icense 
plates instead of the yel low p lates that 
indicatt> Zonian ownership. The Zone 
p lates cost $5; Panamanian p lates, $26. 

"Since the riot, though, if you drivP 
to Panama City with Zone pl ates and park 
your car.'' one youngster said, "maybe the 
t ires wi l l  be s lashed or paint poured over 
the windshield." He told me of one car 
parked on a Panama City street the pre
vious week that had "Panam1i fibre" 
scratched on the doors. 

T asked whether they thought any 
good had come out of the crisis-whether 
there would now he new attempts on the 
part of the scouts, the athletic teams, other 
youth organizations or they themselves
the youngsters who had participated in the 
flag raising-to build understanding and 
make amends. l'o one knew of any p lans. 
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A few hours l ater T was on my way -
by taxi through the gates of the Panama 
Canal Zone to talk to a group of  Pana
manian youngsters of  high-school age. The 
meeting had been arranged by a Roman 
Cathol ic  priest. "�ot a l �

, 
of thes� yo
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ng

sters are commumcants,· he sa1d, hut 
they are bright and they are intel lectual l y  
honest." 
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Stuffed dummies labeled "Uncle 

Sam," "Zonian" and "Yanqui scum" sti l l  
were swinging from trees and lampposts. 
Club 27, a nightclub in Panama C ity, 
featured a sign, "Gringos not a llowed!" 

When the cab stal led at  a busy cross
roads and a crowd began to gather, the 
driver snapped in Spanish, "Lock the 
cloors, roll up the windows and s i t  s t i l l !"  

"Let me get out and talk to them!'' 
T protested. 

"Listen, they' l l  rol l the cab over," he 
said. 

The driver got out and opened the 
hood of the cab and, despite his warning, 
T got out to help him. I t  took us about 
five minutes to locate the trouble-a 
simple loose w ire-and during that time 
we bent ovPr the motor, trying to ignore a 
steady >hower of sma l l  pebhles and spit. 
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ness. "Please excuse him," one of them 
p leaded. 

1 said. " T've just come from talking 
to a bunch of kids your age in the Zone, 
and they a l l  seem to feel you hate them." 

I wa:; interrupted by cries of "lamas!" 
"Never!" tlwy insisted. They were anxious 
to be friends. T t  was the Canal Zone con
di tions that were intolerahle. I asked 
them to air their complaints. 

"El puen te-the bridge!" 
ThPy said the October, 1 962. dedica

tion of the handsome new Thatcher Ferrv 
Bridge acro;;s the canal had "fe l t  l ike � 
fishboru· pushed down tht> throat." 

"Do you realize,'' a student asked. 
"that WI' havt• to get permission from 
Uni tPd Stall's authorities to cross that  
hridge to go from one side of  our country 
to another?" 

I askctl if penni. sion was ever denied. 
They admit ted that it  wasn't. It was hav
ing to ask that gal led them. 

'"We an· landlords, hut you act as i f  
you own the place!"' a 1 7-yea·r-old student 
said. "My fathPr has his own dry-goods 
store. He is as good as the Zonians w i l l  
ever he!" 

"You still don't understand about the 
flag," a boy said. "Your treaty wi th  us is 
about operating the canal. You have no 
authority to tel l us where we can or can't 
put our flag up in our own country!" 

AnothPr boy patient ly  explained. 
"The treaty means di fferent things i n  
Spanish and Engl ish. The phrase 'as 
though sovereign' in  Spanish means you 
are our guest. T n  English it means you 
are praet ica l l y  the owner. We don't 
agret>." 

'·By the way," a studious-looking girl 
remindetl me, "if you write about us, he 
sure to cal l  us Central Americans and your 
countrymen l\orth Americans. You have 
a rudP hahit of  ca l l ing a l l  U.S. cit izens 
Americans-as though you owned every
thing from Hudson Bay to Buenos A in.•;;!'' 

Then· wnc othPr things they rcsentPd 
-the eight-foot-high win· fence that sur
round. tlw Canal Zone; and thP fact that 
sugar, for t·xamplc, sel ls in the Zone com
missary for sevl'n cents per pound, but 
Panamanians. un less they are Zone em
ployeP:<, cannot shop there. 

'·W!' live across thP street from the 
Zone fence." said one hoy, "and my moth
er walk:; sPvcn blocks to a grocery store, 
whf'rt' ,dt!' pays twelve cents for sugar!" 

"And t lw unjust pay rates!" another 
boy exclainwd. ";\ly  uncle is a Panama
nian phy:<ieian who works for the Zone. 
He is a graduate o f  Mexico City Univer
sity. He is paid five thousand gringo 
dollar:; le:;s pt•r year than h is Yanqui as
· t .  tant. I :;  that right?'' 

I asked Ill<' stutlents what their country 
would tlo without the hundreds of thou
sand:; o f  dol lar,; thP Panama Canal Zone 
contrihutPs to their annual budget. "The 
canal IHtys for your schools and roads,'' I 
poinlt>d out. 

A 1 7-yPar-old who spokP exceptiona l ly  
good English snapped back, "The canal 
has hindPred the development of Panama 
-you have madf' us a one-crop economy 
l ike your Soulhf'rn colton slates. You 
have destroyed our ini t iativr. Everything 
is t ied to the eanal .  We'd have been bet
ter off wi thout it! And another thing," he 
added, "those Yanqui kids-they l ook at 
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me as if I were an ignorant peasant, but I 
can speak good Engl ish. They don't even 
bother to speak Spanish." 

The students reminded me that a rent 
strike in Panama City had once been set
t led i n  favor o f  the l andlords wi th  the 
help of  the Uni ted States Marines. 

"The marines have landed seventeen 
t imes in Panama since the signing of the 
treaty,'' said one dark-haired girl, who 
wore a ful l  pink skirt.  "How would you 
l ike i t  if marines from Mexico marched 
across the Rio  Grande to settle a strike 
i n  Dal las?" 

"Aren't you going to ask us about 
yel low fever?" one hoy said mockingly. 

"What about i t?" 
''Dr. Walter Reed got rid o f  yel l ow 

fever and we should be grateful to him," 
the boy parroted. "That's what your books 
say-but the fact is  that yel low fever only 
bothered the Americans and the French 
and the Chinese laborers-we Panama
nians had l i ved with it for centuries and 
were immune to i t." 

"We Panamanians are not so bad." 
his friend chimed in. "We realize wh�t 
some United States people have done for 
us. Your people in the Peace Corps who 
l ived i n  Panama City-they were not 
harmed during the riots. Panamanians 
took them i n to their houses and protected 
them. And we loved your ambassador
Senor Jose Farland. He was a great man. 
He understood what was needed. Perhaps 
i f  he had been here, the riots might never 
have occurred." 

I shook hands wi th  the students, 
thanked them for the i nterview and de
parted. A s  T walked toward the taxi they 
started chanting: "'Panamti libre! Panamti 
fibre!.. 1 looked back and saw them do
ing a snake dance among the palm trees 
on the edge of the avenue 

Arter r talked to the students, I met 
wi th  sevPral Canal Zone tPachPrs. They 
were of the opinion that  the flag raising 
that sparked the riot was merely the result 
of studt>nts· high spirits. ThPy comparPd 
the clash al the flagpole wi th  panty raids. 
painting the alma mater statue purple, 
tearing down the goal posts. They set'med 
to feel the youngsters had been booby
trapped by organized Panamanian left
wingers who were ready and wait ing to 
march al  the s l ightest provocation. 

One high-school teacher said, " T t's 
shocking and frightening to think that chi 1-
dren's high jinks could result  i n  death and 
destruction anti a crisis i n  i ntPrnalional rt'
lations. Perhaps we shoul d  have pointed 
out that th ings are tense and tht>y should 
walk softly.  But neither the Panamanians 
who brought thPir flag with thf'm into the 
Zone nor J immy Jenkins and the other 
Zone youngsters who hoisted tlw Stars and 
Stripes are bad kids. There's no real 
re

_
ason 

,
why they shouldn't he better 

fnends. 
A h istory teacher said, "Patriotism, 

nonsense! They'd have been just as happy 
hoisting the principal's toupee or the do
mestic-science teacher's petticoat to the top 
of the flagpole-they didn't care! A l l  they 
were out to do was to tweak the nose of 
the adul t  community. We have to remem
ber that stateside youngsters away from 
home are not the same as they would be 
back in Ohio or New Jersey. The main 
factor i n  their l ivc.3 i s  their isolation, their 

unfamil iarity with the language and cus
toms and, above al l ,  the fPPi ing of not bP
longing. They reflect thPir parents' home
sickness. There is no doubt that many of 
these chi ldren resent t lw wry PxistPncP of 
the country where they arc l i�ing. NPitlwr 
our schools nor our governments give 
them any sense of the importance of their 
mission here. 

"U.S. foreign-st·rvice officer:< and tlwir 
fami l ies and the Peaee Corps people are 
briefed about till' countries they're going 
to work in bl'fore they go abroad. but 
Zoners never have hPcn. So whPn Zom· 
kids cut loose. tlwy're not thinking about 
what effect they' l l  have on the country 
they're l iving in-most of them haven't 
the vaguest understantling of this country. 
They'rp j ust l t ' t t ing off steam about their 
own resentments." 

Jerry WPich. an engi twer who is 
married to a stunningly beaut i fu l  Pana
manian and has threl' young chi ldren, said. 
"Not enough parents in  the Zone were con
cerned with what was happPning to young
sters in the city lwyond the fence. Those 
who sensed the problem fel t  it was too 
hopelessly big for us to do anything about 
i t. Now, suddenly, wham! A three-gener
ation way of l i fP may be fal l ing apart. I 
wouldn't advise my .. h i lt lren to count on a 
career i n  the Zone." 

On my return to thP l l nitetl Stall':< T 
talked to former ambassador .Joseph S. 
Farland, the 50-year-ol d  attornPy from 
West Virginia who was appointed our rPp
resentative to Panama by President Eisen
hower and who continued to hold the offici' 
under President Kennt>dy. He resigned in 
September, 1 963. fol lowing a b i tter row 
over a profit-making, middle-income hous
ing project sdwduled to lw hui l t  in 
Panama City with invPstnwnt fund:; from 
powerful Uni tPd St ate:; labor unions. Am
has;;ador Farland was against i t. and. as 
he made clear. against a l l  invt·stnwnt i n  
Panamanian economy that stemmed from 
"gringo profit motives." Very popular in 
Panama. Farland was cal led the "hPaut i ful 
American." HP was concerrwd with t lw 
social development o f  Panama and people
to-people relationships. 

During his  sPrvicP in the country the 
A mbassador oftPn cl im lwd into hi;; jPPp 
and drove to tiny v i l l ages to say hel lo and 
ask w hat ncPdt•d to be done. H e  urged 
one community to ! m i ld a st'hool housP ami 
sent i n  an rxpert to show them how to 
make brick. When the sehool was com
pleted he drove lo tht• next v i l l age and 
told the v i l l.�gers. "SPe. they've done i t
so can you. 

T a�kPd ex-Amba;;sador Farland what 
might havr bPcn done to avoid the riot. 
and what ehanges of policy he hoped for 
in the future. He told mP-as hr has told 
nearly every pol icy maker in Washington 
-that schools. roads, agricultural skil l;; 
and technical assistancP ;;hould gt ' l  priority 
over private invPstment. 

"The Panamanians art' looking for 
recognition, for national digni t y," hi' told 
me. "They don't want to national ize the 
canal-they ju. t want to feel that the ten
m i le strip that chops tht>ir country i n  half  
i s  theirs. ThPy dnn't want  lo f ipfpr to a 
U.S. soldier whenever they want to cross 
the canal bridgP to visi t  an aunt or cousin 
who l i ves on the other sidt· of  the big 
di tch." 
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Unlike Adlai Stevenson, who recom
mended in 1960 that Zone-employed fami
lies be rotated, former Ambassador Far
land thinks that "rotation is like going 
after a weasel with a shotgun." He feels 
that serious briefing for adul ts, and educa
tion and fellowship programs for the chil
dren of the Zone, would be more effective, 
and that the aggressive superpatriotism 
stems from a few highly vocal families. 

"Most of the Zonians are good peo
ple," he said. "They have a right to recog
nition for a job well done. The canal is 
as ncar perfect an operation as you could 
ask for. There is no reason why the 

The Great Outdoors 

(Continued from page 53) 

He shook his head. "No, we've been 
studying different ways of cooking fish out
doors. We're supposed to practice." 

"Fine," Maggie said. "One hour 
ahead of time he tells me he has to have 
fish. The only fish in the house is a 
three-pound block of frozen smelt." 

"We'l l  take hamburger or hot dogs," 
r said. 

Barney was stubborn. "Mr. Giddings 
said we should take fish." 

I turned to Maggie. "They have to 
do everything Giddings tells them and he 
isn't even going to be there. He's turned 
them into a bunch of puppets. I tel l  
you, the man i s  power mad." 

"A scout is obedient,'' Barney said. 
"A scout is mule-headed," I told him. 

"What else besides fish?" 
We took potatoes, eggs, bacon, cereal, 

milk, bananas, oranges, doughnuts, cookies 
and popcorn. "We're only going to eat 
two meals," I reminded him. 

"That's all I'm going to take," he 
said. "What about you?" 

I looked at Maggie. "Better put in a 
sixpack of cold beer." 

She frowned at me. "I don't think 
that's anything to joke about." 

"What gave you the idea I was jok
ing? I t's time the scouts learned to face 
facts. Do you think Daniel Boone would 
have turned down a cold beer?" 

"I'll  make you some iced tea." 
"Do you suppose it wil l  be all right 

for me to smoke?" I asked. "The Indians 
invented it, you know." 

"You'd better get your things to
gether," she said. 

Barney had his equipment spread out 
on the living-room floor. There were a 
tent with pegs and poles, hand ax, s leep
ing bag, knapsack, cooking utensils, flash
light, knife, first-aid kit, insect repel lent, 
compass, sharpening stone, mess kit, 
sewing kit, camera, notebook, bal lpoint 
pen, raincoat, pajamas, soap, comb, mir
ror, towel, toothbrush, tooth pa te, drink
ing cup, potato peeler, measuring cup, can 
opener, match container, songbook and 
transistor radio. 
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Zonians and their children should n o t  be 
proud of their identity-but not at the cost 
of feeling superior to other people. They 
must learn to think of themselves as for
eign-service families representing our gov
ernment in a crucial post, rather than as 
exiled Americans on an obscure and near
obsolescent creek." 

Ambassador Farland's recommenda
tions for peace and progress in the Canal 
Zone are: 

Put U.S. foreign-aid money into 
schools, roads and other projects that wi l l  
give direct help to  Panama's desperately 
poor and underprivileged people. 

"Maggie," I called, "wil l  you come 
here a minute?" 

"What is it?" 
I pointed to the collection. "I 

thought scouts were supposed to learn to 
improvise. Our forefathers crossed the 
plains with less equipment than this." 

"Yours didn't," she said. "They 
came from Philadelphia on the train." 

Trust a woman to evade the issue. I 
asked Barney how he proposed to trans
port everything. He said in the station 
wagon. I asked him what he thought 
people did before there were station 
wagons. He said they used horses. He 
wanted to know why he couldn't have a 
horse. I told him to load up the car. 
Then I went into the kitchen and asked 
Maggie where the air mattress was. 

"I thought you knew how to make a 
bed out of pine boughs," she said. 

"Certainly. But I don't know if there 
wil l  be any pine trees there." 

"I'll get it," she said. "Too bad 
there isn't any way to plug the electric 
blanket into the cigarette lighter." 
Maggie has a sunny disposition and finds 
humor in situations that other people 
often overlook. 

We finally stowed everything away. 
"Have fun," Maggie said. 
I tried to think of a snappy come

hack, but there didn't seem to be any. 
"What's the procedure at this af

fair?" I asked Barney when we were on 
our way. "I mean, what do you do?" 

"We pitch the tents and like that," he 
said. 

"What do you mean, 'and l ike that'?" 
"Things like that-building a fire, 

cooking supper." 
"Yes, I understand. But what else 

do you do?" 
He shrugged. "I don't know-goof 

around." 
"I see." I had a curiously empty feel-

ing. 

Our rallying point was a church at  
the edge of town. The other five boys 
were there when we arrived. I knew 
them by sight and Barney told me their 
names-Marion, Scoop, Nobby, Paladin 
and Seymour. Paladin? It  was just a 
nickname, Barney said. I was glad. He 
was a skinny, dark-haired kid with big, 
innocent-looking eyes and the nerves of a 
seasoned saboteur. 

Scoop came down out of a tree and 
Nobby gave him an elbow in the ribs as 
he reached the ground. Marlon came out 
from under a bush where he'd been hunt-

Get genuine people-to-people hospi· 
tality programs under way. particularly at 
the children's level. 

Give Zone employees the recognition 
and dignity they de;;erve for excel lt>nt 
performancf' of a lliffirul t  tt-chnical joh. 

Make effective in every way the con
cept of partnership between the l lni tt>d 
States and Panama in the operation of th1· 
Zone. 

"Unless we start immediately on 
these and other constructive project;;.'' Far· 
land told me, "there wil l  be more riots in 
Panama-perhaps even b loodier ones!"' 
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ing spiders. They al l  came over to the 
car. I told them to keep their knapsacks 
and canteens and l'd take the rest of their 
gear. 

"Dah, dah, dah," Seymour said. 
"Dah, di, dah." 

"How's that?" 
"Morse code," he said. "It means 

okay.'' 
"Oh?" I said. 
I t  looked like a long evening. 
The boys were going to hike to the 

campsite, which was about three miles 
away. They gave me a map. I was to 
drive on ahead and get things organized. 

Whoever had drawn the map ap· 
parently made a mistake. 1 realizt>d this 
after I 'd driven five miles or so. T turned 
around and headed back to the ehurr·h. 
After I'd gone another seven or ei�ht 
miles it began to look as if I was off the 
track again. T inquired at a farmhouse 
and pretty soon I was back at the church. 
I knew which direction they'd started in 
and I felt confident that a group of six 
boys wasn't likely to go very far un
noticed. I got on their track and trailrd 
them farmhouse by farmhouse until T 
reached the camp. 

They had arriwd about half an hour 
earlier. Seymour was practicing code on 
a bugle. Nobby and Marlon had their 
tent set up and were trying to tightt>n the 
ropes evenly. They were having some 
trouble because whenever they looked 
away, Paladin would sneak in and loosen 
the ropes. 

Barney came over to the car. ' · I  
thought you were coming right out.'' 

"I decided to stop and see some 
people." 

"We didn't see your car," Scoop said. 
"I thought scouts were supposed to be 

observant.'' 
Barney stuck his head in the window. 

·'You've gone over twenty miles since you 
left the church. J t"s only three miles 
here." 

"There's a di fference between being 
observant and being nosy."' I told him. 
"Let's get the car unloaded." 

While they were getting things sortPd 
out, I looked over the camp. I t  was on a 
level spot halfway up a hi l l ,  with a sprin� 
about a hundred feet away and a lot of 
trees around. A narrow lane lrd down to 
a farmyard. "I notice you haven't col
lected any firewood," I said. " T t"s a good 
idea to l ay in a supply before dark." 

"Yes, sir," Marlon said politely. Hr 
struck me as being a very well-mannered 
chap. ·'Only you had al l  the axt•s with 

(Continued on page 12.5) 



From The Metropolitan Museum Of Art 
Six Famous Winslow Homer Seascape Paintings 

Reproduced For Your Home 

Nassau Flower Garden and Bungalow, Bermuda Fishing Boats, Key West 

Sloop, Bermuda Hurricane, Bahamas Shore and Surf, Nassau 

Redbook Proudly Offers 

This Renowned American Artist's Masterpieces 

As Full Color Prints. 18�"x 15" 
All Six For Only $395. Only $ }00 for One 

Perhaps more than any other painter, Winslow Homer captured the variable 
moods, the dangerous power and the hypnotic beauty of the sea. Here i n  these 
six beautiful, large, full color reproductions - prepared under the supervision of 

the technical staff of The Metropolitan Museum of Art - you seem to feel the 
spray, smell the salt, sense the impact of the sea. 

Homer loved the sea; he l ived facing the sea, from the roaring surf of the rocky 
Maine coast to the luminous blue-green surface of the Caribbean. He achieved 
his greatest brill iance in these famous Bahama watercolors. The i llustrations 
shown here can only suggest the beauty of these seascapes that capture the vivid 
colors of the Caribbean, the dramatic cloud formations and the lush foliage of 
the tropics. These paintings - reproduced on heavy antique finish paper - are 
alive with the motion of whirling whitecaps, lashing s.ails and wind-buffeted palms. 
One can readily understand why they are among America's all time favorites. 

Actual print size is 1 3 \12 "  x 9 \12 " ;  with the border, each measures I 8 Y2 "  x 1 5" .  

You will be delighted with the brilliant color and beauty they will bring t o  your 
home. You may also wish to present them as memorable gifts. To order for 
immediate delivery, mail coupon now. 

r - -Mail  Coupon Now-This Offer May Not Be Repeated. - - , 

REDBOOK MAGAZI N E  

P. 0 .  Box 467, Dept CP-97, Pleasantville, N e w  Jersey 

Please send me the following Winslow Homer Metropolitan 
M useum of Art full color prints. I have checked my choices 
below at $1 each or a l l  6 for $3.95 postpaid. Satisfaction 
guaranteed or money refunded i mmediately. 

0 Shore and Surf, Nassau D Nassau 
D Fishing Boats, Key West D Sloop, Bermuda 
D Flower Garden and Bungalow, D Hurricane, Bahamas 

Bermuda 
D Send all 6 at bargain price of on ly $3.95 

Enclosed is {total amount) $ ............................. . 

Please Make Check Payable To REDBOOK MAGAZINE 

Name ................. .................................................... . .  

Address ................................................................... . .................... . .  



Tops in the Shops --��------------------�--------------- - -

Glamour Wigs IN A CHOICE OF BEAUTIFUL 
Colors and Styles 

Makes a Big Hit af 
Parties, Dances, Anywhere 

• llack • Light lloncle • Pink 

• arown • Platinum • Ice llue 

• Dark Blonde • White • Aubum 

• llack with Grey Streak 

A Perfect Cover-Up After Swimming, 
Setting or Washing Your Own Hair

Soft and Lovely As a Movie Star's 
Hair-Do 

102 
Be bewitching, daring, winsome, demure! 
Make this split-second . change to a new 
personality. You'll lind surprising new ad
ventures, be the life of the party. This new 
crowning glory wins admiring glances 
from both guys and gals anywhere you go. 
It's the fashion rage. 

A Very pretty cover-up after swimming or 
washing or setting your own hair (instead 
of unsightly kerchiefs), smooth, non
flammable Celanese acetate looks like real 
hair, feels luxuriously soft and lovely. 

ORIGINAL GREETING CARDS, I NC. 
628 East Highland Drive 
Rochester, New York 1 46 1  0 

Seledion of 4 Styles and 
10 Attrutive telors 

Makh Any Outfit or for 
hy Ottuion 

SEND NO MONEY Pay !�man on 
delivery $4.95 plus C.O.D. postage or 
send S4.95 with order and save post-
age.  Money back if not .de lighte d . 1 1  · .'11ail coupon TODAY ! 
------------------------ --- , 
1 F R E E 1 0  DAY T R I A L  C O U P O N I  

Guild, Dept. W-382 
1 03 E. Broadway, New York City 2 

N•m�·-------------------------------------
Addr<N•-------------------------------------
City 

A p p l y  e x c i t i ng n e w  
enamel t o  d u l l ,  yel
lowed teeth and you ' l l  
never be . ,smil e-shy" 
a ga i n !  C o s m e t i c  i s  
h a r m l e s s  t o  te eth , 
g u m s , & f i l l i n g s .  
Gives teeth a radiant 
w h i te l u s t e r. J us t  
brush o n .  Makes even 
white teeth sparkle 
as never before. No 
odor or taste. If• oz 

Zo••-- Sra••---

Teeth White (tax i n c l .} . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  $2.20 ppd. 
Send check or M. D.-Money Back Guarantee. 

SPENCER GIFTS .CP-95 Spencer Bldg., 
Atlantic City, N.J. 08404 

To you who are OVER 5'7"-new 
fashions priced no higher than 
misses' sizes. Style shown is 
d i a mond pattern Arnel cotton 
shift with V-neck, pointed collar, 
short sleeves. Colors:  Toast; 
White, Brown/White. Sizes 12 to 
22. Other styles & fabrics, $3.98 
thru $25, sizes 10 to 24. Also 
Coats, S u its, L i n ger ie ,  Sports
w e a r ,  etc. R U S H  C O U P O N  OR 
P O S T C A R D  F O R  F R E E  " T A L L  
GIRLS" CATALOG! 

Gentlemen: Please send me Deluxe Sample Kit. 
0 Persona l ized Stationery Samples 

Over Five-Seven Shops, Dept. T-14 
Indianapolis, Ind. 46207 
Please send FREE Tall Fashion Catalog to: 

0 Check here if organization and give name 
If  I decide not to accept your offer, I wil l  
return the kits  at your expense. 

Nome. - - - _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _  - - - - - - - _ - - - - - - - - - - _ _ _ _  _ 

Address . • • • • • • • . •  - · · ·  • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  _ • • • •  

City • • •  _ _  • •  _ .  _ _ _ _ _ _ _  • • •  Zone . •  _ _ _  State . •  _ . .  

name 

address 

post office zone state F-64 

Hush Puppies Go King Size ! 
We specialize in Large Sizes Onl y !  Sizes 10 
to 1 6 ;  widths AAA to EEE. Hush Puppies, 
dress, sport, casuals, boots, etc.--43 styles in  
al l .  Also slacks, sweaters, shorts, McGREGOR 
JACKETS, all extra long. Dress and sport 
shirts with bodies cut 4" longer than usual, 
sleeves to 38 ! Not sold in slores ; by mail  
only. Satisfaction Completely Guaranteed ! 
We're America's best known and largest spc· 
cia I isis for Big and Tall men. Send today for 
Free full-color catalog. King-Size, Inc., 6R24 
Forest St., Brockton, Mass. 

These im110rted genuine porce'laine ligures 
are each about 3" high. Each lifelike pose is 
different and the fine artistic detail reAects 
true Oriental Aavor. They make a wonderful 
gift for a collector or teen-age horse lovt>r. 
Marvelous as "conversation pieces" on a 
shelf or table. The complete set of R is low 
priced at only $2.95 postpaid. Empire, Dept. 
RB-8, 140 Marbledale Rd., Tuckahoe, Nf'w 
York. 

Black Light Insect Trap 
Clears up to 3 acre area of all Hying insects in
cluding Flies and Mosquitoes. Powerful l/100 
H.P. Motor, Sylvania 1 0", 22 Walt Black 
Light. New 1964 Model with Exclusive 
"Baiter" offers full 360 degree range. Insecls 
attracted by light are drawn into the hag. 10" 
High x 9" diam . . . .  Weight 7 lbs, 6 Ft. Cord 
U.L. approved ( Reg. $34.95 value) now 
only $19.95 plus $2.00 PP & Hdg. Insect 
Control Co., Dept. RB-8, 1325 Washington 
Ave., Asbury Park. New .krs<'y. 
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Don't dig ! Don't chop ! Don't blast to get rid 
of ugly tree stumps on your property. Remove 
them like magic with this new chemical which 
decomposes wood fibres all the way to root 
tips. Simply pour i t  into the center of stump. 
Final removal's a cinch, Harmless to nearby 
planting. 8 oz. can for 1·2 stumps. Guaran· 
teed to do the job or your money back! Stump 
Remover, $1.49 ; two cans for only 2. 79. Post· 
paid. Order direct by mail from Sunset House, 
213 Sunset Building, Beverly Hills, California. 

Any 3 different orders $2 ppd. Your name 
and address handsomely printed on 1000 fin· 
est quality gummed labels. Padded-packed 
with free, useful Plastic Gift Box. Use them 
on stationery, checks, books, cards, records, 
etc. Beautifully printed on fi nest gummed 
paper-1000 only $1. Special-Save Money! 
Any 3 different orders $2. Makes an ideal 
gift. Satisfaction guaranteed or your money 
back. Handy Labels, 820 Jasperson Bldg., 
Culver City 1 ,  California. 

/ 
/ 

--

----
/"' '-..._ 

/ \ " 
Sterling Silver JFK Charm 

A striking sculptured bas·relief of sterling 
silver. Lifetime mem<.nto of the late Presi· 
dent Kennedy, with an inspirational quotation 
from his inaugural address on the reverse side: 
··Ask not what your country can do for you . . .  
ask what you can do for your country." Made 
of solid sterling silver, %" high. Wear on 
charm bracelet, necklace chain, key holder, or 
with a brooch pinned to dress. Tax included. 
Onlv $1 .50 postpaid. Greenland Studios, Dept. 
R·Bl, Miami 47, Florida. 

Amazing, New BOW MAKER 
FRE E FOR J U ST TRYI NG 

OUR EASY WAY TO 
MAKE EXTRA MONEY 

Now, You, Too, Can Tie Fancy Bows Like Magic! 
With fascinating Pixie Bow Maker, anyone 
can decorate gifts and many things with fancy, 
professional bows. Money- back guarantee 
�ou'll be delighted first time you try. Includes 
Pixie pins for 24 bows. Sells for only $1. Or get 
yours Free, including practice Bow and Ribbon, 
by sending for Free Trial Kit of exciting, new 
Greeting Card and Gift samples. Wonderfully 
easy way to make money spare time by show
ing samples to friends. No experience needed. 

Make Up To $300 When You Want It I 
For you or your or�anization, Cardinal has over 
450 new and ima�tive money-makers. Like 
the fast-selling PIXie Bow Maker. Like our new 
SOLID-PACK Christmas Cards. Like our ex
clusive "Perfect 36" Christmas Cards that pay 
you up to 75c profit per box. Exclusive 67-card 
Album of fine Personal Christmas Cards and 
Stationery given FREE. And best- selling 
Assortments, Gifts, Novelties. Money -back 
Guarantee assures biggest profits. Cash Bonus. 

Send Coupon for Bow Maker & Samples! 
For your FREE Bow Maker and Bow-Ribbon 
plus trial money-making kit, just mail the cou
pon. Don't send a cent. We'll also include full 
i nformation, samples on approval, FREE 
Album and other Free Offers to start you earn
ing at once. For Pixie Bow Maker alone or with 
Ribbon, send the money per coupon. But act 
at once. Use the coupon today. 
C A R D I N A L  C R A F T S M E N  

Select a new wardrobe every season 
MAKE ABOUT $26 A WEEK 

It's a nice extra income for you 
You'll earn dresses . • .  and money 
too. ,  .showing beautiful fashions 
to your fl'iends in your spare time. 

Imagihel You'll be able to choose 
���te=����r�::��� :Wo'n�����1 
Fashion Frocks collection. 

And you'll earn money, too, 
Plenty of it l 

All you do is show your friends 
r::ef:f!��Fo!:�Jh���:��:��U:d�g� 
free. They'H be delighted to see the 
excellent bargains they can buy. 
Prices start at $8.98. 

And, in return for doing your 
friends this easy favor, you can 
earn about $23 or more each week 
sen�"th�

u
:o��

e 
t�a�. 

Fill in and 

FASHION FROCKS, Dept. 5·12004 
Textile Bid.-., Cincinnati 2, o. 

FASHION FROCKS, Dept. S·12004 
Textile Building, Cincinnati 2, Ohio 

dreia:�l t£,� �v:�:x������r:f.ak�l:.':u�� �:::�ey�1n�6i I need to �et started. No obllptlon. J NAME..___________________________________________ 
I ADDRESS.__________________________________________ I 

J §ii;��-.-.,;-�;d;r-17-cit�-ck-h;;e-. ZONE----ErA TE--------- J 
L..: - ��!.:!�l=a�l�d���Sf�� _J  

CARDINAL CRAFTSMEN, Dept. 44-A I 1 1400 State Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio 45214 1 
I Please send me, ppd., Pixie Bow Maker as ehecked below. 

I 0 FREE Bow Maker and Bow-Ribbon with ldtot money-
1 0 itek���s8���:::�::�;�·Maker alone. I 
I 0 $2 enelosed. Send Bow Maker and 90 ft. oelf-dlopens· J 
I ing roll ol J(' Gold Satin Ribbon. J 
I Name • I 
I I �;:�:�:���:�:����:����;;;������j 

FREE 
To Crochet 
this Smart, New 
POWDER 
ROOM TRIO 

Given with Herrschner's FREE 

Needlecrafts Color CATALOG 
Easy to crochet latest fashion note for bath
room. Doll covers spare tissue roll, turde 
covers soap, plus cover for spray can! Com
plete i nstructions given to mtroduce new, 
48·page Color Catalog ofNeedlecrafts, Hobby
crafts, Doll Kits-1 00 1 unusual projects aod 
hard-to-get supplies at low prices. Instructions 
and Catalog FREE to you and a friend. Just 
paste coupon on a postcard. 

BOTH FREE WITH COUPON 

HERRSCHNER NEEDLECRAFTS, Dept. 607 
72 E. Randolph St., Chicago, Ill. 60601 
Send Powder Room Trio Instructions and new Needlecratts 
Catalog-both FREE. (Please print clearly-paste on card.) 
Your Name . .  
Address 
City • •  , . • • .  , . • • . • . . . • . . .  State . . . • • . . . . • • • . . . .  

friend's Name . . . . . . . . .  , • • • . . •  , • • . • . • • . . . • • • • . . . . • . . •  , • 

Address . . .  
City . . . .  . . . . .  State 
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Tops in the Shops Unless personalized, all merchandise may be returned for refund 

M ID SU M M E R  SPECIAL 
Baby's First Shoes 

Bronze-Plated in Solid Metal � 
• o\l-��Nc� only $3.99 a pa1r �AR'e���· 

�;:;::.��· 
Limited time only ! Baby's precious shoes 
gorgeously plated in SOLID METAL for 
only $3.99 pair. Don't confuse this offer of genu
ine lifetime BRONZE-PLATING with painted 
imitations. 100% Money-back guarantee. Also 
all-metal Portrait Stands ( shown at right ) ,  ash 
trays, bookends, TV lamps at great savings. 
Thrillingly beautiful. The perfect Gift for Dad 
or Grandparents. SEND NO MONEY ! Rush 
name, address, for full details, money-saving 
certificate, handy mailing sack. Write now! 

AMERICAN BRONZING CO., BOX 

NON · SWIMME RS 
SWIM I NSTANTLY 

No experience needed. Organ!� 
zatlons, housewives, students, 
shut·ins, others can make big 
profits to 100% plus bonus plan. 
Items sell on sight. Send for 
salable Samples on approval for 
30 day trial, Free Catalog, Free 
Album of Name Imprinted 
Christmas Carda and details 
or Deluxe Imrnlnt line. Free 
Surpriae GUt with First Order. 

Yes, now, you too can swim like a fish the easy, safe 
way - FAST - and join the water fun. New, unique, 
4 oz. device, 1 /25" thin, worn HIDDEN under reg. bath
ing suit or swim trunks, floats you at ease, with little 
effort, is comfortable all day. No more fear of deep 
water, adjust. buoyancy makes anyone unsinkable. Poor 
swimmers look like champions, nonswimmers swim 
quickly and easily. Order your original, invisible 
"SWIM-EZY"® today, lasts for years. Made in U.S. 
pats. pend. Send only $7.95 ppd. plus 32c tax In Calif. 
10 day trial guar. STATE WAIST SIZE and SEX. Airmail 
add 42c. Beware of poor imitations. SWJM-EZY Mfr. , 
2245 N. Lake Ave., Dept R-398, Calif. 91001 . 

25 WALLET PHOTOS I (plus FREE 5x7 Enl.) 
or 2 Sxl 0 ENLARGEMENTS 

4 5x7 ENL�RGEMENTS \ 
or 

3 Sx7 ENLARGEMENTS 
PLUS FREE 12 

WALLET PHOTOS 
Any enlarcement hand-colored In oil, SOt 
extra. State color of eyes, hair and clothes 

QUALITY VALUES, Dept. 147-C 
NEW ROCHELLE, N. Y. 10804 

WALK O N  AIR MOCCASINS! For women of all aces! 
Li&'ht, bouncy foam crepe soles, choice leather. over 22.3 

sizes In stock. Perfect-fitting, cuaranteed to Please! Pur· 
chase-s can be exchanced. Red, White, smoke, Tatfytan, 
Black. Full & half sizes 3 to 13. AAAAAA to EEE. Fac· 
tory-to-you 56.98 postpa id. COD's accepted. 

MOCCASIN-CRAFT, 65·RM, Mulberry St., Lynn, Mass. �--------------------- --------------� 
I REWARD $11,750.00 FOR TH IS COIN !  1 

120 

Coins do not have to be old to be valuable. Thou· $500,000.00 SEARCH FOR RARaCOINS! I MnndM or dollars have been paid ror coins as recent I �o�f:4t?un�rreJ�:5o�· rt�fr:rs,"P,jr��rr�tevd81��bJ: s�?!�� FOR C E RTAIN C O I N S  WE PAY 

�
o
�!��r�9i���e�"�t:d\Vt���t ��6�c�����e'�fSt; UP TO: Certain I 

����"�n11n�O: ��'"!.�e p:;�"lortothbe� U�tt:Jve;ta��: iO �r��el�0L�1o�eerf�:5�-���-::::::::···s�::�88:88 I 
¥3��'b'u.�?:"tr'!:!�c!:�!�1�i�ot���n�e:Jeon'J'�r�� .Q8 r� SLh·er Dolla:s Bef�re 1938 ..... 1 1 ,750.00 I 
t��uM����:h�� �gN�r��0�0tJ1 o�8�o��';8��ct0�u�r�r;r. f,��li�0�\�?or�e[3l� .. :���::::::: �:��8:88 I 
tee. Send only $ 1 .  to Dimes Before 1946................... 4,750.00 I 
BEST VALU ES CO C O I N  DEPT A 9 8 1  Quarters Before 1941.. ........... . . .. 4,500.00 

., • • Half Cents Before 1910........... 3,500.00 1 
2 8 5  MARKET ST. Newark, N ew J e rsey Lincoln Penni .. Before 1940. 250.00 

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -� 

Free Money-Saving Drapery Guide 
Largest selection of Fiberglas draperies at 
direct·to·you savings up to 40% ! See 931 
different money saving ready·made and quality 
custom·made Fiberglas draperies, curtains and 
yard goods. Book features actual fabtic 
swatches, beautiful prints, solids, boucles, 
damasks, etc. : plus drapery decorating idea , 
solutions to problem windows, easy measuring 
methods, much more : all FREE ! Five.Year 
ironclad guarantee. Write : Ronnie, Dept. 
l5A·l5, 145 Broad Avenue, Fairview, N.J. 
07022 

Vanish unsightly cracks around tub, sink, 
shower with Sani·Tub Seal. Stops damage 
caused by water seepage. Just daub on Tub 
Seal cement, then smooth on contoured strip 
of porcelain·like vinyl. Makes waterproof 
bond between porcelain fixture and wall 
surface. Your choice of White, Pink, Blue, 
Yellow-to match any bathroom. Kit, with 
II ft. of vinyl seal, I ;  15 ft. size, $1.59. 
EMPIRE, Dept. RBS, 140 Marbledale Rd., 
Tuckahoe, N.Y. 

Plastic Gloves-3¢ each 

These useful, brand new 3¢ plastic gloves 
come in rolls. They're disposable, waterproof, 
fit either hand, are tough and sturdy, and 
can be used over and over. Ideal for use in 
home, hospital, office, handling liquids, clean· 
ing game and fish, doing housework, packing 
and loading etc. These have been needed for 
a long time, save money and your hands ! 
Roll of 100, $2.98 ; 2 rolls, $5.50 ppd. Klines, 
Dept. RB·S, 333 East 50th St., N.Y. 22. 



_ ............ ed Set of 4 Beautiful Moo 

artt.ane
handsome 

· 'tliltftlll-llllrtolrav'Ad script! 
You expect these distinctive 
sets to sel l  at five times this 
low price. You'll be proud to 
serve in them-pleased at how 
your guests adm i re them. And 
they make wonderful gifts! 
Order enough for yourself-and 
your friends. Send coupon. 

d Beer Goblets for lJ 
Set of 4 Goblets on1y $U& plus 50¢ per set PP & Hdlf.. 
SPECIAL-2 sets, $S.71 plus $1 PP a Hdlg. 

2 of the finest Fall Bulb Oilers in Inter-State history! 
HAMBURG, IOWA 

New Dutch IRIS �;�t��i����:����: with loveliness 
• Great Beauty • Fast Growing • Inexpensive 

Be prepared for a real lovely surprise after you plant 
these Dutch Iris. The blooms bear striking resemblance 

to the orchid and their rich colors are fascinating
ranging from pure white, through golden 

yellow, to cornflower blue, dark violet 
and dark purple. Straight stems 18 
to 24 inches are perfect for bouquet 
arrangements -easy to handle and 

the blooms are long 
lasting. Top quality 

bulbs imported from 
Holland, guaranteed to 

bloom next spring. 

25 ��g� . 
for $100 
0 n I Y ���tr.�ifeec1 

Early Blooming 
Dutch CROCUS 
One o f  the great delights 
of spring • • •  a lavish carpet 

of cheery crocus 
Saucy Crocus is the FIRST flower 
to raise up and bloom a bright 
"hello" to merry springtime. This 
collection is from a special giant 
flowering strain. Fine bulbs, 7 to 
8 em. around, imported from Hol
land, guaranteed to bloom for you 
next spring in a glorious mixture 
of gay, cheery colors-yellow, pur
ple, blue, white and striped! And 
we are GENEROUS with them. 
FORTY hardy bulbs . . .  plant ANY
where in lawn or garden, only $1.00 

40 CROCU;19cs�aid 
Guaranteed 

100 for only $3.00 100 for only $2.00 
ORDER DIRECT from this ad 

I 
By all means, send your wonderful Fall Bulb Offers. : 
0 25 Dutch Iris $1.00 I 
0 100 Dutch Iris $3.00 NAME : 

1 � 16g g;��� :�:gg ADDRESS : 
: 0 �.:EE �.fti_� CITY STATE ZIP CODE : L---------------------------------------- ----------------� 



If Your Child 
is a Poor Reader 

See how The Sound Way to Easy Reading can help 
him to read and spell better in a few weeks. New 
home-tutoring course drills your child in phonics 
with records and cards. Easy to use. University 
tests and parents' reports show children gain up 
to full year's orade in reading skill in 6 weeks. 
Write for free illustrated folder and low price. 
Bremner-Davls Phonics, Dept. DF-18, Wilmette, DL 

ADDRESS LABELS - so� 
Rich Gold Trim - Free Plastic Box 

Start using the new ZIP code numbers on your 
return address labels (the Post Office will tell you 
your number).  ANY name, address and ZIP code 
beautifully printed in black on white gummed 
paper with rich gold trim. Up to 4 lines. 2" long. 
Set of 500 labels in plastic box, just 50c. Ppd. 
Fast service. Money back guarantee. 

Send for free catalog, 

Walter Drake c.t •• !�!-�P?;���� ���t·ao9ot 
122 REDBOOK MAGAZI N E  A U G UST 1964 

Unless personalized, all merchandise may be returned for refund 

Capt. & Mate Shipmates Slipovers 
Sea-going style for the captain and his first 
mate-black cotton ·slipovers· with embossed 
white lettering. Soft and comfortable and 
salty-looking. Wear them aboard with spin
naker flying. Wear them ashore for fun loung
ing. Warm and chummy for a boating couple. 
Order gift sets now for fishing and mariner 

Fully washable ; no ironing. Specify 
L for each. Pair ppd. $6.98. Free catalog · 

Greenland Studios, Dept. R-81, 

High quality. We develop your film 
carefully and rusn it back to you. 
our prices are low. Quality is tops . . 
Free film. For every roll you send us to process, 
we send you a fresh roll of Kodak film - same kind, 
same size. Nice? You save up to 40%. (Our huge 
volume makes this amazing bargain possible.) 
Send name today. We'll rush you free mailing enve
lopes and price list. No obligation. 

Yankee Photo Service, Dept, 1-H 
Box 1820, Bridgeport, Conn., 06601 

-looK and tee I normal again, r""""=�----....., 
even in sweater or bathing 
s u it. I D E N T I C A L<IIFORM i s  
soft, comfortable, adapts to 
every body motion like the 
natural breast, fits any well
fitting bra, never rides up. 
Doctors recommend its bal
anced weight, normal con
tour. Only IDENTICAL FORM 
has exclusive double cell de
sign guarding against leak
age from a c c i d en t a l  p i n  
prick. Regain complete com
fort a n d  se If -conf idence.  
Send for literature, where
to-buy:IDENTICAL FORM, INC. 
Dept. R, 17 West 60th St. 
New York, N. Y. 10023 

Send your exposed rolls . . .  plus low price of printing. 
For every roll received, you tel JUMBO PRINTS, and l������ 5" x 7" ENLARGEMENT of negative you choose . . .  plus 
roll of FRESH-DATED FILM, black while or color. 

Black & White : Kodacolor 
8 exp. roll $ .80 ea. E 8 exp. roll $3.25 ea. 

t2 exp. roll $1.00 ea. ; 12 exp. roll $3.90 ea. 

SURE TRIM $2.50 
NOW . . . Trim your waistline and figure. Shed 
unsightly pounds and inches the sure easy way. 
No dieting, no exercising, SURE TRIM wear 
slims you while you work or sleep. Can be worn 
comfortably under clothing without detection. 
Panties-for waist & hips . 2.50, Knee Pants
for waist to knee $2.95, Chemise-for bust to 
thigh 3.95. Send measurements with check 
or money order. Order from Graham Enter
prises. Dept. R-17 P.O. Box 7219, Los Angeles 
22, Calif. 

Keeps 32 spools-large and small-right at 
hand all the t ime. May be mounted on wall 
or door for further convenience. Now you 
can see all your spools of thread at a glance 
-pull the one you want-snip it ofT-the 
spool stays neatly in place. Rack is 91!. "  x 
4" x 3% ". Made of rich red or clear acetate 
for long-lasting durability and strength. Only 

1 per rack plus 20¢ pp & hdlg. Two racks, 
$2 postpaid. EMPIRE, Dept. RB8, 140 Mar
bledale Rd., Tuckahoe, N.Y. 

Air Force maps that were packed in airmen's 
escape kits are lovely colorful silk printed in 
6 colors on both sides. Made between 1942 
and 1945, they're 4 to 5 sq. ft., are handsome 
framed for a boy's room, worn as scarfs, ker
chiefs, made into bathing suits, shirts, etc. 4 
maps-Tokyo-Japan ; Philippines-S. E. China ; 
Russia-Japan ;  Central Asia. Each, $1.98 ppd. 
All 4, 5.98 ppd. Gerard, Dept. RB-8, 333 
East 50th St., N.Y. 22. 



All)azing bargain ! Make designs, toys, ani· 
mals, etc. with this set of 100 rubber·coated 
magnets. They adhere to each other or any 
metal surface. Youngsters love 'em. They viv· 
idly illustrate the magnetic principle. Adults 
will while away hours "doodling". Hold 
markers, notes, etc. Each 1/4" x % "-lf.J'" 
thickness. Not a square you have to cut 
apart, but 100 separate magnets. 89¢ per set ; 
2 for $1.70 ; 3 for $2.50. EMPIRE, Dept. RB·8, 
140 Marbledale Rd., Tuckahoe, New York. 

Works 365 Days Every Year 
Electric BUG KILLER with Safety NIGHT 
LIGHT. Just plug into 1 10·120 volt outlet-it 
keeps home or business bug.free year 'round. 
Guaranteed to kill flies, mo quitoes, spiders, 
ants, roaches, moths, Aeas, wasps, etc. Scien· 
tifically designed-no sprays, no odors. In· 
sects do not have to contact unit. Etched 
hrass finish fits any decor. Fully guaranteed. 
Only 4.95 ea.-2 for $9.00 ppd. Order today ! 
ANDREA J. ENTERPRISES, P.O. Box 5744, 
Dept. N, Sherman Oaks, California. 

S11ve extra steps and costly rental charges 
with these sturdy reconditioned Western 
Electric and Stromberg·Carlson dial phones 
at 1/4 normal retail cost. Rewired, refinished 
11hd equipped with standard plug ready to 
use, they are a solid value, make it possible 
to have a phone in every room. A buy ! Two 
make a fine intercom. Each $9.95 ; 2 for 
$18.95 ppd. Lex Appliance, Dept. RB·8, 
3llo Lexington Ave., N.Y. 1 7. 

There is nothing as adjustable as a laced 
front belt and Abdo·Si im has been the fav
orite of thousands who will  wear nothing else. 
It's so easy to take in your front bulge and 
have a real flat front with Abdo·Siim.  But when 
you want relaxed comfort just loosen the l aces 
and feel easy and free. 

TWO STYLES 
Ope• front Abda·Siim comes in twa styles 

-4 regular or panty .,.. 
O N L Y  3 .98 

111 woist sizes 22·37 

I WARD GREEN CO., 43 W. 61st St., New York 23, N. Y.Dept. AD 518 
Gentlemen: I have checked my selection, send it for 10 1 

I days FREE trial. I must be 100% satisfied or I may return It I for a full refund of the purchase price. 1 o Abdo·S�� ������r;J o ����·;
.
l i m  (Panty) 1 

I 0 I enclose $ Send it prepaid. 1 
0 Send C.O.D., I ' l l  pay postman plus charges. I 

L_ ____________________ l 

ay- - - - ,  
CHEERFUL CARD COMPANY, Dept. K-36 I 
White Plains, New York 10606 I 
I want to make extra money. Please rush me free samples 
:!n/��a0d"i�
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everything I need to start making money the day my 
sales kit arrives. 

I 
I 
I 
I 

--------------------�-- : 
--------------�:: ___ I 

City Srot• - lip Cod•-- I 
If wrifinCI for on orCioni· I 
z.:!i::.· .:v.:.i�"::'!..::! - - - - - - - - - - - - -� 



Tops in the Shops Unless personalized, all merchandise may be returned for refund 

�TOilTON'S bonded Fur Experts 
t·emodel your old fur coat, Jack
t•l .  cnl)€' or Mtole to Jl'lamorou� 
:u•w rouohlon, only •24.9�. In
rludeJI new linin", lnterllnlnR', 
mono�ram, cleanlnl!, glazing. 
Written scunr�tntce . 
MORTON"S, WORLD'S LARGEST 
FUR RESTYLING SPECIALIST 
OFFERS LARGEST SELECT ION, 

OVER 40 STYLES. 

Ntyllng J)l'tliMNI hy lilii'UCI''M Bn· 
zaar, c:Jnmour, other�o�. Send no 
mone;r! Just. mall old fur, stlllc dn•f'l'l J�lzc. l'ay J>OJ�tman only 
when your thrllllnll new fashion 
rt•:•chcs you. 

Or Write For Greatly Enlaraed 
NEW FREE STYLE BOOK 

MORTON'S, Dept, 1 5 ·H 
Washington 4, D. c. ftiiei1 :o l •Jlt( • l l • l ;It� 

'8 EXP. ROLL 12EXP. ROLL BLACK & WHITE 1 
DEVELOPED DEVELOPED 8 or 12 Exposure I & ENLARGED & ENLARGED Film Developed & I I PLUS $200 PLUS $250 Enlarged 60' I I FREE ROLL FREE ROLL PLUS FREE I 1 KODACOLOR FILM KODACOLOR FILM ROLL KODAK FILM I 

�
---- Full Credit for Negatives Not Printed ----� 
Trial} Return this od with

. 
your e�posed fi lm (not 

I I Off more tho� 1 roll) w1th rem1ttonce or write 
1 er for free film mailers & complete price list. 1 i--;E"L.L:m coL.Nofi LLAas-i 
I Gon. P.O. Box 1 000-l Main P.O. Box 3 1 32-M I 
1 Now York 1 ,  N. Y. St. Pau l, Minn. 1 
I Jackson�rrfe

2
l
2
'i�rida Dal l��x2�� \!·:as I 

L - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - J  

MAGNETIC SKIRT MARKER KIT 

L24 

ATTACHES TO ANY 
SURFACE-KEEPS 
CORRECT HEIGHT 

ONLY $149 POSTPAID 

Now-marking hem
lines is so easy-and 
sure ! New magnetic 
marker can be in
stantly attached to 
any surface--at any 
height you want it. 
Stays there securely 
as you turn. Attaches 
to wood with a spe
cial strip included in 
kit. Magnet holds it 
on iron or steel. You 
mark hemlines swift
ly a n d  accurately. 
And the whole kit 
stores away in a com
pact plastic case--6" 
x 4 'h ". Complete Kit, 
only $1.49 postpaid. 

RB 140 Marbledale Rd .. 
Tuckahoe, N.Y. 

"GROW" LONG NAI LS 

USE MAGIC NAIL LIQUID FORMULA #77 by Charles of Fifth Avenue 
NOT a weak paste on nail but an amazing liquid ! 
Brush on easily. Turns ugly, short, broken. split, and 
bitten nails into hard. long, glamorous nalls-1 N 
M I NUTES !-STRONGER THAN YOUR OWN I  Can 
be trimmed. flied and beautifully polished. Will not 
��
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l N G !  USED BY M I LLIONS! NOW ! A LARGE SS 
K IT FOR ONLY $2.00 plus SOc C.O. D. Save SOc 
&·�o�R�

h
'¥��

s by enclosing $2.00 with order. MAIL 
CHARLES O F  FIFTH AVENUE, INC. 

MAIL ORDER DEPT. RC·lO 
BOX 98, CEDARHURST, NEW YORK 

Our superb U. S. and Foreign Approval 
selections have everything ! I 00 year old 
claaalea, airmails. commems.. etc.. at 
bar

f 
a in prices. Send for a trial selection !  

!8c d���r��f J�r 8�n!���c5�
ory Bargain of 

GlOBUS STAMP CO., 276 Park Ave. So. 
New York, N.Y. 1 001 0, Dept. 643 

STERLING SILVER . . . . . . . . . .  $1 .00 
14k SOLID GOLD . . . . . . . . . .  $4.00 

Dellcnte necklace chains fashioned or precious rnetaiR 
arc lustrous 18" lon!Z. The ideal way to wear a per· 
f!Onal treftl'mre or to reJuvenate a fOT1!'0tten trinket. Satil/artlon ounranteecl or moii'W returned. 
Send check or money order to: 

FINE CHAINS, 37 Potter Ave., West Warwick R. I .  

F H·E E  
CHRISTMAS CATALOG 
Don't start your Christmas shopping 
until you've sent for this free book! 

Wi�lt n�l. 808- 1 8  Drake Bldg. 
W er n:u�e Co lorado Springs, Calo. 

A new-fashioned way to get 
new "stove-top" 

that old- broiler-ski 
fash ioned flavor 

Use right on top of 
any electric or gas 
stove. Perfect for LOW FAT DI ETS-you use 
no grease so you get no grease spatter. 
Rl BBED BOTTOM drains dri ppings away. 
Food has that fabulous charcoal broiled 
flavor and look! PRE-SEASONED CAST I RON 
avoids excessive smoking, needs no break· 
ing-in. Ideal for steaks, chops, chicken, fish, etc. No messy oven cleaning. No need 
to use expensive aluminum foil. Simply 
rinse pan i n  hot water, place on top of 
stove and get it hot. Place meat in pan and 
turn down heat. This i s  broiling at its best 
. • • and simplest! Regular 9" size only 
$3.50-family size ( 1 1  %") $4.95. Add 60¢ 
for pp & hdlg. Be sure to specify size de· 
sired. 

EMPIRE, Dept RB 1"-?.,�c':.'".:".::���r· 

IINBRIACK! 
let our master 

wig-makers 
fashion a 

lustrous 100% 
H U MAN HAI R 

PONY TAIL 
especially for you ! 

Can be combed 
into a Switch, 

French Roll, or 
Bee Hive. Dark 

Brown or Black. 
Lt. Brown, Red 

or Blonde, 

PONY NOW--4731$10" 
TAIL $10 ! 

FREE catalog with your first 
order or 50c. for 18 month's DEPT. 1 908 

subscription. 6610 HOl lYWOOD BlVD. 
HOLLYWOOD 28. CAliFORNIA 

FAMILY 
ARMS 

Genuinely emblazoned from 
old records filed under 
1 00,000 British & Euro· 
peon surnames. In relief 
and full colour on im· 
maculate 

OAK WALL SHIELDS 
for mural decoration. Direct from England. 7" X 6" - $ 9.00 14" X 12" - $25.00 
1 2" X 1 0" - $20.00 22" X 1 8" - $40.00 
postpaid. Your check is returned if the Arms 
cannot be traced. School, Ship, Regimental 
Shields, Trade Marks, etc., similarly reproduced. 

YORK INSIGNIA LTD., YORK, ENGLAND 

Other direct-to-you money-saving prices: 
Fast-service Kodacolor developing 

and Jumbo-size color prints 

8 exposure roll -$2.10 
12 exposure roll -$2.70 

Send check or money-order today with Kodacolor neg. 
atlves or  exposed film. Or  write for complete price 
list, including specials on black & white developing, 
printing & enlarging, plus big discounts on fresh 
Kodak film in all sizes. Satisfaction guaranteed. 

All work returned to you postpaid 
Via FI RST CLASS MAIL 

AMERICAN COLOR SERVICE, Dept. R-8 
P.O. Box 1940, Bridgeport, Conn., 06601 



(Continued from page l 16) 
you,'' he Wl'nt on. You can't always trust 
polite ki<k C:hanccs arl' they're hiding 
snmr·thinl-(. 

.. y nu fl'llows know your trees, do 
ynu?

.. 
I pointl'rl to an oak. '·What's that 

0111' OVPr t(lf'rP? 
.. 

"RPd oak," Seymour said. 
"Thl' rPst of you agrPe? All right

how ahout that one?" 
"Cut-Ira£ maple," said Paladin. 
"Well," I said, "this isn't getting any 

firewood." Tf  there's one thing I can't 
stand, it's a show-ofT. I led the way up. 
hi l l  to a couple of heeches with a lot of 
deadwood under them. 

"Mr. Giddings says oak makes the 
hest fire," Barney said. I didn't bother to 
answer him. The others were straggling 
along. Scoop was walking with both arms 
stretched out. When he'd come to a 
small  tree he'd swing around it with one 
hand and the next tree with the other 
hand and so on. Marlon was working his 
way through a bag of popcorn. Nobhy 
snraked up hehind him and tripped him. 

"All right, there, knock i t  off," I 
called to them, but by then Nobby was ten 
feet away, so there really wasn't anything 
to knock off. J couldn't see Paladin, hut 
as J was looking down the h i l l  one of the 
trnts suddenly sagged and collapsed. 

By now Marlon was peeling the hark 
from an old log. "This is a good place 
for black widows, 

.. 
llf' said. 

"How's that?" 
'·Black widow spidl'rs,'' he said. "J 

collect them.'' 
"Every boy needs a hobby,'' I told 

him. "Do you collect other insects or do 
you specialize?'' 

"Spiders aren't insects," he said. 
"I collect scorpions and tarantulas too." 

"Very interesting, hut I'm afraid 
there isn't a tarantula within five hun· 
dred miles of here." 

"Yes, there is," he said. "I have one 
in my knapsack." 

I believed him. If there was one kid 
i n  the world who would take a tarantula 
on an overnight hike, it  was Marlon. A 
limb crashed to the ground a foot away. 

"Look out below." I t  was Scoop, 
calling from the top of the tree. 

"What do you think you're doing?" I 
asked him. 

"Getting wood,'' he answered. "Watch 
it  there." And another limb came hurt· 
ling down. 

"Damn it al l,  get out of that tree," I 
told him. The others all  looked up at 
me. "In time of emergency," I explained, 
.. sometimes you use language you wouldn't 
ordinarily." 

Tlwy exchanged glances among them
;wlvPs. Mr. Giddings probably had 
strong ideas about profanity. Well,  I 
thought, the hell with him. J went hack 
to the tPnb. 

When they had collected a good sup
ply of wood r decided it was time to teach 
them how to build a fire. 

"A lot of people wil l  start out by 
striking a match. That's al l  wrong. Get 
your kindling and fuel arranged first." 

I put a couple of logs about a foot 
apart with a handful of dry bark in the 
middle for tinder. Then I put sticks of 
kindling across the logs. Finally I laid 
higger sticks across the kindling in a sort 

of latticework. "There you are," I said. 
"Al l  ready to l ight." 

I took out my lighter and studied the 
neat arrangement of  wood. There was 
only one problem that T could see. There 
was no way of getting the lighter to the 
tinder-not without taking off all the 
sticks. I took out a cigarette and lighted 
that. "Of course," I said, "this isn't the 
only way of building a fire. Mayhc one 
of you knows a different way." 

Nobby pushed the sticks out of the 
way and set fire to the bark. He put a 
handful of twigs on top and then the 
bigger pieces. In a couple of minutes it 
was burning like mad. He put the 
matches back in his pocket, strolled over 
and poked Seymour in the stomach. 
"Knock it off,'' I told him. I strolled up 
past the spring and sat down on a stump. 

It seemed quite pleasant to smell the 
wood smoke. From the tents came the 
sound of jazz as the boys turned on their 
transistor radios. It wasn't a bad thing to 
get out with young people once in a while, 
I decided, and rough i t  a l i ttle. Not that 
these kids had any idea of what roughing 
it was real ly  l ike. There was no such 
thing as a transistor radio when I was a 
boy. I f  we had an ordinary portable 
radio with batteries, we thought we were 
lucky. There were no home freezers 
ei ther. T f  you happened to need a piece 
of fish, you had to go down to the store 
and get it. And I think we were the 
hcttrr for i t. Chi ldren lose somt>thing 
when l'vcrything is handed to them on a 
platter. 

Several of the boys were playing 
Monopoly. The others wl'rc reading comic 
hooks. 

"Don't you fellows ever do anything a 
little more Indian?" I asked them. 

They wanted to know like what. 
"Like stalking deer," I said. "Fol

lowing a trail. One fellow starts out 
through the woods, making marks with a 
stick l ike a deer's print. After five min
utes the rest follow the trail. If they don't 
find him i n  twenty minutes, they lose." 

They seemed to l ike the idea. They 
even wanted me to be the one to make the 
trail. I told them it would be more fun 
i f  one of them did it, but they insisted. 
'·You were the one who thought of it," 
Paladin said. "Besides, you know how to 
do it better." 

"That's right," Barney said. "Only 
five minutes is too long. A three-minute 
start is enough." 

"Two minutes," Paladin said. 
''I ' l l  barely have time to get out of 

sight i n  five minutes," I said. 
But they were determined. 
"Al l  right, three minutes," I said 

finally. I started ofT through the trees. 
As soon as I was out of sight I turned 

sharply to the left. The ground was 
covered with leaves and the trail would he 
hard to follow. After a couple of minutes 
I turned again, this time going along the 
edge of a creek. It was hard walking, but 
this was what a deer would do to throw off 
pursuers. 

I left the creek where the underbrush 
was thick. I'd been gone about twelve 
minutes. From somewhere behind me I 
could hear a stick break. I wiped the 
sweat from my eyes and picked up the 
pace. Down a steep ravine and up the 
other side-fifteen minutes; I had a sharp 
sti tch in my side. I struggled through a 

thick growth of grapevines-scvcntern 
minutes. I could hear sounds in hack of  
me again; I plunged ahead. Only a 
couple of minutes to go. I came oVPr tlw 
top of a l i ttll' ritlgc and there was tlw 
camp--I had circled the hill without rt>al
izing it. 

J sat down on a log by the firr- to 
get my breath. My pants werP Wl't to tlw 
knees from crossing the crrek, but I'd 
won. Only a minute to go and not a kid 
i n  sight. I decided to honk the horn to 
signal them back to camp. I went ovrr to 
the car and opened the door. 

"Twenty minutes right on the head," 
Paladin said. All of them were lying i n  
hack o n  t h e  a i r  mattress. 

I stared at them. "You've been herr 
a l l  the time . . .  " 

Barney nodded. "A deer wil l  almost 
always circle back. That's what Mr. 
Giddings says." 

I wiped my forehead with my sleeve. 
"Just one thing. Why all the argument 
ahout the head start?" 

"I don't know," Barney said. "It just 
seemed l ike five minutes was too much. 
Three minutes was plenty.'' 

At suppertime the kids took out a lot 
of foil-wrapped packages from the port
able cooler and put them on the coals. I 
asked what was in tlwm. ThPy said 
frozen French friPs, frozen carrots and 
peas, f rozcn haddock, f rozcn pike, frozl'n 
succotash . . . .  

"That's fine, .. [ told thPm. '·But ;;up
pose you were out in the wildcrnrss when· 
there weren't any freezers or foil .  How 
would you cook your food then? .. 

They said on sticks. 
"Let me show you a n  old Indian 

trick," I said. "Did any of you ever hear 
of cooking fish b y  covering it with clay?" 

They said they had. 
"Good," I said. "Let me have that 

l itt le shovel there." 
I went up near the spring and started 

in digging. I couldn't find anything but 
gravel, and when I'd gone down a foot and 
a half the hole started to fi l l  with water. 
I tried another place, and this time I kept 
running into roots. I dug three holes and 
the best I could get was a sort of loam. I 
never saw any ground so contrary. When 
I was a boy you couldn't dig six inche:; 
without running into clay. 

I took a bucketful of the loam, added 
water and worked it into a firm mud. 
"Now let's see those fish," I said to 
Barney. He handed me a block of frozen 
smelt. I covered it with a thick layPr of 
mud, molding i t  into a brick. Then I put 
it in the fire and raked coals over it. 

"In this method," I explained, '·the 
clay bakes hard, and when you brrak it 
the scales and skin come off with it, 
leaving you only the cooked fish. You can 
also cook potatoes this way." I could s!'e 
they were impressed. This was the . ort 
of thing they'd ncvPr lrarncd from Mr. 
Giddings. 

If the fish hadn't been frozen and I'd 
been able to get some decent clay, every
thing would have been fine. But somehow 
the mud didn't bake the way it  should 
have. It was hard on the outside but in· 
side it was soft and wet. '·Any of you 
l ike some?" I asked. "There's plenty." 

They said they'd had all they could 
cat, and then they sat there staring at 
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me. The middle of the block of fish 
hadn't completely defrosted and the rest 
ran mainly to bones and hot mud. 

An actor friend once explained to me 
the technique of eating on stage. You 
take tiny, tiny bites and do a great deal of 
chewing and swal lowing. T recommend 
this as the only way of eating J ndian· 
cooked smelt. 

After supper the boys started cleaning 
up. Marion was getting the garbage to. 
gether to bury it .  J noticed he carefully 
put the smelt  to one side. 

"You didn't eat al l your fish," he 
said to me. " I  thought you might want it  
later." 

"That was thoughtful." 
"A scout is thrifty," he said. 
A scout is  a busybody, I thought. I 

climbed into the hack of the station wagon 
to relax on the air mattress for a few 
minutes. When I got inside I real ized 
the car was parked on quite a slant. The 
whole parking area was on a slope. The 
tents were on level ground but there were 
too many trees to get the car through. 
While I was studying the problem, Pala. 
d in  ?�me up. 

. 
Are you gomg to sleep in the r:ar?" 

he asked. 
"That was the plan." 
"It sure slants a lot," he said. 

"You're going to keep sliding to one 
side." 

"That occurred to me too." 
"Maybe I can fix i t  for you." 
"I'd appreciate that," I said. 
"A scout is  helpful." 
"That's the ticket." J went back to 

the fire. The boys were sitting around, 
talking. They stopped when I came up. 

"Don't let me i nterrupt you;' I said. 
:\obody said anything. 
"What do you talk about when Mr. 

Giddings is with you?" I asked. 
They looked at each other. "I don't 

know," Nobby said. "Different stuff." 
"I see," J said. J would have given 

a dollar for a bottle of beer. "You mean 
things l ike scouting?" 

"Yeah," Marlon said. "Scouting and 
like that." 

"I see. Very i nteresting." 
Nobby reached over and jabbed 

Scoop with his elbow. Seymour was 
cracking his knuckles in Morse. 

J asked Marlon if he'd found any 
black widows. He said not yet. "Don't 
give up," I told him. "This may be your 
lucky night." I went back to the car. 
The mosquitoes were starting to get bad 
and J remembered there was a can of 
insect repel lent in the glove compartment. 
While I was there I turned on the radio 
to get the news. I listened for a few 
minutes and snapped it off. Something 
about the car was different. I climbed 
over the seat into the back. I t  wa n't 

slanting any more. Paladin had said he'd 
fix i t, and by George he had. Give the 
kid credi t, I thought. J slid across the 
tailgate and hopped down. 

The ground wasn't there-not where 
it  was supposed to bP. I t  was two fer·t 
lower than it had been. I got up slow l y  
a n d  brushed myself ofT. Paladin had 
jacked up the low corner of the car. A 
scout is helpful. I hobbled hack to the 
fire. The kids jumped up and wanterl to 
know what had happened. 

"Just a l i ttle �pi l l  getting out of the 
car;' J told them. "Nothing to get l'X· 
cited about." 

They went into action right away. 
"I'll get my first.aid kit," Paladin called. 
"The rest of you get sticks for splints." 
They all were busi ly undoing their necker. 
chiefs. 

"Knock it  off," l said. '· I  wrPnched 
my knee a l i t t le. Forget the �plints." 

Barney was trying to gPt me to lie 
down. "Get your head lower than your 
feet;' he said. ''That"s the best treatment 
for shock:' 

"I don't have any shock,'' J told him, 
"except what anybody would have step· 
ping out of a car that·� two feet highPr 
than i t's supposed to he." 

I l imped hack and sprayed the car 
w i th the insect bomb. Then I took ofT my 
shoes and lay down on the mattress. I 'd 
slept in worse places, hut there'd usual l y  
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:& wlwrili - � pi!:-•o• •mo wnH "'""" · 'Ill 
the Easy, NATURAL ABC Way to Learn 

No Strange Symbols, No Machines 
Typing Available 

---=-===S H O RTH A N D  .�, .. ,. ..... llfti(,,C',,.. 
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job without a future into that higher-payin.�, more interesting position 
you've always '\van ted ! 
Why does SPEED\VRITING make learning shorthand so easy, so quick. 
so NATURAL? Because you use the ABC's you already KNOW ! With 
no strange symbols to hold you back you relax, move ahead FAST ! 
Actually, SPEEDWRITJNG Shorthand gives you a 75% headstart. 
\XIhe£her you train through classroom instruction or in spare time at 
home . . .  you can quickly qualify as a fast� accurate secret�ry-yes, even 
jf you previously have had a sad experience with old fashJOned symbol 
shorthand. You 'll cake 120 words per minute-50% faster than busin.css 
or Civil Service requirements. Over 700,000 graduates have proved It

Secretary in a New York 

Advertising Agency 

"I can never thank SPEED· 
WRITING e n ough t or 
making it possible for me 
to get out of the dull rou
tine of the ordinary job. 
Now I'm a secretary at a 
big New York advertising 
agency. getting a higher 
salary, meeting interesdng 
people and enjoying every 
minute of my working 
day." - Estelle Richter 
N.Y . •  N.Y. 

you can. too ! Mail coupon TODAY. j - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - .. FREE to Readers of REDBOOK Only Speedwriting O,ers These 

I SCHOOL OF SPEEDWRITING 41St Year Send for your fascinating FREE Book : Dept. 9608-T4, 55 W. 42nd St., New York 36, N.Y. on SPEEDWRITING Shorthand and 

I I am a REDBOOK Reader. Please send me, without obligation also a FREE SAMPLE LESSON. See how 
1 or expense your new booklet with full Information about easily, how llalurally SPEEDWRITING 
1 SPEEDWRITING Shorthand and typing. Also send FREE Shorthand can prepare you for a top. 
1 SAMPLE LESSON. paying job of your choice in a leading 

0 Home Study 0 Classroom Instruction business firm or Civil Service office. Mail : ; 
Print coupon TODAY !  
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FREE NATIONWIDE LIFETIME PRIVILEGES 
• Free Brush-Up • Free Transfer 

• Free Employment Service 
When you enroll for classroom instruction at one 
SPEEDW R I T I NG School you are entitled to these 
privileges at ALL SPEEDWRITING Schools in over 
44� cities. For name of SPEEDW R I T I NG School 
nearest you CONSULT LOCAL DI R ECTORY. 
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CARTERET SCHOOL Dtpl ll·H WEST ORANGE, NJ 

Admiral Farragut Academy 
l''ully accn.'<lltt!t.l, Urad� 9-12. Prepares tor all colleges 
and government acu.demJes. Testing lLDd guidance ror ool-
!J:,�,:"a�lj

a
���:o��va;u���ceScb��Cat»f:�t;� DOOl. band. 

Admiral Farragut Academy, Box K. Toms River. N.J. 

New York Mil itary Academy 
Uullds t.oday's Youth In mind, body, character. leader· 
ship. ll.O.T.C. Advanced study. Chinese. Russian, Latin, 
Spanish French, German. Sperts, swimming. physical ftt· 
ness. u&nd scholarships. Grades 6-12 and P.G. Est. 1889. 
66 Academy Ave .• Cornwall-on -Hudson. New York. 

N E W  E N G L A N D  S C JHHI L S  

B o fl •  

G i r l s  

Oak Grove �b�����ct�.�:�\���� ����� .. ot���� 
& Urt«:lous. J•uruoseruJ Living. Music, Art. Speech. Uru.des 
j.J2. Hroadt!nillg inter�'its of Juternu.tionul enrollment. 
IUdinJ.C lucludl'd. Indoor riiiJC. Winter SJ)()rts . ..  'iew U)'lll, 
Science Hall & Auditorhml complete flreuroof quadrangle. 
Mr. and Mn. Robert Owen. Box 125. Vassalboro. Maine. 

Miramar �;���� �����e ����p
a

����at��
r s�!1i claAS&l with attention to individual needs and talents. 

Emuhaalll on 11tud.Jr !!kills. Magnlftcent ocean-front estate, 
60·room 11howvtace. Swimming, tennis, riding, goU. Mkiing. 
Jl'or brochure, write: Mr. &. Mrs. Roy S. Penner. Miramar. 
Box 0, Bellevue Ave .• Newport. R.I . 

C o l l e g e 

R E D B O O K  M A G A Z I N E  
ETH E L  F. B E B B, D I R E CTO R 

S TA U N T O N  M I L I T A R Y  A C A D E M Y  
In Beautiful Shenandoah Valley. 
Thorough college preparation: 
fully accredited. Individual guld· 
�,r::: ��· h!���DO�J. \�: 
proof buildings. Separate Junior 
School. llus. Catalog write SuPt. 
S.M.A .. Box R8, Staunton. Va. 
BASIC CO U RSE R.O.T.C. BY 
U .  S. ARMY I NSTRU CTORS 

Fork Union Mil itary Academy 
��%.s*�f;t a�J::.���f�ma���m��re:8�g�0�0fn��: · ���sl

l9��: t!�����· J��:
sk���6�:�

16li.bu:,e��t��g�� 
Write Or. J. C. Wicker, Prea., Box 408 Fork Union, Va. 

Camden Mil itary Academy 
���·�u�:.'���i. �� 'W.I�tl;'ian?r�� 
�l�: ��;!;,��:,Olp,!!::teF��o���o�'!" �� 
Colonel L. P. RI•h•. Headmut•. Box R. Camden, 8. C. 

School 

Fullr accredited colletre prep, or �reneral. Grades 
8·12 and P.G.-Weekly reporta -Sprlng & Fall In 
Dlue Ridge 1\!ts., Winter at Hollywood, Fla .. nsAure 
health & Interest-All year sports. Summer session . 

Colle&e counsellmc. Guidance. Non·Sectarlan. HOT<.: 
�lrected by U.S. Army Officers. Aids self·dlscil>llne 
und i:"OOd study habits-Boys 37 States--AIH.nclu
sl\'e School Bill $ 1 894. <.:ataloiC. wrllc Gen. sand)• 
Heaver. Pres .. Bx 408. Gainesville 6, Ga. 

WINTER I N  FLORIDA • FALL & SPRING. BLUE RIDGE MTS 

Georgia Mil itary Academy 
Accredited prepa.ra.tion for leading colleges and the Service 
AcadL•Iutes. Grades 6·12. Small clas�es. Sports. llO';L'C 
highest rating. 25 acres in suburb or Atlanta. lnclustve 
ff>e. }:st. 1 900. Summer school. Catalogue. Captain W. R. 
Brewtler, Jr .. U.S.N.R .. Box 190·R. Collete Park. Georgia. 

ADMIRAL FARRAGUT ACADEMY ) COLLEGE PREPARATORY-NAVAL SCIENCE 
Fully accredited. Grades 7-12. Pre· 
pares tor all colleges and govern
ment academies. Small classes. 
Testing, guidance. On Bay near t Gull beaches. Sports. Boats. 
Pool. Band. Catalog. 
Admiral Farracut A..cadem7 
Al•'t. Principal, Bo.s 11448 

J. ( St. Pelenburr 33, Florida 

Florida Air Academy r:�:r �':':���!foe;'�: Grades t·l2. 26 acre O&JJll)US near Cape Kennedy. Small 
classes. EXJ)el't t.n.struct.J.on. New alr·OOnd. Science and 
Academlo bldg. Gym, Pool; tennis, 18·hole golf course ad· 
!acent. Pilot training optional. Summer Cam!>-School. 
Write: Supt.. Florida Air Academy, Melbourne 6, Fla. 

T E N N E S S E E 
M I L I T A R Y  INSTITUTE 

ColleR'e Preparatory . Grades 
7 · 1 2  and PosL Graduate. Fully 
accredtt.ed. PreparaUon for 
Colle(l'e Boa.rdtJ , Lan(l'ua(l'es, 
Sciences, Advanced Mnthemat· 
lcs, Hlst.ory, Art, Music. SLU· 
dcnt.fncully ratio 4 · 1 .  Swim· 
mlnll, tennis, saJiln.(l', othor 
sports. Boardln(l' only. Sep. 
arate Glrts• School. Write: Dr. 
Burtram B. Butter, Head· 
master, 690 N. County Road, 
Patm Beach. Florida 

J •• n i o r t: o i l  f' y f' - t,; i r I 11 

M I II - \V E S T E R N  S C H O O I.. S 
Junior Collogt and High School (1 ·41 

ll�or young women. ln J>inehurst area ou 
43 acre campus made famous by Flora 
Mac.l>onald Colleae. Liberal Arts, Caret'!' 
Courses, Physical Education, MtL•dc. So
cial Program, Personal Guidance. Small 
classes. For complete lntonnation write . 
Rsymllld B.Siokos, Dir. Ad., Red Spc�a� North Carolilll. 

B o fl •  

Wentworth Military Academy 
Pruuaratlon tot• tlle rigors or business or higher education. 
Accred. 4-yr. J-I.S., Ht!lla.rate 2-yr. College. Sr. HO'l'C. FAA. 
Uy1ng. Sportl:l tor all; pool. Modern bldgs. , country club. 
Sununer school; younger boys' camp. MUl yr. Catalog. Col. J.  M. Sellen, 184 Wash ington Place, Lexlnaton, Mo. 

Missouri Mil i tary Academy s���-
l'ltlt! Junlor Schuol. 7CUt Year. }1""ully accredited. Ctlllegel'rep. 
Uradeij 5- 12. Small cla...;.<;es, finest teacht•rs. Daily extra 
helu. Leadershtu guldant•c. SU. HOTC. All NJ>Orts. Hiding, 
golr. neautlfu.l 226-acre caJlluus. 7 new bldg:;. in 8 years. 
Catalog: Col. C. R. Strlbllna. 384 Main. Mexico. Mo. 

Northwestern Mil itary & Naval 
Academy ��p���.:'���'kt.mUf� 
Accredited. Small classes. College Board center. Jo-:xpert 
uuhhmcu toward prouer college choice. UUTl:. Sports. New 
J,:-ym. Catalogs, 38 S. Lake Shore Rd., Lake Geneva, Wis. 

St. John's Mil itary Academy 
��;;�!l;.�Yu!�l'�:���� 'rt�!
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�-12. Hmull Chlrist>s, lndivldun) in.stntcLion. Hendlng Clinic. 
ltOTC. Jl'll't>prnor dorms. All sport.�. Stunmu Camp. CiUn.

Jn;:. Dlr. of Admissions, Box 184. Delafield. Wisconsin. 

Junior Mil itary Academy chicaao 
Hors G-14. Adnmce.rncut u.t indh"idual n.bllitr. l'cs�ing, 
guidance and usychulogical counseling under suuernsion 
of certified Guidance Director. Stunmer School. <..:amp. 
$125 month. Colonel R. R. Coe, 5026 South Greenwood, 
Chicago 15, I l l inois. !DH 3·6737) 

Roosevelt Mil itary Academy 
"Builders of Men. " Fully accredited. Grades 8· 12. Out· 
standing college preparatory and general courses. Small 
cliLSSeS. Emphasis on fundamentals. how to stud.r. Guld· 
nnce. SDOrt."> for all. Hiding. Al'iation. Bands. Moderate 
rate. Catalog. Col. Glen G. M illiken, Box R. Aledo. Ill inois. 

Onarga Mil itary School 
Trains for character. IndlridU&l study PfOIIl'&m; healthful, 
homelike living. Aocredlted. College preparatory, business 
courses. Small cl&88e8. Guldanoe. Grades 8·12. Music. ��1��gr8!i.8r.?i': .::���'7io��· 6�a.�.�yr,,�o�� �;t. 
Western Mil itary Academy 
Dcrelops a de:; ire to succeed. Emphasis on self -confidence, 
Sl'lf-dir,oction, how·to-studr. �mall classes, guidance. 
Gracltos 7- 12.  Care<>r unal�·sts. Jr.-Sr. lt. 0. T. C. All ath· 
letlcs : riding, pool. R6th year. Near St. Louis. Catalog. 
Col. Ralph B. Jackson, Supt .. Box R-8. Alton. Illinois. 

S fJ V T IJ W E S T E R N  S C H ti O I, S 

C o e d u c a t i o n a l  

Judson School m:.�i:\��Jf:a"f-'l!l: CollNce Preparatory. Aocred.tt.ed. Beautiful location 1n Par· 
adise Valley near Phoenix. Healthful, warm cllmate. Small 
chsses. llldlng Included In tuition. Tennla, swimming, 
paok0t,:'�r.\'· �at.'1":i1:.'."�. '='�3!:!': 'l':!!Z!'n"�olog. 
Fenster Ranch School-Tucson 
Fully accred.1ted. nationally known r&ncb school for boys 
and girls. Grades 1- J 2. Col lege }Jreuaratory. Sua)t>riur 
fu.ciHties and Hta.ft'. IUdtng, swlnuuing, oUter activities lu 
wal'm dry climttte. l!�or catalogue wrHe Mr. G. P. Fenster, 
Director, P.O. Box 6230, Tucson, Ariz. 

Treehaven ��i.ecl'"=id�ru.!r' d���!.t 
65 acre ranch. Proaram keyed to best in education and 
llv1ng. Friendly atmosphere. Dry climate. 2500 ft. eleva· 
tion. sunounded b�· mountains. SJ>On.s. swimming & rid· 
lnR:. 4H pro�ram. Est. 1 !l4fl. Catalog on reatttd: 
Florence R. Schneider. Ph. D .. Box 6146. Tucson, Arizona 
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ge School 
Secretarial • Business Admin1stration • Broadcasting 
Learn halt a day-Earn half a day. One and two year 
Work-Study programs Include on-the-lob training. Liberal 
Arts. Activities. Pla.cement. Donnltorles, Co-ed. Catalog. 

Write Rotlstrar, 687 Boylston St .. Boston, Mus. 

CHANDLER 
SCHOOL JI'OB WOMEN • BECBETABIAL 

OFFF..RS NEW EDUCATIONAL EXPERIENCE. One of 
Boston'• oldest, most dlstlnguished schools offers excel· 
lent secretarial tralnlng combined with maturing in· 
lluence ot unusual residence program in a world-famous 
educational community. 2-yr. Medical, LeR&l, Science· 
research, E:r:ecuth'e specialization. 1-yr. Course. Beautl-
��po��if:8ol� ��;

t
��:ednroc;c t!U:Ic. �Ws

t
."��ct f�:!� 

Send for catalog and program folder. Or. G. I. Rohrbough, 
President. 448 Beacon Street. Boston 15, M auachuaetta. 

Katharine Gibbs �r'i:l::l��:I·���rg,
ut�;��� 

courses : One-Year SLocreta.rial, J.Abcra.l Arts-Secretarial 
(two years) .  Special Comse for College \Vomcn. Resi
dences. Catalog, President's Secretay, Boston 16, 2 1  
Marlborough St.; New York 17, 200 Park Ave. ; Mont
clair, N.J .. 33 Plymouth St. ; Providence 6, 77 S. Angell St. 

.I I  II l. liV E T II ,, I .'\' I I\' t,; 

McConnell Airl ine School 
Re an Air Hoste88. Romance! Travel ! Adventure ! Fun! 
Traln in just four weeks tor exciting flight and ground vo· 
sJtJona. Airline-trained teachers. Free placement se"lce. 
20th year. Write for free ca.t&log (give age).  
1030 N icollet Ave .. Room R-84. M inneapolis, M innesota 

E � t,; I ,V I!. I?. II I N G  S t ' ll t# O I, 

Tri-State College t!·8Ef��,..�=-:� m81:t! Chem.. Aero. };D,i1neertng; 1n Business Admlnistru tton. 
fllch hE'rltaJCe. Small classes. Residenceo halJs. Well
t'QUipped 1a.h8. 200-a.ore campus. New library. Modest costs. Enter Scot . . Jan .• March . .  June. Por Cataloo oml riew 
n,mk, 11•rlte J. I. McCarthy, 384 College Ave., Angola, Ind. 

Enjoy prestige, 
high pay and 

security In 

Accounting 
LaSalle trains you at home in your spare time 

Earn an independent income - full or part time. 
Prepare for a career in Accounting through LaSalle 
training. No interference with your present work; 
no previous bookkeeping experience necessary. 
LaSalle's faculty starts you at the beginning; ex
plains every principle and method; 
corrects and grades your work. Low 
cost. LaSalle has trained over 1.000,000 
men and women at home. Send for 
Free sample lesson in Accounting and 
illustrated career booklet to LnSalle. 417 So. Dearborn St. ,  Chicago 5, Ill .  

r-� -;A-;_a:; -;X-:;:E-;;0-; �N-;�.;;.;y I 
A Correspondence Institution J J 417 s. Dearborn St. Dept. 32·028, Chicago 5,111. J 

1 Please send me, free of cost or obligation, I your illustrated hooklet "Opportunities in J Accounting" and also your sample lesson. J I Name . . . . . . . .  , . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Age . . . .  I I I I ���;r& . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  I 
I Zone . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  I 
1 13founty . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  State. . . . I 
&.:.: - - -- ... _ ..... _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _  ...., 
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'Med Tedt./ 0/th iJt; U£IIUUI.'Il;JI 
1\fedical technician courses to 15 mos. In 
clinical laboratory, X-ray, EKG., 1\1. D. 
supervision . . .  G. I. approved. Lifetime 
placement service. Coed classes: Jan., 
April, July, October . . .  Free catalog. 
N O R T H W E S T  I N S T .rT U T E  
O F  MEDICAL LABORATORY TECHNIQUE 
3410 E. Lake St. • Minneapolis 6, Minn. 

Frankli n  School of Science & Arts 
Nationally f&Jllous for excellence of training 1n Medical 
Technology-12 months; X· Ray Technology-9 months; 
Medica.] Secrotary-12 months. Top paying .POSition wait
ing. Coed. J1'roo Placements. Approved. Founded 1919. 
Write tor Cat.&loa B. 251 S. 22nd St., PhiiL 3, PL 

IHl A M A , II A D i tl  & T l' � �n� FALL ACTING CLASSES 
Day Sessions, Oct. 12th 

Evening Classes, Oct. 12th 
Thorouah Preparation for 
Stage, Screen, Radio, T V  

ll'rite fur CataWo. 

AMERICAN ACADEMY OF DRAJIATIC ARTS 
Room 177, M U 6·9244 II lUf I 120 Madison Ave., N.Y. 18, N.Y. 

Emerson Col lege �J.�[�\z"a';\�:t1l:.
re

����"o� 
TV, theatre arts, speech, or speech and bearing therapy. 
B.A., B.S., M.A., M.S. degrees. Accredited. Coed. Empha
sis on verfomtance 1n College's theatre, radio station. 
TV studio, clinic. 84th year. \Vrite for catalog: Dean of 
Admissions. 130 Beacon St.. Boston 16, Mass. 

CAMBRIDGE SCHOOL 
BROADCASTING • BUSINESS ADMINISTRATION 
Leam half a d&7, earn half a day u your in-school 
learned skills are avvlled. on School supervised Jobs. 
One and Two year Work-Study Programs 1n ltadio· 
TV Broadcasting or Business Adm1nlstrat1on. Stu
dent activities. Placement service. Dormitories. 
Co-ed. Catalog. Write President. Cambridge Sohool. 
687 Boylston Street. Boston, Ma11aohusetts. 

ll i N I!.  & C t# M M I?. II. C I A L .-t ii. T ' 
Art Institute of Pittsburgh 
More jobs ofl'ered our graduates than we can till. 18·month 
Dlplom& courses in Commercial Art; Fashion Art; Interior 
Design. Planned for begllmers. Veteran &J>J)ro\'ed. t:oed. 
43rd year. J�ay montl1ly. ll'a.ctbook. Write: Earl R. Wheeler. 
Director, 635 Smlthflold St .. Pittsburgh 22, Penna. 

Ray-Vogue Schools �=�rci���t.���� 
Interior Design, Fashion Merchandising with .Modeling. 
l�'a:illlon lllustratlon. Dormitory for out-of·town girls. 
walking distance. Living accommodations secured tor men. 
}!�or eutr.llnce dates write Registrar, Rm. 606. SpecifY course. 
Ray-Vooue Schools, 750 N. Michigan Ave .. Chicago I I .  

American Academy of Art c���;�c� 
Conunercial & Fine Art. F'aculty of international revuta
tion. Story & Ad,·crtlliiug Jllustl'atlon ; J..cttcrJng, Lu.yout, 
rainting. Placement service. Coeducational. 42nd year. 
Fall term begins Sept. 8. Catalog. Frank H. Young, 
Dlr .. Dept. 284, 30 East Adams Street, Chicago 3, I l l inois. 

Traphagen School of Fashion 
Training Here pays Dividends for Lifetime! Fashion Art. 
Beginners or Ad\'anced. Sketching, De.qign, Clothing Con
struction, Interior Dce<.1r., Display. Day or ]o;,·ening. Free 
Placement llurea.u. Write or lJhone CO 5-2077 for circular 1 5  
Traphagen School, 1680 Broadway, (52d St.) New York 1 9  

"We're looking for people 
who want to write" 

Find out from 12 Famous 
Writers whether you can be 
trained to write for publica
tion. Faith Baldwin, Bennett 
Cerf, Rod Serling and nine 
other top "pros" have started 
a new kind of home-study 
school for people with writ• 
ing aptitude worth develop
ing. You learn how to pro
duce money-making Fiction, 
Non-Fiction, Advertising or Faith Baldwin 
Business Writing. Students 
have already broken into print in over 60 maga
zines; several are having books published. For free Aptitude Test, send name, address, age to: 

Famous Writers School, Dept. 6530, Westport, Conn. 

been a reason. I wondered what Ma�i<' 
was doing. Probably watching som<' 
good television program, eating salted 
nuts. Well, all we can do is play the 
cards fate deals us. A scout is philo· 
sophical. 

I had a l i ttle trouble getting to sle<'p. 
J wasn't used to all the night sound�. 
Then when I finally dozed off the mosqui
toes came back. I used up the last of 
the spray. This time after I'd managed 
to get to sleep, the air leaked out of the 
mattress. The next time I woke up I was 
thirsty and had some difficulty locating the 
spring. I did find the holes I had dug, 
however. 

I don't believe there was any time 
during the night when the boys were all 
asleep at once. Every time I looked out 
there would be some kid frying something 
or coming down out of a tree. When I 
woke up at seven they were taking down 
the tents. 

I was home by eight. Maggie was i n  
the kitchen, drinking coffee and reading 
the paper. She looked. up, surprised. 

"What are you doing back so soon?" 
she asked. "Where's Barney?" 

"He stopped at Seymour's for break
fast. They al l  did." 

"I thought you'd have breakfast in 
camp." 

I l imped over to the table. "The 
food gave out at about two this morning."' 

Maggie frowned. '"You"re hurt-
what happened?" 

"Nothing much. I hopped oii the 
tailgate. I didn't know Paladin had 
jacked it up." 

"Si t  down." She helped me to a 
chair. "Lean your head back. I"ll  get 
you some water, okay?" 

I nodded. "Dah, dah, dah. Dah, 
di, dah." 

"Oh, lord," Maggie said. 
"Morse code," I told her. "All the 

scouts use it." 
"I see," she said uncertainly. "And 

Marshal Dillon--" 
"Paladin," I said. "He's a friend of 

Barney's." 
"Look," she said, "I won't ask you 

any more questions and you don't give 
me any more answers-okay? I mean 
dah, dah--" 

"Sure," I said. "Why don't you 
answer the phone?" 

She looked at me a moment longer 
and went into the halL 

"It was Barney," she said, coming 
back into the kitchen. "He wanted to be 
sure you got home al l  right." 

"Nice of him," I said. "Is there any
thing here to eat?" 

She got bacon and eggs from the re
frigerator. "He wanted to know when 
you were going to take them camping 
again. He said it was the be�t campout 
they'd ever had." 

"Barney said that?" 
"Yes. He said they all felt the 

same way. Maybe the experience was 
worthwhile after alL" 

As usual, Maggie was right. I 'd got 
to know my son a l ittle better and I'd 
been reminded of the satisfaction of do. 
ing something for others. 

Above al l ,  I had come to have a real 
appreciation of our great American out
doors. 

I think we should do everything i n  
our power t o  keep i t  there. THE END 



R E D B O O K ' S  S C H O O L  D I R E C T O R Y  

Edna Kuechle Succeeds 
As Hostess Though Inex
perienced In Hotel Work 
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e
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�s8���f1i 
Hostess at this beautiful and 
charming summer hotel. Dur
ing the winte•· season. I am at 
a lovely hotel in Florida. I 
love changing work with the 
seasons. Lewis Training has 
truly opened up a wonderful 

. new life for me."  

"I 'm A Success 
After 50" 

Annabel Mallory, Who Became 

Executive Housekeeper of a 

Beau.tiful Motel 

"Here l am in mr mid-50's a successful )fotel };xccu
the Housekeeper, eamlng $1.500 more a. 
rear-and onlr a. rear ago 1 had ne,·cr 
t•ven bt>Pn behind a hotel df'sk. 1 mana�c 
the entii'C houscJ.;eeping statf for �� be:Lu
liful :\fotcl . Without your spt:'cial training 

-� it would have b<>en impossible for me to 
ha,·e S(•cured this :POSition, much IC'Ss 
flll it !" 

STEP INTO A WELL-PAID HOTEL-MOTEL POSITION 
WANT T O  RETIRE? 

Quolilled to ••Make Good" 
Here's an e:z:clt!ng new 
"l't'1'0ild Cllrt>t•r" ! With 
th·lng L'Osts ruakiruc it 
utmost tmvosslble to re
tire on n. sma.ll J)t!llslun 
m· income, many mature 
Vf'Ople aud retired serv
vtce personnel have 
turned to I..ewls Train
Ing as a tested and 
proved shortcut to EX
TitA INCOME. Step 
into a well-paid posi
tion In li"lortda. Cn.ll
fornla-uny placP where 
living Is eUJIIl•r. WHITE 
�'OR Tim �'ACTS ! 

Qualify quickly for well-paid, ever-increasing opportunities, in 
hotels, motels, clubs, apartment house projects. Thousands of 
Lewis graduates from 20 to past 50 are "making good" every
where. A happy, evergrowing future awaits you in this business 
where previous experience has proved unnecessary and you are 
not dropped because you are over 40. 

r k � �  t:suU K. G I V t:S FASCINATI NG FACTS-Our FHE.E Hool;:. 
"Your Gol(h•n 01JJ>OI1unity". (•xpltdns how easu,.· you can qualtfy for 

. 

.

. . " wPII-paid vnsition at home Ol' through resident clas�s In Washillj(
lon. It lt•lls how you are l't'l.riStC'rcd without extm cost in !he Lewis 
Xarlnnwillt• J>laceuwnr St•n·ict• : how you can be a J.-ewls graduate 
IJ\utllftf'<l to "mRke good" when ,·nu are placed in a poslthml Ac
c>redited Member Nnttonnl Hmi1e Study Council. MA TL 1'HE 
<'"UPO!\ .:'\0\V, 
LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOL, LM-173, WASHINGTON 37, D. C. 

INTERIOR DECORATION-HOME STUDY 
Approved supervised home 
study training. Fine start
ing POint for career. No 
classes. Text and work kit ���n��!,d. t�if��m:n�w;!�: 
menta. Send for free 24· 
page Jllustrated booklet. 
' 'Adventures in Interior 
DesiKrt and Decoration. • •  
Chicago School of Interior 
Decoration, 835 Dlversey 
Parkway, Dept. 188C, 
Chicago, Ill. 

Hill 's Business University 
Secret&rl&l-Aocountlna-Buslness. Accredited resident and 
corresi)Ondence school for men and women. Send for Free 
Career Book eXJ>l&inlng training, rates. and employment 
opi)Ortuntttes. Accredited member National Home Study 
Council. Hlll'o, Dept. C. 629 W. Main, Okla. City 2, Okla. 

by RAPHAEL SOYER 
WSA Collection 

Enjoy glamorotL<; high-pas cnrC'er 
or profitable hobby. Leuru .Paint 
ing, Commercial Alt. Cartoon
ing, Jo'ushion Art, Lt•ttf'rlng, TV, 
etc. We train :mu at home, tn 
spare tlmt>. TWO 22-vc. art out
fits ( Wot1h $25) l.nl'ludt•d at no 
t•xtra t'ltu.rge. T�ow <'O:S'l' - only 
$6 1' month. Write for FREE 
Book. N o  obligation, n o  salesman 
\l'lll call. Washington School of 
Art, Studio 698. Port Wash ing
ton. N .  Y .  1 1 050. (J:;st•b. 1014. )  
Licensed b y  N. Y. Statu .Educa. 
Dt>pt . Tear Utis ad out. 

Photo Oil Coloring 
on color photo�plul tor aood spare-time income or inter
eating hobby. Ji;as)l to learn &nd earn at home. New exclu
sive method qualifies you for immediate earnin�s. Write 
today tor Free Booklet "Haalo ot Phoro Color!na . . .  
Hamilton Studloo. Box 39-L, ClaYmont

. 
Del. 

An interview at our office may be ar· 
ranged at any time. If you prefer, write us 
a detailed letter about the boy or girl and 
the type of school or camp you wish to 
select. 

The Director, Department of Education, 
Redbook Magazine 

230 Park Avenue, New York 17, N. Y. 

"We're looking for people 
who like to draw'! . .  

says NORMAN ROCKWELL, one of 
America's 1 2  Most Famous Art· 
ists. "Our accredited training 
has helped thousands become 
full-time or part-time artists." If 
you like to draw, you may have 
talent worth training. Find out 
with our scientific 1 2-page ART 
TALENT TEST. Thousands paid tO 
take it. Now get it FREE along 
with school brochure. No obliga
tion. Send name, address, age to: 

DEPT. 7526, WESTPORT, CONN. 

Calvert School ���·o�lJ!��o !>���1�. a�iWdd\�;�� 
.liJpt·m·i·d t:al\'t>l't l10me-stucty courses. Step-by-step teach
ing manual. Kindergan.Pn-Sth grade. Start any t ime. 
Used bl' tens or thoUS&llds. Jde&l for enriching the educti.
Uon&l experience ot the &bo\·e-average child. Non-profit. 
5!Jth n�ar. ( 'atalog. 658 Tuscany Road, Baltimore JO, Md. 

Design Your Own Dresses? .�;��- c:;;� 
wnrdrobo or your dreams. or begin an exciting <·arec>r in 
fn�hinlt cle�h.m I Learn at home, no cla...,-;e:-;. At'<'rt•dited snJwr\'ised training with text. work kit. Send for Free tnustrated 
boolt to National School of Dress Design, 835 Dlversey 
Parkway, Dept. 188C, Chicago 60614. SPnrl postcard totla:r !  

PLAY RIGHT AWAY! 
Even II You Don't Know 

a Note ol Music Now 

N °i'ea!A'
s
an�A���tr�� ___ ,..,. 

ment. No boring ex- � · 
erelses. Start playing 
tittle pieces by notes 
right away. Amazing 
progress at home, In spare time. No teacher. Few cents 
per lesson, 1 , 2 50,000 students! Write tor FREE BOOK. U. S. School of MuSic, Studio 908, Port Washington, L. r . ,  N,  Y. (Eat. 1898) Lie. b y  N. Y . .State Eduea. Dept. Tear ouL 

New Photo Coloring Course! 
Successful home study method. Learn to color Jlhotol!l'aJlhs 
in bt•autil'uJ oils ! Fascinating hobby, prt •fttuhle wcatiou. 
lJt>Ul'll -hy-doiru:c instruction . artist's ldt . J�ow tuition . ea:-;y 
Jlaymrnts. FH J<;I·: HOOK. National Photo Colori ng School, 
835 DiverseY. Oeot. 188C. Chicago (60614).  

"Can I at My Age Become 
a Motel Executive 

Even Though I Have 

No Previous Experience?" 

"Yes," says Mr. Hollis Thayer, 

Who Became Manager of a Fine 

Motel. 

"My position as i\:!anagPr of thJs deluxP mott•l is "ery 
" 

sn.Usfactorr. Lewis TralnhtK enabled mr 
11 to ftntl succPS.'i qulcJ;:Iy, whidt wn:-� im

portant at my age. My snlar:r is exct>llent. 
my o:nployers are wotHIPrful and I ha\'c a 
"cry pleasant place t n  lh·e. My thtu1ks to :::::;: Lewis for making all this possible." 

COURSE APPROVED FOR All VETERAN TRAINING 

NO SALESMAN WILL CALL j ;:.:;: -;;.;::;-;:;,:;;-s:;::;----48 ·�""I 
Room LM-1 73, Woshlngton 37, D.C. '1 J J>Jcase send me yout· li"Rfo.a: book. "Your Golden 1 Opportunity. " I 

I 1 nm tnt[j�;��
e
�� uv�r·t;J���\�s eliOkr.'fu�·low. I 

J D Restaurants 0 Institutions D .:\partments J I Please check: n Home Study 0 Hesldt•nt Tralntug I 
I Name . ···;·Pi�;;·;;;··j;ri;;t··;;�;)i;;··;;;;;i·· a;i;j;:;:,;:;·i·· I 
I I L��;==:=:=:==:��:��;��==:�J 

t ' .t ll i> E il  . I "N IJ "' l .V l !HI I !V 6  1 0.�� .�1 (L, Fashion MerchundisitlO, Pro/eBiional Model-�r l\ ino, Secreturial, ulus Finlthtno Cour¥63. l 
Schools and J>lacement Agencies In Principal � Cities Cna.qt to Coast. .Mo\'e Ul> tu new pre.-;- � 
ti.ce. !;'"or Course Jnformatlon Write. Dept. R. 
Patricia Stevens Career College 161 West * W isconsin Avenue, Milwaukee, Wis. 53203. � 
l'lea.'ie indicate Age and lnterest. 

M agazine Pays 
$200 For Story 
" J  sold my 
s h o r t  s t o r y ,  
'Chttut·c o f  a 
Lifcl hue ' .  t n 
I ngenue, nnd 
got $200 for ttl 
Suburbia Today 
ha:-; nl�o lx.nutht 
frum nw SC\'l•rn.l 
tinu�s. Thanks 
to 1" ! .:\  I um 
ttndlug that the 
r i '' t! \V ' s  o f  
juurnnlisrn llre 
cn•r·�· bit. as im
vmtant to ftc
t i n tt . " - �lrs. 
Allt·� l..t•hm•r. 
:�700 Knullwoo(l 
Al·c .• Glenview. 
11 1 .  

© Tom }'lzdale. Jnc . .  1964 
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TO PEOPLE WHO WANT TO 
WRITE tor PROFIT 

but can't get started 
The writers Institute Division of 
NIA offers a Writing Aptitude Test 
and Ex,,ert Analysis to help you 
discover the truth about your own 
ability. 

This test comes to you by mall, 
FHEE OF ALL OBLIGATION. 
Those who pass are qualified to take 
the famous NIA Writers Training 
at home. Guided by professional 
writer-editors, many students de· 
velop a saleable style quickly, enjoy 
regular sparetime earnings of $10, 
$25, $50, $100 and more for stories, 
articles, news items they are en
couraged to write in spare time 
while training. 

NOW • • •  Send for your 
FREE WRITING APTITUDE TEST 

Take your first step towards writ� 
lng for publication and profit. No 
salesman will call. All correspond
ence confidential. Write TODAY. 

(Lie. by State of N. Y. Accredited 
-------' Member National Home Study t:ouncll . )  

WRITERS INSTITUTE DIVISION 39th Yr. 

NEWSPAPER INSTITUTE OF AMERICA 
Su ite 5734-M, Two Park Avo., N . Y. 1 6, N . Y. 

23 6 COURSES 
That's how many ways I.C.S. offers you to get ahead, 
No tricks. No gimmicks. Whatever your job interests
from accounting to zerography-there's an I .C.S. course 
tailor-made to help you get ahead in your presenl job. 
Or in finding a new career. Write today for 3 FREE 
booklets: (1) 36-page "How to Succeed" career guide; 
(2) famous career catalog; (3) sample lesson. 

INTERNATIONAl CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Dept. T I 533G, Scranton, Po. t85t5 

Please send free �  book, sample lesson and cataloa checked: 
0 Accountina 0 Chemistry 0 Hia:h School 
0 Art 0 Civil Enaineering 0 Mech. Enaineerlng 
0 Automobile 0 Drafting 0 Radio-TV Electronics 
0 Business 0 Elec. Engineering 0 Secretarial 
0 languaaes 0 Other-please specify _____ _ 

Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Age . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ..... .. 

Address • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •••••••••• 

L.Cily . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Slate . . • . • • .  , . • . . . . . .  Zip Code . . ..... ...  . . 
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - .J 



Say it with Hunt's ! 

Hunt's doesn 't ripen tomatoes. 

We pick them ripe. Big, bursting 

ripe. Ready for the pot. 

We bubble them in our own 

blend of 7 spices. 

So almost before they lose their 

dew . . .  you've got Hunt's. 

Ready to turn hamburgers, 

french fries, and hot dogs into 

spectaculars. How about tonight? 

Get Hunt's . . .  
the catsup with the big tomato taste. 

Hunt Foods, Inc., Fullerton, Calif. 



A MATTER OF TRUST 
by John D. MacDona ld  

H e  faced the harshest accusation that any 

h usband can face. And no one i n  town 

bel ieved he cou ld  be i n n ocent - except 

h i s  wife, who wou ld  have to prove i t  

TWO COM PLETE SHORT NOVELS 

HAPPI LY EVER AFTER 
by Cami l la R .  B itt le  

A thoughtfu l  story of mothers a n d  their  

daughters-of the conf l ict ing v iews of mar

r iage that can d ivide them , and of the bond 

they may eventua l ly share 

131 



A MATTER OF TRUST 
by John D. MacDonald 

The week at his bedside was the immediate and neces
sary and unavoidable nightmare. Sometimes his hand 
would tighten on hers, just for a moment, and jane Ann 
would know that no matter what they said. somewhere in
side him. where that faint and desperate spark of life still 
survivt"d. there was an awareness of her, of her closeness. 

At the hospital there was neither night nor day, or 
even names for the days of the week-only the suspension 
of all time as she held his hand and watched him breathe. 
watched the bruised stillness of his face and tried to make 
her own vitality flow into him. 

Husband. Strange. dear word, a love-rhyme word, 
somehow. matching the homely things-scent of shaving 
lotion. old hat he wouldn't throw away. look of his hand 
lifting the morning coffee cup, and his smile upside down 
when things were awry. Widow. A hollow word, like 
some dried thing struck and echoing only emptiness, or the 
winter-wind sound around the eaves of a lonely house. 

She willed her life force into that dear, lanky. smashed 
body. past all the tubes and dressings, past the waxy and 
motionless flesh down to the small flicker of life. Live ! 
she demanded. Live because you are me and you are all 
there is for me forevermore. Live, johnny ! Cling to life! 

In the nightmare week she was glad that her sister had 
been able to come and stay, to look after the house and 
the three children. Irene was her only unmarried sister, a 
teacher in a nearby city. The school year had just ended. 
But all the business of house and children and routine was 
out of focus for Jane Ann. Everything was concentrated 
in that hospital room in a fierce and silent battle. 

On the sixth day he had a few momentary returns to 
semiconsciousness. His mouth moved. His eyelids flut
tered. Once he made a small, lost, heartbreaking sound. 

On the seventh day, in the gold-and-blue dusk of a 
day in late june, she was with him when he opened his 
eyes. which were utterly blank. She moved closer. The 
gray eyes looked toward her and focused on her with a 
slow awareness. And then there was a puzzled look. He 
moistened cracked lips. She had to lean close to hear him. 

"What happened?" he whispered. 
Joy twisted her heart. The quick welling of tears 

blurred her vision. She kissed his dry mouth lightly. 
"Everything is all right. darling. Everything is fine." 

"But . . .  where . . .  " 

"The hospital, darling. You had an accident with the 
car. You're going to be all right." 

"Accident?" 
"Rest now, darling. There's no need to worry about 

anything. Just get well so you can come home." 
He drifted into sleep. She stood up then and went to 

the window and looked out at the June evening, and it was 
like her first look at the world. She stretched her body and 
kmw how exhausted she was. But now the tiredness was 
good. She waited, and when the doctor made evening 
rounds she reported the awareness and the conversation. 

'1'/u,... llf'l't·l. lilor all other I!IJI't•ls /11'1 1/led in Hedbook. ts pun• {ictiun a mi in
f,·lld,•d "·" ..:tH'h. It r/tws not rt•{t:r tn n:ol t'h" rm .. 'IC'r ... nr lr1 acllllll t:'t'f'llf . ..;. 11 the 
llllntl' n/ 1111.\' Jwr.'�' ' " ·  [i,.in;: ur dt•rul. i.-. n.:••(•d. it is a I'Oith:idt·n,., .. 

The doctor was obviously pleased. He was young 
enough to enjoy the taste of the technical phrases on his 
tongue, the emergency surgery at three in the morning 
when Johnny had been brought in-opening the skull, re
lieving the pressure of massive clot and hemorrhage, and 
then. when it seemed Johnny had survived that, at least 
temporarily, turning his attention to the other injuries. 

Astonishingly. at least to the young doctor. it now 
seemed that john Foley. husband of jane Ann. would 
make a complete recovery. Remarkable powers of recu
peration. Severe shock. Touch and go. She smiled at 
the young surgeon and nodded at his every word. 

When she went out to the hospital parking lot and got 
into Irene's car to drive home there was a sudden re
action she had not expected. She clenched the wheel so 
tightly her hands and shoulders ached. The tears spilled. 
It was like the momentary shadow of what could have 
been. After a long time she was able to drive slowly home. 

And then, with the greatest disaster avoided so nar
rowly. she could begin to face this second one. product of 
the same accident-the disaster of shame and scandal. 
which could smash all their plans and all their hopes. 

jane Ann made one more visit to the hospital that 
night. .Johnny had awakened again. to enough discomfort 

to warrant additional sedation, so there had been no fur
ther chance to talk. When she returned home at ten thirty 
her sister told her that the two older children had been 
hard to control, and that she had got them to bed only 
after great difficulty. 

jane Ann knew the cause of that. Aged four. seven 
and nine, the children had been unable to comprehend 
truly what the death of their father would mean. But they 
had been all too aware of the torment and tension of this 
past week, of the hint of disaster. They were attuned to 
her own emotional state. and now when they sensed that 
the blackness was gone and their mother was more nearly 
herself. they responded in wild and manic ways, straining 
the patience of their Aunt Irene. It was the naughtiness 
of celebration, of thanksgiving. 

N:>w that she knew johnny would live. the house had 
a different flavor for jane Ann. During all the days of un
certainty, the house had become strange to her. The places 
he sat, his empty bed, his clothing in the closet. a book he 
had been reading, his hairbrush-all these things had had a 
strange flavor, ominous and brooding and forlorn, the ter
rible flavor of what-if-he-never-comes-home. 

A thousand things to break her heart, over and over. 
In the black week she had tried never to think of such 

a possibility, but she had been unable to keep all the 
ordinary things from becoming strange and somber. She 
had suspected that perhaps it was a mechanism of defense. 
to have the look of things change slowly rather than all at 
once-a small and dreadful preparation for the heart. 

But now on this night the shadows had lifted from 
familiar things, and once again they were dear and ordi
nary. She wanted to run laughing through the house and 
touch everything, hold everything, look at everything. 
johnny would sit in the chair, sleep in the bed. wear the 
clothes. The ground was solid again. 

One day something would happen to one of them, she 
knew, and for the other this change of all the ordinary 
things would occur. But not this way. Not so soon. Not 
when no one was ready in any sense. 

How can you ever know in advance, she thought, how 
intense and how true and how total a marriage can be ? 

It amazed her to remember that when she first met 
John Foley she had thought him stuffy and stubborn and 
ludicrously idealistic. It had been a student-government 
thing. She was a very popular girl-pretty, vital, friendly, 
energetic. She had been going with a boy as well known 
on the campus as she was. The boy was turned in for an 
infraction of the honor system, and the case was turned 
over to the student council for appropriate discipline. 
Both she and John Foley were on the nine- member coun-



cil. She had not been particularly aware of him. He 
never said very much in the meetings. She was certain 
that she could swing the meeting and get Mitch off with a 
minor reprimand, and she told him so. 

But the meeting had not gone the way she expected. 
For once, John Foley spoke up, unexpectedly persuasive 
and articulate. When she realized he was winning. she 
swung her waning influence toward a motion to table the 
matter for one week, knowing she could talk to John Foley 
privately and get him to take it easier on Mitch. 

They had coffee together, and she ran into a deter
mination she had not anticipated. He listened mildly and 
politely to her defense of Mitch, the extenuating circum
stances, all of it. 

And then he said, "This is not a personal vendetta 
against your friend Mitch. And I am not a prude or a 
fanatic, Jane Ann. But you know and I know that if this 
were Joe Nowhere instead of Big Mitch, we would have 
handled it in five minutes and Joe would be packing his 
bags and taking a one-semester suspension." 

She had carefully planned how to say it. "College is 
supposed to be preparation for life, right?" 

''That's what they keep telling us." 
"Then, isn't it true, Johnny, that in the everyday world 

people like:: :Mitch, because they do so many things so well, 
earn the right to get off with a reprimand, and the Joe 
Nowheres get it in the neck? Because we're in college. do 
we have to be idealistic and unrealistic?" 

He looked at her strangely. "Do you really believe 
that?" 

"Of course !"  she said, too vehemently. 
He shook his head. "Then call me a fanatic. That's 

not my kind of morality. That's pragmatic morality-if it 
works, use it . . . .  I'm applying to your Mitch the same 
standards I use on myself, Jane Ann, right here and later 
on. Anything you have to cheat to get isn't worth having. 
because you diminish yourself." 

"You certainly take yourself seriously !" 
He leaned back and grinned at her, infuriatingly com

placent, and said, "Woman, I'm the only thing I've got." 
She tried three other times that week and could not 

move him, and went almost tearfully to Mitch and con
fessed failure. But Mitch gave her a sleepy smile and a 
little pat and said, "So go charm the jerk, sweetie. Use the 
girl tools. Flap those eyelashes." 

She stared at him. "Are you serious ?" 
"Baby, the way to win is to win. Once it's in the rec

ord books, who cares how?" 
It was a voice vote at the meeting. When it came her 

turn she looked directly at John Foley, directly into his 
unreadable gray eyes. She hesitated for several seconds. 
"I vote for suspension," she said in a small voice-and saw 
his small nod, as though he had known all along. 

When the meeting was adjourned, the vote unanimous, 
he caught up with her in the corridor. "Now what hap
pens to our little discussion group ?" he asked. 

She stopped and looked at him. A gangling guy, try
ing to seem confident but actually ill at ease with her. 
Gray eyes uneasy in their appeal. And suddenly she had 
a strange sensation, as though her waiting heart had 
opened. He was suddenly dear. Her cheeks felt hot. 

"I guess we make up a new agenda," she said. . . . 
Now, back from the hospital, surrounded by the arti

facts of love, eased of the fear of his death, she had a 
luxurious expectation of sleep for the first time since the 
call had come from the hospital. 

She went to the kitchen and fixed tea and toast for her
self and for Irene, humming to herself as she worked. 

They sat, and she told Irene about the last visit, about 
what the night nurse had said, about how they were going 
to start to feed him orally, with broth and maybe some juice. 

Then Irene reported the small happenings of the day. 
"Who is Tom Haskell?" Irene asked. 
"A good friend. And I guess you could call him our 

lawyer. The few things we've had, we've gone to him." 

"He phoned at eight thirty. He'd heard johnny WHS 
out of danger, and he asked when he could talk to you." 

"I guess I'd better phone him tomorrow. And find out 
about the car insurance. And talk to Don at the office. 
All those things." She yawned and stretched and ran her 
fingers back into her auburn-gold hair, and grinned at her 
sister. "The business of living again, Irene. The business 
of caring about the odds and ends. Thank God for that .

. .  

"Do you think it's going to be easy?" 
jane Ann stared at her. "You sound angry.''  
' 'I 'm not angry. Maybe I'm a little impatient with 

you, dear." Irene was a tall, handsome woman in her mid
dle thirties. She was tailored and immaculate, with the 
bloodless look of a person who sees a thousand things 
that warrant his disapproval. 

".impatient because I haven't been charging around 
seeing lawyers and insurance people? For goodness' sake. 
Irene, I've been spending every minute with--" 

"I understand. I don't mean that. I mean you don't 
seem to comprehend the seriousness of what's happened." 

Jane Ann stared at her. "Are you out of your mind?" 
''JYly dear, the state police are charging Johnny with 

reckless driving, with not having his car under control and 
driving while under the influence of alcohol. He went to 
a cheap highway bar and picked up a cheap woman and 
killed her when he smashed the car. That woman's family 
is going to sue. And you certainly do not have enough 
liability insurance to cover it." 

''Now, wait a minute ! "  
"Jane Ann, I know a little bit about how these things 

work. Do you think he still has his job to go back to ?"  
"So you're condemning him, just like that silly news 

paper did! Really, Irene! Johnny hasn't had a chance to 
explain anything." 

Irene's smile was thin and cool. "Do you think there'll 
be very much to explain? Husbands do get drunk, and 
they do pick up women, and some of them have very bad 
luck. That's the way the world is, my dear. I admire 
your bravery and I admire your loyalty, but I think you 
would be a great deal better off if you faced facts ..

. 

" Irene," Jane Ann said after a pause, "I am so grate
ful you could come here. I just don't know what I would 
have done without you. And I do not think I can get 
along without you this summer. But I love johnny and 
I trust him. I do not believe it happened the way every
body seems to think it happened. johnny just isn't that 
sort of man. Until he can explain just what did happen I 

am not going to have anyone, not even you. sit here and 
say bad things about him." 

"If he was only fifty miles away, why didn't he come 
home when the day was over, and go back the next morn
ing if he hadn't finished his business?" 

"That's the sort of thing I mean. You just cannot say 
things like that in our house, Irene. I'd rather try to 
manage without your help." 

"Are you challenging me, dear?" 
"Believe me, I'm just telling you how it has to be. ' '  
Irene nodded. "just as long as you understand my 

motive. I wasn't trying to hurt you. I'm trying to keep 
you from . . .  being too badly hurt, that's all." 

"If johnny had died, people would go right on believ
ing something that can't possibly be true." 

''I won't say another word, Jane Ann. Just remem
ber, I'm standing by you no matter what. ' '  

Jane Ann Foley made an appointment with Tom 

Haskell. She stopped at his office in the early afternoon 
of the following day. Tom was a pleasant, pink-and-white 
man with thinning blond hair and a small, plump smile. 
He expressed pleasure that Johnny was going to recover. 
He made social small talk for a little while and then 
looked unexpectedly serious and said, "I wouldn't want 
you to think I was chasing ambulances, Jane Ann. Actu
ally it isn't the sort of problem a lawyer is going to go 
looking for, but you folks are going to need help. I've 
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been telling people I represent John Foley. Do I have that 
authorization ?" 

"Of course." 
"I talked to Lester Maynard." 
"Oh. about the insurance?" 

' 'Yes. The collision thing is easy enough. The car 
was a total loss. The salvage bid is two hundred dollars. 
I think we can accept that. The check will come to . . .  
I've got the figures here somewhere . . .  sixteen hundred and 
ten dollars. The time-payment contract can be closed out 
for seven twenty-one thirty-three, leaving you eight eighty
eight sixty-seven. Lester says it will be all right if you 
sign this. The check will come made out to Johnny. but 
you can deposit it in your joint checking account. Les
ter has the personal things that were in the car. and he'll 
drop them off at your house."  

"It  seems so strange to be without a car. Tom." 
"Can you get along without one for a while?" 
"Oh, yes. I'm using Irene's ." 
"Irene?" 
"My sister. She's staying with me. Irene Sherman." 
"The one I talked to. Yes. It's the other aspect of the 

insurance, the liability angle, that's going to give us fits. 
Johnny just wasn't carrying enough, Jane Ann. Ten and 
twenty. That's an absolute minimum. Ten thousand for 
each person, twenty thousand for each accident. Lester 
thinks, and so do I, that the insurance company will make 
no attempt to defend this one. They'll just take their ten
thousand-dollar loss and call it a day." 

"What do you mean?" 
"The woman's husband is going to bring suit. She 

was twenty-four. There's a child. In these actions they 
usually base damages on life expectancy, so much a year 
for her services as homemaker and mother and so on. It's 
hard to guess what a jury will do, but certainly any judg
ment would be way over ten thousand. The husband will 
bring a civil action. The police report establishes the 
blame pretty clearly. It will be at least two years before 
it can be scheduled, but-well, the woman is dead. I'll 
defend as well as I can. I'll try to keep the judgment as 
low as I can, but that will depend on finding some way to 
bring out that she-well, she wasn't exactly a savory 
character. Whatever the insurance doesn't cover, you and 
Johnny are going to have to pay off." 

"I just don't understand all this-believe me-l don't. 
You just sit there, Tom, as if it were the most ordinary 
thing in the world, and you have Johnny all written off 
before you could possibly have heard his side of it." 

He looked indignant. "But Lester made his investiga
tion. And I went up there three days ago and poked 
around. And I've seen the accident report the troopers 
made out. It's open-and-shut, Jane Ann." 

"Not to me. it isn't." 
"Now I don't understand you, Jane Ann." 
"Johnny drove up there to Hartsville to see a Mr. T. J. 

Arlington. He was up there once before to see him too. 
He thought he'd be home in the evening. He phoned me at 
five o'clock from Mr. Arlington's office. He sounded sort 
of rueful and annoyed. He said they had some more 
figures to go over, and Mr. Arlington wanted to show him 
one more tract of land in the morning and wanted to take 
him out to dinner when they finished in the office. It was 
a horrible night, Tom. Foggy and raining, and you know 
how miserable that road is, two-lane asphalt and all those 
curves and hills. So he said he thought he would buy a 
toothbrush and hole up in the Village Motel, and would I 
please phone Don in the morning and tell him. He said he 
thought he could probably take a look at the tract and be 
on the road by nine thirty the next morning. Those are 
facts too, Tom. I know he did work later in that office, 
and he did have dinner with Mr. Arlington, and he did get 
a room in the Village Motel." 

Tom Haskell leaned back in his chair and pursed his 
lips, his expression troubled. "I don't want to argue with 
you. Believe me, I'm not trying to condemn Johnny for 
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anything. I 'm his lawyer. And I have to go along with 
what has been shown to be true. He was in a roadside 
joint called the Mountaineer until one in the morning, and 
he left there with the Mannix woman and drove away with 
her. He had been drinking. He drove south with her, and 
wrecked the car seventeen miles this side of Hartsville, kill
ing Shirley Mannix and coming very, very close to killing 
himself. From the skid marks they estimate he was going 
between seventy and eighty when he hit that curve." 

She stared at him. "Do you know what you do? You 
speak about Johnny as if he were some other kind of man. 
He never drinks very much, and when he has his two or 
sometimes three drinks, he never shows it. And he's twice 
as careful in the car when he's had a drink. I just don't see 
how you can act as if you have it all figured out when you 
haven't even heard Johnny's side of it yet." 

He nodded. "That's certainly fair enough. I am 
going to talk to Johnny, of course. And I'm going to help 
in every way I can. What I want you to understand. 
though, is that I don't see what Johnny can say that is 
going to make very much difference one way or the other." 

"Tom, all I ask is that you listen to him with an open 
mind. Don't condemn him in advance." 

He smiled at her and shook his head and said, "Now 
I know what they mean by savage loyalty." 

''I'm Johnny's wife. But I didn't mean to sound sav
age." 

The talk with Tom Haskell distressed her. In an
other context, it all seemed too much like the sneery little 
hints in the newspaper account of the fatal accident. Mar
ried man with somebody else's wife. 

And his remark about savage loyalty stayed with her. 
He had looked at her as if he meant stupid rather than 
savage. But how could you explain the very personal and 
very private things to a casual friend like Tom Haskell ? 

Like that dreadful occasion that Johnny had mock
ingly called the "Affair of the Merry Widow" . . .  

Her morale hadn't been very good. Tess was five 
then, and Linda three, and Jane Ann was seven months 
pregnant with Skipper. She had trouble controlling her 
weight, and she was nauseated as she had never been when 
she was carrying the girls. It seemed to her the longest 
nine months in all of history. Taking care of the house 
and the girls in that condition left her depressed and ex
hausted. And vulnerable. To make matters worse, Johnny 
was working long hours on a special project. The com
pany had made extensive loans to a contractor, he ex
plained. The man had died suddenly and left things in a 
tangle. He was working to get things straightened out to 
the point where the contracting firm could fulfill its ob
ligations and pay off on the loans. Many nights he would 
not be home until after midnight. 

The phone calls were what started the insecurity. She 
would answer, and there would be silence and then a click 
as someone hung up. She kept thinking about those phone 
calls, but said nothing about them, and began to look for 
other clues. Was this not the traditional time for infidel
ity-seventh year of marriage? 

And then there was the new shirt. One of his good 
ones disappeared, and there was a new one in the laundry. 
So he had worn one out of the house and come home 
wearing a different one. But why ? Lipstick ? And then a 
bobby pin on the floor of the car. 

She had not wanted to look for such things, or think 
about them. But they kept happening. The sickening 
little clues, like the envelope she found in his topcoat pock
et. Small, blue, scented, torn open, empty, with his first 
name written on the outside of it in a dainty script. 

He came home at eleven one evening. She sat in the 
living room. He seemed tired. He did not have much to 
say about his day, and he did not seem to be interested in 
what kind of day she had had. 

It was all too much, and she held herself stiffly and 
said, "I think it's time you told me about her." 



He stared at her. "What?" 
"Who is she, johnny? How much does she mean to 

you?" 
His expression was odd. She tried to read guilt into it 

but could not. He took her hand. 
"Don't you even know who I am?" he asked her gently. 
"I . . .  I thought I did." 
"I don't know what started all this, jane Ann, but that 

isn't as important as what could make it start. It would 
have to be partly my fault, I guess. I'm trying not to be 
full of outraged indignation. Wounded innocence." He 
frowned. "What part of our marriage is so bad that I 
would have to go looking for something to make up for it?" 

"I didn't think . . .  " 
"I love you. There's nothing I have to prove. 

love you, and God knows I don't feel deprived. You are 
about seven or eight women. all earthy." 

"Except now I--" 
"Hush. You don't feel very good, I know, but you 

look lush and abundant and marvelous. Honey, jealousy 
is a dreadful disease. It eats people. Let's just say I 
am worthy of your trust. Now and forever. Now, what in 
the world started you off on this?" 

The explanations made her feel ashamed, but it was 
true that it was in part his fault. He was being pursued 
by the widow of the man whose business affairs he was 
trying to straighten out. He had spoken to Don Jennsen 
about it ; Don had suggested that he depend on fast foot
work until the job was done, because if she became of
fended, it would increase their chance of loss. Johnny's 
mistake had been in not telling Jane Ann about it. Nor
mally he would have, but he had thought that it might 
worry her. He had been trying politely, deftly to dis
courage the woman. The envelope was from a note 
she had left for him at the construction office. He had 
ruined a shirt while inspecting a piece of heavy equipment 
and had merely forgotten to mention it. He had taken 
several calls from the woman at home, about business 
matters. Certainly jane Ann remembered those. He 
could not explain why she would hang up without identify
ing herself when jane Ann answered. And he suggested 
that the black bobby pin might belong to one of her friends 
rather than one of his. 

It was settled then, in tears and laughter and for
giveness. 

But when it was all over, he had looked at her and 
said, "Never again, promise." 

"Promise?" 
"Don't have mealy little thoughts like that. Don't 

imagine things. In the corniest possible sense of the 
term, honey, I am forever true. I admit to being a girl
watcher. And I am so astoundingly handsome, stray 
women keep knocking me down in the street. But you are 
all I need and all I want. That's the way it is. You're 
stuck with me. If something worries you, ask." 

"I  promise." 
But you couldn't explain all of that to Tom Haskell 

and say it was the only small time of doubt and there 
would never be another. 

On the following morning she went to the office. The 
company specialized in financing heavy-construction con
tracts, making loans to building contractors and following 
up with management advice. johnny covered a wide area 
in his work. Since she had no appointment, she spent 
fifteen minutes waiting outside Don Jennsen's office. At 
last the secretary ushered her in, and Don came around his 
big desk and took her by the hands and said, "A terrible 
thing, jane Ann. I know just what an ordeal this has 
been for you. Believe me, if there is anything at all I 
can do, I stand ready." He was a huge, florid man with a 
heavy crop of prematurely white hair. 

"I don't really know how soon he can have visitors, 

Don. It will be at least another week. And Dr. Mc
Andrews says it will be about a month before I can bring 

him home, and probably another month after that before 
he can begin working even part time. That's mostly be
cause of his left leg. It got broken pretty badly." She 
shrugged and smiled. "But just to have him alive . . ." 

"The hospitalization policy should help quite a bit." 
"Oh, yes. And he had accident insurance too, Don. 

that will cover what the hospitalization doesn't cover. And 
provide something while he's laid up. I really don't know 
how you want to work that out. I don't know what hap
pens to people's pay when they are laid up so long." 

Don nodded. "I am really delighted to hear about 
that accident policy, jane Ann. They can be very handy 
things to have." 

"You know how Johnny is. I just know that in a few 
days he's going to start worrying about his work and all. 
and I thought you could tell me what to tell him." 

"He left things in apple-pie order-except for the 
Arlington report, of course. He might be interested to 
know that on the basis of further investigation since 
his accident, we're going along with T. J. Arlington for 
about seventy per cent of the total line of credit he re
quested. I imagine that comes pretty close to what johnny 
would have advised. As to the rest of it, I think I can 
safely say that the board will go along with me in mak
ing the cutoff point October first. It is a small recognition 
of the caliber of work john Foley did. And tell him that 
I shall have the retirement account computed as of Oc
tober first, and he can draw it in a lump sum if he so 
wishes-everything he contributed plus six per cent interest 
computed annually over the life of the retirement account." 

She stared at him. "Cutoff point? Lump sum?" 
Don shook his big head sadly and made a gesture of 

resignation. "That's one of the penalties of being in a 
field of endeavor that has fiduciary overtones. Public re
sponsibility. We have to be like Caesar's wife, Jane Ann. 
This publicity was rather unfortunate, you know." 

"You mean you're firing him ? After eleven years?" 
"My hands are tied. Johnny would be the first to 

agree, I assure you. Men in this line of work know that 
they just can't--" 

"Mr. Jennsen, this is the most stinking thing I ever 
heard of in my whole life ! "  

His big face darkened. " I  would advise you to--" 
"Without a chance to explain himself! What kind of 

fairness is that?" 
"Obviously you do not understand the situation. We 

depend on public trust, public confidence, Mrs. Foley. 
There are police charges against your husband. They may 
be contemplating a manslaughter charge. This is a finan
cial institution. Speaking solely for myself, I am going to 
try to help him locate something else because he is a 
very able man. I admit that. But we just can't--" 

"You just can't understand the basic human decency 
of giving a man a chance to explain himself," she said, 
getting angrily to her feet. 

He stood up slowly. "Good day, Mrs. Foley.'' 
She had the office door partly opened when he said, 

''jane Ann ?" 
She turned and waited for him to come to her. 
He touched her shoulder awkwardly and she shrugged 

his hand away. "You have a lot of spirit," he said. "I ad
mire that. I shouldn't have got cross with you. Believe 
me, when Johnny is ready to discuss this, you ask him 
about it and see what he says. This is a highly sensitive 
profession." 

"And you scare awfully easy." 
"If I fought with all the influence I have to keep him 

on, it would do absolutely no good.'' 
"So why risk anything for Johnny?" 
"You are a very difficult woman, Jane Ann." 
"I am not going to let you do this to him." 
"I am afraid there is nothing you can do about it. 

Spirit is commendable, but don't wear yourself out fight
ing stone walls, my dear. I repeat, if there is anything I 
can do, please let me know." . . .  
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Late on the tenth day, the first Friday in July, at four 
thirty in the afternoon, Johnny woke up and looked at her 
with the most awareness he had yet displayed. 

"'Accident, eh ?" he said. He frowned. " 'The kids 
okay?" 

"They're just fine, darling." 
"Day before yesterday?" 
"'It was ten days ago, Johnny. You were badly hurt. 

But you are going to be one hundred per cent fine." 
His eyes looked startled and troubled. "Ten days ! "  
"You drove up t o  see Mr. Arlington. Remember ? 

You drove up to Hartsville." 
"Arlington ?" he said blankly. 
"Don't you remember going up to see him ?" 
"I  . . .  I know I was scheduled to. Did I go?" 
""Yes, dear." 
'"But I didn't get there. Bad road." 
""You got there, dear. You saw him." 
"You're kidding." 
"No. Really. You phoned me from his office . . . .  

We'll talk about it later." 
His long fingers tightened on her hand. He looked at 

her with the troubled earnestness of one of her children 
and said, "I hurt. I hurt pretty bad right now." 

She got the floor nurse. They gave him a sedative, 
and within five minutes he drifted back into sleep. 

Dr. Ferris McAndrews was an exceptionally grave 
young man with somber, deep-set eyes and huge, pale 
hands. 

"Yes," he said absently. "Yes, of course. Traumatic 
amnesia. Typical of head mjuries. It extends back
ward from the moment of trauma. They remember more 
as time goes on." 

"And finally remember everything?" 
"I did not say that, Mrs. Foley. Some of them do. 

Some of them don't. Is it important?" 
"It could be very important. How long do I have to 

wait to find out ?" 
"I  really couldn't say. A few weeks, months, even 

years sometimes." 
"I wish you would be more specific." 
"I wish I could be, Mrs. Foley. These mental side 

effects are never completely predictable." 
She glowered at him. "What if you had to find out 

and he couldn't remember?" 
He shrugged mildly. "I suppose, when he's strong 

enough, there are some things worth trying. Hypnosis, if 
he's a good subject. I'll look into it." 

By the following Tuesday, Johnny's improvement 
was dramatic. He could remember more of it-seeing Ar
lington, phoning her, renting the motel room. There was a 
vague memory of havirig dinner with Arlington at the Log 
Cabin, but that was all. 

Her chair was close to his bed. The head of the bed 
had been rolled up so that he was almost in a sitting posi
tion. She held his hand, and he looked at her and said, 
"You'd better tell me what's going on, Jane Ann." 

"What do you mean?'" 
"Don't kid me, honey. I had an accident. You've 

been anxious to find out how much I remember. You'd 
better tell me all of it." 

"Not just yet, Johnny." 
He gave her a tired smile. "It'd better be now, because 

something keeps going around and around in my head, and 
now I'm at the point where not knowing is maybe worse 
than knowing. A nurse out in the hall was saying some
thing about me, about me and the accident. She said the 
woman was killed. What woman? Tell me, honey." 

"I don't know all of it. But 1-1 can tell you what 
I do know." 

She told him. She tried to temper it, but the ugly 
edges of the known facts poked out through the softer fab
ric of her voice. In the middle of it he scowled and closed 
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his eyes and shook his head slowly, in agony or in dis
belief. When she was finished he opened his eyes and 
looked toward her and said. "It's something you read in a 
paper, happening to somebody else. ·• 

"Does her name mean anything? Shirley Mannix ?" 
"Nothing definite. It has a very slight familiarity, as 

if I'd known it a long time ago. I can't put a face to it." 
"And the place called the Mountaineer?" 
"Oh, I'm sure I've seen that place. It's about three 

miles this side of Hartsville. I've seen it but I've never 
been in it." He tried to smile. "That's not exactly right. 
is it? Apparently I have been in it." 

"They say you were there, dear." 
"And people actually saw me leave with that woman ?" 
"Yes." 
He put his forearm across his eyes. "What is it 

drunks say? I hope I had a good time?" 
"You'll have to remember what really happened." 
"Maybe it will be just as well if I can't." 
She reached out and took his arm away from his eyes. 

"Johnny, don't say things like that. You mustn't." 
"A date with Shirley Mannix." 
"Not the way it sounds ! Not the way they're trying 

to make it sound, Johnny ! Don't say it and don't think it. 
When you remember, we'll know what happened." 

He freed his hand and touched her cheek with his 
fingertips. "Thanks for the vote of confidence." 

"Johnny, can I give you all the rest of the bad news ?" 
"Remember the man who was so kindhearted that he 

docked his little dog's tail a piece at a time ?" He wiped 
his eyes on the sleeve of his hospital gown. 

She told him about the suit, about what Tom Haskell 
had told her and what Lester Maynard thought the insur
ance company would do. 

"That makes a nice golden future," he said bitterly. 
"Lester was after me to bump it to twenty-forty. But I 
economized." 

"You sound as if the suit were lost !" 
"But if I killed-if that woman was k-" His gray 

eyes went wide and shocked, as if he seemed to realize for 
the first time the implication of having been responsible for 
the death of someone. He put his hand over his eyes. 
' 'Dear Lord," he whispered. 

She looked at him for a long moment and then said, 
"You might as well have all of it right now." Angrily, 
bitterly, she told him about Don Jennsen and his decision. 

"Don't be too rough on Don, Jane Ann. He has to 
handle it this way. Man gets drunk, smashes his car, 
kills a woman, he's a liability." 

"But he just assumes that's what happened ! "  
"What else can anybody assume ?" 
She stared at him. "What do I have to do? I fight 

everybody in the world. Do I have to fight you too?" 
Suddenly all of it was too much. She bent and buried 

her face against the bed, muffling the raw sobs. 
He stroked her hair and made soothing sounds. 

"You've had this to handle all by yourself," he said. 
She straightened up. "I'm t-tough enough, darling. 

More than you know." 
His eyes were grave and steady. "And what if it turns 

out to be just what it looks like?" 
"But it isn't!" 
"What if ?" he insisted. 
"'Maybe I can be tough enough for that too. I don't 

know. I just don't know, Johnny." 

At eleven that night in the quiet kitchen she said to 
Irene, after a long silence, ''I'm going up there."  

"What, dear?" 
"To Hartsville. He can't remember. Maybe he won't 

ever remember. But maybe somebody else will." 
''But it has been investigated, Jane Ann." 
She made a face. "Yes. By experts. State police. 

lawyers, insurance people. And we read about it in the 
paper, didn't we ? If you can get along without the car. 



I'll go early tomorrow. And keep going back until I 

find out what this was all about." 
"You're welcome to the car, of course, but I think this 

1s a mistake. What can you tell those people?" 
"It's what they can tell me." 

It was a misty. overcast day, cool in the hill country. 
Vacation traffic was heavy on the narrow, winding road. 
The accident had happened three miles north of the village 
of Dowellburg. There was a state police barracks within 
the village limits, consisting of a headquarters cottage, a 
large garage and a radio tower. The man in charge re
membered that Trooper Vernon Gyce had handled that 
particular accident. Gyce was out on routine patrol. She 
asked if she could see their file copy of the report. He said 
he could not let unauthorized persons see official reports. 
She asked if being the wife of the driver of the car gave her 
any kind of authorization. He said he was sorry, but that's 
the way things were. And so she waited. sitting in a chair 
by a window. turning the pages of old magazines. 

"He won't come off shift until four in the afternoon. 
Mrs. Foley." the man said after a while. 

She smiled up at him. "I'll wait. thank you." She 
looked back at her magazine. 

Forty minutes later he came over to her again and 
said, "I ordered Gyce to come in and talk to you. He'll 
be here in maybe twenty minutes." 

"I'm very grateful to you." 
He flushed and said. "Just don't take up too much of 

his time." 
Trooper Vernon Gyce was very tall. tanned and broad 

shouldered. He carne in, creaking and glittering and clink
ing, and muttered to the man in charge for a few moments. 
Then he took off his hat and came over and sat in the 
neighboring chair. 

"I'm Trooper Gyce," he said. "Is there any way I may 
be of assistance to you, ma'am?" 

"Well. I thought that if it wouldn't be too much trou
ble, you might show me where it happened and sort of 
explain it to me. It isn't far from here. I understand." 

Gyce went back and murmured for a time to the 
man in charge. and a few minutes later she was beside him 
in the gold-and-gray sedan. rolling north out of the village. 

"What happened. A trucker reported it at about one 
thirty. A lumber truck. He saw the car lights. They 
were still on. Maybe cars went by and didn't see the 
lights, but he sits high. He pulled off and set his blinkers 
and walked back. Then he ran back to the truck and came 
right to the barracks in Dowellburg. The ambulance was 
called over from Dain City, eight miles west, and when 
they saw it was a bad head injury-Doc Greer was there by 
then too-it made the most sense to run him right down 
to the city. I radioed ahead so they'd know what was com
ing in. Here we are." He pulled off the road. She got out 
with him and they walked up the shoulder of the road. 

He stopped after about a hundred feet and turned and 
pointed back the way they had come. "What you've got 
is a big curve to the right. He started to lay the rubber 
down right here. From a measurement taking in the ve
hicle weight, grade, surface and climate conditions, we can 
come close to figuring speed. Call it seventy-five." 

He walked back along the shoulder. Vacation cars 
went by, churning the damp air. "Rubber stays on the 
road a long time," he said. "You can see how he got car
ried over into the wrong lane and almost made it. Right 
here he went off onto the shoulder and it was soft. He 
ripped up the dirt and grass. It tipped the car over." 

He angled down the slope, pointing out gouges in the 
soil. "He came bouncing and rolling down here, sideways 
and maybe end over end. The doors sprang open and the 
woman was thrown out. She landed about here and the 
car rolled over her. There was never any doubt about her." 

Jane Ann shuddered and followed him toward the 
trees. "The man-your husband, he was about here, 
thrown out latu. and the car stopped right here, right side 

up. This tree stopped it." He sat on his heels and 
pointed to a raw gouge in the trunk of a big maple. a gouge 
about a foot above ground level. 

"Could the woman have been driving, Officer?" 
He looked up at her and came slowly to his feet. "No 

way to prove that one way or the other. Mrs. Foley. In 
the absence of proof, the law assumes the owner was op
erating the vehicle." 

"And the law assumes he was drunk ?" 
"Stan Stack at the Mountaineer said Mr. Foley had at 

least three drinks, and no sober man would come into this 
corner at that speed. Mrs. Foley. And as for the woman's 
driving at that speed, she didn't drink." 

"Did you know her. Officer?" 
Surprisingly. Vernon Gyce blushed-suddenly and vio

lently-and looked away and said, "I know who she was." 
It brought a more personal element into their conver

sation. When he looked at her again, his dark eyes were 
changed. There was a male awareness in them. It seemed 
to her a strange and unpleasant place in which to be found 
attractive. She knew that he was wondering about her. 
wondering how vulnerable an attractive wife was after 
her husband smashed himself up while hacking around 
after the local floozy. In the silence a long string of holi
day cars went by on the road. 

"You see." she said. "I have to understand how this 
could have happened." 

"We get a lot of one-car accidents along this stretch. 
They push it too much and lose control."  

"I mean I have to understand why he was with Mrs. 
Mannix. and where he was going with her." 

"I guess I can't help you there." 
"Maybe you can help me more than you realize. 

assume that Mrs. Mannix was . . .  had a bad reputation. "  
"I wouldn't want t o  say anything like that." 
"Officer, was she the sort of woman who would have 

gone to a motel with my husband ?" 
Gyce blushed again. " I  guess you could say that." 
''Then, doesn't it seem strange to you. or to anyone. 

that they should leave the Mountaineer together and come 
miles and miles down this road, when my husband already 
had a motel room in Hartsville ?" 

"Maybe she wanted to go for a ride and wanted to go 
fast-egging him on, sort of. She was crazy-acting. She 
didn't have to drink to be drunk. She did a lot of weird 
things. You could never know what Shirl wanted to do 
next. She could be laughing and all, and suddenly take 
a dislike to you and cuss you out and walk off." 

"Couldn't her husband control her?" 
"He works off in the woods a lot. He didn't know 

what happened until two days after. They live maybe half 
a mile from the Mountaineer. She married Ross Mannix 
when she was sixteen. Their kid is seven years old now. 
Once he was settled down for the night. and Ross away, 
she'd walk on down to the bar at the Mountaineer." 

"You seem to know a lot about her." 
''I was in Hartsville a year, then here for the last two. 

Work out the winters in these places where there aren't 
many people, and you get to know them. Ross used to 
thrash her when she'd get out of line. but not lately." 

"What did she look like?" 
"Well, small, and sort of Spanish - or Italian-looking. 

Dark, and a little on the chubby side. Bright clothes and 
a lot of bracelets and stuff like that. And a big, deep, loud 
laugh that surprised people." 

' 'I'm afraid I'm taking up too much of your time." 
"I should be getting back on tour, Mrs. Foley." 
"What if I want to ask you something else?" 
"From four to four thirty I'll be at the barracks. You 

can phone there if you want." 
They climbed the slope to the road and walked across 

to the sedan. He swung it around and headed back to the 
barracks, where Irene's car was parked. 

"Please think about something else, because maybt' 
I'll want to ask you about it," she said. "My husband 
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and I have used seat belts for so long that we latch them 
without thinking about them every time we get into the 
car. When people ride with either of us, we make them 
use the belts. But they were both thrown from the car." 

"I looked that car over. The belts weren't used." 
"Don't you think the whole story is strange?" 
"What does your husband say, Mrs. Foley ?" 
"He can't remember." 
The trooper's mild smile was ironic as he let her out 

by her car. 
She drove back and stopped at the same place and 

went down the slope by herself. She wanted to see it 
again, without the distracting presence of Trooper Gyce. 

Suppose the accident had torn the wiring loose? Then 
the lights would have been off. The driver of the lumber 
truck would not have stopped. And Johnny would have 
died, right here, alone, before dawn came. Life seemed al
most too precarious to her at that moment. Too chancy, 
too dependent on small things. 

She touched the scarred trunk of the maple. In a few 
months the raw wood would heal itself. As she straight
ened up she saw a gleam of metal in the brush. She 
moved closer and saw that it was a hubcap. She 
crawled in and got it and brought it out. The look of it 
brought back the memory of the car-the day of choosing 
it, driving it home, the smell of newness. Johnny always 
teased her about the way she endowed pieces of equip
ment with personality characteristics-the surly refrig
erator, the hysterical lawn mower, the smug coffeepot. The 
car had been a lady, quiet and slightly haughty. A horrid, 
clashing end for a lady who had always behaved so well . . .  
She took the hubcap back to Irene's car and put it on the 
floor in the back. It would have seemed strangely thought
less to leave it there, a poor return for gentle service. 

She drove north toward Hartsville, anxious to see the 
one person who could probably tell her the most about that 
night when truth was turned upside down, when all the 
world began to relate strange lies about John Foley. 

She found T. J. Arlington over at the north shore of 
Blind Rock Lake, supervising the construction of four lake
front cottages. He was a broad little man of about fifty, 
wearing khakis, work shoes and a red felt hat. 

He talked to her by the tailgate of a muddy pickup 
truck while they drank coffee from a thermos jug out of 
plastic cups. 

"I can truly say it came as a great shock to me, Mrs. 
Foley. I was with Johnny only a couple of times, but I 
can say that I came to like him. My problem, like he 
maybe told you, is developing a big-enough line of credit to 
finance the work I already got lined up. This area is 
opening up fast, and I had to go to the city for the kind of 
financing I need up here. I don't believe in hiding busi
ness affairs from people with a right to know them, and I 
opened up all my files and records to John Foley. And as 
we went over everything, he made some mighty good sug
gestions about better ways of handling things, and I'm 
grateful to him for that. I mailed him a card to the hos
pital, and you tell him I hope he comes along good." 

"Mr. Arlington, Johnny can't remember very much 
about that night. He can remember phoning me and go
ing to dinner with you. If we could fill in the blanks, 
maybe we could understand what really happened." 

He gave her a quick, puzzled glance. "I guess it isn't 
a mystery what happened, is it?" 

"Johnny isn't a drunk and he isn't a chaser. Mr. 
Arlington." 

"Even the best man in the world can be a damn fool." 
"What did you and he do that evening?" 
"Let me see, now. He left the office about six and 

drove up to the Village Motel and got himself a room, and 
I guess he bought some stuff like a toothbrush and comb, 
and so on. He was back in about twenty minutes and we 
worked until a little past eight thirty and then we walked 
catty-cornered across to the Log Cabin Restaurant and had 
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us some dinner. Back to the office maybe about nine 
fifteen, and we finally finished up a little after ten. There 
was just one final thing he wanted to do, and that was to 
take a look at the tract I optioned over behind the 
lumber company ; we were going to do that early the next 
morning. I felt like a drink after working all day, so I 
suggested we drive out to the Mountaineer, three miles 
south of town. On account of I live a couple miles be
yond it and he would be coming back into town, we 
took both cars and he followed me out, and we parked 
around in back. We went in, and I guess I bought him 
one and then he bought me one, and we talked about the 
plans I've got for the future, and then I went on home." 

"Was Mrs. Mannix there then?" 
"Yes., 
"Were there many people there?" 
"Not many. It was a Tuesday night. Fifteen all 

told, I'd say. And Stan Stack behind the bar." 
"Did my husband talk to Mrs. Mannix while you 

were there ?" 
Arlington looked increasingly uncomfortable. "Look. 

Mrs. Foley, you're a grown woman with three kids, so I 
guess the facts of life won't surprise you too much. Shir
ley was floating around the place, laughing and talking to 
this one and that one, and drinking root beer and putting 
money in the jukebox, and sort of dancing all by herself. 
When she'd light at a table, she'd sit with the Marlow 
boys, Chick and Lew. They're a no-good pair. They're 
usually in trouble with the game warden. I hire one 
or the other of them sometimes, but only when I'm 
desperate for men. They give you a half-hour's work for 
an hour's pay. Well, it was obvious to me that Shirley 
had her eye on Johnny right from the moment we came in. 
She kept trying to make him notice her, laughing too 
loud and so forth. Then she'd sit with the Marlow boys 
and they'd talk low, and she'd stare over at Johnny and 
giggle. We were sitting at the bar. About fifteen minutes 
before I left, Johnny went to the men's room. When he 
came back he had to walk past the jukebox. She was 
there, doing her little twist dance all by herself, and as he 
went by she whirled around and caught him by the wrist 
and pulled him close and said something to him. Then he 
said something to her and she smiled and said something 
else, and he came back to the bar and asked me about 
her." 

"What did you tell him?" 
"I  told him she was bad news. I guess every town has 

a young woman the church ladies like to talk about, and 
Shirley was the one for this town. Not an evil person, you 
understand. Just reckless and noisy and not giving a 
damn. He kept watching her, and she kept watching him 
while I told him about her." 

"Did you ask him what she said to him?" 
"Not directly, but I gave him every chance to tell me, 

and he didn't. She stomped around there to the music, her 
black hair flying, darting little grinning, sideways glances 
at Johnny. A very pretty young woman, and very happy. 
Pretty soon I said I had to be going on home. He said 
he thought he'd stay a little while. It looked to me like he 
was going to get mixed up with her in spite of what I'd 
said, and I wondered if I should say anything else, and 
then I decided it wasn't any of my business." 

"Would you say he was drunk?" 
"No, he wasn't drunk. He was having Scotch and 

soda, tall, and Stan Stack has never given full measure 
in his life. I looked back through at the bar as I was 
going out the back way, and Stan was bringing him an
other drink and Shirley was just climbing onto the stool be
side him." 

"What time did you leave, did you say?" 
"Quarter after midnight. And they say he left with 

her about one o'clock-went roaring out of that parking lot 
in that car and turned south." 

"Do you think those Marlow brothers would know 
what she said to him?" 



"If they did and they thought it would help anybody, 
they wouldn't let on. Those two are just plain mean, Mrs. 
Foley. They stomped a boy bad last year, and should 
have been put away then, but there was nobody too anx
ious to testify against them." 

"Do you think Mr. Stack would talk to me?" 
"Not if it was up to him. What you do, Mrs. Foley, 

you tell Stan that if he talks to you nice, I might get a 
crew over there to fix that roof by the end of the week. If 
not, there's no telling when I can schedule it." 

She stared at him. "I couldn't tell him something like 
that!" 

"I guess you couldn't. Tell you what. I'll go up the 
road in a few minutes and give him a call. He'll be nice 
by the time you get there." 

"Thank you very much, Mr. Arlington." 
"Now, don't you be too hard on Johnny, Mrs. Foley. 

I'd say he's in enough trouble as it is. Ross Mannix has 
been telling folks that his lawyer says he's going to get a 
big price for Shirley's life. And the other fellow who came 
up here to ask the same questions Johnny asked told me 
that Johnny was no longer connected with the company." 

"Mr. Arlington, I have no intention of being hard on 
him, as you put it. Johnny isn't a sneak and he isn't a 
fool. I've always trusted him and I always will." 

Arlington looked startled. He smiled wryly and said. 
"I guess there isn't a husband around who couldn't do with 
a little of that kind of faith, Mrs. Foley." 

She had a sandwich at the Log Cabin and it was 
after three when she arrived at the Mountaineer. The cool, 
overcast day had filled the place with afternoon beer 
drinkers, most of them vacationers from the nearby pub
lic campground. The bartender directed her to where she 
could find Stan Stack. He was in a small office off the 
kitchen, operating an ancient adding machine. He cleared 
papers from a chair to give her a place to sit. He was a 
brown, beefy, powerful man, with drooping eyelids, a 
heavy, sensuous face and a black, hairline mustache. 

He confirmed everything Arlington had told her. And 
he said, "I've got a license to protect. They ask me if he 
was drinking, I have to say yes. Three drinks. You un
derstand that." 

"Of course." 
"But he was sober when he came in and sober when 

he left. I tell them that, and what does it mean to them? 
Nothing. A man had drinks and got into his car and 
killed somebody." 

"When did Shirley Mannix get here that night?" 
He shrugged heavy shoulders. "I didn't notice. May

be nine. She came in alone, in the front door. One thing 
about her, she didn't drink. She's got a right to come in. 
Anybody has. Right? She was good for a laugh. She 
brightened the place up. Should I kick? Should I tell 
her she's married, so stay home with the kid?" 

"I'm not blaming you for anything, Mr. Stack." 
"Stan. You call me Stan like everybody, Mrs. Foley. 

What happened here that night, she got interested in your 
husband and so she picked him up, and they left together 
about one o'clock. About Shirley, she could come in here 
twenty times, maybe, arrive alone and leave alone, and the 
next time there would be somebody catch her eye and she 
would have a date. That's the way she was. She wasn't 
exactly a hooker-excuse the expression, Mrs. Foley. I 
mean, maybe she'd take presents or something ; but it 
wasn't any kind of business proposition, you know what 
I mean? I wouldn't have anything going on like that in 
my place." 

"I understand." 
"She was sort of a nutty kid, Mrs. Foley. Ross just 

never could settle her down. Sometimes even when he was 
home, ten minutes after he'd fall asleep, she'd be dressed 
and on her way down the road. She liked a lot of people 
around, a lot of laughs and music. It's hard to believe she 
got killed like that. She was real alive." 

"Wasn't she with some brothers named Marlow that 
night?" 

"She sat with them part of the while. yes." 
"Were they still here when she left with my husband ?" 
"No. They'd been gone a long time. I think they 

took off right after T. J. took off. In fact, I'm sure they 
did. I remember hearing that old truck of theirs go clat
tering out of the lot." 

"Were many people here when my husband left ?" 
"A half dozen, maybe." 
"And my husband drove right out with her?" 
"Lady, he took off like a bat out of hell. excuse the 

expression. He sprayed gravel against the side of the 
building, and those tires really screamed when he came 
onto the highway and turned left." 

"After Mr. Arlington left, Shirley Mannix joined my 
husband at the bar. Is that right?" 

"She sat with him forty, forty-five minutes or so. 
talking together, so quiet I couldn't hear anything said. 
About one o'clock he picked up his change and left a good 
tip, and she grinned around and said, 'Good night. all.' 
and hung onto his arm and out they went." 

"He can't remember any of that." 
"That's what T. J. told me on the phone." 
"Thank you for answering all my questions. Mr. 

Stack." 
"Everybody just calls me Stan. Anything else you 

want to know, you come around anytime. but I guess 
we've about covered everything." 

"I appreciate your kindness." 
"I hardly remember anybody not dating Shirley once 

she put her mind to it. Until she began to get just a little 
bit heavy, she was the best-looking woman in the county. 
She liked things lively-playing tricks on people, laughing 
one minute and getting mad as a boiled owl the next min
ute . . . .  They say that car rolled across her and flattened 
her right into the ground." 

Jane Ann arrived back home at five thirty. She and 
Irene had dinner with the three children a little after six. 
Then, in spite of Skipper's loud indignation, she put him 
to bed, while Linda and Tess went out to play in the yard 
in the long summer twilight. She got back to the kitchen 
in time to help Irene with the last of the dishes. 

"You look exhausted," Irene said. 
"It was a long day." 
"Did you learn anything?" Irene asked. 
"Nothing that will help very much. Johnny has to re

member more. Just a little bit more." 
"I really don't see how you could expect to accomplish 

anything. Not after experts went up there and found out 
what happened." 

Jane Ann whirled on her sister, her eyes ablaze. "Ex
perts on what? Experts on Johnny? Experts on Johnny 
and me and what we have? I went there looking for the 
little things they'd miss, Irene." 

"You don't have to shout at me, dear." 
"Why do you want me to give up on this ? I did find 

a few little things that don't quite fit. Would three weak 
drinks make Johnny scratch off in the car like some school 
kid? He always used the seat belt. The belts weren't 
used. I learned just enough to know that I have to go 
back up there again. And look for more." 

Irene put her hands on Jane Ann's shoulders. "I just 
don't want you to be hurt." 

"I'm sorry, Irene. But I am hurt. It hurts to have 
anybody believe something that's wrong. Can't you under
stand that? It has to be wrong." 

"But everything points to--" 
Jane Ann measured a tiny space with thumb and 

forefinger. "Maybe, before I went up there, there was one 
tiny little doubt this big, so tiny I didn't even know I had 
my doubt at all. But now it's gone, if it ever existed, 
Irene. It all just-just doesn't feel right. Do you know 
what it was like to me? Like one of those plays where the 
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lines aren't quite right. So you can't really believe what 
the actors say. They try to be very sincere and very 
plausible, but you just can't quite believe them." 

"I guess I can't stop you, can I ?" 
"Nobody can stop me, Irene. Nobody can stop us." 
"All I can do is wish you luck, then-love and luck." 

At the hospital she told him exactly what he had done 
that night, as far as she had been able to check it out, 
warning him not to confuse her account with any frag
ments of memory he could dredge up. 

He held his clenched fist against his forehead and 
spoke slowly. "Yes. Yes, we did go back to the office. 
Wait. I can remember following his car, those red tail
lights in the rain." 

"And you parked behind the Mountaineer." 
After a few moments he shook his head. "The Moun

taineer is a blank, honey. I was never there." 
She went off and borrowed pencil and paper, and 

came back and drew a rough sketch of the interior. "Here 
is the bar. The tables are over here. This is the rear hall
way to the back door to the parking lot. jukebox here." 

"Nothing," he said forlornly. 
She took a deep breath. "Let's try the other kind of 

memories. Fifteen people there. They would be laughing 
and talking. jukebox music, probably loud. A dark, 
plump, pretty young woman in bright clothes, wearing a 
lot of bracelets and probably a lot of perfume. A loud, 
deep laugh." 

He stared at her. "Dear Lord," he whispered. 
"What, darling? What is it?" 
"That laugh. I can remember that laugh, in the night. 

Dark. Raining a little. I . . .  I was kissing a girl. Quite 
short. jane Ann, I'm sorry. I'm terribly sorry." 

"Were you in the car kissing her?" 
"No. Outdoors in the dark. By a door or something. 

A window, maybe. jane Ann, I think we'd better quit all 
this." 

"No ! Look at what I've drawn here. She was danc
ing alone in front of the jukebox. You were on one of 
these stools. You were looking at her. You were turned 
around looking at her and she was looking back at you.'' 

He closed his eyes. "Red pants," he said. "Shiny red 
pants. And a red and white blouse, striped. And a red 
ribbon in her hair, but there were three different shades of 
red." He frowned without opening his eyes. "Wooden 
floor, loud music. The drinks were weak. She said some
thing to me. She asked me something." 

"But you can remember the Mountaineer now?" 
"Not too clearly. In pieces, sort of." 
"She stopped you and asked you something. Can you 

remember?" 
"I'm trying. I can almost see her face when she was 

asking me. I'll keep trying to remember, honey. And . . .  
please forgive me." 

"For what?" 
He stared at her. and then his eyes became shiny. 

"Stanch gal," he said in a husky tone. ''I'm not worth all 
that. I messed everything up." 

"Shut up, johnny. Nothing about us is changed. 
Nothing about you and me is different in any way." 

Two days later she drove north into the hills once 
again, up into the country on a hot, bright july day, 
through the shady villages and along the lakes. 

The Mannix place was down a dirt road a little dis
tance south of the Mountaineer. It was a narrow, two
story frame building with small windows and a steep pitch 
of roof. Siding, weathered gray, had been applied to 
about half the house, and the rest was tar paper mended 
in a few places with rusting squares of sheet metal. 

As she walked from the car toward the small front 
porch a face looked at her from one of the narrow win
dows, and then a fat, gray-faced woman in a faded print 
dress came out on the porch and stared down at her. 
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' 'There's nobody to home," the woman said. 
"I wondered if Mr. Mannix was here." 
"I said he wasn't. He's off with a woods crew away 

north of Cary Lake. Won't be back for two weeks any
how. I'm just minding the place for him, miss. I'm sec
ond cousin to him. I can give him word somebody was 
here, you tell me what you want." 

"I was going to ask him about . . .  Mrs. Mannix." 
"The judgment of the Lord come down on that woman 

better than two weeks back, miss." She stopped sudden
ly and her eyes widened. "I heard the wife of the man that 
killed her was prying around asking questions. You her?'" 

"I'm not at all sure that my husband--" 
The woman's voice rose to a high, curious sound, a 

kind of whining bellow, and her gray face turned red. 
"Want nobody sneaking around here trying to mix things 
up so Ross won't get what's coming to him. There's a 
motherless boy and a widower man, and their loss and 
grief has got to be paid for. Your man took that poor girl 
out onto the night roads in his big car and he kilt her 
dead and that's all there is to it. Now you get off this 
property and don't you come back here trying to save your 
man's money by making people say bad things about 
Shirley . . . .  " 

jane Ann fled. As she backed out and drove away 
she could still hear the sustained, bawling voice of the big 
woman. She parked near the main road, shaken by such 
a display of venom. She got out of the car and sat on 
a big, gray, sun-warmed boulder. This was the emotional 
climate Shirley Mannix knew-savage and bitter and 
very direct. 

Once she had stopped trembling she was willing to 
concede that perhaps such ugly directness was, in its own 
way, a little more honest than the way some of her ac
quaintances had reacted in the past two weeks. Good 
friends had been loyal. But the others came around with 
the silky and soothing little words of comfort. prying in 
subtle ways, their mouths set in configurations of righteous 
satisfaction that bawdy disaster had befallen a man who 
had been doing so very well-up to that point. How ter
rible for you, my dear! How shocking ! Had he been see
ing the woman very long? Will he be on a sort of leave 
of absence, dear? And you have such darling children. 

Their venom was bittersweet and more deadly, a poi
son secreted by lives barren of any real satisfaction, de
prived of warmth, jealous of those who had good relation
ships, delighted to see others pulled down to their own 
shoddy level. 

Seeing that angry woman and the place where Mrs. 
Mannix had lived gave jane Ann evidence that no lawyer 
could have understood. It confirmed one suspicion she'd 
had about the entire matter, a judgment entirely aside 
from any speculation about whether johnny could be an 
unfaithful husband. Had he been a bachelor, had he been 
a permanent resident of Hartsville, had Shirley Man
mix been after him for years, it would still be unrea
sonable to suppose that he would have had anything 
to do with her. 

Johnny was just too fastidious for that. There was 
nothing unmanly about him. He was demonstrably, even 
roisterously, male, but he had an almost feline tidiness in 
his standards regarding the desirability of women. Though 
he accepted women as flesh-and-blood creatures, not 
idealized symbols, he felt it was the social and emotional 
responsibility of a woman to understate herself. Obvious
ness, crudity, aggression, in a woman repelled him. A 
bellowing laugh, a clatter of junk jewelry, a florid clash 
of colors, a tangle of hair, too much ungirdled abundance 
-all these things put him off. 

And so that was part of the error of the assumption 
the world made about John Foley and Shirley Mannix. 
People assumed that merely because he was a man away 
from home and she was a random, careless, available girl, 
he would want her. But, all loyalties aside, he could not 
want a Shirley Mannix. It was not that he was better than 



other men. It was just that certain characteristics offended 
him, and from what Jane Ann had heard, the Mannix 
woman had had most of those characteristics in full 
measure. 

She arose from her rock and squared her shoulders. 
She knew that she had to look at every piece of the puzzle. 
The next part of it was the Marlow brothers. People who 
were not emotionally involved had put the pieces of the 
puzzle together, had forced the pieces into position and 
said they fitted perfectly. But the imperfect fit created 
tension, and she felt that if she could dislodge one piece, all 
the rest of it would explode and then have to be fitted back 
together in a way consistent with the heart and the spirit of 
the man she knew. 

T. ]. Arlington was friendly and perfectly willing to 
help her. She found him in his office in the village. After 
she told him what she wanted, he made several phone calls, 
rambling and indirect, talking of unrelated matters, putting 
his questions in casually. winking reassuringly at her a 
few times as he talked. 

"Strange as it may seem," he said finally, "both those 
boys are working at the same time. Lew signed on with 
the County Road Department, and he's in a work crew 
chopping brush along the Blind Rock Lake Road. Chick 
is up north of here someplace, maybe at Twin Creek, they 
think, working for some kind of a bait and boat-rental 
outfit." 

"Do they live here ?" 
"No permanent place, Mrs. Foley. They were using 

Tyler's old cabin for most of the winter and spring, but 
he's got it rented now to summer folks. Twin Creek is 
too far for Chick to be coming back and forth. I can see 
if I can find out where Lew is staying these days, but I 
think if you want to talk to him, the best way would be 
to drive on out the Blind Rock Lake Road and look for 
the crew. There will be a man named Winkler in charge, 
and you can tell him it would be a favor to me if he lets 
you talk to Lew Marlow. But you won't like it." 

"I don't understand." 
"Both those men are mean, Mrs. Foley. Mean. 

dirty mouths on them. Neither of them would throw 
water on a man on fire, believe me. I can't remember them 
helping anybody in any way unless they were paid to do it. 
Or beaten into it." 

"All I can do is try.'' 
T. J. coughed and looked uncomfortable. "All he'll do 

is try to agitate you. You're a pretty woman, Mrs. Foley. 
I don't know what he'll say to you, but you won't like it.'' 

"It doesn't matter how he acts or what he says to me. 
I just want him to tell me what happened that night. He 
and his brother were talking to Shirley Mannix about my 
husband. I want to know what they said. That's all." 

"You said Johnny can remember a little more now." 
"Yes. But not really enough to help. Not yet." 

About four miles from Hartsville she came upon the 
two county trucks and the road crew. Winkler was a 
cheerful, freckled, toothless little man. "Now, you pull 
farther off the road, lady, and I'll send him on back to talk 
to you. Is this something about welfare ?" 

"No, it's a personal matter, Mr. Winkler." 
Lew Marlow came sauntering back to the car. He 

was older than she had expected, a powerful man in 
sweaty T shirt and ragged jeans. He had thinning red 
hair, pale blue eyes, a face so reddened by sunburn that 
his nose and forehead were blistered and peeling. His 
belly bulged over the waistband of the jeans. He looked 
at her through the open car window, his stare lazy, ap
praising and totally insolent. 

"We can take off right now, honey," he said. "It's 
too hot for this kind of work." 

"I'm Mrs. Foley. I want to talk to you about what 
happened the night Shirley Mannix was killed. Do you 
want to come around and get into the car?'' 

He stood silently for a moment. "I'm pretty messed 
up to get in the car, missis. Better we could set on that 
shady bank over there.'' The insolence was gone. He 
seemed extremely polite. 

They walked over to the bank. He sat a good five 
feet away from her, half turned to face her. "What was it 
you wanted to know?" 

"Mr. Arlington and Mr. Stack said she was spending 
time with you and your brother during the evening." 

"It's usually like that when we're in there the same 
time. One thing, she never cost a man much money. Not 
by drinking root beer." 

"And she became . . .  friendly with my husband?" 
"She took a quick shine to him. Shirl was like that. 

She played up to him, and from what I hear, they left to
gether, all right. We left about the same time T. J. did." 

"Mr. Arlington was under the impression that when 
she sat with you and your brother, the three of you were 
discussing my husband in some way." 

"I guess you could say we were, missis." 
"How do you mean?" 
"Well, I guess you could say it was like a bet. Ar

lington came in with that fella, him in a business suit and 
white shirt and tie, and that gold wedding ring on him, and 
talking so neat and serious to old T. J., and I guess we 
kidded Shirl about taking dead aim at him, and we told 
her he wasn't about to take up with the likes of her, and 
she vowed as how she'd get her hooks into him wifh hardly 
no trouble at all." 

"I understand she stopped him and spoke to him." 
"That's what she did." 
·'What did she say to him?" 
"Ma'am, I haven't any idea in the world. Some crazy 

thing. That's what she'd do." 
"But you and your brother didn't stay around to see 

her win the bet." 
"I wouldn't exactly say that, missis. We seen her go 

sit with him at the bar, and from the way he took it. that 
bet was lost right there. We went on home." 

"And there's nothing else you can tell me?'' 
''No, ma'am, not a thing. It was too bad, what hap

pened. These are bad roads on a dark night. Shirl said 
she had a wish to go on down to the city, and I guess that's 
where she talked him into taking her. But they only 
made it part way." 

"It would be pretty stupid for my husband to bring her 
down to where he lives and works and where a lot of people 
know him." 

"A man gets a woman on his mind, he doesn't think 
too clear sometimes, ma'am." 

"Well, Mr. Marlow, thank you for being so coopera 
tive. "  

"I  guess I wasn't much help to you." 
She stood by the car and watched him walk back to 

the work area. He looked back at her once, squinting 
against the bright sunlight. She drove by the crew until 
she found a place to turn around, and then went on back 
to the village, waving at Mr. Winkler as she went by. 

She was back in the city in time to see Johnny before 
returning to the house. He seemed listless and depressed. 
His head dressing was much smaller, and they had had 
him in a wheel chair on the sun deck for an hour, but he 
did not seem cheered by it. He had not remembered any
thing more. He doubted that he ever would. 

"Cheer up, darling,'' she told him. 
"It hurts when I laugh." 
"So try a kind of ghastly chuckle." 
He stared thoughtfully at her. "You couldn't possibly 

be hiding any kind of good news, could you?" 
"Nothing we can use. I am the mystery woman of the 

north woods-poor, blind, stupid, loyal wife. But I have a 
feeling that the official version is suddenly going to col
lapse. I can't explain it. It's just a feeling. A kind of 
subconscious confidence." She frowned. "It's almost as 
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though I alreaC:y knew something important and I don't 
know exactly whac it is." 

His smile was weak but it was a smile. "Tiger blood," 
he said. 

"What?" 
"It makes me think of that time with National Appli

ance." 
Her cheeks felt hot. "Well, they were wrong and I 

was right." 
"A two-billion-dollar corporation versus one indignant 

little housewife." 
"They kept brushing me off." 
"Honey, they didn't even know they were in a fight 

until all of a sudden they started bleeding. And then they 
had to fly two factory engineers in, bringing replacement 
parts and a letter of apology from the company president." 

"just the vice-president. And they were very nice 
men. They understood that when you promise somebody 
something, you should do it." 

He shook his head. "Tiger blood. If I didn't know 
you, honey, you'd scare me. But this time it isn't a case 
of getting a new dryer fixed. This time it's broken-down 
john Foley, and maybe there aren't any spare parts. How 
about a job? No bonding company will touch me after 
this. Where do I start? Door-to-door selling? Gas 
jockey ?" 

She quelled the sudden feeling of tears. "What you 
do, sir, is do one thing at a time, and getting well has first 
priority." 

He stared at her. "Sure. Everything is going to work 
out fine." 

"Hasn't it always ?" 
"That isn't logic. That's superstition." 
"So be it. I have a superstitious belief in us. And 

don't forget the tiger blood." 

An night in the lonely bedroom her sleep was rest
less. She kept drifting in and out of tumbled dreams, 
awakening to a feeling of fading terror, of deep dejection. 

There were so many little inconsistencies in the story 
of the accident, but they did not s em to point in any 
logical direction. Added up, they merely resulted in a 
feeling of wrongness. 

She arose and got a drink of water and then went 
to the window and leaned her forehead against the cool 
glass and looked wistfully out at the moonlight. How do 
you make all the little wrong things turn out right? she 
thought. What do you add or subtract to make them feel 
consistent? . . .  If a haystack is thirty feet high and it 
takes forty-one cows a month and a day to eat it down to 
the ground, what is the name of the farmer's daughter? 

She moved slowly back toward the bed. Suddenly she 
stopped and opened her eyes wide ; she took a deep breath 
and held it. And then, walking as carefully as though she 
carried something fragile upon her head, she went to the 
bed and sat rigidly on the edge of it. She took her con
cept and tried to make it seem false, tried to create a new 
disbelief. But it would not totter. It stood squarely, 
based on a reality that made it more truth than suppo
sition. 

She grinned into darkness, joy commingled with a 
savage satisfaction. She tried to sleep, and knew she 
could not. She dressed and went to wake Irene to tell her 
she was going to drive up into the hill country again. 

The interview with Sergeant Daniels and Trooper 
Vernon Gyce was not difficult to arrange, but convincing 
them that they should take action was another matter. 
They viewed her proposal with what she considered 
evasiveness. 

"But what harm would it possibly do?" 
Daniels cleared his throat. "The thing is, we've got to 

have something to go on." 
"You stare at me as if I'd lost my mind. Shouldn't 

people be able to ask you for a little help?" 
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Sergeant Daniels said, "But the way we're set up. 
there's a Criminal Investigation Division to handle things 
like that, Mrs. Foley." 

"I don't care who does it, just as long as somebody 
does. How many times do I have to tell you the things 
that are wrong about this whole episode, gentlemen? I've 
looked into it. I know that my husband was not d�unk. 
He would not pick up that woman. He would not drive 
like that. He would use the seat belt. He would not head 
in this direction. And a man who is notoriously sullen and 
uncooperative was very sweet and polite to me. Isn't that 
enough ?" 

The sergeant's smile was uncomfortable. "I wouldn't 
say so." 

"Then please do what I suggest." 
"But that kind of thing ought to be done by the 

C.I.D." 
She looked appealingly at Vernon Gyce. " Isn't this 

pretty stupid, really ? How can they do it if you won't call 
them in?" 

Gyce examined his big knuckles. "Barney. maybe we 
could take a shot at it unofficially. sort of. So there's 
no report if it doesn't work out.'' 

"On your own time, Vern.'" 
"It would be okay?" 
"I'm giving you an hour off right now. But who pays 

for the phone calls?" 
"I will,'' jane Ann said quickly. 
"Can I use the back office ?" Gyce asked. 
"Go ahead. But remember, it's unofficial." 
jane Ann and Gyce walked into a small office in 

the rear of the small building. Gycc: left her there alone 
and came back in a few moments with the master list of 
all the doctors in the area. 

"Start with the ones nearest here?" he asked. 
"I don't think so. I think the best place to start would 

be with the ones in any direction outside of Hartsville ex
cept this direction. And far enough so that the doctor 
wouldn't be likely to know the patient." 

He thought it over and nodded. He took a pencil 
and made tiny, neat little check marks beside three names. 
"Barleydale, Hallmeister and Quenton City, then." 

She tried to relax as he made the first call. She was 
conscious of the racing of her heart. "Doctor? This is 
Trooper Gyce, Dowellburg Barracks, sir. We want to 
know if on the twenty-sixth of last month you had a 
patient come in for treatment with injuries that could 
have occurred in a traffic accident. A male patient not 
personally known to you . . . .  Sir? . . .  Yes, of course. 
Sorry to have bothered you." 

On the second call he could not get hold of the doctor. 
The office nurse had him wait while she checked the 
records. No such patient had been in. 

Gyce hung up and shrugged. "Sometimes they walk 
away without a scratch, Mrs. Foley." 

"You saw the car. Was that likely?'" 
"I  guess not. We'll keep trying. anyhow." 
No luck on the third call. Next he tried Palmerton. 

thirty miles southeast of Hartsville. He asked his stand
ard question. He waited. She saw his face quicken 
with interest. He pulled a scratch pad closer. "I'd like 
the details on that, sir." She watched him write on the 
pad. Nine thirty A.M. 26th. Wrist, hand, ribs, lacera 
tion on jaw. Ace in woods. WMA, approx 30, tall, sandy. 
john Hart. Cash. "Thank you very much. Doctor. This 
may be what we're looking for.'' 

Gyce hung up and gave Jane Ann a wide grin of de
light. "Son of a gun !" he said. "It could be the jackpot. 
Mrs. Foley. It just might be. His office is in his home. 
The man arrived before office hours. There were two of 
them, but the doctor didn't get a look at the other one. 
The man was pretty banged up. Broken wrist. badly 
sprained hand, cracked ribs and a facial lacenition. Said 
he'd stumbled in the woods and hurt himself in falling. 
By that time his wrist was so badly swollen the doctor 



had a hard time setting it. Checked the hand with a 
fluoroscope, but no bones broken there. Taped his ribs, 
stitched the laceration, set the wrist and put a cast on it 
and put it in a sling. He said the man looked and acted 
as if he'd walked out of the woods and had been in con
siderable pain for quite a few hours, so he didn't think 
twice about it. But he did ask the man to come back in 
a week and he never showed up. Let's go tell Barney.' '  

''And then the Criminal Investigation people ?" 
He nodded. "Now there's enough to go on." 
"But can they find him?" 
Vernon Gyce savored a cold little smile. ' 'They can 

find him." 

The C.I.D. specialists found Charles "Chick" Marlow 
within thirty-six hours. They found him a hundred miles 
from Hartsville, using a false name. He tried to go out 
through the window of the restaurant where they found 
him. They brought him back. He refused to say a 
word. He was questioned for twelve consecutive hours, 
was identified by the doctor who had treated him, and 
was shown a faked fingerprint record supposedly taken 
from the death car and a faked blood-test report sup
posedly made from bloodstains found at the scene of 
the accident. 

At last he gave a great shuddering sigh and his face 
went slack, and at these familiar symptoms they called in 
the official stenographer. 

"Such lousy luck,'' he said softly. "All my life, noth
ing but this same lousy luck." 

He told all of it. He needed no further prompting. He 
and his brother and the Mannix woman had seen T. ]. Ar
lington and John Foley arrive in separate cars. The three 
of them had been bored. The brothers had told Shirley she 
couldn't pick up the stranger. There had been no plan in 
the beginning. It all grew out of boredom. She had stopped 
Foley and asked for a ride home, telling him there was a 
man waiting to rough her up, that she lived fairly close but 
didn't have a car. 

john Foley had been too wary of her to go for that. 
It had annoyed her, made her mad at him. Then Chick 
Marlow suggested to her that if she could get Foley out in 
the back parking lot, maybe they could convince him 
he should lend them his car. Lew Marlow had wanted no 
part of that game. 

Right after T. J. Arlington left, the Marlow brothers 
left. Chick waited in the shadows out in back and Lew 
drove out in the truck and went home. It took forty 
minutes for Shirley Mannix to talk John Foley into giving 
her a lift home. As soon as they were out in the lot, 
Shirley, by prearrangement, grabbed john Foley and kissed 
him. 

"I come up behind him and clunked him with a rock. 
I put him in his car, in the back, and got the keys and 
drove it out of there. We felt crazy, laughing and all. We 
said how we'd leave him off someplace and take his car 
papers and credit cards and see if we could make it all 
the way to California. I don't know if we were kidding or 
if we were really going to do it. She got up and leaned 
over the seat and felt him and said he was breathing okay. 
We didn't see how he could make much trouble, on account 
of, after all, she had picked him up. She'd left the place 
with him. A lot of people saw that. And then all of a 
sudden I saw I maybe wasn't going to make that big curve 
this side of Dowellburg." 

The accident had injured him painfully, but it did not 
knock him out. He found Foley first, and was fright
ened at the way the man looked. It took him longer to 
find Shirley Mannix. He lighted a match with his good 
hand and saw that she was dead. When he heard the 
truck stopping, he ran into the brush. When the driver 
was gone, he started back toward Hartsville, walking on 
the shoulder of the road, ducking for cover whenever he 
heard a car coming. He got to the cabin he shared with 
his brother at eight in the morning, circling wide to come 

up behind it so he would not be seen. His brother drove 
him to the doctor in Palmerton and then took him out of 
the area, where pertinent questions might be asked about 
his injuries. 

The charges were assault, grand theft, kidnaping and 
felony murder. 

The newspapers corrected themselves with all the 
space and attention that any story with a warm and 
human angle merits. HOUSEWIFE SOLVES KIDNAP MYS
TERY . . .  BAR-GIRL PROVES ACCOMPLICE. 

They all were interviewed and photographed-Jane 
Ann, Irene, the children, johnny. Theirs was a three-day 
fame, and Jane Ann was glad when it was over. 

One afternoon soon afterward, she pushed johnny's 
wheel chair down the long corridor to the sun room and 
then sat with him. She smiled at him, muffling a yawn. 

"Exhausted by the plaudits of the masses?" he asked. 
' 'I  guess. I don't know. If I didn't feel so sleepy and 

so contented, I'd be getting sort of angry, I guess. "  
"About what, honey ?" 
"They act as if they'd never had the slightest doubt 

about you. Tom Haskell and that insurance man. Don 
jennsen too. They act as if it were just a matter of time 
until it all came out. Heck, I don't want medals or any
thing. I don't want people apologizing to me for the 
things they said when it looked the worst, but . . . " 

"Just what did put you on the right track, anyway ?" 
"It was the buildup people gave Lew Marlow. He 

was supposed to be such a horrible animal, surly and 
dangerous, and then he couldn't have been sweeter to 
me. Courteous and helpful. Like a fool, I thought it 
was because I was such a nice girl. Until I thought about 
it the other night when I couldn't sleep. Why had he been 
so nice? What was he trying to establish? And then 
I thought of a good reason for the forced charm, and it 
just . . . seemed to fit." 

He shook his head wonderingly. "I give you the 
john Foley Award for wifemanship. For unlimited in
credulity." 

"For tiger blood?" 
"Of the most savage and stubborn variety." 
"It's not much fun being a tiger. It's lonely work." 

She tried to smile, but it was a small and crooked effort. 
He took her hand. "What's wrong?" 
"I-1 don't know, really. This is supposed to be the 

happy ending, isn't it ? Name cleared, job safe and you'll 
be home in ten days. Fade-out with violins. But-oh, I 
don't know what's wrong with me !" Her mouth trembled. 

"Maybe the valiant Jane Ann is just fresh out of 
strength. All used up." 

"More than that, Johnny. Something else. A feeling 
of having lost something along the way and not knowing 
what it is." 

"Do you want me to try to tell you?" he asked. 
She nodded, her eyes solemn. 
"It's a kind of loss of innocence. For both of us. 

We had some funny little illusions left-like believing that 
the world will take you at your own value. But it won't. 
We know that now." 

"Then is it just you and me, johnny ? The way I 
value you and the way you value me?" 

"Is that so bad?" 
"No. But things can get cruel and cold out there." 
"When you're alone, Jane Ann." 
She wiped her eyes. "I am a lonely woman in a 

lonely house, and you'd better come home, I think." 
He reached out and stroked her hair, pulled her close 

and kissed the salt taste of her lips. 
"I shouldn't come here and snivel at you," she said. 
He kissed her again. 
"When I get rested up, I'll be fine again," she said. 
He kissed her the third time, at greater length. 
She sighed, stirred, sat up and looked at him owlishly. 

"What were we talking about?" she asked. THE END 
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HAPPI LY EVER AFTER 
b y  Cam i l la R .  B ittle 

Barbara jean Cotty was born in 1944 in a hospital in 
�xas. Her father was an aviation cadet at the time and A.tricted to the field, so that when Melanie Cotty brought 

her first baby home to the room with kitchen privileges 
that they had rented, she arrived all alone in a taxi. She 
put the baby in the middle of the bed and lay down be
side her and cried. She cried because she was tired, and 
because sh� was alone, and because she was frightened. 

In a few minutes she heard a rap at the door. She 
dried her eyes and called out, "Come in." It would be 
Mrs. Watkins, who owned the house and had told them 
when they took the room that she had already rented to 
seven classes of cadets. They would be the eighth. Her 
tone of voice suggested that she hoped the war would go 
on and on. 

"Oh, oh. oh." Mrs. Watkins squealed softly, leaning 
over the bed and peering at the baby. "What a beautiful 
baby ! What are you going to call her?" 

"Barbara jean." 
"Isn't that nice,'' Mrs. Watkins cooed, turning back 

the blanket for a better look. "There, now, if she isn't 
the spit and image of my Roy when he was a baby." 
She touched Barbara jean's foot with her finger and then 
covered her carefully. "Now, honey," she said, ' 'I don't 
want you to worry about a thing. You can do your 
bottles in the kitchen, and the diapers in the set tub. 
We'll manage. I'm going to bring you your supper to
night, and Mr. Watkins is going to get a heater put into 
the bathroom to keep it from being too cold when you 
give the baby a bath. Now, you just rest, and if you 
want anything, pound on the wall. I'll hear you." 

Melanie didn't want anything except Dave. He 
hadn't been able to get to the hospital at all. He hadn't 
even seen the baby. The Red Cross had phoned a mes
sage out to the field, and she had had a letter from him. 
He might as well have been overseas. 

That wasn't true, of course. She knew where he was 
and that he was all right. Sometimes the trainers crashed 
and cadets were killed, but it wasn't likely and she tried 
not to think about it. She leaned over the baby and 
brushed the hair away from her forehead. It wasn't really 
hair at all ; it was spun silk. Barbara jean's lashes were a 
soft fringe and her skin was pink petals ; everything about 
her was perfect-just like the life she and Dave were going 
to have when all this was over. 

Everything would be wonderful then. They would 
be able to go home and have a place of their own. It 
wouldn't have to be anything grand, just a stove and re
frigerator and bath of their own with no Mrs. Watkins 
popping in and out to ask if they needed anything. They 
would live in Cedar City in a nice little house, and if they 
were lucky, they'd have a car. Dave would go to work at 
eight thirty and come home at five thirty, and there 
wouldn't be any nebulous dark monster called "overseas" 
waiting to gobble him up. 
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When she woke up in the morning he would b�; there 
beside her. and the baby would be in her crib, kicking and 
babbling. Melanie would slip into a flowered wrapper 
and brush her hair and her teeth and put on some lipstick 
and go to the kitchen, where she would start the coffee 
and maybe, unless it was rationed and they still couldn't 
buy it, some bacon. The milk and the paper would be at 
the back door and she would fix the table with the blue
and-white china she'd had to pack away. After a little 
while Dave would come in smelling of toothpaste nnd 
shaving lotion, and he would take her in his arms and 
hold her and they would stand in the sunshine of their 
own kitchen and not have to be afraid any mor�;. 

She would be able to wave when he went down th� 
walk to the bus stop, or down the driveway in the car if 
they had one, and she wouldn't have to wonder if she'd 
ever see him again. Then she would start tht: dishes and 
make their bed and tend to the baby-only by then it  
might be two babies. She would put the diapers in to 
soak and sweep the kitchen and go out into the yard to 
see if the bulbs were coming up. 

Oh, it would be wonderful. They would live happily 
ever after. This is what she wanted, and when she had 
first fallen in love with Dave it was what she had e x 
pected. She would graduate from high school, and take 
a course in something, and he would finish college. No 
one thought the war would go on and on. Then they 
would be married and live happily ever after. 

This is what happened to people. At least. it hap
pened to the people she knew and read about. and her 
mother had made it very clear to her that there was noth
ing in the world as important as being a good girl and 
marrying the man you loved, and that for the two of them 
everything fine and wonderful would come true. It didn't 
occur to Melanie that the silences in her own home. tht· 
muffled talking behind closed doors, the long. dark looks 
her mother gave her father-it didn't occur to her that 
any of this signified anything important. 

There was only one course of action to take if you 
were a girl, and Melanie had known this since she was in 
pigtails. A girl grew up and did what she was supposed 
to do. She did her homework and practiced the piano 
and helped her mother in the house. She learned to roll 
up her own hair, and when she was old enough she worked 
at baby sitting or a summer job to help pay for her clothes 
and to buy things like lipstick and powder base. She 
went to college or to business school, she dated as many 
boys as possible and eventually she fell in love. 

So Melanie let boys hold her hand and kiss her. but 
she was afraid to let things go any further-afraid that 
her reputation would suffer and spoil her chances with 
her future husband. Sooner or later, she knew, the right 
boy would ask her to go steady or wear his pin. which 
would lead to a diamond and marriage. 

All this produced a kind of exhaustion in her. She 
had been good, and done her homework. and tried to keep 
a kiss from becoming something more. She had copied 
her mother, and earned some money, and finally the great
est moment of her life arrived and she became a wife. 
That was all. After that came the happily ever after
and that, of course, took care of itself. Love took care of 
it. If it weren't for the war, she and Dave would be hav
ing the happily ever after right now. She began to cry 
softly, and drew her baby close to her young, anguished 
body and thought, This is not going to happen to her. 

Three weeks later Dave got his wings and was shipped 
to Lincoln, Nebraska, and Melanie took the baby home to 
Cedar City. Her mother had put a crib in Melanie's old 
room and bought a bathinette for the baby. The curtains 
were fresh, and heat came out of radiators instead of gas 
heaters. The stove and refrigerator and bathroom seemed 
like her own, and the sun coming in the windows wus a 
golden, promising sun, not the burning, consuming sun of 
Texas. 



Melanie left Barbara Jean with her mother and father 
and took a train to Lincoln. Before she left, her mother 
warned her to be careful. Her mother didn't actually 
put it into words, but she managed to make it clear that 
one baby was enough. Things were uncertain ; nobody 
knew when the war would end. They could fit one crib 
into the room, but not two. She didn't really say any
thing. but Melanie knew ; and she didn't want to do any
thing to spoil the happily ever after. so she was careful 
and it was all right. Nothing could spoil things for them 
when they were together. 

"Why didn't you bring the baby ?" Dave asked. 
"For a week ?" she said. "And get her all off sched

ule ? Besides," she said. snuggling up to him, "I wanted 
to be alone with you. I wanted to have all the time we 
could have together. I 'll bring her when your next as
signment comes in." 

"We may get our orders any time," he said. "There's 
a rumor they'll be shipping us right out." 

"Shipping you out?" she said, fear clutching her. 
"But you said you had another three months' training." 

"Things change out there every time they call roll." 
"They can't do that," she cried. "That's not what 

they said. The class ahead of you came out here for clas
sification and then they went on to Florida, and the class 
ahead of that went to Fresno. They can't ship you out." 

Dave shrugged. ''They can do anything they please." 
They gave him his orders the next day, and he had 

one twelve-hour pass before they sent him East to Mitchel 
Field. By the time Melanie was back in Cedar City he 
was on his way to Gander Field in Newfoundland, and 
there was nothing at all she could do about it but close 
her door and cry and wonder if there would ever be an 
afterward for them, or anything at all. 

Their first home wasn't in Cedar City after all. It 
was in Astrid, Ohio, which was fifty miles from Cedar 
City and five times bigger. When Dave was discharged in 
1945 there were two things he could have done-gone back 
to college, or taken a job with the Wrightway Container 
Corporation as a salesman. He didn't want to go to col
lege, not even with the GI Bill paving the way. He was 
twenty-four years old. husband, father and, more than 
that, human being. He had seen his friends go down in 
spirals of smoke, and he had picked through the debris of 
wrecked planes to try to identify a buddy who no longer 
existed. He was both an old man and a child; and the 
long-range benefits of college failed to impress him. He 
was schooled to the short-range, and Wrightway offered 
something good-a bird in hand, so to speak. 

He and Melanie lived with her parents while they 
hunted for an apartment. In 1945 and 1946 there weren't 
any housing developments or new buildings-there was only 
the chance that you might happen onto something when 
somebody else was moving out. By then they were des
perate to be alone. Melanie had lived with her parents 
all during the time Dave was overseas, and although it 
had been a happy arrangement, it had only been so while 
she was content to be one of two children. She was still 
her mother's child, and Barbara Jean was the other, and 
when Dave came home he was treated like a guest for a 
while, then like an extra. 

The situation was growing intolerable when Wright
way transferred Dave to Ohio. His performance had 
been so remarkable, even in only a few months, that they 
made him a district manager with headquarters in Astrid. 
and he moved into a furnished room and worked all day 
and followed up leads on housing all evening. 

It was another two months before he found anything, 
and what he found wasn't very good. But they were so 
eager to be alone that it looked like heaven to them, and 
two weeks later, when he had spent all his free time paint
ing the three rooms, they moved in. 

What they had was one side of a duplex. It was 
old but it had been well built ; by the time they moved 

Dave had it clean, the paint was fresh and everything 
worked. They didn't stand it up against Melanie's home ; 
they compared it to the room they had had in Texas, and 
she went through the rooms exclaiming joyfully. The 
bathroom didn't have a shower-just a tub that stood on 
claw feet-and the water heater was housed in the comer. 
Melanie patted it lovingly. "Hot water," she said. 

''It may not be too warm in here." Dave said. 
''We'll get an electric heater." 
She went into the kitchen. ' 'Look.' '  she cried. "our 

own stove and refrigerator !" 
"I hope the damn thing doesn't break down," Dave 

said, regarding the refrigerator, which was an old model 
with the motor encased in a circular tub on top of the 
machine. 

"Aunt Edith had one like that for years." Melanie 
said. "It worked perfectly." 

She spun around the rooms. dancing around the oil 
heater that sat in the middle of the living room like a 
great lump of a visitor demanding their attention. 

''It's not exactly a radiator," Dave said grimly. 
"I can see it's not a radiator, silly," she said, "but 

it's a lot better than those open-flame gas things we had 
m Texas. Wouldn't it have been horrible with a baby?" 

"It won't be even heat,'' he said. 
"Who cares?" she cried. "It's ours ! And. oh. Dave. 

we won't always live here. Someday we'll have our own 
house. But this is all we need for now. so who cares if 
it's not perfect?" 

"I care,'' he said, pulling her into his arms. 
"All I want," she said slowly, "all I ever wanted, is 

just to be with you. I didn't care where, or what we had 
to live in, or whether we had any money-! just wanted 
to be with you. When you were gone I thought I would die. 
If it hadn't been for the baby, I would have cried myself 
to death. What good was it being in a big house with 
radiators and all the rest when I didn't know if you were 
alive or dead? All I wanted was to have you home. 
That's all I'll ever want. just to have you and the baby and 
all of us together." 

I t really was all she did want, and she was happy. 
She made curtains for the living room, full of excitement 
because she had found some material she especially liked. 

She began to learn to cook, discovering all the won
derful things you can do with eggs, which were always 
available. She was happy, even in a bathroom that was 
shivery cold and a living room that was swollen with heat. 
She loved Dave and she began to enjoy her baby. 

By then Barbara Jean was toddling and pulling things 
off tabletops, and she had to be watched because the oil 
heater was dirty and got very hot. She climbed up on the 
arms of chairs and put everything in her mouth. Melanie 
spent most of her time saying, "No, no, no. Don't touch. 
Spit it out." Either that or sprinting across a room to 
catch her as she fell, or to snatch a vase in mid-air. She 
was beginning to hope she wouldn't get pregnant again 
very soon. At first she had hoped they would have an

other baby right away, even though her mother said over 
and over again that too many babies put a burden on 
people. Of course they put a burden on people, Melanie 
thought-a wonderful burden of love and responsibility
and she wished her mother wouldn't keep talking about it. 
Just because she had had only one child, it didn't follow 
that this was right for everybody. 

But lately, after the wonderful newness of having Dave 
home, she had begun to think it might be best to wait a 
bit before having another baby. It would be easier. She 
was tired so much of the time, and besides babies cost 
money. Not just getting them born, but all the things 
that came afterward-the vitamins, the checkups, the shots. 

When her mother came to visit for the day they usual
ly took Barbara Jean in for her checkup. Her mother 
drove the fifty miles from Cedar City, and it was a help 
to be able to go to the doctor's in her car. Dave had a 
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company car, of course, but that was not available to her, 
and Melanie didn't like to spend money on taxis unless 
she had to. 

"Why is she getting all these shots ?" Melanie's moth
er asked. "We never had to do all this. The only times 
you saw a doctor were when you were sick. I don't think 
it's a good thing to bring Barbara Jean down here when 
she's perfectly well and expose her to all these sick children. 
and I don't like the idea of filling her veins with all 
these serums or whatever they are." 

"They keep the sick ones separated," Melanie said. 
"and the shots are just to protect her." 

"I think it's foolishness," her mother said. "You had 
them for smallpox and diphtheria, and that was all. I 
can't believe it's good to put all this into their little sys
tems-whooping cough, tetanus, typhoid and what else." 

"That's all. Mother." 
"Well. I don't like it," her mother said. 
She took Barbara Jean onto her lap and rocked her. 

"There. there, baby," she crooned. "Nannie knows what's 
best for hfr little darling. I wouldn't let them stick any 
needles in you if you were my baby. Nannie loves you." 

M elanie told Dave about it afterward. She couldn't 
wait to tell him, because she was seething. 

"I wish you could have heard Mother," she spluttered. 
"You'd think we were trying to hurt Barbie instead of 
protect her. Just because it's different. Good grief, it 
doesn't seem to occur to her that things might have im
proved !" 

"Don't take her with you next time." 
"I won't," Melanie said. "I just thought it was a 

good idea to go when the car was here." 
"Take a taxi." 
"I hate to spend the money." 
"We aren't that poor," Dave said. 
Something in his voice, something undefinable that 

might have been bitterness or sarcasm or simple fatigue 
caught her attention, and she said, "You don't have to 
snap at me. I was only trying to save money. I thought 
we both wanted to save so that we can buy a house." 

''I simply said that taxis don't cost that much." 
"Well, we do want to save for a house, don't we?" 
"Yes, of course.'' 
"Then don't snap at me.'' 
"I'm sorry, honey, I didn't mean to snap. I've had 

a hard day." He turned to leave the kitchen. 
"Oh, darling, I'm sorry," Melanie said remorsefully. 

''Why didn't you say so? What went wrong?" 
"Nothing went wrong. It's just that things have piled 

up. A big account over in Whitley didn't get a shipment 
and there was all hell to pay." 

''I'm so sorry," she said, putting her arms around him 
and snuggling up to him. "We're having a good supper 
and the baby's already in bed. I think she's going to have 
a little reaction from that shot, but maybe if she's feverish. 
she'll sleep better." 

Of course, this wasn't true. If she was feverish, she 
would thrash around in the crib, and Melanie would be 
up half the night checking the time to see if she could 
give her another quarter of an aspirin mashed up in apple
sauce. But usually the baby chose the lonely, middle-of
the-night hours to fuss, and so they could probably at 
least have a quiet dinner. She put candles on the table, 
thinking how nice it would be to sit in the soft light that 
would just illuminate the table and their faces and plunge 
the rest of the room into shadow. Not that she minded 
eating in the kitchen, and someday they would have a 
dining room . . . .  

Just that noon she had said to her mother, "One of 
these days we'll have a dining room." She was fixing sand
wiches on a tray to take into the living room. 

"You've made this apartment very sweet," her moth
er said. "Considering how little you had to work with, 
I think you've done very well." 
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"Dave was lucky to find this . .
. 

"I'm sure he was, but things are opening up a little. 
You ought to be able to find something better. You don't 
want Barbara Jean to play in a neighborhood like this." 

Melanie hadn't thought it was such a bad neighbor
hood, but she said, "No, I suppose not." 

"Young people usually have to start off modestly ... 
her mother said, "unless, of course, the man is established 
before he marries. It might have been better if you'd 
waited, if Dave could have finished college." 

"I suppose you're right," Melanie said. Please. Hitler. 
just hold off for two more years so Dave can finish colleg('. 
she thought bitterly. 

"Young people are so impulsive." her mother said. 
"No patience at all." 

That afternoon they had taken the baby downtown 
and gone shopping. Her mother bought Barbara Jean a 
musical teddy bear. It was the first thing Barbara Jean saw. 
and she stretched out her hands and said. "Teddy, teddy. "  

"Isn't she sweet?" Melanie's mother said. ''I'll buy i t  
for her.'' 

"It's five ninety-eight, Mother," Melanie said. think
ing of the groceries six dollars would buy. 

"That's all right. She's the only granddaughter l 
have, and she wants it.'' 

"She'd love anything," Melanie murmured. "There's 
a stuffed kitten for a dollar ninety-eight." 

"No, she wants the bear," Melanie's mother said. 
She gave Barbara Jean the bear. and when Melanie 

protested as the baby wound the key backward. she only 
said, "No, it's hers. Let her break it if she wants to." 

"But, Mother," Melanie said, "how are we going to 
teach her the value of anything if we let her destroy 
things ?" 

"Oh, what's a toy !" her mother said. winding it up 
correctly and laughing when Barbara Jean thumped it up 
and down against the tray of her stroller. 

There was no use going over and over it. Melani•· 
thought later as she got supper ready. Generations wen· 
different, that was all. It was a good thing they lived fifty 
miles from her parents. It was hard enough being a mother 
and deciding what was best for your child without having 
someone come along and do all the things you knew we1·e 
wrong. Maybe pretty soon, she thought. we will be able 
to get a house with a dining room. and heat piped to 
each room and a bathroom where we don't freeze to death 
in the winter. Maybe then Mother won't go on talking, 
about how we should have waited. Maybe by then we'll 
have another baby and Barbara Jean will begin to learn 
that you have to share, and Dave will be making more 
money and everything will be all right again. 

When Barbara Jean was three and a half they moved 
into their first house. It was a square white house with 
five rooms and a disappearing stairway to the attic. 
There was a furnace with ducts that piped hot air to each 
room, a bath with a shower head over the tub, and a 
kitchen with wall cabinets and a square water heater 
that made an extra countertop. There were five closets
one in each bedroom, a linen closet, a coat closet, a broom 
closet. Five closets ! And no one living on the other sidt
of them to make noise or leave the lids off the garbag<· 
cans ! No one but themselves in their own home. with 
their own fifty feet of front lawn and back yard. 

"Oh, darling," she cried. "Isn't it wonderful-and it"s 
all ours !" 

"Along with a nice little twenty-year mortgar;e .
. .  

Dave said. 
"It's the same thing as rent," she said, ·'only after 

twenty years it will be ours instead of somebody else's .
.. 

''It's not bad, is it?" he said. "I'd sort of like to gtt 
a dog. How about that?" 

"I'd love a dog-and a cat and a flower garden and an 
apple tree and a fenced-in yard. This is what we've aJw,.ys 
wanted." 



"Five years late," he said, ' ·but behold, our honey
moon cottage." 

"S illy darling." she said, putting up her arms. "Carry 
me over the threshold. This is the real beginning." 

H<" lifted her up and carried her into their first real 
home : and he held her on his lap and kissed her, and their 
baby toddled around pulling at the cords of the Venetian 
blinds and babbling happily about nothing. At that 
moment they began to live the happily ever after that 
Melanie had always dreamed about. 

They went to church, taking Barbara Jean to the 
nursery. where they met other young people with babies. 
They made friends with their neighbors, and Melanie 
asked the wives in for coffee. All the long year and a 
half they had spent getting settled-taking Barbie in for 
her shots. going to the movies when they could afford to, 
wondering when they would make new friends, enduring 
the horrors of the duplex-seemed like a dream. 

Now. at last. a house with a neighborhood and a 
church and a job that was growing-all this combined to 
put them in focus with a social life they could enjoy and 
afford. It was exciting, and it was sustaining. It helped 
to talk about how much things cost and how poor every
body was. Other people took their babies in for shots 
and no one thought it was a silly idea. The men talked 
about the war, laughing about the things they could re
member. putting the grim, sad things back out of sight. 
That was all over and there were so many other things to 
talk about-new cars, and the amazing career of Mr. 
Truman. and a thing called television, and baby sitters . . . .  

Melanie asked her best friend to recommend a sitter, 
and then because that sitter was busy she engaged a friend 
of her friend's sitter. When she told Dave he looked 
doubtful. but Melanie said, "What else can I do?" 

"Isn't there anybody else you know who has a sitter 
they've used, who would come ?'' 

"I 've tried everybody we know, and I can't find a 
soul. I don't care if we go or not after all this fuss." 

"We'll go. we'll go," he said. "Where did you say 
she lives ?" 

"On Halsey Street. She said it was in the third block 
and she'd have the light on. Her name is Mrs. Pyne." 

When Mrs. Pyne came through the doorway Barbara 
Jean bt:gau to scream. She had never been left with a 
sitter before. Sometimes Melanie's mother had stayed 
while Melanie and Dave went to a movie. Other times 
Melanie and a neighbor doubled up and kept each other's 
children. Barbara Jean had stayed in the nursery at 
church and been put to bed in the bedrooms of friends' 
houses when Melanie and Dave went out for bridge, but 
Mrs. Pyne was a stranger. 

"There. now," Mrs. Pyne said firmly, "she'll be all 
right soon as she gets used to me. Just show me where 
her things are. We'll make out just fine." 

Barbara Jean stopped screaming when they were 
halfway down the walk, and Mrs. Pyne said she never let 
out a peep once her folks were out of sight. She said 
she thought Barbara Jean was bright as a button. She 
hoped they'd ask her to come again, and that she'd just 
straightened up the kitchen because there wasn't anything 
much else to do and she'd left her crocheting at home. 
She smiled and thanked them when they paid her, and 
when Dave got home they both agreed that Mrs. Pyne 
was clean and dependable and nice, and that they would 
have her again. 

Barbara Jean never cried again when they left her with 
Mrs. Pyne. except on the night when Melanie's mothe1· 
and father came over from Cedar City to take them out 
for an anniversary dinner. It was their seventh anni
versary. over halfway to ten. It stunned them to realize 
how long they'd been married. There was something 
frightening about it, as if time were melting away, but 
when Melanie's parents came into the house time turned 
about- face and made them children again. 

"Well. well. well," Melanie's father said, expanding 
as he bestowed kisses, tossed Barbara Jean in the air and 
congratulated Dave. "This is an occasion. Haven't we 
got a little something for the bridal pair, Mother?" 

Melanie's mother held out a box that was wrapped in 
silver paper. "Be careful," she said. "It's valuable." 

It was a silver coffeepot, a beautiful sterling silver pot 
that looked too elegant for their small dining room. 

"Oh, it's beautiful !" Melanie exclaimed. "It's an 
heirloom. It makes me feel so permanent." 

"Well, I 'm glad, dear," her mother said. "I hope 
you'll take care of it. You really ought to have a china 
cabinet with glass doors, but I suppose this room is too 
small." 

Melanie's father coughed and said, "Haven't we got 
something for our baby ?" 

"It's on the table. Here you are, precious." 
Barbara Jean, who was almost five, tore open the box 

and took out a dress that was a confection of eyelet and 
organdy. She held it up and danced around the room. "I 
want to wear it now," she said. 

"Not now, darling," Melanie said. "It's a party dress. 
See how beautiful it is !" Her glance happened to fall on 
the price tag, which was still strung to the sleeve. and 
she gasped. It had cost $1 4.98. "Oh, Mother." she cried. 
"this is much too nice for her !" 

"Don't be silly. She loves pretty clothes. Go ahead 
and put it on, dear." 

"I think she ought to save it," Melanie said. 
"Let her wear it if she wants to. There, now, dear. 

put it on and show Nannie how nice you look." 
Barbara Jean emerged just as Dave came in with 

Mrs. Pyne. Barbara Jean looked like Shirley Temple, all 
ruffles and dimples, and her audience was overcome. 
Even Mrs. Pyne put up her hands in pleasure when she 
saw her, but Barbara Jean, catching sight of Mrs. Pyne. 
began to shriek. This meant that she was going to be left 
at home. She wanted to go out too. 

After a moment, when they all understood that Bar
bara Jean didn't want to be left at home. Melanie's 
mother said, "Well, let's take her." 

"I don't think we should," Melanie said. "It's getting 
late." 

"Oh, nonsense. She can sleep all morning. She looks 
so adorable, let's just take her." 

"No," Dave said. 
He said it loudly and with such finality that even 

Barbara Jean understood and began to whimper. "That's 
enough out of you," he said, and he opened the door and 
ushered the adults down the walk to the car. 

As they went, Melanie's mother fretted. "I think 
it's terrible to leave her with a sitter. We never left you. 
Melanie." 

"You never had to leave me with a sitter," Melanie 
said. "You always had Aunt Ida, and Gran lived just 
down the street. It's different now. We don't have a 
soul we can call on except a sitter." 

"Young people go out too much," her mother said. 
They got into the car and went along in silence to 

the Hartley Tavern, where steaks were three inches thick 
with price tags to match. This was a celebration with 
silver coffeepots and new dresses and a gloomy silence. 
which Melanie's father tried to dispel by ordering a bottle 
of wine and saying in a loud, hearty voice, "Well, Son. 
I've got a proposition for you." 

The proposition turned out to be the offer of a job 
with his company. Melanie's father was one of the organ
izers of an insurance company that had branched out in 
related fields since the war. Health and hospital insurance 
was mushrooming into big business, and he wanted Dave 
to come into the office with him. 

"Oh, Dave," Melanie said, "it sounds wonderful. 
Just think. you'd be starting at a salary that's already 
more than you make now. and you've been with Wright
way for over four years." 
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"I appreciate it," Dave said. 
"I don't want to put any pressure on you, Dave," 

her father said, "but it's becoming increasingly difficult for 
men without a college background to get ahead, and in 
our organization, getting in now, I think you could antic
ipate a much broader future than you can with Wright
way." 

"You have Melanie and Barbara Jean to think about," 
Melanie's mother said. "Your house is very sweet and 
you've done a great deal to make it attractive, but you 
will want to look ahead to a time when you'll need more 
room." 

"Yes," Dave said. He began to play with his fork, 
pressing tine tracks into the white tablecloth. The wine 
came ; Melanie's father made a great ceremony of pouring 

and offering it around. "This is an occasion," he said. 
"Seven years of marriage with a lot to show for it and 
a rosy future opening. How about a toast to the next 
seven?" 

They all drank to the last seven and the next seven, 
and Melanie tried to be very gay and tried to make Dave 
look at her, not past her. She reached under the table 
and found his knee and pressed it, and he smiled at her, 
but it wasn't the celebration she wanted it to be. It would 
have been much better if they'd been alone. 

When they finally were alone and her parents had 
started back to Cedar City and Dave had returned from 
taking Mrs. Pyne home, they began to talk about it. At 
first they didn't talk about the job. Melanie held up 
Barbara Jean's new dress. There was a big circle where 
she had spilled chocolate ice cream on the skirt. "I don't 

understand it," she said. "Mother never let me wear my 
best clothes unless it was Sunday or a party. I don't see 

why she insists on letting Barbara Jean do as she pleases." 
"She's spoiling her." 
"She's very generous," Melanie said. 
Dave scowled. "She'll choke her on generosity." 
"That's not very nice." 
"It's true," he said. "Your mother gives her anything 

she wants, anytime she wants it. Just scream for some
thing and Nannie produces it. What kind of person is 
she going to grow into? She'll expect to have anything 
she wants, without thinking about the cost or whether or 
not it's suitable. I don't like it." 

"I don't like it either," Melanie said, "but you know 
how Mother is. She says she's raised hers, and now she's 
a grandmother and it's different. I suppose it's a good 
thing we aren't together too often." 

"Which brings up another little matter," Dave said. 
"The job.'' He picked up the silver pot and examined it. 
"Have we got any coffee?" he said. 

"I'll make some." 
They went into the kitchen. and after a while they 

sat down at the table and poured two cups of coffee and 
Dave finally said, "I don't want it.'' 

"Oh," she said. 
"I know it's an opportunity, and I know men without 

degrees don't get very far and I think your father meant 
it all very sincerely when he said he wanted what was best 
for us ; but I don't want it." 

"I was afraid you wouldn't," she said. 
"Don't tell me you do?" he said, looking up at her as 

though she had betrayed him. "Do you mean to say you 
can go through all this business about a china cabinet 
and that dress and how they never left you with a sitter, 
and still say you want me to take the job?" 

"Oh, darling, I know," she said. "But Daddy did say 
you might not always be there in the home office. They 
have a branch in Waynesville and a couple of other places 
-even one in Cleveland, I think. After a while he would 
send you out, and we'd be on our own just as much as we 
are now, only it would be better." 

"You don't really think your mother would let him 
send me out, do you ?" 
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"She wouldn't have a thing to do with it. Daddy is 
strictly business. You know he is." 

"Things have a funny way of always working around 
to your mother's side," he said. 

"I thought you liked my mother." 
"I just want to be left alone."  

Melanie left him alone for almost a week. She didn't 
do it to punish him, because she could understand how he 
felt. She couldn't defend her mother, but she felt she 
could understand why her mother behaved as she did. 
Melanie sometimes thought that when she had a grand
child-and didn't have to sleep with one eye open and do 
the chasing and the scolding and the picking up-she 
would like to spoil him a little too. After all, Melanie 
thought, it's what Dave and I do that really counts. 
Barbara Jean knows we're in control. As long as Dave 
and I are together on things, it will be all right. 

Of course, at the moment they weren't together at all. 
Dave would come in at night and brush her cheek with 
his lips, and as they sat down to dinner she would say, 
''How was your day?" 

"So-so," he would reply. 
Then she might say that the Brownes had asked them 

over for bridge on Saturday and he would remark that 
that sounded fine ; and then, unless Barbara Jean spilled 
her milk or refused to eat something, they would just eat 
silently. The meal would seem to last forever. but it 
would in reality only take them about eleven minutes to 
get to the coffee. 

They hadn't used the new coffeepot. Melanie wrapped 
it in two old flannel receiving blankets and put it way up 
on a shelf in the linen closet. She intended having 
some of her friends in for coffee soon and she would use 
it then, but at the moment all she could think about was 
the job and the way Dave felt about it. 

When she brought the percolator in from the kitchen 
and poured their coffee, Dave looked up at her and said, 
"What are you thinking?" 

"Nothing much," she replied. avoiding his glance. 
"Don't be silly. I know you're thinking something. 

What is it?" 
How could she tell him what she was thinking? How 

could she say, I think you ought to take what Daddy's 
offering you. We've been married seven years. It's 1950. 
Things are changing. You ought to think about Barbara 
Jean. What Daddy said is true-without a degree you 
can't hope to go much further than district manager in a 
larger district, and how can we send her to college or have 
a better house or do any of the things we want to do? 

Melanie looked up. "Why should I be thinking some
thing? How about you? What are you thinking?" 

"You know damn well you're thinking about that 
job." 

"Don't swear. Barbara Jean is listening." 
Barbara Jean was still at the table but quite unaware 

of their conversation, and after glancing at her Dave said, 
"Well, aren't you?" 

''Maybe I am," Melanie said. "I just can't under
stand why you won't even consider it." 

"I want to do what l do on my own." 
"You have," she said. "Good heavens, you have ! 

And Daddy's never interfered or acted as though he 
thought what you did wasn't right. It's just that this is 
something that's opened up, and it's an opportunity and 
he wants to give you a chance at it. Can't you see that?" 

"I said I thought your dad was sincere," Dave said, 
and he paused to light a cigarette. 

"I just don't want to feel owned," he went on. "I've 
done a good job here and I should be in line for some 
sort of step up one of these days. I don't want to feel 
obligated to your father. It's bad enough knowing that 
half the things we have came from them." 

"What's wrong with parents' giving their children 

things?" she said, her voice rising. "If it weren't for 



Mother, I wouldn't have the mixer or the steam iron, and 
Barbara Jean wouldn't have had a stroller or half the 
clothes she does have. Most of what's nice in this house 
my mother and father gave us, and I don't see what's 
wrong with that." 

"It's not what they give us ; it's the way they've 
done it. They make you feel you're underprivileged if 
you don't have things, and everything's got a little string 
on it. It's all right for the baby to tear it up because 
Nannie gave it to her. It's all right to tell you your sofa 
looks shabby-she paid for it." 

"The spirit of the receiver makes a difference, you 
know," Melanie said. She stood up and snatched the 
coffeepot off the table. 

"That's right," Dave said, "do the dishes. Turn your 
back. You don't have any faith that I can do as well 
for you and Barbie on my own as with your father, do 
you ?" 

"No." she said, whirling around. "I don't. I think 
you're childish and selfish and--" 

Just then Barbara Jean began to cry. For the past ten 
minutes while their voices rose, the words growing bitter, 
their faces revealing their anger, neither of them had 
looked at their child. She had watched them, her eyes 
moving from one to the other, her ears comprehending 
more from the tone of their voices than from their words : 
and suddenly she began to cry. 

Melanie put down the coffeepot and started to un
snap the tray to the high chair. Dave came around the 
table and put his arms out to his child. 

"I'll take her," Melanie said coldly. 
"That's all right," Dave said, "go ahead with the 

dishes. I can take care of her." 
"It's a pity you're never available in the middle of 

the night," Melanie said. 
"I'm available now." 
"Never mind," she said, snatching Barbara Jean away 

from him. "I can take care of her." 
Barbara Jean was sobbing. She buried her face in 

her mother's neck and Melanie carried her into the bed
room, rocking her, crooning to her. She sat in the dark 
on the edge of the bed and held Barbara Jean in her 
arms, and after a while, when the sobbing stopped, she 
undressed her and put her in the tub, then sat by her bed 
until she fell asleep. 

By then Melanie was sorry. She couldn't understand 
how she and Dave had managed to say such bitter things 
to each other. A man ought to do what he wants to do, 
and he had certainly taken care of them to date. If he 
couldn't accept her parents, she supposed it was up to 
her to understand and put him first, and she went back 
into the living room feeling contrite and expecting to have 
to pry him out of a book to tell him so. 

He was at the kitchen sink, scrubbing the frying pan. 
He had tied a towel around his waist and rolled up his 
sleeves, and he looked tired and dejected. 

"Oh, Dave," she said, "you shouldn't have. That's 
my job." 

"Might as well," he said. 
She looked around. "You've done them all." 
"Right," he said. 
"Oh, darling," she said, putting her arms around him. 
He didn't respond. "My hands are wet," he said. 
"Here-" she pulled the towel free-"dry them and 

quit. I'm sorry. I didn't mean all those things. I want 
what you want. If you feel the way you do, then we 
shouldn't consider taking that job. You've done wonder
fully well, and I do have faith in you. I'm sorry, and I'm 
so ashamed. Poor little baby, I thought she'd never stop 
crying. She was red all over, all splotchy from crying. 
You know," Melanie said, "I don't think I ever heard my 
mother and father fight. Do you suppose they ever did?" 

"You know they did. You just happened to live in a 
big house with thick walls and you never heard it. That's 
all. It's this cln:nn sma ll house." 

"I wish you wouldn't swear so much." 
"I'm sorry, honey," he said. "I've got a lot of things 

on my mind." 
"Well, take them off," she said. "Just forget Daddy 

ever said anything. It's not worth all this." 
"It's not only that," he said. "There are rumors they 

may be calling me back. A couple of men from my outfit 
have already been called up." 

"What for?" She r-egarded him in horror. 
"The war," he said, looking at her as though she were 

a child who had not had tlie wits to realize that the word 
"Korea" was the same as the word "war." "It just de
pends on what they need, and if they're short of pilots, it 
won't take them long to get around to me." 

"They can't," she said. 
The house had grown very still, and quite suddenly it 

became again the palace it had seemed when they first 
moved in. It was theirs, it was safe, it had their things 
in it, but most of all it held them and their child and 

. their need for each other. "They can't !"  she cried. 
"They can do anything they damn please," he said. 

They didn't, but it was almost two years before he 
began to feel secure that they wouldn't ; in the mean
time Melanie had gone through the bitter disappointment 
of a miscarriage and Wrightway had recognized the kind 
of man they had in Dave and sent him up a notch. 

All these things took time, but when it was over 
and they were settled in a nice seven-room ranch house in 
in a subdivision called Greenfields in a city that was twice 
the size of the one they'd left, it seemed as if the anguish 
produced by Melanie's father's proposal and the possibility 
of being called back into the service and the disappoint
ment of losing a baby all had melted away and a new, 
more mature family had emerged. 

The new house made the old one seem like a cracker 
box. They thought of it fondly but never longingly. 

"How did we ever get along with only five closets ?" 
Melanie would say. And Dave, coming in on rainy eve
nings, would remark, "Thank God for that carport ! And 
tell Barbara Jean if she doesn't keep her bicycle put up, 
I'm going to run over it." 

"She doesn't pick up anything," Melanie said. "Her 
room is a sight." 

"You ought to make her." 
"Just try," Melanie said. 
"Well, dock her privileges." 
"What privileges does a seven-year-old have?" 
"Make her stay indoors after school." 
"All right," Melanie said. She wasn't particularly 

enthusiastic about this. When Barbara Jean stayed in, 
things didn't get less messy, they got more so. Barbara 
Jean was never still, never content ; she always wanted to 
do something. She wanted to cut out pictures or make 
cookies or use the sewing machine. It was easier to pick 
up her room and step outside to check on her bicycle 
than to stand over her while she did it. Nevertheless, it 
wasn't right, and Melanie said, "I'll keep her in tomorrow 
afternoon until she really puts her things in order." 

"She has too much," Dave said. 
"I suppose so, but there's not much I can do about 

that." 
The next afternoon she met Barbara Jean at the door. 

Barbara Jean looked pale, and she didn't drop her book 
sack on the floor and head for the kitchen as she usually 
did. She closed the door carefully behind her, and when 
Melanie said, "I want you to go into your room and sort 
through all those toys and get things straight before you 
go outside," Barbara Jean only nodded and went through 
the hall to her room. 

Melanie went into the kitchen to check on the roast. 
She peeled potatoes, and in ten minutes she went down the 
hall to Barbara Jean's room to see what kind of job she 
was doing. Barbara Jean was sitting on the edge of the 
bed, her face pale and her eyes enormous. 



"What's the matter ?" Melanie asked. 
"Mother," Barbara Jean said, "is there going to be an 

atomic bomb?" 
Barbara Jean's face, stark with tragedy, was lifted to 

her mother, and Melanie felt a great, stabbing anguish for 
her child. Was there going to be an atomic bomb? Sup
pose, she had often asked herself in the dark hours of the 
night when she couldn't sleep, suppose she were living in 
a log cabin and every night when she put her child in her 
cradle she knew there was nothing but black forest around 
them, and in the forest there were Indians and any night 
her child might be snatched from the cradle and dashed 
against the doorstep or her hair ripped from her scalp? 
If she had lived with that horror, would this one be any 
worse ? How could she answer such a question ? Who 
knew if there would be an atomic bomb? There was an 
atomic bomb. For Hiroshima and Nagasaki there had 
been an atomic bomb. Was there going to be one ad
dressed to their city? That was what Barbara Jean wanted 
to know. 

Melanie said, "What makes you ask about atomic 
bombs, darling ?" 

"We had drill in school today," Barbara Jean said, 
"and we all had to get on the floor under our desks and 
put our arms up over our heads, and the girls had to pull 
their dresses up to cover their heads because if you see 
the light, your eyes are burned out, and if you don't get 
under something, you can be hit and then you get sores 
that make you look horrible and never get healed." 

Melanie sat down on the edge of the bed and put her 
arm around her child. 

"Is there going to be a bomb?" Barbara Jean said, 
and Melanie could feel the tension in her small body. 

"I don't think so." 
"Then why did they say what they did at school. and 

why did they make us get down on the floor?" 
They shouldn't have, Melanie thought in outrage. 

They shouldn't have terrified a whole schoolful of chil
dren. But she said, "They only want you to know how to 
take care of yourself in case something ever happens. 
They just want you to know that if anything should go 
wrong, you would know how to protect yourself. That's 
all ." 

"Then there's not going to be a bomb?" 
"I don't know," Melanie said, "but I hope not, and 

there's no use thinking about it." 
She told Dave about it that night after Barbara Jean 

was asleep. "I think it's terrible," she said, "scaring all 
those children. I don't see what earthly good it could do." 

"Well." Dave said, "they might as well learn the kind 
of world they live in." 

"They'll find out soon enough." 
"I suppose," he said. "But sometimes if they learn 

early, they aren't as disillusioned when they find out it's 
not all just a bowl of cherries. She'll take it in her stride. 
It's a big, hard, cruel world, and the sooner she knows it 
the better off she'll be." 

"I just wish there were some way to protect her.'' 
"Knowledge is the best protection." 
"I don't know," Melanie said. "Do you know what 

she said to me the other day ? She saw Margaret Meekins 
at the store and she said, 'Is Mrs. Meekins pregnant ?' " 

"What's wrong with that? She is, isn't she?" 
"Well, yes," Melanie said, "but Barbara Jean is only 

seven, and she said 'preAnant.' I never heard that word 
until I was almost sixteen.'' 

"Look," Dave said, "for us and our children it's a 
very real world, with real names for real things, and not a 
lot of foolish niceness covering things up.'' 

"I suppose you're right," Melanie said. ''She'll be 
better off if she knows what life is all about, and if she 
gets hardened to the fact that there are atomic bombs and 
all the rest. I suppose it's the same as believing in Santa 
Claus-it has to come to an end. I just wish there were 
some other way.'' . . .  
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But if Barbara Jean suffered pangs of sorrow as she 
departed the world of make-believe, it wasn't apparent. 
The year she was almost eight she ceased to believe in 
Santa Claus. She knew that fairies didn't really take her 
tooth and leave a dime. And nobody really believed in 
ghosts at Halloween. There was no mystery about where 
babies came from-she had asked and been told-and she 
had even seen the miracle of birth on television. 

In the years that followed she did have heroes to re
place the storybook make-believe that her mother had been 
nurtured on. Her mother had yearned over Black Beauty 
and half believed in the White Rabbit and had wanted to 
be like Jo March. Melanie had emerged from the cocoon 
of adolescence wearing lovely, shimmering garments spun 
of faith and hope and vague feelings for the basic good
ness of all mankind. Strangely, these feelings had been a 
steely protection in the brutal war years that followed, 
and they had only begun to fray and ravel away in the 
drab, hard, everyday years that followed. 

With Barbara Jean it was different. Her heroes gal
loped across the seventeen-inch television screen every day 
at five o'clock. At  first they rode white horses and wore 
white hats. Black horses and black hats meant that they 
were villains, and villains disappeared in the dust, holding 
their hands up and looking chagrined. 

By the time Barbara Jean was thirteen her heroes had 
changed, and she had learned that you can't always trust 
a white hat. Sometimes now her heroes rode gray horses, 
even black horses, and their hats were so dusty you 
couldn't tell what color they were. 

Sometimes Melanie worried about it. and she would 
say to Dave, "I think she watches too much television." 

"Limit it.'' 
' 'I've tried that, but we have such a row it doesn't 

seem worth it.'' 
"I  wouldn't worry about it," Dave said, "unless she 

begins to fall down on her schoolwork. She plays a pretty 
fair game of tennis, and she's out a lot." 

"I know it. She's busy all the time. I don't know
it's just the brutality. She sees so much of it." 

"Does it disturb her?" 
''I don't really know. Sometimes I think she's so 

used to it she doesn't see it at all.'' 
"Well, then, why worry ? It's a hard world. She 

might as well get used to it." 
"You always say that," Melanie said. " 'It's a hard 

world.' I want her to be realistic, but good heavens, Dave, 
she's so callous and cynical. She isn't feminine." 

''She looks feminine," Dave said. "As a matter of 
fact, that's one thing that's been bothering me. Does she 
have to wear those straight skirts ?" 

"They all do. There's not a thing I can do about it. 
I've tried. We ought to do more things together. We 
don't do enough with her," Melanie said. 

"Fine," Dave said. "I'm all for it.'' 
As it turned out, they began to do fewer. not more. 

things together. Wrightway had been growing for ten 
years and expanding production forced an expanding out
let. They called Dave in and they gave him his choice
another district or the whole northeast territory, meaning 
that he had to choose between a sit-down static situation 
and a traveling arrangement that indicated ever-rising 
possibilities. He didn't hesitate. He took the whole ter
ritory, and then he bought a dozen roses and a bottle of 
champagne and went home. 

Melanie met him at the door. She didn't usually meet 
him at the door, but on that day she was worried about 
Barbara Jean and she wanted to tell him right away that 
Barbara Jean was planning to go to a cabaret party, and 
from there to somebody's cabin for a late date. Barbara 
jean was fifteen and the boy involved was a senior in high 
school. She had been dating for almost a year, but never 
for anything more than a movie or a school dance, and 
always with a crowd. This meant that she would be alone 
in a car with an eighteen-year-old boy. out for a party that 



lasted until twelve, and then on to another party at some
body's cabin. Melanie didn't like it and couldn't wait 
to talk it over with Dave, but when she saw the roses and 
champagne she waited, opened the door and lifted her 
face. 

"You got a raise," she said, hugging him. "What 
wonderful flowers ! You did get a raise, didn't you?" 

"That I did," he said, kissing her, transferring the 
flowers and the bottle to her arms. "What's for supper?" 

"Spaghetti," she said. "That's awful-champagne and 
spaghetti. I can thaw something." 

"No, that's fine," he said. "Perfect. We'll open the 
champagne now, and how about some cheese or some
thing?" 

He followed her into the kitchen, where he opened 
the champagne and she got out the cheese. "Tell me how 
much," she said. "Don't make me guess." 

"Hold on a minute. Come on in and sit down so I 
can tell you all about it." He led the way into the den 
and poured two glasses of champagne. Handing her one. 
he lifted his. 

"To the job," he said, and smiled. "Now, this is the 
picture. I am to be general manager for all the northeast 
territory. I'll get an automatic raise of twenty-five hun
dred-and more, <Contingent on sales, as we expand." 

"How wonderful !"  Melanie cried, spending it mentally 
for a second car. "Does it mean we'll have to move?" 

''I don't think so, certainly not at first. We're living 
in the middle of the territory anyway." 

"Territory ?" she said. "What do you mean? Aren't 
you going to have an office and a desk?" 

"Yes, of course, but I will have to be out of the office 
about five days a week." 

"Five days !" she cried. ''You'll be traveling?" 
"Most of the time. When I'm close enough I'll be 

home at night." 
" 'Home at night,' " she echoed. "Oh, Dave, that's 

terrible. I thought it was a promotion !" 
"It  is," he said. 
"They've put you on the road. That's not a step up!" 

"Yes, it is,'' he said. His voice had lost some of its 
enthusiasm and he sounded touchy. "It's a real oppor
tunity. I have the whole northeast territory. It's a 
tremendous job." 

"I'm sure it is," she said. "But you'll be gone so 
much ! "  

" I  know, and I'm sorry. don't like that a t  all, but 
if I don't take this, I'll be sitting at the same desk with 
the same salary for the rest of my life. I'm only thirty
seven, and I don't like to think I've reached my limit." 

They heard the back door slam. and Melanie re
membered about Barbara Jean's party. 

"Well." Barbara Jean said, coming to the door, "is it 
all right? Did Daddy say I could go?" 

"I haven't had a chance to ask him." 
"Come over here, sweetie, and kiss me," Dave said. 
Barbara Jean came into the room and snuggled up 

beside her father. 
"What's this all about?" he asked. 
"It's just a party," Barbara Jean said. "I've been 

asked to a wonderful party by the biggest boy at Walpole."  
"What exactly makes somebody the biggest boy ?" 

Dave asked. 
"He's wonderful-looking,'' Barbara Jean said, "and 

he has a really super car, and all the girls want to date 
him but he asked me." 

"He's a senior." Melanie said. "He is eighteen years 
old, drives his own car and has asked Barbara Jean to a 
party that ends at midnight and then moves on out to 
somebody's cabin for breakfast." 

"Ah," said Dave, "so that's it." 
"Daddy, I've got to go. You don't know what my 

life will be like if I can't go. Everybody knows he's 
asked me. I've got to go." 

"We'll talk about it," Dave said . . . .  

They did talk about it, and argue about it ; and 
Barbara Jean wept and pleaded. And finally Dave said, 
"As long as it's chaperoned and we know who the boy's 
parents are, it's probably all right. I know she's young. 
but we can't hold her hand forever. We've got to be 
able to trust her. and as long as she knows what she's up 
against, she might as well go." 

Melanie wasn't at all sure Barbara Jean knew what she 
was up against, but when she tried to warn her about 
boys and parked cars and late hours, all she got in return 
was a knowing stare and the remark, "Honestly. Mother. 
don't you think I know the score by now?" 

Later, in a sweet and wheedling mood, Barbara Jean 
asked for a new dress, and feeling defeated on all sides. 
M-elanie refused. She not only refused then, but contin
ued to refuse, and was forced into a final refusal one day 
before the party, when her mother drove over for a visit. 

Melanie's mother didn't come as often as she once had 
because the distance was greater and shf' was not as young 
as she had been, but she came often enough ; she seemed 
to have a talent for appearing in the middle of a crisis. 

"Don't you think I ought to have a new dress, Nan
nie?" Barbara Jean said. 

"What for, dear?" 
"For an out-of-this-world party I'm going to. There's 

going to be a combo, and then we're going out to the Hoi
listers' cabin for breakfast. I'm dating the biggest boy in 
school, and I haven't had a new dress since the Christmas 
dance." 

"She's worn it twice." Melanie said. 
"I know how girls love new dresses," Melanie's mother 

said. "Why don't we go down and shop for one. dear?" 
When they got back, Barbara Jean went up the stairs 

with a dress box under her arm and a pained expression on 
her face. 

Melanie's mother sat down on the edge of the sofa 
and folded and refolded the gloves in her lap. 

"Well,'' Melanie said, "did you get a dress?" 
"We found a perfectly lovely dress," her mother said. 

"It's taffeta with a stiff petticoat. She looks lovely in 
it and I hope she'll keep it." 

"I'm sure she will," Melanie murmured. 
"I'm not so sure." her mother replied. "She wanted 

one that was strapless with a sequin bodice. It made her 
look thirty. I can't imagine anyone's letting a little girl 
wear a dress like that, but she said all the other girls had 
strapless gowns or spaghetti straps. I told her the others 
could wear what they wanted to. but she was going to wear 
what was right for her age." 

"I'm so glad you did," Melanie said. 
"She's just a baby." her mother replied. 

I t occurred to Melanie that Barbara Jean was not a 
baby. It was a strange reversal for her mother. After 
allowing Barbara Jean to have everything she wanted. 
quite suddenly her mother felt Barbara Jean must be re
strained. It was confusing, and she wondered how Barbara 
Jean felt about it . . . .  

"It's horrible," Barbara Jean said, showing her the 
dress. "It's a little girl's dress. A sash ! It's horrible. 
Mother. But she kept on saying, 'Nannie knows best. 
Your mother too went through a stage of wanting things 
that were too old for her, and she thanks me now for say
ing no.' " 

Melanie remembered the battle of the high heels and 
the lipstick, and in recalling, she still felt bitter. What. 
after all, were high heels and lipstick and spaghetti straps 
compared to a good relationship with a child? It was 
funny that it had never occurred to her before, because 
now it almost screamed at her-her mother hadn't changed 
at all. She had been willing to give her daughter every
thing she wanted, everything but freedom, everything ex
cept the right to grow up. 

"It is a sweet dress," she said to Barbara Jean. "but 
it is n little immature." 



"Immature !''  Barbara jean shrieked. "It's sick ! Can 
take it back and use the money for the other one?" 

"Do you think that would be fair to your grand
mother? You know how she feels about it." 

"She doesn't have to know," Barbara jean said. 

N annie never did know, and Barbara jean went to the 
party in a dress that was held up by whalebone and •he 
thrusting. full bosom of a young, blossoming girl. She 
looked fresh and beautiful and at least eighteen, and 
Melanie was glad that Dave was out of town and couldn't 
see how she looked going out the front door on the arm 
of a tall boy who was driving his own convertible. 

Melanie wanted to call out, Stop . . .  come back here 
. . .  you're too young ! But she didn't do anything except 
wander around the house looking for something to read, 
and then she went into the den and watched TV until her 
eyes began to sting. The "Late Show" was a World War 
II picture, and when she saw the girls with their long hair 
and the men in uniform, and heard the sweet, stilted things 
the characters in love said to each other, she felt torn 
apart. She was seeing herself and Dave, and in the movie 

they were saying good-by just as she and Dave had done. 
The planes were taking off, whole squadrons of them, and 
the music was playing. 

In those movies there was always a wonderful, shy 
boy from somewhere who made a lucky sign, like turning 
his cap around backward, and this little gesture meant 
that things were all right and that he was coming back 
safe and sound to his wife and baby. This time he forgot 
to turn his cap around, and as he fumbled frantically with 
dials and instruments she knew he would be killed. His 
sweet young wife would get a telegram and she would read 
it holding the baby in her arms. Tears would run down 
her face, and by the end of the picture she would be sit
ting bravely with a framed picture of her smiling hus
band, in uniform, propped up on the desk in front of her. 

This is the way Melanie had seen herself. On dozens 
of dark nights she had imagined herself caring for her 
baby as the two of them, with Dave's memory a shining 
beacon before them, braved life alone. 

It had not happened that way at all. Life didn't 
hinge on lucky signs like turning caps around. Sudden 
tragedy in a telegram was the exception ; it was the small 
sorrows that compounded to make life the struggle it 
was. 

In the happily ever after that she had expected, Dave 
would never have taken a traveling job. In that world 
they would have been together no matter what it meant 
in the way of sacrifice, and their daughter would have re
flected their desires and put "things" in the background. 
The life she had imagined had been a simple, beautiful life 
-a charmed life, she thought, a make-believe life. 

Now Dave's world was the whole northeast territory ; 
Barbara jean's world was the world of her friends and 
what they were doing. Melanie's world was nothing but 
this house, which was empty too much of the time. 

He's only been gone a week, but it seems like a year. 
she thought. If this is the way it's going to be from now 
on, I'm going to get a job . . . .  

"What do you mean, you're going to get a job?" 
Dave said that weekend. "What can you do?" 

"Well, thank you," Melanie said. "There are a lot of 
things I can do. I could get a job in a store-I might like 
that kind of work. And I did take the commercial course 
in high school. I might work in an office." 

Seeing that he had touched her pride, he smiled and 
said, "Honey, you don't have to work. Sales are good. 
One of these days we might even be able to build." 

"Build ! "  she cried. She had always wanted to build 
a house ; it was the only way to get what you really 
wanted. "That's all the more reason, then. If we build, 
I don't want to have to cut corners and skimp. just for 
once I'd like to go into a house with new draperies, not 
things I've had to make over. If I got a job, we could use 
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it  for the extras. like built-ins and a garbage disposal. 
I'll only work part time. But honestly, Dave, it's been a 
horrible week. Barbie is gone by eight thirty in the morn
ing, and I usually don't see her again until suppertime. 
You're away. There's no one to cook for. If I work and 
Barbara jean has to do a few more things around the 
house, it will do her good. It will work out beautifully." 

It did work out, but not quite the way Melanie had 
thought it would because she couldn't get a part-time job
at least, not one she would take. She was ready to give 
up when a law firm where she had applied lost one of its 
girls, thanks to a transferred husband, and they called 
Melanie to fill in until they got someone more qualified. 

As it turned out, they were so well pleased with 
Melanie they never did try to replace her, even though she 
had no experience in legal work. Her typing was clean 
and accurate, and gradually she began to pick up speed. 
She was quick and perceptive, and by the time she'd been 
there six months they couldn't have let her go without 
feeling a loss. 

It was exciting to be with people again. She worked 
with three other women, two of whom were older than 
she was and treated her like an obliging younger sister. 
The other was a girl who was only twenty-one and engaged 
to a boy in Vietnam. Sometimes she and Melanie had 
lunch together, and she would tell Melanie what he had 
written in his long airmail letters and talk about their 
plans for getting married. It seemed to Melanie things 
were very much the same as when she and Dave were 
planning to get married, except for a resigned note in the 
girl's voice when she talked about the uncertainty of 
things, as if she recognized and accepted things that 
Melanie had never known existed. 

The men in the office-there were four of them-were 
pleasant, particularly the elder partner, who reminded her 
of her father. But Melanie never thought of them as men 
at all. They were cordial but occupied, and something 
within her rejected the possibility that she might find any 
one of them attractive as a person. There were. of course. 
situations in the business world that everyone knew about. 
men and women drawn together because they worked to
gether ; but this happened to people who were restless and 
dissatisfied, people who ignored moral responsibility to 
others, and it was something that wouldn't happen to her 
or to Dave. If she allowed herself to worry about Dave 
when he went on the road, her life would become torture. 
She didn't worry, because she trusted him-not to resist 
temptation, but not to be tempted. 

She had been working for almost two years, and it 
came as a small shock to her one day to realize that lack 
of inclination is no protection. She had been working i11 
the filing room, trying to take care of a particularly large 
lot of supplements, and her watch had stopped. Glancing 
up, she saw that it was already almost dark, and she 
started out, nearly colliding with Mr. Hewitt. 

As she stepped back and apologized, she had the 
strange feeling that comes when you hear your own voice 
in an empty room, and she thought, There's no telling 
how late it is. Why didn't someone call me? She smiled 
and stood there, expecting him to step aside so that she 
could get her coat and go home. 

He continued to stand in the doorway, and when she 
smiled, he smiled, and suddenly she recognized something 
she had sensed with Mr. Hewitt before and not wanted 
to give substance to. 

''It's late," he said. 
"Yes." Her voice nearly choked her. "Excuse me. 

My daughter will wonder what's happened to me." 
This wasn't true. She didn't think Barbara jean 

would give her a thought. As a matter of fact, she 
imagined that Barbara jean would love having the house 
to herself, and would turn the television on full blast. 

"Oh," Mr. Hewitt said, "let me drive you." 
"Thanks, but the bus runs every quarter hour. 

wouldn't want to take you out of your way." 



"It wouldn't be out of my way.'' he said. still block
ing her path. 

"No, thank you," she said, and at last he moved just 
enough for her to pass. She hurried out to her desk, 
gathered her things and raced for the elevator. She didn't 
look back. She was horrified by her own feelings. She 
felt frightened, but that wasn't all. She felt young and 
pretty. Quite unexpectedly she was thinking about Dave 
and seeing him in a new light. What was it really like to 
be away from home for a week at a time, all alone, with 
no one to talk to or eat with, and no familiar four walls 
to hold you secure ? She didn't like to think about it. 
and she was relieved to board the bus and to know that in 
ten minutes she would be with Barbara Jean. 

She was tired. It  was hard to work all day and go 
home to cooking and dishes, and taking up hems, and 
ironing. She began to worry about Dave. She wanted 
him to stay at home. She didn't want to think about 
him with some girl blocking his path, smiling at him, of
fering him companionship, making him feel young and at
tractive. 

I wish he were home, she thought-he's been on the 
road for two years. If he were at home, I'd stop working, 
and Barbara Jean would never have to come into an 
empty house. Even if it doesn't bother her, it bothers me. 

The truth was, Barbara Jean had very much minded 
coming into an empty house. When her father had first 
started traveling and she and her mother had been there 
alone, there was a strange quietness about everything. 
Nothing ever seemed to be out of order except the things 
in her own room. It was as if the house were a dark, 
empty shell. 

It was all right until her mother started to work, and 
then she began to notice other things. A house that has 
been closed all day has a smell-a stale, leftover-breakfast 
smell-and the rooms lack warmth even if there is a ther
mostat maintaining an even temperature. At the end of 
the afternoon the light inside a house is dim, as if it had 
illuminated nothing all during the day and in doing so 
had shed its morning luster, becoming thin and faded. 

Even when she knew her mother wasn't there, Barbara 
Jean would call anyway, "Mother, are you home?" 

There was never any answer because Melanie didn't 
get home until after five and Barbara Jean came in at 
quarter of four. So mostly she just didn't come home. 
She went to the Y or to the drugstore or over to Caro
line's, and sometimes she brought a whole bunch of peo
ple home with her. That was how she met Tim. He 
drifted in with the others one day, and she didn't even 
notice him until she bumped into him in the hall. 

When the kids came some with her, they drank Coke 
and ate potato chips and rolled up the rug and played 
records. Barbara Jean always set the alarm for five 
o'clock, and when it rang there was a mad scramble to get 
things cleaned up before her mother came in. 

The day Tim came things had been particularly wild, 
with Coke spilled and a bag of potato chips popped open 
and crushed on the floor. She was racing through the 
hall to get the broom when she came right up against him. 
and even in the dim light of the hall she could see the 
expression in his eyes and feel the solid bulk of him. It 
was as if he filled the whole passage with his presence, 
and it disturbed her because it was a disapproving pres
ence, almost as if she had bumped into her own father. 

"Some blow," he said. 
"I've got to get the broom,'' she replied. 
"Where's your mother?" 
"She's working. She'll be in soon." 
"Does she know you kids run wild over here ?" 
"She knows I have friends, if that's what you mean." 
"Does she think it's all right for you to have parties 

all afternoon ?" 
"That's none of your business," Barbara Jean said. 

"Now get out of my way so I can get the broom." 

"You don't really think your parents would like it if 
they knew you were running a public dance hall over here. 
do you ?" 

"They trust me," she said. "Who are you. anyway?" 
"My name is Tim," he said. "Come on, now, level 

with me. Would they ?" 
Barbara Jean could have said anything. Ten minutes 

ago she would have had a cute, flip answer. Now. with 
time slipping away and her mother due any moment, with 
spilled Coke and potato chips all over the place and this 
boy leaning over her looking into her eyes, all of a sudden 
she didn't have any bright reply. 

"No," she said. looking up at him. "No. they 

wouldn't." 
"Then why do you do it?" 
"I  guess I'm lonely. I don't like coming into an empty 

house. But we don't do anything bad." 
"When do you study ?" 
"At night." 
"How about dates?" 
· ·  'How about dates ?' " she said. "Isn't that my prob

lem ?" 
"How about meeting me after school if you're lonely. 

We could study or ride around or . . . " 
"I don't just ride around in cars, if that's what you 

mean." 
·'That's not what I mean," Tim said. "I  just wanted 

you to know there are other things you can do besides 
having open house for a bunch of kooks." 

That was the last time Barbara Jean had a party af
ter school. For one thing, Melanie came in and discovered 
the mess and had a fit, but for another, Barbara Jean 
began to meet Tim. They took their books into the park 
on nice days and sat at a picnic table in the sun doing home
work until about four thirty, when they walked along to 
the drugstore for a Coke and then home. Sometimes they 
went to the library or to a basketball game or a foreign 
movie. They did drive around a lot. and they sat in the 
car and talked with the radio playing softly. 

And all during that year, which was Tim's senior year. 
Barbara Jean grew up. It was something that happened 
on the inside of her, and Melanie didn't see it happening 
at all. On the outside Barbara Jean looked the same, 
and Melanie was so busy she didn't really pay much at
tention to Tim except to think that he seemed like a very 
nice boy. There weren't any more parties ; and going 
steady wasn't the soul-committing thing it had once been. 
so that didn't worry her. Even now that Tim had grad
uated and was thirty miles away at the university and 
Barbara Jean stayed in almost every weekend and wrote 
dozens of letters-even so, Melanie didn't really see that 
Barbara Jean had grown up and was no longer the petty, 
demanding little girl she once had been. 

As long as the days flowed smoothly, and the months. 
and Dave came home on the weekends-as long as every
thing seemed all right-Melanie didn't worry except to wish 
that Barbara Jean minded her not being at home. But 
Barbara Jean didn't say anything, not even on that par
ticular day-the day when Melanie's watch stopped and 
Mr. Hewitt stood in her path, and Barbara Jean came 
into an empty house with her mind all made up to write 
Tim about their very important future . . . .  

Barbara Jean came in as usual, and as usual called 
out, "Mother?" 

There was no answer, no sound except in the kitchen 
where the clock ticked and the faucet dripped. The break
fast dishes were stacked in the dishpan and she thought. 
I know-1'11 wash the dishes. It will surprise Mother. 

She put her books on the hall table and was reach-
ing for an apron when the phone rang. It was Caroline. 

"Well,'' said Caroline, "are you going to get it?" 
"Get what?" 
"The London Fog. You know." Caroline said im

patiently, "the one we looked at." 

153 



"l don't know," Barbara jean said. "Mother isn't 
home yet." 

"If you can't talk her into it. you can get it from 
your grandmother. You can get anything you want out 
of her." 

"Maybe so," Barbara Jean said. With all she had 
on her mind. a new raincoat took a back seat. She sup
posed she could get it from Nannie. All she'd ever had 
to do was beg a little and whatever it was would be forth
coming, except that she had learned there wasn't much 
use in asking for anything really adult. This wasn't some
thing she dwelt on, however, for she still harbored a frag
ment of shame over the deception with the evening dress. 
And another thing-getting what she wanted so easily 
seemed to diminish its value. 

"By the way," Caroline said. "I have an out-of-this
world dress for Saturday . . . .  " 

Caroline talked on and on, until at last Barbara jean 
broke in. 

"Hey," she said. "I think I hear my mother. I'd 
better go." 

She hung up just as Melanie opened the door. and it 
wasn't until much later that she realized she hadn't done 
the dishes. 

What reminded her was her mother. "You might at 
least have done the dishes," Melanie said. 

She was tired and irritable. Her encounter with Mr. 
Hewitt had upset her, mainly because it triggered some 
unwelcome anxiety over Dave, and by the time supper 
was over and she was faced with double dishes. her feel
ings erupted. 

"Honestly," she said to Barbara Jean, who had started 
off to her room to study, "you are seventeen years old 
and a senior in high school. You ought to think of others 
once in a while." 

"I did think of it," Barbara Jean said. "I was just 
starting them when Caroline called." 

"That's another thing," Melanie said. "all you do is 
talk on the telephone. Why can't you ever say, 'I've got 
to go now' ?" 

"You don't know Caroline," Barbara Jean said. 'Til 
help you now. Mother." 

"No, that's all right. Go ahead and study." Melanie 
said. After all, she didn't have anything else to do and 
nothing was as important as Barbara Jean's schoolwork. 
It was something she and Dave didn't talk about, a little 
raw spot in their relationship, because Dave wished now 
that he had gone back to college and because Melanie 
always wondered secretly what would have happened if he 
had accepted her father's offer. Education loomed large 
in their thoughts, and they wanted Barbara Jean to go on 
next year, either to the university or somewhere else. The 
university would have been their first choice except for 
the fact that Tim was already there. He was a nice boy 
and they both liked him ; but he had three more years be
fore he got his degree, and he and Barbara Jean were too 
serious. She didn't want Barbara Jean serious about any
one. Not at seventeen. 

Barbara Jean went along to her room feeling chastised. 
She couldn't figure her mother out. First she criticized 
her for not doing the dishes, then she refused her help. 
It had always been this way, contradictions and confusions. 
Sometimes they had wonderful warm periods of compan
ionship, times when they would sit at the kitchen table 
drinking tea. They would talk about things that they 
liked-television programs, books, people-and she would 
feel close to her mother and think how young Melanie 
was, and how pretty, and the twenty years that separated 
them would seem like nothing at all. 

But generally those twenty years scooped a great 
gulf between them, leaving her on one side looking with 
wide, frightened eyes at her mother. who stood helplessly 
on the other ; and when she felt this way it seemed to her 
as if that was what life was these days-people separated 
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from each other, able to see each other only as small stick 
forms standing on the rim of a vast, gray abyss, trying to 
reach each other and failing. 

This is what it would be like if there were an atomic 
war, Barbara Jean would think-the world turned gray 
and formless, a whirling, horrible nothingness and you left 
all alone, unable to reach the ones you loved. 

It was ridiculous, and she destroyed the vision. She 
knew better anyway, having had physics. But the core 
of the thought remained-not the picture of smoking 
crevasses separating people, but the sad fact that people 
were separated. People didn't understand other people. 
especially her parents' generation. Sometimes she felt 
closer to Nannie, because even though Nannie was wrong. 
at least Nannie tried. She built a bridge of presents
which was like buying friendship, and Barbara Jean didn't 
have any respect for people who tried to buy your friend
ship. But she did know that Nannie was trying the cnly 
way she knew to make Barbara Jean love her and to bind 
their relationship. 

Her friend Caroline didn't see things that way. To 
Caroline, Nannie was like a credit card, which meant you 
got a�thing you wanted and never had to think about 
the price. If it weren't for Tim, Barbara Jean thought. I 
might still be like Caroline, and a London Fog raincoat 
would be the most important thing in my life. 

Before Tim she had been like that. When she traded 
one evening dress for another she was that kind of girl. 
a label girl. Everything had to have a label-not just any 
name, but the right one. It was like putting a label on 
yourself, stamping "in-group'' across your forehead for 
everybody to see. 

And her mother had said. "Why does it have to be 
that dress ? It's so expensive. and this one looks just as 
nice.'' 

"It's not the same." 
"You shouldn't have to have something just because 

the others do. All this fuss over brands and labels sets 
false standards." 

And then she would hear her parents talking about 
the club, her father complaining that the dues were too 
high for the number of times he was able to play golf, 
and her mother insisting that a man in his position had 
to maintain a certain appearance. Wasn't that buying a 
label? Wasn't that putting a stamp on your forehead 
saying ''Member, Crescent Country Club"? 

Her labels were all wrong but her parents' were right. 
They didn't make any sense to her. It was the same as 
their fussing about the things Nannie bought. They 
would sit and talk, probably thinking she wasn't listening. 
and discuss something Nannie had just sent that had cost 
too much or wasn't sensible ; and then, sometimes when 
she wanted something terribly, her mother would finally 
moan and say, "Well, why don't you ask Nannie? She'll 
probably get it for you." 

It was the same with Tim. You are much too young 
to be going steady, her parents had said when she took 
his class ring. But they hadn't been much older when 
they got engaged, and her mother was only nineteen when 
she was married. When Barbara Jean mentioned this, 
they said, "That was different. There was a war." 

Well, there was a difference. She could see it even 
if her parents couldn't, because she lived in the real world 
and they didn't. Their world was always doing things 
to them. Their world was on the outside of them, pressing 
in, making them keep up appearances, go to parties they 
didn't care about, buy things they didn't need. Tht:y were 
forever trying to prove something-to outsmart the wor�d. 
change it, cover it up, get ahead of it-all because they 
were forever trying to prove there could be sumething 
called happily ever after. Like a fairy story. 

She knew what kind of world it was. Anybody who 
could read and had eyes and ears knew what tht: world 
was. It was a world of sudden death in automobiles and 
little wars. and it was a world of slow death too, by poverty 



and population explosion and cancer. It was a world as 
variegated as a crazy quilt, with its beauties and uglinesses 
apparent and undisguised. It was a world that spun in 
space, and you had to accept it as it was, knowing it would 
be changing and you would be changing and there would 
always be new fears and new joys. But it was the out
side world, and the main thing was that you could not let 
it destroy the inside you. 

Her world was on the inside of her and she couldn't 
explain this to anyone except Tim, who had helped her 
see it in the first place. Sometimes she had tried to express 
to her mother what she felt about standards and honesty 
and true democracy, and her mother had only said, "Wait 
until you're paying the bills. Wait until you have a child 
of your own. Wait. It will be different." 

She knew this was true, but she felt something more. 
It was like this-in fairy stories there would be a prince 
and princess who fell in love and got married. Everything 
happened before they got married-all the troubles, the 
witches and dragons, the wars and separations. Every
thing hard came before, like hurdles you had to jump 
before you reached your goal, with no thought that any 
difficulties could follow. The story always ended at the 
point that was really the beginning. It ended with "and 
they lived happily ever after." Almost as if they died and 
floated away on a silvery sugary cloud into nowhere. 

It was like a cone of spun sugar-an enormous, frothy, 
sticky nothing. But her parents still believed in it. 

She couldn't make them understand that her begin
ning was where their ending was, that she didn't ever 
expect to get to a place where it would all be sweet and 
easy, and that she had already known for years that 
Nannie wasn't a fairy godmother and couldn't give her 
the things in life that she really wanted. They didn't 
understand that what mattered was the person inside her
the one who told her right from wrong, who defined the 
true and the false. No one understood that except Tim. 

She sat down at her desk, opened her notebook and 
then took up her pen and started a letter. "Dearest 
Tim," she wrote. "I've made up my mind. I am going 
to enroll in business school this summer, and then I can 
get a job and we can be married. There, I've said it. 
It's the way I feel, and if it doesn't suit you, just say so." 

Barbara Jean woke with a fever of 103. Melanie, 
coming into the room to get her up, sensed that something 
was wrong, saw how bright Barbara Jean's eyes were and 
felt her forehead. Then she got the thermometer, phoned 
the doctor, phoned her office to say she wouldn't be in 
and got dressed. 

She brought Barbara Jean two aspirins and a glass 
of juice, and then she began to straighten the room. As 
she cleared the desk, piling Barbara Jean's books together, 
she happened to glance at the notebook that was lying 
open. Her eyes disobeyed her command to close the book. 
and she read what Barbara Jean had written to Tim. 

Barbara Jean's face was turned to the wall, she was 
breathing heavily, her eyes were closed, and she didn't see 
her mother's face as Melanie closed the notebook and 
put it on the bottom of the pile of books. 

Melanie went into the kitchen and put on the coffee
pot. Many times since Dave had been traveling she had 
wanted him home, but never before with her present 
feeling of distress. He ought to be here, she thought, 
realizing that it was Tuesday and that he wasn't due until 
Friday. Suppose Barbara Jean had something like men
ingitis? A terrible thought, but for some reason it didn't 
bother her as much as thinking about the letter. She's 
only seventeen, Melanie thought. She doesn't know any
thing. She thinks life is just a matter of being in love. 
She doesn't know what it's like to have a sick baby and 
almost no money and no decent place to live and no 
car. She doesn't know a thing. 

Before the coffee had perked, the doctor arrived. He 
went to Barbara Jean's room and examined her. 

"Well, now, young lady," he said, "you've picked up 
some kind of bug. I want you to drink all the liquids you 
can, take your medicine like a good girl, and when you begin 
to feel like getting out of bed, lie still." 

He wrote a prescription and started down the hall. 
"Call me if she doesn't begin to feel better by tomorrow," 
he said. "Keep on with the aspirin, and keep her on a 
soft diet until she's been free of fever for twenty-four 
hours." 

"What has she got?" 
He shrugged. "A virus," he said. "There's been a 

lot of it around." . . .  
By Friday, when Dave got home, Barbara Jean was 

sitting up, eating milk toast. Her books were still piled 
on top of the notebook on her desk. Melanie couldn't 
wait to get Dave to herself so that they could talk, but 
she didn't feel safe until they had rolled the TV into 
Barbara Jean's room after supper and were sitting with 
their coffee in the living room. 

"What's up?" Dave said. "I know you've got some
thing on your mind." 

"She couldn't possibly hear us, could she ?" 
He shook his head, and she said, "I was straighten

ing up her desk the morning she got sick and I happened 
to see a letter she was writing to Tim." 

"Oh?" 
"She wrote that she wanted to take a business course 

this summer and then get married. She'd work and he 
would go on in school, I suppose." 

This didn't seem to have the effect on Dave that it 
had had on her. He sat and looked at his hands, and Mel
anie cried out, "What are we going to do? She's only 
seventeen." 

"Have you mailed the letter?" 
"I'm not going to mail it," Melanie said. " 'I'll just 

put it away somewhere and never mention it again." 
"I wouldn't do that," Dave said. 
"What would you do? I'm not going to sit still while 

my daughter plans to run away and get married." 
"Taking a business course isn't exactly running away," 

he said, "and holding back one letter won't do a bit of 
good." 

"If he doesn't get it, she'll think he doesn't like the 
idea and just isn't commenting. That may be the end 
of it." 

"It may be the end of something," Dave said, "but I 
wouldn't count on its being the end of them. I don't think 
you ought to tamper with her mail. If I were you, I'd just 
forget that I ever saw it, and then wait and see what de
velops." 

Melanie didn't mail the letter. Barbara Jean handed 
it to her, as she had handed out dozens of other letters to 
Tim, and Melanie took it and put it away. 

Meanwhile she tried not to think about it, and hoped 
things would take care of themselves. Barbara Jean was 
better and back in school, and she wasn't going to see Tim 
for two weeks because he was having exams. When he 
did come to the house Melanie greeted him warmly, and 
thought as she saw Barbara Jean go down the walk with 
him that Barbara Jean was acting somewhat cold. Good, 
she thought. It will be a good thing if they do drift apart. 
I'm glad I kept that letter. 

Tim held the car door for Barbara Jean and went 
around to his own side. "What's wrong with you ?" he 
said as he flipped the ignition key. 

"Why didn't you answer my letter?" 
"I did," he said. "I told you I was having exams." 
"That's not what I mean," she said. There was a lump 

in her throat and she could hardly speak. Here she'd been 
sitting for over two weeks, waiting to hear from him, wait
ing for him to say he wanted her to go to business school 
and then get married, and all he said was, "I had exams." 

"What do you mean?" he said. He had intended tak
ing her out to Sportland, where they could bowl for a 
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while and then have a hamburger, but he headed for the 
lane instead. The lane was a county road that hadn't been 
paved ; it led to a bluff overlooking the reservoir. In the 
daytime it was deserted, just trees and blue sky and a 
stretch of water. It was a good place to talk. 

"All right," he said. "What did I do wrong?" 
"Not a thing," Barbara Jean said. "I  suppose you're 

used to having girls throw themselves at you, and offer to 
work to help support you, and marry you." 

"What are you talking about?" 
"I wrote you a letter," Barbara Jean said. "I started 

it before I got sick, and then I finished it and Mother 
mailed it. and . . . Didn't you get a letter saying that I 
want to take a business course so that I can get a job, and 
we can be married and you can still stay in school ?" 

Tim shook his head. He moved over on the seat and 
took her in his arms and they sat there very still. "You'd 
do that for me," he said softly. 

Barbara Jean nodded. "That's what I want," she said. 
"Hey," he said, "stop shaking. You're not scared?" 
"Oh, Tim," she said, "I've been waiting and waiting 

for a letter from you and then it came and didn't say a 
thing, and all I could think was that you got my letter and 
thought it was some kind of joke, and I imagined you tell
ing the boys and laughing . . . .  " 

"You know me better than that," he said, soothing 
her. Something fatherly, a basic impulse buried in his 
young bones, emerged, and he held her in his arms. rocking 
her. kissing her. 

The next day she told her mother and father she 
wanted to get married. It came about quite easily. Her 
mother, altering a hem in a skirt, said, "I don't believe 
you'll be able to take this to college with you." 

"I'm not going to college," Barbara Jean said. 
"Not going to college? Why not?" 
"After graduation I want to take a business course. 

and then Tim and I want to be married. I'll get a job 
and he'll stay in college." 

Melanie looked at Dave, who had been reading the 
paper. It now Jay draped over his knees, and he said with a 
calmness he didn't feel, "Well, when did all this happen?" 

"Yesterday," Barbara Jean said. 
"You can't !" Melanie cried, putting the skirt on the 

table and starting across the room. "Darling, you can't. 
You're too young. You don't know what marriage is." 

"Yes, I do," Barbara Jean said, "and I can, and I will. 
If you don't give me your permission, we'll go to Louis
ville and get married there. A lot of people have." 

"No, you won't," Melanie said. "You will not--" 
"Did you mail my letter, Mother?" Barbara Jean 

asked, looking directly into her mother's eyes. 
"I mail so many letters I lose track of them," Melanie 

said, returning to her chair, taking up her sewing. 
"You know the one I mean," Barbara Jean said. "The 

one I wrote to Tim right after I was sick. It was in my 
notebook." 

"If I didn't, I'm sorry," Melanie said, avoiding Bar
bara Jean's gaze. "Sometimes letters get misplaced.'' 

"I think this one got misplaced on purpose," Barbara 
Jean said, her voice rising. "I think this one got read and 
then lost. That's what I think." 

"All right," Dave said, "that will do." 
"I am not a child," Barbara Jean said. "I  trusted you 

to mail my letters. I thought Tim had it, and he didn't. 
You don't know what I've been going through for two 
weeks, just wondering and worrying." 

"If that's all you ever have to go through, you'll be 
lucky," Melanie said. "You're just showing us how young 
you are." 

"It's not a crime to be young," Barbara Jean said. 
"You act as if it were. You seem to think that your way 
of doing things is the only way. Everything is your way 
and your plans, and you never think somebody else might 
have a different way that was just as good or better." 
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"There, now," Dave said, rising and putting his arms 
around Barbara Jean, who tried, without really trying at 
all, to pull away from him. "We only want what's best 
for you. That's all we've ever wanted. If we've made 
mistakes, we're sorry. It's no crime to be young. It's 
wonderful to be young. It's the best time of your whole 
life, and we don't want you to spoil it. We want you to 
have the best of everything-a good education. a good life. 
and all in its ·own good time." 

"I'll have it," Barbara Jean said, her voice choked 
with tears. "I know what I want. I don't believe in all 
this living happily ever after business. I believe in right 
now and doing the best you can with what you have, and 
in two people loving each other and working out their lives 
together." 

"Don't you want to live happily ever after?" Melanie 
said. 

"Of course I do," Barbara Jean wailed, "but I don't 
think it's something that comes all wrapped up in white 
paper like a wedding present. I don't think it's something 
you get by jumping through the right hoops, going to col
lege, getting engaged, filling up a hope chest, having a 
wedding, and all of that. I believe it comes to two people 
who love each other and want to work at it together, and 
it comes when you're ready, not just when the chest is full. 
Tim and I are ready now." 

"You're a child," Melanie said. "You've never had to 
do a thing. You don't know what it is to work. You've 
had everything given to you, and now you say you can 
take care of yourself and Tim too. You don't know--" 

"I know more than you think," Barbara Jean said. 
drawing away from them. "I know that husbands and 
wives fight and say terrible things to each other. I know 
that the world may be blown to bits tomorrow. I know 
that for lots of people the world is a cruel, ugly world. 
know already that nobody's perfect, and I don't expect a 
lot. I just want to be myself and on my own, and Tim 
wants the same thing ; we want it together." 

She stood staring at them, her eyes frightened and 
defiant, and Melanie sank back and put her hands over 
her face. Oh, she thought, my baby. My beautiful baby. 
What's happened? I thought we were all right, that we all 
loved and understood each other. I don't know her at all. 
Who is she? 

"But, darling," she said faintly, "what about a wed
ding? A real wedding with a gown and attendants." 

"I don't want a wedding," Barbara Jean said. 

After Barbara Jean had left, Melanie and Dave sat 
and looked at each other, and instead of blaming each 
other they began to blame themselves. 

"I should never have taken a job," Melanie said. "If 
I'd been at home, this wouldn't have happened." 

"Don't blame yourself," Dave said. "You were here 
in the evening, and that's the most important time." 

"Yes, but at night I'm tired and there's always so 
much to do. I haven't been cooking real dinners, except 
when you're at home. Oh, I don't know. I'm going to 
stop. It's not as if I had to earn the money ; it's just that 
I liked being with other people and keeping busy and hav
ing extra money, but that was a mistake. I never thought 
she minded, but you can't tell. Children depend on rou
tine and pattern, and my being gone broke the pattern." 

Dave sighed. "Well," he said, "all this started when I 
went on the road. It's been hard on you both." 

"It's been lonely," she said. 
"Don't I know," he said. "I spend my nights in a 

motel room doing paperwork, and it's like being in prison. 
But as far as I was concerned, I could put up with it if it 
meant being able to provide more for you and Barbie. It's 
no way to live, though," he said. "There's a rumor they're 
going to locate some of their key men in Philadelphia. 
How would you feel about that?" 

"Oh, darling," she said, "wouldn't that be wonderful ! 
I'd love to live in Philadelphia. and it this thing blows 



over. we could give Barbara Jean all sorts of advantages 
she hasn't had here." 

"We've given her too much already." he said. 
"I  know it," Melanie said. "It's my fault. I should 

have had an understanding with Mother long ago. If I 
had gone about it in the right way . . .  " 

"Don't be too hard on your mother." Dave said. 
"She's meant well. We're the ones who should have 
stepped in and channeled what she wanted to do." 

Melanie sighed. "What are we going to do?" 
''I don't know." he said. "It could be worse. After 

all. she will be eighteen in the fall. Tim's a good boy, and 
they do plan for him to finish school. All we can do is 
play it by ear." 

M elanie went back to work only once. to collect her 
things and give her notice. She knew she should have 
given them more warning, but she hoped at least some of 
them would understand. Then she went home. and she 
stayed at home ; and although Dave was gone again, she 
felt closer to him than she had in years. She and Barbara 
Jean didn't talk very much about Tim, but when he came 
on weekends she tried to seem glad to see him. As far as 
their plans went. Melanie simply acted on a ' 'we'll see" 
basis. She hoped Barbara Jean was thinking long, serious 
thoughts about her future. She hoped that if they were 
determined to get married, they would at least wait 
awhile. With all her heart she wanted them to have a real 
wedding. She wanted to see Barbara Jean in a cascade of 
white, with lace on her shoulders and flowers in her arms. 
She wanted to see them settled in a pretty place, a place 
that didn't have a great. dirty oil heater squatting in the 
middle of the room. She wanted them to have wedding 
presents. She knew you didn't wrap up something called 
happily ever after and take it out on your wedding day. 
put it on and wear it like some sort of protective robe 
from the moment you said. "I do." But she wanted them 
to feel that such a thing was possible. that the ever after. 
with love, could be all she had dreamed of herself. 

Barbara jean and Tim seemed so matter-of-fact. 
Their plans didn't include a honeymoon or a real wedding 
or a dress. "We don't need all those things," Barbara 
Jean told her, "and we will need money. Tim has to get 
his degree, and then he may do graduate work." 

Looking back, Melanie wished she had been more 
realistic. How many tears it would have saved if she 
hadn't thought Dave was perfect ! Poor. darling, wonderful 
Dave. she thought now as she knelt in the sunshine dig
ging and weeding her plant beds. I was so sure he was 
perfect that I hardly gave him a chance to be a normal 
human being. No one is perfect. How could I have been 
so foolish? 

And yet when Barbara Jean said, "Of course Tim isn't 
perfect. Who is ?" Melanie ached a little. She wanted 
Barbara Jean to feel that Tim was the knight in shining 
armor. She wanted them to have something lovely to re
member-something beautiful and extravagant and wonder
ful, like a wedding-that they could use as a touchstone 
to the dreams of complete happiness she knew they must 
have. 

She hadn't written her parents about Barbara Jean's 
plans. She knew she would have to. It would be easier to 
write than to try to tell them, she knew ; but as it hap
pened, she didn't have a choice. 

Her mother didn't come as often as she once had, but 
that spring, when the roads were clear and there was no 
danger of sleet, she did drive over for the day. She and 
Melanie went to a tearoom for lunch, and Melanie kept 
thinking that she must try to tell her mother about Bar
bara Jean and Tim ; but her mother kept chattering about 
people in Cedar City and about her father's sinus condi
tion. 

When they reached home it was still early enough to 
visit for a while. It was a beautiful warm day. and 
Melanie said. "Let's sit out back on the terrace." 

''I c<�n't stay long," her mother s:1 id.  "I w;�nt to be 
back by six. \IVhen does Barbara Je:m com•· home ?" 

" Not for a while." Melanie s:1i 1 •  not bothering to 
check the time. The sun was so bright it seemed earlier 
than it actually was. 

"Well." said her mother. settling down . "I suppose in 
another three or four months you'll b(' scrambling around 
trying to get her off to college. Wh<�t are her plans?" 

Melanie took a deep breath. ' '\IVe aren't sure," she 
said. "She may take a business course right here." 

"And not go to college ?" her mother cried. leaning 
forward in her chair. "Oh. Melanie. that is <1 terrible 
mistake !" 

Melanie sighed. "It's not that we don't want her to 
go. You know we do. but she has other ideas." 

"Why on earth does she want to take a business 
course ?" 

·'She thinks she wants to get married." 
· ·Married ! ' '  her mother cried. Her look of shock and 

disbelief gave the impression of an accusation, and she 
said. "What on earth are you talking about?" 

"just that," Melanie said. "She wants to get married. 
You know she's been going with Tim for almost two 
years." 

"Who is Tim?" 
"Oh. Mother, you know perfectly well who Tim is. 

You've met him a dozen times." 
"Oh, that boy," her mother said. "What does he do ?" 
"He's in school." 
"And how do they expect to manage with him in 

school?" 
''Barbara Jean plans to work." 
"I don't think any self-respecting man would let his 

wife support him." her mother said. "I  know-1 read 
about it. but it's a mistake. If  you let Barbara jean get 
into something like that. you'll be making a terrible mis
take." 

"We can't very well stop them." Melanie said. "We 
can't lock her up." 

''You just haven't raised her the way we raised you, 
her mother said. ''I haven't said anything. but time and 
again I've thought--" 

"I 'm sure that's true," Melanie said. Irritation was 
growing into anger. Her mother might have realized how 
she felt, how she wanted something more for her own 
child, how she lay awake at night thinking about the 
things Barbara Jean and Tim would face without enough 
money and no security and no one but themselves to 
blame. But her mother had never realized anything . . . .  

''You sent her off to camp when she was only ten,'' 
her mother said. "and you let her go out in cars with boys 
when she was fifteen. What can you expect?'' 

"It's not a question of what we expect." Melanie said. 
her voice tight. "It's a question of what is, and we have 
to face it." 

Her face was flushed and the palms of her hands 
were damp and hot. She had forgotten what time it was. 
forgotten all about Barbara Jean-who, seeing her grand
mother's car in the drive, came silently into the house, 
not calling out as usual, and stood at the dining- room 
windows, hearing everything they said. 

''You don't have to raise your voice, Melanie." Nan
nie said. "I  was simply telling you it's your own fault. 
I could have told you long ago. Barbara Jean is just a 
child. You and Dave ought to send her away ; you ought 
to keep that boy out of this house. She hasn't any judg
ment in these things. She is just a child." 

Melanie leaned forward suddenly, thinking that half 
of the miseries in her own life had come about because 
her mother had kept her a child, filled her with childish 
ideas and beliefs, refused to see her-or Barbara jean
as anything but two little girls who liked to get presents. 

"My daughter is not a child," Melanie said. "She is 
almost eighteen years old, and she knows what she wants 
and has found a fine boy to share it with. All we want 
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them to do is wait a little, but we can't make them. 
They don't see the world the way we did. I thought life 
was all sugar and spice, and knitting little booties and 
smiling. They already know it's a hard, cold, cruel world 
and they are better equipped to face it than I was. They 
are not children.'' 

Melanie's mother half rose. fluttering her hands help
lessly. and Melanie sank back. 

"There, there, dear," Nannie said, "don't get so upset. 
I know young people are more informed these days and I 
suppose she and-what is his name?-I suppose they may 
be more ready for marriage than you and Dave were. 
You were only nineteen, and don't think I didn't lie 
awake nights over that. If it hadn't been for the war . . .  
But I couldn't argue with you. You were so sure of your
self, and so sure of Dave." 

She sighed and folded her hands, and Melanie tried to 
unclench her own fingers. She felt as though she were 
scattered all over the lawn in fragments, torn this way and 
that by the conflicting tides of emotion that pulsed through 
her. She wished her mother would go home, but her 
mother began to speak again. 

"No,'' she said slowly. "there was no telling you 
either. I can remember. And Dave-he was going to finish 
college too. Remember?" 

"There was a war, you know." Melanie said. 
"Yes, the war," her mother replied. "But I could have 

told you in the beginning he wouldn't finish. He should 
have taken that position your father offered him. He'd 
be earning twice what he earns now. If he had really 
wanted what was best for his family, he would have--" 

Melanie's voice spilled out as cold as ice water. 
"Don't you ever criticize Dave to me again," she said. 
"Dave is a wonderful man. He works like a slave, and 
all by himself. Without anybody pulling strings or open
ing doors, he has worked up to a position of enormous 
responsibility. Don't say one word against him to me.'' 

Nannie stared at her daughter. Her mouth quivered. 
and she closed it firmly. She began to fold her gloves, 
first one way, then another. She opened her purse and 
took out her driving glasses. then put them back. "Well," 
she said, her voice a little gasp, "you seem to be very 
touchy today. Perhaps I shouldn't have come." 

"Oh, Mother," Melanie said, "I'm glad you came. I'm 
always glad when you come. I was going to tell you. I 
meant to write. but I just haven't. It's just that it's hard 
for us, and I knew it would upset you. The thing is, 
we've never done things your way. Now she isn't going 
to do things our way. We all have to adjust." 

They sat in silence for a moment while bees hummed 
around the Japanese quince and the sun streamed in rosy 
radiance through the blossoms. 

Nannie sighed. "Well, dear, now you'll know how I've 
felt so often. I've been through all this before, but things 

have a way of working themselves out. I 'm sure things 
will all work out for the best." 

"I hope so," Melanie said. 
"We'll have to do some shopping," her mother said. 

"What has she got? I want to buy the wedding dress. 
That's one thing I can do. She ought to have a veil with 
a train--" 

"Mother." Melanie said gently, ''she doesn't want a 
gown." 

"Oh, nonsense," her mother said. "Every girl wants a 
white wedding dress. Wait until I get her downtown and 
she sees them.'' 

"No," Melanie said, "she doesn't want one. I've asked 
her. Don't you think I want her to have a real wedding) 
She doesn't want it, and that's that." 

Nannie rose and started around the house. Melanie 
followed her. There wasn't really anything they could say 
until they reached the car, and then her mother said. 
"Come over soon, dear." 

"I will," Melanie replied. "Drive carefully." 
She watched the car back down the drive. Her throat 

felt hot and tight and she thought, I can't help it. I feel 
like crying. Why do I feel like crying ? What's the use? 

She started into the house. but then went back around 
to the terrace to pick up the knitting she had left there. 
and took a tissue out of the knitting bag and blew her 
nose and wiped her eyes. She glanced up, and there at the 
dining-room windows stood Barbara Jean. 

It  was as if they were standing with a great gray 
abyss swirling between them, and all they could do was 
send messages with their eyes-Melanie's swollen and red. 
Barbara Jean's dark and smoldering. 

Melanie stood there, knowing that there was nothing 
she could do. She didn't know how to reach her daughter 
any more. But Barbara Jean, who had felt separated, had 
been taking all her mother's words and putting them to
gether, and they had made a sort of lifeline that stretched 
across the gulf between them. 

"Oh, Mother !"  she cried, bursting out the door and 
sobbing. "I  would like a dress. It hasn't seemed right. 
all the plans and the whole of our life spread out like a 
graph, just dates and figures and budgets. I want a dress. 
I want it as a sort of symbol of all the beautiful things 
we feel." 

Melanie's arms opened and she rocked her baby gent
ly back and forth. "Darling, we'll have one. Nannie was 
just here and she said she wanted to get you a dress. She 
said--" 

"No," Barbara Jean said, pushing away. "Nannie can 
get me anything else she wants. but not the dress. You 
and I will get the dress. I want it that way, something my 
own mother gave me for the most beautiful day of my 
whole life." THE END 
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