


ttl couldn't give a 
top performance," 

says Gypsy Rose Lee, 
famous author, actress and ecdysiast, 

HFor fear- a wriggle 
would turn into 

a wrinkle 
A tousled torso is a serious lia

bility in my profession. But see my 

new dress made of CATAWBA,® 

the astounding wrinkle-resistant 

Springmaid fabric that is sweep

ing the country. Now I can confi

dEmtly put my liabilities on skids 

and my assets on CATAWBA." 



Only Bobbi is especially designed to give th.e softly feminine wave 
necessary for this new ·"Laura" hairstyle. No nightly settings. 

Soft, natural right from the start • • .  that's the "Bobbi Swirl" hair
style after a Bobbi. Bobbi is so easy • • •  no help is needed. 

Bobbi's soft curls make a natural, informal wave like 
this possible. A Bobbi Pin- Curl Permanent always 
gives you carefree curls as .in this "Secret Date" hairdo. 

Bobbi is .made especially to give young, romantic 
hairstyles like this!'Sapphire" hairdo. And the curl 
stays in..:..... in an� weather. Always soft and natural. 

Want a softly feminine hairdo? 
That is the only kind a Bobbi knows how to give. 

It's the special pin-curl permanent

never tight, never fussy. 

All Bobbi girls have soft, carefree curls, because a Bobbi can't
simply cart't-give you tight, fussy curls. From the very _first day 
your Bobbi will have the beauty, the body, the soft, lovely look of 
naturally wavy hair. And your waves last week after week. Curls 
and waves are where you want them. Bobbi is the easy pin-curl perma
nent specially designed for today's· newest softly feminine hair styles. 

Just pin-curl your hair in your favorite style. Apply Boboi's spe<;ial 
Creme Oil Lotion. A little later rinse hair with water. Let dry, 
brush out. Right away you have soft, natural, flattering curls. 

New 20-Page Hairstyle Booklet I Colorful collection of new softly feminine hairstyles. 
Easy-to-follow seHing instructions. Hints! Tips! Send now for "Set-lt-Yourse/1 Hairstyles." 

Your name, address, 10c in coin to: Bobbi, Box 3600, Merchandise Mart, Chicago, Ill. 

Just pin-curls and Bobbi. No separate neutralizer, no curlers, no resetting. 
Everything-New Creme Oil Lotion, special bobby pins. U .50 plus tax. 
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PICJURr 
of the Month 

We didn't go to the preview of M-G-M's 
"The Glass Slipper" in anything so grand 
as the storied pumpkin coach. But we cer
tainly came out walking on our own pri
vate cloud! 

Mind you, we expected to be charmed by 
this romance - with- music which stars 
Leslie Caron and Michael Wilding. After 
all; this lovely production, in enchanting 
Color� is the wonder-work of the same . 
giftea innovators who took the nation by 
storm when they· created "Lili". 

Leslie Caron's starry loveliness as captured by famed artist Jon Whitcomb 
But what we didn't quite expect is the 

steady stunning stream of surprises, the 
dazzling dances, the endless beauties that 
make this so completely fresh in concept. 

Here is a happy blending, too, of the 
Cinderella theme into a flesh-warm, large
as-life love story that bounces from de
light to delight without recourse to witch's 
wands and such. Leslie Caron is as real 
as a kiss on the lips, once you've adjusted 
to the idea that such loveliness can be. As 
Ella, a scullery-maid, she has no notion 
that her gamine grace could ever be 
thought desirable by anyone, much less a 
sophisticated blueblood. 

Wilding's devil-may-care flair for ro
mantic fun has never been so evidenced. 
You will be as captivated as Ella herself 
from their meeting in the forest glade, 
through the three matchl�ss dance se
quences staged by Roland Petit with his 
breathtaking Ballet de Paris Company, to 
the �toundingly beautiful palace ball and 
all the lilt and laughter of the climax. 

: '"'.Helping to put "The Glass Slipper's" 
Jliimiest ·foot forward are Keenan Wynn 
as· aide-d'escapade to the prince, stage 
star Estelle Winwood as the mad match
maker, Elsa Lanchester as the stepmother. 

How proud must be producer Edwin H. 
Knopf, director Charles Walters, writer 
Helen Deutsch and composer Bronislau 
Kaper, the latter two of whom have seem
ingly . contributed another lyrical Acad
emy Award winner in "The Glass Slipper" 
song-"Take My Love." 

They have not only out-gilded their own 
"Lili"; they have made "The Glass 
Slipper" a perfect fit for the most exacting 
entertainment taste! . * * * 
M -G-M presents in Color "THE 'GLASS 
SLIPPER" starring L ESLIE CARON, 
MICHAEL WILDING with KEENAN WYNN, 
ESTELLE W INWOOD, ELSA LANCHESTER, 
BARRY JONES. Wrjtten for the screen by 
Helen Deutsch. Ballets by Roland Petit • .  

Featuring Ballet· de Paris. Photographed in 
Eastman Color� Directed by Charles W alters. · 
Produced by Edwin H. Knopf. An M -G-M 
Picture. 
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IFYOURBA ACHES 
• • • • •  By all means see your doctor 

If he tells you to change. -your mattress READ THIS: 
If you wake up in the morning with a sore, aching back, doctors say a lumpy 
oversoft mattress with buttons that cut into your back may be the cause of your · 
misery.Butwhen you sleep on the Smooth-Top"SERTAPEDIC"EXTRA-FIRM MATTRESS 
you enjoy the ideal combination of both superb comfort and healthful support! 

Here is smooth, soothing sleep with no buttons, bumps or tufts to disturb you, 
plus SERTA's.healthfully-firm "uNIMATIC" * Innerspring Construction that re
laxes your entire body, while giving you "POSTURE-PROTECTION" that helps you 
look and feel your best every minute you're awake. "uNIMATic" BOX SPRING to 
match is scientifically designed to complete the necessary support and comfort. 

SEE and FEEL the difference in healthful comfort yourself. Visit your SERTA 
dealer today! 

How medical science helped Serta develop this 
sensational smooth-top "Sertapedic" Mattress 

that feels better and is better for you 
To learn how to build a mattress with the most in healthful, relaxing support and 
satisfying sleeping comfort, SERTk had an independent scientific research organi
zation question doctors from coast to coast. 

From the medically-approved principles on which hundreds of doctors agreed, 
SERTA built the healthfully-firm Posture-Protecting "SERTAPEDIC" MATTRESS. 

You Sleep ON it- Not IN it! 

THE S E  X-R AY S  T E LL T H E  I N S I D E  S TO R Y  OF 

"SERTAPEDIC" S UPPO R T  A N D  COMFO RT 

RIGHT WAY-Sp ine give n 
level, "head-to-toe" support 
on SERTA MATTRESS AND BOX 
SPRING. Permits greater re
laxation, assures more rest
ful sleep, helps protect pos
ture. Due to SERTA's pat'd 
"UNIMATIC" Innerspring 
Construction built to speci
fications judged important 
by doctors, coast to coast. 

WRONG WAY-Ordinary soft 
mattress permits spine to sag 
and twist. Often results in 
muscle strain, back discom
fort, threatens good posture. 
"Form-fitting" construction 
clings to body, causing over
heating and restless, com
fortless sleep. sEinA's ex
clusive "uNIMATtc" support 
prevents these faults. 

SOOTHING SERTA SMOOTH SLEEPING SURFACE 
ANOTHER COMFORT FIRST! 
No buttons, bumps or lumps 
to annoy, no tufts to pull out. 

THIS . • •  NOT THIS 

MANUFACTURED by SERTA ASSOCIATES, INC. 
Executive Offices 666 la�e Shore Dr., Chi�ago 11, Ill. 

39 leading mattress manufacturer members in the U.S.A., Hawaii 
and Canada. Makers of fine SERTA mattresses from $49.50 
to $99.50. Hawaiian and Canadian prices slightly higher
all prices subject to change without notice. 
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You're on 
your own now! 

You've reachect the stage when you're 
making the decisions about what you 
wear, eat, buy and do. Yet perhaps 
there's one thing hanging over from the 
old days that's definitely making a cer
tain part of the month more of a prob
lem for you. It's the question of which 
sanitary protection to use. 

You owe it to yourself to weigh the 
advantages of Tampax. Tampax-in
vented by a doctor-is based upon the 
medically approved principle of internal 
absorption. Besides its comfort and ease 
of disposability, Tampax has many psy
chological advantages. You feel more at 
ease with protection that prevents odor 
from forming ... that does away with un
comfortable and embarrassing bulk ... 
that's so dainty and fastidious, wearer's 
hands need not even touch the Tam pax. 
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Get a package of Tam pax at any drug 
or notion counter and examine it. Note 
the disposable applicator, the pure white 
surgical cotton Tampax. Weigh Tampax 
against the cumbersome belt-pin-pad 
harness. Wouldn't it be far nicer to use 
Tampax? Choice of 3 absorbencies: 
Regular, Super, Junior. Month's supply 
goes into purse. Tampax Incorporated, 
Palmer, Mass. 

Accepted /or AdYertising 6)' tile lourntd of tile American Medical Association 

What Goes On 
at Cosmopolitan 

A N  O PT I M I S T, A S T O R M Y  PA R T Y, A T H R I FT Y  A R T I S T  

Seven years ago, a pretty girl just out 
of a fashionable finishing school in 
Philadelphia stepped off a train at 

New York's Penn Station. Her twofold 
ambition, as unstartling as popcorn at the 
movies : to "earn my own living" and to 

Grace Kelly 

become an actress. She could speak 
French and Spanish, swim, and ride. 

This eighteen-year-old optimist also 
looked so delectable that she managed 
to earn some of her first shekels as a girl 
on a CosMOPOLITAN cover. The date was 
May, 1949. Coby Whitmore, who drew 
the young lady for our cover, was used 
to young lovelies but was particularly im
pressed with this one's name : "So un
fancy, so easy to remember, just plain 
Grace Kelly." Since then, Miss Kelly has 
realized her second ambition, and begin
ning on page 26, she confides to author 
Joe McCarthy just how she did it. 

Chivalry Isn't Dead 

Proving that chivalry isn't dead, two 
of the athletic Kelly family, Kelly Senior 
and Junior, took such a dim view of one 
recent magazine article on Grace that 
they turned up at the magazine's office, 
where they gave physical evidence of 
their disapproval by banging a few type
writers together. Before they departed, 
a number of chairs were broken like 
matchsticks in the hands that had rowed 
for the Olympics. 

Naturally, we are checking and re
checking our Grace Kelly article. Though 
we figure that our total weight is six 
times that of the Kellys, we have turned 
up no champion willing to be the first 
to fling himself into battle with a Kelly. 

Is Dad on the Way Out? 

At a recent party in Manhattan, Mor
ton M. Hunt, author of ''The Decline 
and Fall of the American Father," inno
cently mentioned some of his findings on 
the subject. The party climate immedi
ately shifted from comfortable to stormy, 
and emotionalism ran so high that one 
choleric gentleman, in the midst of vio
lently bemoaning the passing of Father 
as dictator, choked on an olive pit. 

Hunt himself couldn't decide where he 
stood until after he'd written the article, 
which took two months of research. 
"When I interviewed authorities like Dr. 
Leonard Cottrell, of the Russell Sage 
Foundation, they were exceptionally co
operative when they discovered I had 
nothing up my sleeve-no 'angle' to prove. 
No gimmick. I explained that CosMO· 
POLITAN was not interested in a phony, 
humorous diatribe about Dad, which 
would in the end add up to nothing." 
Hunt's article, based on surveys, tests, 
and analyses, is about as scientifically 
accurate as you can get on a sociological 
subject. Whether or not you like what's 
happening to Dad ( see page 20 ) ,  there's 
as much chance of stopping it as there 
is of going back to the spinning wheel. 

Whose Property Are Props? 

We often wonder where an artist gets 
the props for his illustrations, whom they 

Marie Nonnast 

belong to, and where they end up. Artist 
Paul Nonnast agreeably clears u p  this 



mystery so far as tpe illustration on page 
98 for "Deadly Victim" is concerned. 

The lovely legs of the dead girl in the 
closet belong to Nonnast's wife, Marie. 
Nonnast himself sqopped in New York 
for �he sexy, high·heeled shoes in the 
illustration, and they now belong to 
Marie. He also bought the sculptured
looking men's clothes hangers-now per
manently his-rand the longer ties that 
are being worn this year, thus getting 
rid of his old, too-short ties with a clear 
conscience. 

With everything set, Nonnast, �ho 
sometimes prefers to work from photos, 
took several shots of the whole business, 
then Marie changed her shoes, put the 
new ones in her closet, and went back 
to fixing lunch. 

Mistaken Identification? 

Think you can recognize a famous 
landmark? Take a look at this picture, 
call your shot, then check the answer 
below. If you missed, you have a lot of 
company. 

This isn't only one obscure instance 
of mistaken identification, either. You 
may find you score no better on Don 
Short's wonderful picture article. We're 
giving no hints, but as everybody knows, 
a castle in Spain (see page 56 ) .can be 
just about anywhere, usually where it's 
warm. 

':l�UtU :!ptlOStlJ :ll{l U� :l(tl:ld O�UtlO{OA tl 
'UOl�U�l{StlJ:A ':l:l(ll'J lp�dS 'tlU:l{:lH lU�llS 
1unow AUll:lJ s� 1nq 'ut�dtl{_ ur tlWtlAff 

·n._i :l:l(!{ S:l(OO[ :llDlO[d :ll{.L : IIJ:M.SNV 
"Next Door" 

What protective and innocent parents 
don't know about what trestles their dar
ing youngsters have crossed, and what 
roofs the kids have blithely jumped from, 
is as nothing compared to what they 

. don't· know about the facets of adult life 
their children see. Read what happens in 
Kurt Vonnegut, Jr.'s story, "Next Door," 
when the parents of an eight-year-old boy 
leave him at home while they go to a 
movie that's too strong for children. Von-

_negut tosses up suspense, surprise, hu
mor, and an outcome that' dropped all 
jaws in our fiction department. If there's 
anything we like, it's a story that knows 
where it's going but never tips its hand. 

H. LaB. 

"IT'S MY FAVORITE BARGAIN" 
"A bargain," says the dictionary, "is an advantageous purchase." 

Telephone service is like that. 

Advantageous to you because it saves time, steps and trouble. 

Runs errands. Helps with the shopping. Stands guard over 

your home. Keeps you in close touch with relatives and friends. 

And does all of this as a real bargain should-at low cost. 

Pennies buy wings when you reach for the telephone. 

BELL TELEPHONE SYSTEM 
LocAL to serve the community. NATIONWIDE to serve the nation. 
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THE BEST IN RECORDS 

Music for Easter 

London's St. Paul's Cathedral Choir 
bring-s purity of voice to a new album. 

BY PAUL AFFELDER 

CBOffi AND SOLO. The St. Paul's 
Cathedral Choir of London, which sang 
at the Coronation, then made a phenome· 
nally successful tour of the U.S., includes 
Easter ·music in its album, which also 
contains English anthems, motets, and 
madrigals along with works for Christ· 
mas. The performances, mostly unac· 
companied, are unaffected and often 
deeply inspiring, and the recording shows 
off admirably the purity of the men's and 
boys' voices. (St. Paul's Cathedral Choir. 
Angel Set 3516 B. 2-12". $9.96) 

But it doesn't always take a full choir 
to express religious fervor. Fra11eol• 

Co•11erl•• eighteenth-century Fre'nch 
master, accomplished wonders with only 
one and two solo voices in his "Three 
Tenebrae Lessons," written for the last 
three days of Holy Week. Using the 
"Lamentations of Jeremiah" as a text, he 
created some haunting effects. Two sensi
tively sung versions are available : one by 
Janine Collard, contralto, and Nadine 
Sautereau, soprano ( Haydn Society) ; the 
other by Hugues Cuenod and Gino Sinim
berghi, tenors (Westminster) .  Since the 
music was originally written for women's 
voices, we favor slightly the former, whose 
6, 

faster tempo keeps the interest alive and 
also permits the inclusion of two fine 
motets, one of them intended for Easter 
Sunday. (Couperin: Three Tenebrae Les
sons. Haydn Society HSL 105. $5.95. 
Westminster WL 5387. $5.95) 

CHILDREN'S DOUR. If the Easter 
Bunny wants to leave something for the 
youngest members of the household, he'll 
find some worth-while and entertaining 
material on disks, most of it aimed at the 
preschool group. 

With Nornaa• Bo•e as narrator, "The 
Carrot Seed" is a splendid "singing 
and doing" record with story and songs 
that are simple, and perhaps an in
ducement for Junior to do some spring 
planting. (Children's Record Guild CRG 
1003. 78 rpm. $1.19) 

Tex Bitter and his guitar will please 
the juvenile cowhands with "Cactus 
Jackson Had a Ranch," a Western version 
of "Old MacDonald Had a Farm," com
plete with sound effects, coupled with 
another cumulative classic, "The Green 
Grass Grew All Around." (Capitol CASF 
3146. 45 rpm. 99 cents) 

"Joseph and His Coat of Many Colors" 
has Cla•de Bal•• telling the Old Testa· 
ment story with dignity, yet in a manner 
that can be understood by small children. 
Fortunately, Nathaniel Shilkret's Holly
woodish musical accompaniment is kept 
discreetly in the background. ( Capitol 
CASF 3122. 45 rpm. 99 cents) 

NURSERY MAGIC. Anyone can pick 
out "Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star," with 
one finger on the piano, but the set of 
variations Hungarian composer-conduc
tor-pianist. Br•• ..,.,.,,;,,, has made 
out of this tune have proved a challenge to 
the greatest virtuosos . .1•11•• Kat.ehe•, 

young New Jersey pianist, has succeeded 
in turning the trick in a bright recording 
with Sir Adrian Boult and the London 
Philharmonic Orchestra. It's a delightful 
surprise to hear what intricate and me
lodic magic Dohnanyi can conjure up out 
of nothing. Similar magic is found in 
the work of Sergei llaehmanin.ofl, 

the late composer· conductor - pianist, 
whose well-known "Rhapsody on a Theme 
of Paganini" occupies the other side of 
this entertaining disk. (Dohn(myi: Varia
tions on a Nursery Tune; Rachmaninoff: 
Rhapsody on a Theme of Paganini. Lon
don LL 1018. $3.98) 

MUSICA·L MARRIAGE. Ever since 
George Gershwin wrote his "Rhapsody 

in Blue" and "Concerto in F" hack in 
the Twenties, composers have been trying 
to find a way to promote a marriage he· 
tween jazz and the classics. Now we have 
an attempt that represents an entirely 
new departure. It is Swiss composer 
llolf Llehrmann'H "Concerto for J azz 
Band and Symphony Orchestra" by Fritz 
Reiner and the Chicago Symphony with 
the Sauter-Finegan Orchestra as soloists. 
A veritable "battle of music" between 
the two groups, this definitely features 
the solo band with the "long-hairs" rele
gated to some quiet noodling in the hack
ground. But in the ensuing mambo the 
two orchestras join forces for a solidly 
jammed finale with everyone very much in 
the groove. On the other side of the rec
ord, Reiner conducts Bleltard St.r••••'• 

"Don Juan," and the Sauter-Finegan 
group doesn't even get in a lick. (Lieber
mann: Concerto for Jazz Band and Sym
phony Orchestra. RCA Victor LM 1888. 
$3.98) 

SHORE LEAVE. Turn three American 
sailors loose in Paris and you have the 
makings of a movie musical. Not all such 
films enjoy as good a set of songs as 
those provided for Universal-Interna
tional's "So This Is Paris" by Pony Sher
rell and Phil Moody. Of the six numbers 
recorded from the sound track and 

.
sung 

in low-key style by Tony Curtis, Gloria 
de Haven, Gene Nelson, and Paul Gilbert, 
"The Two of Us," "If You Were There," 
and "Looking for Someone to Love" have 
definite hit potentialities. As a memento 
of the picture, this is a pleasant, well
arranged, and well-recorded disk; but it 
will probably take singers with more 
voice and individuality to push these 
songs up among the top ten. (So This Is 
Paris. Decca DL 5553. $2.98) 

TRAVEL BY EAR. And speaking of 
the Navy, that old slogan, "Join the Navy 
and see the world," may soon be changed 
to "Buy a phonograph and hear the 
world." In an engrossing new recorded 
anthology entitled "World Library of 
Folk and Primitive Music," Columbia 
makes it possible to travel by· ear. This 
collection of fourteen disks, each devoted 
to a different country or territory, was 
recorded "on location" by the collection's 
editor, folklorist Alan Lomax. and other 
noted musical and anthropological author
ities. I know you'll be surprised to dis
cover, for example, that bagpipes are 
not limited to Scotland, and that some 
of our Latin-American rhythms may have 



had their roots in India. Of the sets we 
heard, those devoted to India, Indonesia, 
and Spain proved the most interesting . 

. The Jatter, by the way, includes some 
of the most thrilling Flamenco singing 
we've ever heard. (World Library of 
.ii

'
olk and Primitive Music-Vols. I-XIV. 

Columbia Sets SL-204 through SL-217. 
$6.95 each) 

RAVEL ANTHOLOGY. You can 
check off a lot of Ravel music wjth a 
single record by Pedro de Freitas Branco 
and the Orchestre du Theatre des 
Champs-Elysees. It contains stirring in
terpretations of the Bolero (played, for 
once, at its proper slow tempo ) , La Valse, 
Valses Nobles et Sentimentales, Alborada 
del Gracioso and Pavanne pour une In
fante Defunte. No crowding · either, and 
the sound is startlingly realistic. (Ravel: 
Bolero, La Valse, etc. Westminster W L  
5297. $5.95) 

BACH AS WRITTEN. In our time 
among the most valued M early orches
tral music are the six Brandenburg Con
certos by Johann Sebastian Bach. But 
when the Margrave of Brandenburg, for 
whom they were written, died in 1734, 
they were bundled together with dozens 
of other compositions and auctioned off 
for a few pennies apiece. We're accus
tomed to hearing these concertos played 
by modern instruments. They acquire an 
entirely fresh new sound quality, how
ever, when performed on the baroque in
struments for which they were written. 
Two recordings from the original manu
script have been issued simultaneously, 
both made in Vienna. Vox's, conducted 
by J ascha Horenstein, is the more au
thentic, is compressed onto two disks and 
includes copious notes and complete 
scores. The .Bach Guild's, under Felix 
Prohaska, runs to three disks for the 
same price, is better played, with a more 
relaxed, spacious sound. Bach profits by 
both. (Bach: Brandenburg Concertos. 
Bach Guild Set BG 540-542. 3-12". 
$11.90. Vox Set DX 122. 2-12". $9.96) 

COCKROACH OPERA. Now, along 
with the "horse opera" and "soap opera," 
we have a "cockroach opera."· George 
Kleinsinger has taken some of the late 
Boa Mar11ul•' stories of Archy, the lit
erary C<?ckroach, and his lady love, 
Mehitabel, the amoral alley cat, and, with 
the aid of librettist Joe Darion, has fash
ioned them into a little back-alley opera, 
""Areh• """ Mehltahl." Since Archy 
did his writing by hurling himself at the 
typewrit�r keys, he couldn't use capitals ;  
yet "capital" is the word to describe the 
brand-new recordi�g of this jazz opera. 
All-star cast including: David Wayne, 
Eddie Bracken, and Carol Channing in 
title roles. (Kleinsinger: Archy and 
Mehitabel. Columbia ML 4963. $3.98) 

THE END 
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LOOKI NG INTO PEOPL11}· 

Indian Psycho-songatic 
Medicine, Boxers' Brains, and 
Murder Taint Hereditary 
BY AMRAM SCHEINFELD 

Psycho-songatic medicine. Squaw 
sick? Brave sick? Papoose sick? Give 
'urn rhythm ! That's long been the prac
tice among North American Indians, 
reports �thnologist Frances Densmore 
( Smithsonian Institution ) .  In numerous 
tribes the medicine men rely on healing 
songs whose curative powers lie in the 
hypnotic effect{' of offbeat rhythms, ac
centuated by shaking of rattles or beating 
of small drums. Modern medicine, learn
ing from the Indians, has increasingly 
been using both music therapy and hyp
notism in mental cases. 

Boxers' brains. Do you worry when 
watching TV prize fights that the lads 

are getting their brains scrambled by 
rights and lefts to the head ? The fear 
has been k.o.'d by Dr. Harry A. Kaplan 
and Dr. Jefferson Browder (New York) ,  
who tested hundreds of pro fighters and 
found few or no changes or abnormalities 
in their brain waves despite years in the 
ring or even right after a knockout. 

Kids and propaganda. Children may 
help most to spread propaganda behind 
enemy lines, U.S. Army air force experi
ments in Washington State reveal. Three 
days after planes had dropped 80,000 test 
leaflets over eight towns, sociologists Otto 
8 

N. Larsen and Melvin L. De Fleur found 
that many more children than adults had 
picked them up and passed them on, and 
talked about and knew the facts pre
sented. An added reason for making such 
messages appealing to children is that 
under · actual war conditions they are not 
punished as severely as adults for spread
ing propaganda. 

Mate madness. Violent but unjustified 
antagonism toward one's mate may be a 
subtle insanity called "conjugal paranoia" 
by Dr. Eugene Revitch ( New Jersey 
Diagnostic Center) . It can occur in per
sons so apparently normal and charming 
that if anyone is suspected of being in
sane, it's the accused spouse. Often the 
condition shows itself soon after mar
riage, even on the honeymoon, by extreme 
faultfinding, humiliating acts, charges of 
infidelity, and hints to set family and 
friends against the other member of the 
couple. Psychiatric tests show sufferers 
from mate madness usually have sexual 
disturbances (often homosexual tenden
cies ) ,  lack inner controls, and fear they're 
unable to meet marital demands. They 
accuse their mates to avert blame from 
themselves. Marriages so threatened may 
be saved by examination and treatment. 

Middle-aged men's blues. The emo
tional tailspins of many mellowing males 
come not from waning hormones but 
from subconscious worry that they're los
ing out to their sons or young competi
tors. So conclude psychiatrists Otto Billig 
and Robert Adams (Vanderbilt Univer
sity) , who find this fear most pronounced 
in the self-made successful man who 
wrongly thinks his wife and children love 
him, and others esteem him, only because 
of the position he's attained. Especially 
vulnerable is the man who felt hostility 
to his father and is therefore uneasy 
about his own son's feelings toward him. 

Old-maid schoolmarms. Once the 
highroad to spinsterhood, schoolteaching 

is being regarded more and more as a 
married woman's job, reports Professor 
Chester M. Stephenson. Of 400 coeds in 
teacher training at Ohio's Miami Uni
versity, almost 85 per cent planned on 
marriage and teaching as joint careers, 
15 per cent e-xpected . eventually to be 
just wives ; only two girls didn't expect 
to marry. Diminished prejudices against 
married teachers, increased marriages 
among educated women, and more en
couragement for career wives are fast 
making the old-maid schoolmarm the big 
exception. 

Murder taint hereditary? Seems 
no, 't ain't. If you saw· the play "Bad 
Seed," or read the novel from which it 
was made, don't take seriously the central 
theme that the little girl murderess in
herited her vicious tendencies from her 
murdering grandma. Not only do experts 
on heredity and crime doubt that such 
tendencies can be inherited, but they are 
positive that even if they could be, the 
genetic factors would be so complex they 

could not skip a generation intact. Any 
real-life cases of grandparent and grand
child committing murder may he due 
only to coincidence or to similarities in 



environment. Technically, the child in 
the aforementioned play would be classed 
as a psychopath, a mental type whose 
cause remains unknown. 

Abundant tables, poorer teeth. 

Surprising news from Europe is that there 
is 50 per cent more tooth decay now 
among children of Norway, Germany, 
and several of the small British islands 
than there was during the war. This is 
ascribed to the fact that in the war years 
the consumption of sweets, meat, and fat 
was much reduced, and the diet of coarse 
flour, potato

.
es, vegetables, and fish was 

increased. 

Doodles. Scrawls and sketches you 
make while mind wandering may be give· 
aways to your personality, suggests psy
chologist Charlotte S. Berger (New York 
University) .  Doodles in textbooks of col
lege seniors who'd taken personality tests 
showed these relationships : very "mascu
line" men and very "feminine" · women 
tended to draw hum" an heads ;  'men low 

in masculinity and women low in fem
ininity usually drew animals. Tight de
signs and · designs inside of designs indi
cate wariness and fear (bold persons 
make doodles without distinct outlines) . 
Shaded designs tend to show submissive
ness and inferiority feelings. 

Curbing coeds. Despite growing equal
ity for women in business and profes
sions, college girls can't expect the same 
freedom as men in the "hazardous and 
explosive realm of moral conduct," says 
Professor Kate H. Mueller ( Indiana Uni
versity) .  Coeds complain, "Why are we 
so much more strictly regulated ?" "Why 
can't we stay'out nights just as men do ?" 
"Why can't we go over to men's resi
dences?" Because, says Professor Muel
ler, a girl's behavior means much more 
for the general moral tone of the campus 
and her own future. Also, sorority houses 
and coeds' dorms need more regulating 
than men's residences because of the 
greater amount of social bustle, routine 
activity, gossip, and emotional tension, 
and the greater risk of the individual's 
being hurt by what she does or others 
d.> to her. THE END . 

(j)�·lift 
,.;; ;,·;�; No 80 s 
NEs ST"IYs Up A 8 0 U T l•or�0 IT UT STAy$ 

Running, -walking, standing, sitting, 
your -wonderful, c01nfortable "Perma•lift"* 

MAGIC OVAL CROTCH PANTIE 

CAN'T RIDE UP-EVER 
Also enjoy the lasting uplift of a "Perma .lift" Bra, America's favorite, 

with the Lift that never lets you down. Bras from $1.50 to $12.50. "Perma ·lift" Magic 
Oval Panties from $5.00 to $10.95. See them at your favorite store today. 

*'' Perma.-li!C"-A tracU mark o/ A. Skin&: Compa.nv--Ch.icago • NftD Yori • Lo. Attg�lu-<R•g. U.S.Pat.O§.) 



PRACTICAL TRAVEL GUIDE 

Spectacular beauties of untamed 'nature compensate for the rigors of Alaskan travel. 

Motor Trip to 
Our Last Frontier 

BY EDWARD R. DOOLING 

Driving to Alaska is still a maj'or 
motoring adventure despite some 
improvement in roads and accom

modations. This is the substance of a new 
report, compiled from on-the-spot obser
vation, by Kenneth Van Hee and David 
Jamieson, veteran tour investigators for 
the American Automobile Association. 

The report warns : 
"If a motorist feels he is going on a 

deluxe excursion he will be sadly mis
taken. There is still a certain amount of 
pioneering involved in making this trip. 
Anyo1�e who expects to receive the com
forts of home should not attempt the · 

journey, a's these .conditions do not exist. 
In fact, we met a number of tourists turn
ing back after completing only half their 
itinerary because of this mistaken idea." 

Jamieson and Van Hee give Alaska
bound motorists four bits of basic advice : 

( 1 )  Use heavy duty tires and carry 
two spares. 

{2)  Cover the gasoline tank with an 
old inner tube (to prevent its being punc
tured by stones kicked up by the wheels) . 

( 3 )  Place a fine screen over the radi-
10 

ator of your car to help keep out insects. 
( 4) Seal the trunk to keep out heavy 

dust. 
· 

The best time to make the trip is late 
June or July when the mosquitoes seem 
less aggressive than during other summer 
months. During the same period the bril
liant fireweed, which grows along all 
Alaskan highways, is in bloom. 

The highway from Edmonton, Alberta, 
to Dawson Creek, British Columbia, is  
dusty or muddy, d�pending upon the 
weather. The 1,524 miles of road from 
Dawson Creek to Fairbanks is wide and 
surfaced wilh gravel but may be dusty. 
Some new, paved highways are under 
construction in Alaska. 

Overnight accommodations are limited 
from Edmonton north. Old barracks have 
been converted to tourist rooms in some 
cases. A few log cabins have been built. 
Hotels in the smaller towns have few 
rooms with baths----,or even washbowls. 

Rewards for motorists who make the 
trip include some spectacular mountain 
scenery, uncrowded highways, and a 
chance to see one of North America's 

last frontiers still in its natural state. 
Mount Logan, elevation 19,850 feet, 

· the highest in Canada, i.s seen from the 
highway while driving through the Yukon 
Territory between White Horse and the 
Alaska boundary. A bit farther north 
there is a view across the valley of the 
Donjek River to Mt. Lucania, 17.,150 feet. 

Good overnight accommodations and a 
restaurant are open to tourists a_t the Uni
versity of Alaska, in Fairbanks, during 
the summer. The University Museum re
mains open and has an outstanding ex
hibit of Eskimo handicrafts. 

Mount McKinley, 20,300 feet, the high
est in North America, can be seeri only 
by tourists traveling by plane or riding 
the railroad between Fairbanks and An
chorage. A motor highway is being built 
and is scheduled for completion in 1956. 

A onetime Russian village and a Rus
sian Orthodox church may be seen at 
Ninilchik Cove, reached via the Sterling 
Highway, which extends from a junction 
of the Seward-Anchorage road to Homer 
on Cook Inlet. This trip affords fine views 
of the Alaska Range across the inlet. 

Fabled Dawson, center of the Klondike 
gold rush of '98, retains much of its 
pioneer color. The Flora-Dora Dance 
Hall and the Palace Grande Theatre are 
still standing. Discovery_ 'l>ayi in mid
August, is a colorful celebration staged 
by local residents to recall for visitors 
the roaring days of the gold camps. 

An ultra-modern hotel will be 
erected on and within the W;ills of the 
historic W aterfort which guards the en
trance to the bargain shopping port of 
the West Indies, Willemstad harbor on 
the island of Cara�tao. Old military struc
tures within the walls are being demol
ished, and construction of the new air
conditioned hostelry by the Interconti
nental Hotels Corporation is expected to 
take about eighteen months. The fortress 
walls, 33 feet thick and 18 feet high, 
will be preserved for use as a promenade 
on the terrace level of the hotel.·· 

F our Lincoln log cabins are 
among Kentucky's historic monuments. 
Replicas of the log cabin in which Abe's 
grandfather lived and the cabin in which 
Nancy Hanks was courted by Toin Lin
coln are at Lincoln Homestead, near 
Springfield ; the Lincoln Marriage Tem
ple, in Pioneer Memorial State Park at 
Harrodsburg, is a red brick structure 
containing the small cabin in which 
Nancy Hanks and Tom Lincoln, were 
man:ied and in which they began mar
ried life ; and the granite structure. on 
U.S. highway 31E near Hodgenvill� en
closes the crude cabin in which Abraham 
Lincoln. was born. 

The presidents on both sides of the 
Civil War were born in Kentucky, but 
only Abe's birthplace remains. The birth-



place of Jefferson Davis, at Fairview, is 
marked by the tallest cast-concrete shaft 
in the world, a 351-foot obelisk. 

Sweden's first motel has cabins 
so well insulated that a motorist racing 
his automobile· engine does not disturb 
the slumbers of the other guests. The 
motel is located at Fleninge, near Hals
ingborg, at the junction of the main 
highways between Stockholm and Goth
enburg. 

Canada's capital, Ottawa, will be 
especially bright and attractive to tour
ists during the annual tulip festival which 
takes place May 15 to 19 this year. Parks 
and driveways will be lined with the 
flowers. This year's display will be the 
most profuse in history because of addi
tional plantings, including a gift of 
16,000 bulbs from Queen Juliana of The 
Nether)ands. The Federal . District .. Corn
mission has set out over 750,000 bulbs. 

Departures will be doubled to make 
Denmark's Fairy Tale Tour available to 
more people . this year. The three- and 
four-day, all-expense trips will leave Co
penhagen on Sunday, Monday, Wednes
day, and Friday from May 29 through 
September 11 .  Fairy Tale Tours in the 
opposite direction will depart from Fred
erikshavn and . Aalborg on Tuesday and 
Thursday and from Aarhus on W ednes
day and Friday, June 2-Septernber 15. 

Hans Christian Andersen's home oh 
the island of Funen is the focal point of 
the tours, which include the picture-book 
towns of Ribe, ·silkeborg, Odense, Ebel
toft, and Mariager. The four-day pack
age costs $75, including motor coach 
transportation, English-speaking guide, 
hotel rooms,. · meals, entrance fees to 
points of interest, and tips. 

TWS MONTH'S BUDGET TRD• 

Two ha�dy and colorful islands with 
famous bea9hes and foreign atmosphere 
are. combined in a new 9-day package 
tour from New York with a total flying 
tini:'e of only 11 hours. B.O.A.C., which 
serves both Bermuda and Nassau, has 
linked these British possessions in a tour 
which includes hotel accommodations, 
transfers .from airport to hotel, all meals 
except lunch, and sightseeing trips. 

Tour price is $335 per person, to which 
must be added $18.50 for U.S. transporta
tion tax, $2.80 Bermuda head tax, $1.70 
Nassau head tax, about $15 for extra 
mealS; and another $HHor tips, making 
a total of $383. The rate is based on two 
persons occripying a double room with 
bath at the · Castle Harbour Hotel in Ber
muda and. the Royal Victoria in Nassau. 
The Castle Harbour has its own beach, 
and at Nassau transportation and admis
sion to Paradise Beach are included in 
the tour price'. TH:� END 

Sailing 
has 
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toePUSH-UP'' Pads 
for the small bust 

BRAS .,t;harmflt 

HT. 1 9 5� ·---
FREDERJCK'S of Hollywood. Dept. 1 3-l 1 
5430 Hollywood Blvd., HollyWood 27, California j 
Send Style # 157 @ $5. Size __ Color 1 
Send Style #76 @ $6.50Size __ Color __ I 
0 I enclose payment 0 Send C.O.D. I 

I 

Name _________________________ I 
I 

A:ddress'------------------------ I 
City & Zone 
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State 

NOW ORDER 
BY MAIL ! 

I 
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T a p e r e d  t o e - t i n y ,  
shapely Heaven l y  Hee l .  
Navy, Avocado, Benedic
tine o r  block calf; block 
potent; block suede. 

Our PETIT PUMP 

1 4.95 

NOW! Ours alone In 9lamorous PASTELS 

LADIES' ELECTRIC RAZOR S3.95 
Smarter than everl Our famous ladies' electric razor 
now in 3 beautiful pastels: petal pink, powder blue or 
cameo ivory. legs and underarms stay si lky-smooth 
longer. Quick, easy, powerful AC. Attractively b�xed; 
leotherette travel case. $3.95, ppd., g u a ranteed. Write 
color choice: pink, blue o r  ivory. Check or ·M.O. Only 
!rom Mrs. Fields Shopping Service, D'ept. AN4, 
237 Huguenot St., New Rochelle, N. Y. 

BLESS YOUR 
HOME 

Also a wonderful house
worming gift. Sturdy iron 
casting with smooth satin
black finish.  7" x 81/2", 
$2.50.  Companion trivet 
in satin -black a l u minum 
reads: ' 'A Merry Heart 
Doeth Good like A Medi
cin e . " "  61/," x 7", $2.50. 

WHAT HAVE 
I FORGOTTEN 

a whimsical reminder trivet
also used as hot plate holder . •• ,.,.'M..t 
Cost a l u m i n u m  satin-black fin
ish, 6'/. '' x 7 '/, ", $2.50. 

GARRET T H EW STU DIOS 
Westport CO·l Conn. 

SAFE N EW EASY WAY 
STOPS "NAI L BITING" 

INSTANTLY ENDS SHAME, PAIN 
AND EMBARRASSMENT OF TORN, 
RAGGED, CHEWED FINGERNAILS 
"Nail bltlng . .  is a vicious, ugly, 
unsa·nttary habit that may cause 
l•Wrlous infection. inl!'rown nails, 
pain and embarrassment. :\'ow 

amazing new nu·dlcal formula saftly Mops tln�ernai l  biting 
hahit almosl instant ly, In just days fingernails grow 
longer. lonc•Ji(>r, ht-althit>r. Saf(•. Easy as washing hands. 
Just rub EL�IOHE:'\E FORMULA 2t6 on fingertips. lm-is
ibie on 1\nger.. O R D E R  TO DAY. 

SEND NO MONET - 7 O•y Trl•l Offer 
Stnd name and addrl'ss. On arrhal pay vostman only 
$2.98 plus C.O.D. poslage. Guaranteed to break "nall 
biftnf' habit. At •nd or 7 days fingernails must be longer 
or ruoney back. Sent in plain package. (Send cash. save C.O.D. postage -; same guarantee. ) 

FREE Fingernail brush included absolutely rree-U 
you order !\OWl W R I TE TODAY ! 

ELMO R E N E  CO., Dept. 44-D 
230 N. MICHIGAN AVENUE, CHICAGO 1 ,  ILL. 

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  
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health. For aches and pains due to over·exerc ise. Also I used as an aid i n  the relief of pains for which massage 1 
I is ind icated. Sold on MON EY BACK G UARANTEE !  

Reduce or NO  CHARGE !  ! FIRMS FLABBY T,ISSUE!I  I 
I STANDARD10MO�ELtic�N�0Y50$;:"99B •:;n: .

.
. . I I AMAZING DELUXE MODEL only $12.98. 1 

I (Save 90e postage. Send payment with order) 
send to BODY MASSAGER COMPANY I I 3 1 8  Market Street. Dept. B - 8 1 4. Newark. New Jersey • 
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LET SEJI,,STIA.N SNOOZE on your 
desk ! This baby seal paperweight, a sunny 
Alaskan refugee, is covered with real seal 
skin, solidly weighted, and has a leather 
collar. Ideal for home or office. $3.95 ppd. 
Camalier & Buckley, Dept. CS, 1 141 Conn. 

Ave., Washington 6, D.C. 

KEVNOTE% Liberace signed this grand 
piano, a miniature of his very own. A fine 
planter, jewel box, etc. It's polystyrene, 
7%" long, S 1/2" high. Mahogany or ivory. 
$2.00 ppd. House of Schiller, Dept. 23P, 
180 N. Wacker Dr., Chicago, Ill . 

GOOD R I DDANCE to moths, flies, sil
ver-fish, roaches, mosquitos, with Bug
Rid. Just light cone in ashtray, vapor 
penetrates room. Say goodbye to insects 
for weeks, with no after odors. 14 Bug-Rid 
cones, $1.00 ppd. Sunset House, 97 Sunset 
Bldg., Hollywood, Calif. 



. TALK PllOVOKERS. These two ap
pealing boy & girl heads are composition 
copies of French Royal children. 9" tall 
on felt padded pedestals. All white or an
tique ivory finish. Pair $7.95 ppd. Mono-Art, 
Dept. CS, 50 Delancey St., N.Y.C., N.Y. 

WATEilFALL TABLE FOUNTAIN 

is a centerpiece indoors, or for porch and 
garden. Base concealed pump shoots 6" 
spray. Tray 17" across, 6" high. Rustproof 
aluminum, golden anodized, complete elec
tric cord. $24.95 ppd. Mrs. Dorothy Damar, 
815 Damar Bldg., Newark, N.J. 

LUSCIOUS LEI for balmy spring and 
summer necklines. Necklace is 54" long, 
in red, blue, pink, coral or turquoise, 
mingled · with antiqued-white brass beads. 
$2.98 ppd., tax incl. Fineline, Dept. CS, 
303 5th Ave., New York City, 16. 

BAR WIZARD • . .  This all in one bot
tle opener has serrated edge for fruit, 
cheeses ; prongs to spear olives, cherries, 
8%" long, with sterling handle, Sheffield 
blade, just $4.98 ppd. Magic-Mold, Inc., 
Dept. CS, 467 Livonia Ave., Brooklyn "7, 
N.Y. 

desiqned especially for your home. 
Construction-% in. round rustproof wrought iron for 
ruggedness and soft foam rubber for comfort. 

Styles-Stools arallable with or 'without backs in three 
heights : 29 ln. bar ht., 24 ln. kitchen ht., and 19 ln. 
chair ht. Rhown arc the 29 and 19 ln. hts. Square stools 
in same £1zcs also 8\'&ilable. 

Fabrics-Hear)' cotton checked tweeds, rust on black; 
turquoise on Mue ; and black on white-or leather grain 
Duran in white, natural, or citron. 

29-in. and 24-in. ·· 19-in. ht. 
hts. without barks .. $9.95 without back ..... $8.95 

Square stools in same heights also avaUable. 

It backs are desired please add $2.00 ea. Make 
your choice and send your order today to • • •  

Vanguard designs - Dept. J2, ·w-eldon ·Ril. 
Rockford, I l l inois 

Sorrll no C.O.D.'&. Money refunded if not satisfied. 
�hipping charges collect. 

WRITE SHORTHAND In Only 4 Days ! 
Get Abreviatrix
the shortest short
hand method. For 
the business or pro
fessi o n a l  m a n  o r  
w o m a n ,  t e a c h e r, 
student, the house
w i f e  w h o  d o e s  
club, community or 
PTA work, or wants 
to give her hus

band a helping hand. Explained 'in four easy
to-understand lessons. Highly recommended. 
Only $ 1 .98 prepaid. Money returned if not 
completely satisfied. Send order now to: 
FI NELI N E  CO. ( Dept. 240 ) ,  303 Fifth Ave., 
New York I N. Y. 

FREE Catafog . and 
Color swatches Fibi!fglac 

CURTAINS and DRAPES 

SA VE $2  t o  $ J 3  a p a ir! 
What wonderful curtains and drapoa amazing F i ber. 
glas fabrics make! Never need ironing, stretching, 
starchi n g !  You can wash, hang and drape them i n  7 
m inutes ! G uaranteed never to shrink, fade, stretch, 
sag! 30 sizes to nt any wi ndow-3 beautiful styles. 
Choice of 5 colors in curtains; 7 colors in drapes. 
And our huge buyi ng power and dlreet-to-you selling 
policy lets you pay as l ittle as $2.69 per pair. Write 
today for F R E E  Catalog and Color Swatches. 

RONNIE,  Dept • . 21 6JJ-4 
145 Broad Ave., Fairview, N. J. 

Now have that out-of-style, even discarded fur coat remodeled into choice ot these glamorous new capes, com· plete for only $22.95. No matter how old or worn your coat, our fur wizards do a beautiful job-anc1 you save over 50o/n wlth safety. Morton's fur rcmodelins:t has the 
�-��&?e ��Noi���Ei(�go�lft�1f�R�Mh·$'�f�z:��. �·�� 
��ll81f.�L�Ou�tc0Jct01;; �J'at M�\�h 03:�!s s:rz� ���e);'et�h't� 

· When we return your fur beautifully remOdeled, clean(!'d, 
�:�?· Y:�th P��wp����:� i�\���ll$'ff.'o�n�0�:aupt:f�� �����t plus postage. Order now. MORTON'S Dept 47 0 312 Seventh St., N.W. 

• • Washington 4, D.C. Or write /OT tolcter ot 20 stylB cape., $22.95. 

ke your living, 

dining or bedroom walls a 

showplace with these 

Beautiful HAND PRINTED 

full color art murals. Applied 

like wall paper. From 2!12 
feet high t o  7 feet long. In 

one continuous piece. Even 

a child can hang it. Do it 

yourself and save. Less than 

the cost of a good picture. 

MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE 

YOUR CHOICE 
AFRICAN OR 

Early American 

$995 p_�d-



Only LINQUA�HONI: World's Standard Conversational Meth• Od brings the world's beat native language teachers into 
your home. 
,.�or juRL 20 Minute-s a Day you listen to Linguaphone's lire
Hke MODERN Record l.ngs. They makP. it easy-AND FUN
to learn another language AT HOME-the same natural way 
you learned to IIPeak before you went to school. 

You Listen, You Underatand, You SPEAK It'll like livln�t In a foreign land, you hear native men 
and women converse about everyday niaUers with a 1955 
vocabulary. You acquire a true aocettt n o  textQook can teach. 
Exciting aualneaa, Travel Opportunities Here and Abroad 

Ll.nguaphone Is used 'the world over by echools, colleges, �eov
ernmcntll, businesses. Over 1 , 000,000 home study students. 

•·p�!���i�i��:�\v��::1"o71 o���nh��· F���!'���e 
Institute, 264·045 Radio City, Wew York 20, New York. 

EATING ALONE ., 
THESE DAYS? 

Are you starving on lettuce leaves 
while your wife and kiddies eat the 
kind of food you'd like to have again? 

Send for your set of the new HUS
BAND AND WIFE SWAP DIET and 
join your happy family meals again. 

(Turn to page 83 for special coupon) 

LGQK �}jf 
. . .  ENJOY aEAUTY WITH 
J A N i a s t  N e w  patented .JANIES help control grav- � lty, prevent feet from slid-in�, corTect ujl iness by 

!!rit�l�g ��Jn�:·
�r sh�:red IEFOIE AFTEI 

• • •  ENJOY COMFORT WITH JANIES! 
New JANIES provide the cushioned 
"fe<>l' .. of platrorrns In single-sole 
.-hoes: help prevent slipping heels; }�s1�rgt��:Jn!h�s.

��k
. t 

shoes; hurt-

• • •  ENJOY ECONOM•Y WITH JANIES! 
New Improved JANIES are effective tn all 1thoos, all heel heights . JANIES 
will double the useful life of your 
�hoes, saving you ten times their 
cost! 
JANIES are only $1.25 a pair, plus 2�� handling, or 4 pairs for $5.00. 
In Grey, Black, Brown, Red, White 

C�L�81t�· ,:���-���c:.,·0�1l�!.:�� 
CUAitANTEEI 

NEW SERV I C E :  B.!IO K E N  H E ELS dupli
cated and replaced. Any color, any height, 

... any thickness-$3.95. Rhinestone heels rur· nl�';:g •S�Pors•tN$�·-��Y M ENT 
returned postpaid ! 

J A N I E $  
1 165A. UNIY.ERSITY AYE., N. Y. 53, N. Y. 
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Protect Furnit·ure Surfaces with 
RIC·O·BAC 

the magic wool felt cushion. Self-adhesive to all surfaces. 
aH materials . . .  No gluing. \Vashable. Permanent . . .  
Conforms to any outline or size of brlc�a· brae, lamps, 
ashtrays, etc . . . .  Sticks to edges, rims, rtat and irregular 
bases. Cushions, silences . . .  easy to apply, just press it 
on with finger. 4 vks. ( 4  yards) . . .  $ 1 . 0 0 .  Ppd. In U.S. 
. . . No C.O.D. J. B. DAWN PRODUCTS, Dept. P 

3905 W. 64TH PLACE. CH ICAGO 29, ILL. 

ALL N YLON Auto Seat Cover! 
NYLON �uln !\<',,t c-ove-r that Is TOUCH! Will Resist 
Huu;:h TrC'atm..-nt W i thout Oamattr. No Installation 

P'r<.lhle-m-No Tacks or 
Nails N.eded. OUAit· 
ANTEaD TO PIT Olt 
MONEY 8ACK WITH
IN 10 DAYS! WASH· 
AaLa-Orie-s In On• 

��:!lin« 
s¥-��nt si��� .'�� 

�ulld Stylf' for EUh(>r 
Front or Rear !"f'ats. 
PriC'f' ONLY 1>2 .• 8 
f'or f'ront Split Or 
�ulid Sf'at and ONLY 
$5.50 f o r  B O T H 
f'rc nt and Rur Sf'ats. 

•�nclos• Paym•nt for Prf'pald Df'Jivuy _ Or 
Sh il)r>ed COD. 

(Former Price 
$12.00) 

Keeps Rain. Dust. 
ANYWHERE �{}�w.4.�.N� t;{,: 

Finish. Constructed of VINYL PLAS· 
TIC. SPringttte ELASTICIZED BOTTOM. Direct From 
Mfg. $7.95 plus $.45 Postage or sent C.O.D. TEN 
DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 

MARDO SALES CORP. 
480 LEXINGTON AV.E., DEPT. GS·•IlO, N .Y. 1 7 ,  N.Y. 

DOG BONE 10-WAY 
WRENCH 59¢ 

One Tool that can 
handle a million and one 

jobs effortlessly for it will fit al· 
most all size nuts and bolts. '!:'Juared 

or hexagon shaped (1 14" to 9/16 ) . The 
._.,���..-DOG BONE WRENCH is a veritable 

tool box all in one wrench. Use in the home. your ear 
or office. aboard boats, for electrical and garden appli
ances. Every:meehanie, machinist and hobbyist needs 
one. You will never miss any.o.ne size wrench when 
you need it for.. the DOG BONEl_has 10 sizes to fit all 
nuts and bolts. Made of Tempered Tool Alloy Steel with. I Beam s!lapedt"einforeement handle. Only S8c (Spe· 
cial Offer 2 for$l). Send cheek, cash or money o.rder to: 
NOVEL -MANUFACTURING, DeJI •. D-_1�� 
II lecend Avenue • • New Yerk J, N- Yerk 

RING THAT FINGER with a genuine 
zircon solitaire. Choose the 1% carat, or 
the one carat set with two small round zir· 
cons. Either set in 14K white or yellow 
gold mounting. $12.50 ppd., tax included. 
Sanlys, Dept. CS, 545 Fifth Ave., New 
York 17, N.Y. 

SPRINGTIME FRAGRANCE from 
France with "L'Heure" toilet water. The 
remembered freshness of April is in this 
light perfume. 2 ounce bottle is $2.75 ; 4 
ozs. for $5.00. Volay of Paris, Dept. CS1, 
Box 1097, Greenwich, Conn. 

STAMPEDE for this collection of liS 
stamps from 5 continents. Airmails, Dead 
Countries, Commemoratives & more, val
ued over $2.00, just 1()¢. "On Approval" 
stamps, free literature included. Globus 
Stamp Co., Dept. 304, 268 4th Ave., New 
York 10, N.Y. 

WRIST W ATCDERS love these hand 
finished bracelets. Available in sterling 
silver or copper. Wide ( 1  %") silver scal
lop $4.95 ; in copper $2.50. Narrow ( 1 " )  
silver $3.95 ; copper $2.00 ppd. Benton 
Handcraft, Dept. CS, 1241 E. 18th St., 
Brooklyn, N.Y. 



1\IUilAIS 1JLTRA-l\IODERNo or in a 
more romantic mood ! The latest "do it 
yourself" items are hand painted wall mu
rals to make the barest room a showplace. 
From 2% ft. wide to 7 ft. long, in one piece. 
The above $9.95. Hall Products, Dept. CS, 
Box 5340, Los Angeles, Calif. 

THOSE TWO WEEKS IN J 1 JI.Y come 
quicker if you save now with a vacation 
fund-date bank. Deposit 25¢ daily, or the 
date won't change. Records total "fun" 
savings ; $2.00 ppd. Leecraft, Dept. CSV, 
300 Albany Ave., Brooklyn 13, N.Y. 

A REAL CINCH with this . genuine 
leather contour· belt ! Distinctive buckle a 
copy of the Pilgrim Fathers' ; plus your 
2 personalizing initials. Natural tan, red 
or black. Sizes 24-30, $2.15;  32-40, $2.70 
ppd� Better Values, Dept. 883, 318 Market 
St., Newark, N.J. 

YOUNG AND
. 

OLD ALIKE use vita
mins to augment their diet. The average 
price of vittiniin "A" (25,000 units) is 
$4.00. Hudson offers 100 caps for $1.25-
a saving· of up io 50'%. Get your free cata
log. Hlidson !Vitamin Products, Dept. 451, 
199 Fulton St., New York 7, N.Y. 

New Liquid Porcelain Finish 
FOR STATIONARY 
L A-U N D R Y  T U B S  

· ;....;. �·�·W--- �R O L D ·t·  

Amazing EV-U-SHIELD Glascote• 
porcelainizes Laundry Tubs penna· $5 9 5 
nently ! Helps keep water hot ; saves • 

neto tubs from cracking and breaking postpd. 
down. Renews. 1eakproors old tubs 
E V E N  W H E N  C R A C K E D  
T H,RO U G H  ! Brushes on as easy as J>aint, yet Glascote • 
is actually a baked-on finish applied by brush. When 
apJ)lied, 1t hardens into a gleaming. seamless, PO R .. 
C E LA I N  S M O O T H  l!ning. So indestructible that 
soaps, detergents, bleach (e\•en oure lye ! )  can't roughen 
or discolor it. Just like porcelain. Tubs stay sweet, 
clean, safe for finest lingerie. Complete kit contains 
easy instructions, cleaner, 2 brushes, Fiberglas Glas
cote. Nothing else needed. Anyone can do H. Specify 
eolor : Porcelain 'White or Sea Green. Send only $1. 
Pay balance on arrival. Or save, send $5.95 and we 
ship prepaid. Money back guarantee. 

EV-R-SH I ELD, Dept. C 
Joppa • Maryland 

*Patent 
#467 409 

HOUSEWIFE SOLVES MYSTERY 
Free Catalog Ends Search! 

After years of "looking," 
Mrs. B. Billow, 538 Ros
coe, Chicago, found a way 
to get oood-lookinu, tun� 
time protection for her 
furniture from dust, dirt, 
and "romping tots." Now 
her furniture is dressed 
up in fitted plastic cov
ers. 
The long-Wearing plastic 
covers have no pores to 
admit dust and dirt. They 
provide perfect protection 
and save hours of work. 
The transparent, satin� 
finish Firestone Velon lets 
the upholstery's fabric de· 

tail and color show through. Amazed by the perfect fit 
and cuslom-tailored appearance. Mrs. Billow says, "They're 
so good Iooklng, I can even leave them on for company. 
Ordering was easy and they're so inexpensive. Housewives 
with the same problem should write for the free catalog 
as I did." 

To protec:t your furniture, write today for FREE 
CATALOG showing over 150 styles and sizes. 
HOUSE OF SCHILLER, 1 80 N. Wac:ker, Dept. 1 76, 
Chic:ago 6, I llinois. 

"L-0-V-E My Flea-Scat-Pad!" 
"It's wonderful-kills fleas and doggy odor while I snooze. 

I lore its cedar aroma, its billowy comfort." Protects chil

dren. Stops scratching. Ends all struggles with messy 

powders, sprays. Keeps oets off chairs, sofas. Pleasant in 

any room. Economical. lang.-lasting. F lea-Scat·Pad, 15x28 

ln. $2.98. Super size, 28x36 in. $4.98. M oney-Back Guar
antee. Send No M oney-Order C.O.D. , or send check and we 

pay postage. Sudbury Laboratory, Box 952. Sudbury, :arass. 

'2� 
:FQR':THIS •4!! T0-•6!! 

"MYSIIRY GIFT" - . . 
from a foreign land I 

OR IRIE II YOU BfCOMf A MfMBfR OF 
AROUND·THf•WOILD SHOPPERS CLUB 

To enjoy the -uniqJle thrill and \\ \ 
value of receiving beautiful, ' 
exotic, useful and ornamental 
gifts from foreign lands at less than half their U.S. 11alue, you 
can now apply for a one
month membership in the 
Around • the · World Shoppers 

I ll 

Club. for oniii i!.OO (guaranteed ,., 
worth U to $6) .  When you /. 
receive . this exquisite lllystery / 
Gift from some far-off corner of the world you 
will underiltand what it means to our members 
to receive distinctive and valuable gifts from 
ancient atelier•- in Paris • • • from tiny wood
carving shops in the Black 'Forest • • • from 
.exotic Persian bazaanr-yes, gifts from all the 
countries of Europe, the 'Far East ·and the world 
over! Send check or money order for $2.00 today 
for your thrilling lllystery Gift or enroll for 6 or 
12 months and we will send it to you absolutely 
FREE postpaid and duty-free. llloney refunded 
if you · are not completely C!'Ptivated. lllail the 
coupon today-before you for��:etl 

rA=.::i.;.:w:irSh-:;;::.:ci;,"O.;". 9159 -a 
I 71 Concord St., Newark 5, N. J. · '  1 PI- accept me as a One-Month Member and I �= T:r a;��ge Im:n��:!e�-�lf!;'%\fa�'!:���: I 
I ��f .%:rf :::JY y=�h!0�:at�rr/�:rt;.��E't�mi':c7::: I 
I remittance and check aquare below.) I 
I 0 6 months, $ 1 2  0 1 2  months, $22 I Name • • •.• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • . I Address · • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  ·� • • •  , • • • • • • • • • • • • I 
I City, Zone, ·State . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . I 
I !r�tE=,;:'"de'ia�·n:;'�o�!':;: :::ac����.· s:e-:��c�!: I by your �1tman and cannot be pre.,.ld). 
1 IN CANADA : 6 months, $14: 12 months, $26 I - - �W'� .!!·.!:ll .!.o=:!., !o..�b=- - .. 

WROUGHT IRON RECORD - RACK· 
Holds 200 LP's. Black finish with rubber tips. Size 19ih" 

· high,.:25" long, 91!2" deep. Sturdy constr.uctibn·. ten'"' 
separate sections allow for ideal storage of music by 
style, composer, artist. Several racks may be placed side 
by side to form a complete l ibrary of records. Please re
mit with order. Satisfaction Guaranteed or $9 95 
Money Refunded. Shipped Express Collect. • 

.L E S L I E : C 
. . R·. ·e A T I 0 N S 

2 1 1 6  Robbins Street, D ept. 2 1 1 ,  Phi la. 49, Penna. 

:i�i!juf "G'LiMciui·oiii i 
I TU RBAN . I 
1

RE���I R  
I 

I Hide a MUL· 
1 TITUDE OF P I N S  a n d  

cover your set
ting curls with 
a TURBAN ! 
It solves the problem that might have plagued HELEN OF TROY ! (The oh-so-necessary pin 
curls. ) Made of water repellent cotton jersey & 
sports a cluster of real live curls to match your 
own hair color. \XIashable, completely covers 
your own hair-it camouflages the peeled-onion 
look of a lady in curls. The real human hair is 
washable too and reset in a jiffy in either curls or 
bangs. You ' l l  wear it shopping, traveling-every 
n1ght of the year. A flattering turban in red, 
black, white. powder blue, sand beige or pink: 
And get an extra in a hair color you'd rather have. 
Blond, brunette, black, gray or auburn. $3.95 
cash, check, or money order to · 

B ETTER VALUES COM PANY .j'�·.:!li. � .:•�e�s�e:,;, ::w.:kioiN,;v �e';:Y., 
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Wha,t dQ 
VICEROYS 
do for you 
that. no other 

-

fi lter tip 
ca n do ? 

ONLY .VICEROY GIVES YOU 

20,000 
Filter Traps 
IN EVERY FILTER TIP 

TO 
FILTER .. fi LTER ... fiLTER 
YOUR SMOKE WHILE 

THE RICH--RICH ·FLAVOR 
COMES THROUGH 

ONLY A PENNY 01 TWO 

MORE .THAN OOAimES 

WITHOUT FIL TEIS 

VICEROY 
16 

World's Largest-Sel l ing 
Fi lter Tip Cigarette 

WHAT'S N E W  IN MEDICINE 

New Relief' fo·r 

Palsy Victims 
BY LAWRENCE G ALTON 

F 'Jr the more than one million Ameri
cans who have shaking palsy, or 
Parkinson's disease, the outlook 

now is increasingly hopeful. Producing 
tremors, muscle weakness, slowed move
ments, and peculiarities of walk and pos
ture, Parkinsonism is a disorder of the 
central nervous system-chronic and pro
gressive. Yet, with treatments now avail
able, many patients can expect to live 
comfortably and usefully for as long as 
thirty years after symptoms first appear. 

To help overcome symptoms, a wide 
variety of drugs have been introduced in 
recent years. Among them are Dexedrine 
to combat fatigue and weakness, and 
chlorpromazine, introduced within · the 
last 'year, to overcome, without morning
after hangover, the insomnia that haunts 
many patients. Artane, Parsidol, and 
Thephorin are three of a number of drugs 
now being used to relieve tremor. A newer 
one, Pagitane, is reported to be effective 
for two of every three who have done 
poorly on other remedies. It exerts a 
favorable action against rigidity, abnor
mal eye movements, and mild tremor, and 
acts as a stimulant to overcome tired
ness. It also combines with other drugs 
for more effective results in advanced 

Aeute panereatitis can often be 
treated effectively with deep X ray. All 
but 5 of 53 patients who had recurring 
forms of the disease benefited from 1 to 4 
courses of X-ray treatment. Such treat• 
ment, according to a recent -eport, may 
prevent formation of abscesses and the 
development of other complications, and 
help avoid the need for later surgery. 

Infant diets may include solids early, 
or . later ; it makes little difference in 
growth, nutrition, or feeding problems. 
In a recent study, 85 infants were divided 
into two groups. In one group, solid foods 
were introduced during the first two 
months and in the other group not until 
later. There were no differences in 
growth, frequency of constipation, colic, 
regurgitation, and other digestive dis
tUFbances. By t)le twenty-eighth week, 
infants fed either way were usually taking 

states of rigidity. Cogentin, which is 
tolerated well by young and old, is par
ticularly effective against the severest 
grades of rigidity, muscle cramps, and 
tremor. 

Most shaking palsy patients can now 
be treated easily, according to a report 
from the Parkinson Research Laboratory 
at New York's Columbia Presbyterian 
Medical Center. The report also empha
sizes that most patients can continue to 
work and that employment will not 
weaken muscles or bring on paralysis. 
Indeed, Parkinsonism never results in 
paralysis, and work and exercise help to 
prevent pain and deformity : "Just as 
running water never freezes, so moving 
muscles never freeze, shorten, or ache." 

Some added cheer from the laboratory : 
Parkinson patients seem to be much less 
susceptible to other diseases than average 
persons. Most have normal or low blood 
pressure, and shaking palsy seems to keep 
high blood pressure within safe limits. 
Few have heart complaints, and Parkin
sonism seems to control the illness among 
those who do. Both ulcers and cancer are 
phenomenally rare and not a single tuber
culosis case has appeared in twenty years 
among the thousands of patients observed. 

fruit, vegetables, cereal, meat, and egg 
yolk, and the time of introduction proved 
to have no effect on the acceptance of 
solid foods. 

For tie douloureux, a facial ailment 
which produces what is often called "the 
worst pain in the world," a new drug 
stilbamidine, has shown great promise. It 
quickly ended the pain in 15 of the first 
16 patients on whom it was tried. 

Allergies have been relieved by a new 
antihistaminic drug, Clistin Maleate. It 
brought moderate to complete reliej to 
76 per cent of 116 patients with hay fever, 
acute rhinitis, asthma, and other' allergic 
conditions. It also seemed effective in 
reducing excessive nasal secretions in the 
common cold. The new drug is reported 
to have minimum sedative effect, produc
ing drowsiness in very few patients. 



In polio, speedier and more complete 
recovery may possibly be obtained when 
tiny do,ses ·of the anti-inflammatory en
zyme, trypsin, are "used along with qther 
treatment. A cautious preliminary report, 
which emphasizes that much more work 
must be done before the drug can be con-, .  
elusively proved to h e  helpful, tells o f  · 

its use in 50 polio patients who received 
injections at very early stages of the 
disease. Improvement occurred in 90 per 
cent. Acute toxic manifestations were 
rapidly modified. Paralysis, which usually 
progresses for 7 days after onset of the 
dis!'!ase, was apparently halted after 48 
hours of. treatment and did not return. 
Muscle strength retunl.ed quickly and 

_ patients were able to exercise earlier, 
permitting quicker rehabilitation. 

Diseased arteries have been replaced 
by plastic cloth tubes. Already used in 
some 100 patients, the new development 
may end the need for human blood vessel 
banks. The cloth tubes have also been 
used as substitutes for cancerous esoph
agi, or food pipes, and are now being 
investigated for possible valu"e in replac
ing diseased and damaged kidney and 
gall-bladder ducts. Made of nylon and 
other plastic fibers, closely woven so that 
blood can't leak through, the plastics do 
not interact with body tissues and, in 
time, new blood vessel tissues grow in 
between the threads to form a complete 
new vessel section. 

In cancer of the cervix, a new test 
promises to save more lives. Treatment of 
early cervical cancer by surgery or radia
tion. has proved effective in 75 per cent 
of all cases. Failures result when radia
tion treatment is used in patients with 
cancers resistant to X ray or radium, or 
when surgery is used in cases that might 
be treated more effectively by radiation. 
A painless new routine test promises to 
show in advance which patients should 
get X-ray or radium treatment and which 
should have surgery for best results. 

For diabetics and other patients who 
need repeated and long continued medi
cal injections, a simple !fiethod of elimi
nating much of the pain has been devel
oped. It comes from the discovery that 
when hydrocortisone is injected into the 
skin, the injection is painless and, a week 
or two later, a little puffy area develops 
around the injection site. It remains for 
10 to 14 months before it disappears and 
normal skin reappears. During this pe
riod, any injection in the puffy area 
causes less pain. For a diabetic, for 
example, a physician can make four 
treatment sites, two on each thigh, with 
hydrocortisone injections, after which the 
patient can prick himself less painfully 
for 10 to 14 months. Then the physician 
can establish new areas. THE ENo 

For more information about these 

·items, consult your physician, 

I 
always 
feel 
well 
dressed 
ln 
my 

-� 
shoes· 

smart · 
women 
are 
switching 
to 

Write Dept. R for free 

otyle folder and name 

of neareot dealer. 
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BEST PICI'IJBE -"Interrupted Melody," M-G-M's screen biography of the Metropolitan Opera soprano 
Marjorie Lawrence, stars Eleanor Parker as the singer and Glenn Ford as Dr. Thomas King, her husband. 

"Interrupted Melody" 
BY LOUELLA 0. PARSONS 

SENSITIVE. DYNAMIC direction by 
Curtis Bernhardt, excellent script, 
great music, fine photography, and 
Eleanor Parker and Glenn Ford make 
••Interrupted Melody," inspired Jack 
Cummin•s pr�duction, a film triumph. 

18 

le did I know three years ago when 
invited to an evening of music at 
the home of my friend and agent 

Wynn Rocomora that I ·was to be in on 
the birth of a great film just being re
leased this month, M-G-M's "Interrupted 
Melody," starring Glenn Ford and Elea
nor Parker. 

As artistic director of the Hollywood 
Bowl, Wynn comes in contact with a 
galaxy of artists. Among his guests upon 
that memorable occasion were Marjorie 
Lawrence, Metropolitan Opera prima 
donna stricken with polio at the height of 
her fame and beauty, and her husband, 
Dr. Thomas King. 

That evening was really the scene of a 
film in the making. And I want to tell you 
the story of how "Interrupted Melody," 
the screen biography of Marjorie Law
rence, evolved, how Eleanor Parker got 
the lead, and why Glenn Ford went after 
the Dr. Thomas King role turned down by 
nearly every top actor. 

That evening it was inspiring to see 
Marjorie, radiant with the zest of living, 
her devoted husband at her side. Marjorie 
cannot walk, but maneuvering about the 
crowded room in her wheel chair, she was 
aglow with happiness, an inner light, that 
impressed itself upon the gathering. 

My Big Scoop 

Closely observing Marjorie at the party 
was another vivid personality-Greer 
Garson. Under such felicitous circum
stances, I suppose it was inevitable that 
somebody suggested what a wonderful 
movie Marjorie's story would make. Anc;l 
naturally someone else suggested Greer 
as the actress for the role. And just as 
naturally, a few days later, Wynn was 
down at M-G-M selling the idea. And of 
course all this was my scoop. 

Only right there everything broke down 
because something called 3-D had ar
rived, closely followed by Cinerama, 
CinemaScope, and the deluge : Vista· 



COSMOP OLITAN 
MOVIE CITATIONS 

FOR APRIL 

· Vision, Wide-Screen, and what have you. 
The Lawrence story, which cost several 

- millions to make, what·with operatic se
quences, world-wide backgrounds, lux
urious settings, had to wait until our 
producers found out whether the public 
was going to want its pictures upside 
down or inside out. It 'took more than a 
year to prove that the public just wanted 
a picture to be good. 

By the time the mists had cleared 
away, however, Greer Garson had de
parted from M-G-M, and Jack Cummings, 
producer of "Interrupted Melody," had 
to find himself another star on the M-G-M 
lot. Actresses galore began pounding on 
his office door until the day Eleanor 
Parker came flaming in. 

Eleanor Parker as Prima Donna 

Off screen Eleanor is quiet, conserva
tive, a devoted mother of three young
sters. The intensity she brings to the 
screen is rarely reflected in private life. 
But when she flamed into Cummings' 
c•ffice, she was already playing the prima 
donna. At the outset, she took the offen
sive and accused Cummings of disliking 
her, said if she played the Lawrence role, 
she would do thus and thus, and pro
ceeded to show him. Aroused by her at
tack, Cummings replied that if she played 
the part, she would do as he told her. 
Then Cummings, one of our smartest pro
ducers (for instance, the wonderful "Sev
en Brides for Seven Brothers" was his 
production ) ,  realized the girl had deliber
ately pricked him into seeing how tem
peramental she could be. And that's how 
Eleanor got the part. 

The next problem was to find a lead
ing man. Every top male star turned the 
part down, saying he wouldn't play sec
ond fiddle. Then Glenn Ford appeared on 
the scene, said he wanted to play Dr. 
Thomas King, that he felt he could do 
something with the role, that after a long 
succession of Westerns and action dramas, 
a love story was what he needed. 

So you see just a bit of what went 
into making "Interrupted Melody" su
perior ent�rtainment in every respect : in 
writing and acting, in direction and pro
duction, in music and photography. 

Under Curtis Bernhardt's dynamic, sen
sitive direction, Eleanor Parker catches 
the full scope of a great operatic person-

- ality : the bounce and vitality of the young 
tarm girl, the arrogance of the young 
star, the tyranny of the invalid, the full
heartedness of a woman who can give and 
receive love. 

Yes, I think "Interrupted Melody" is 
one of the screen's gr�at movies. THE END 

BEST CO�IEDY -Paramount's · "The 
·
seven Little Foys," :filmed in Vista 

Vision and Technicolor, gives Bob Hope the best chance he's had in much too 
long for dramatics, songs, dances, James Cagney, as George M. Cohan, delivers 
a sharp performance in this funny biography of vaudeville's fabulous fatl\cr, 

BEST FAMILY FIL�I-The whole family will be enchanted by the newest 
Walt Disney cm·toon feature, "Lady and the Tl·amp," by our own Ward Greene 
of King Features. "Lady" is a cocker spaniel of dazzling ancestry. ''The 
Tramp" is from the wrong side of the kennels. The fl·ivolity is delightful. 

BEST ACTION FIIAI-"The Far Country," latest Universal-International 
presentation, filmed in Technicolor, stars Jimmy Stewart in the same type 
of excellent, off-beat Western that made him a millionaire in "Bend in 
the River." Beautiful Ruth Roman and a fine cast support him in top form. 
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ColtJe• 8eroice 

Fifty years ago, Father was a god around the 
'house, ( (Mister" to his wife, and master of his children., 

Today, he's a bumbling stranger who contributes his 
· · _ earnings in exchange for bed, board, and affection. 

But Dad's day is returning, and here's why 
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The Decline and Fall 
of the 

American Father 
BY MOR�.roN M. HUNT 

Many names have been given to 
our own era-the Age of Flight, 
the Atomic Age, the Age of 

Anxiety, and others-but to students of 
family life, there is another one more 
appropriate than any of these. It is : the 
Age of the Decline and Fall of Father. 

Nowhere is this fall more clearly 
pointed out than in our entertainment 
mediums, · which routinely show Father 
as a foolish fifth wheel in the family 
group, and a loud-voiced windbag easily 
defeated by those he tries to dominate 
at home. Scarcely a night passes, for in
stance, on which you cannot see family 
life portrayed on TV in terins of the quiet 
triumph of the mother and children over 
the father. "Life with Father" shows the 
family of decades earlier, already in the 
process of whittling him down. In the 
full-blown 1955 form, exemplified by 
"Life of Riley," "The Adventures of 
Ozzie and Harriet," "Father Knows Best," 
"Make Room for Daddy," and numerous 
others, it is made quite clear that the 
modern father is an overgrown adoles
cent, a boob, and a nitwit, who is no 
match at all for the rest of his family. 

Dagwood as Gentle Satire 

Comic strips have long peddled the 
same portrait of Father. In one of the 
n.ost famous and widely read, "Blondie," 
Dagwood Bumstead is the archtypical 
twentieth-century homeowner and father. 
A lazy, good-natured fellow, he is always 
late, usually confused, and at a loss to 
cope with dogs, children, and the boss. 

. Indeed, the Bumstel).d family exists and 
pr;ospers only because of Blondie's skill 
and good management. 

' Many ot}ler comic strips and a whole 
lib:Qltyful of film · scripts, noJVcls, . P!�ys, 

and short stories follow a similar pat· 
tern. Nor are they absurd ; they merely 
present in heightened and exaggerated 
form the essential truth : we live in the 
era of Father's fall from power and 
prestige. 

Once Lord and Master 

In our time, according to the detailed 
findings of half a dozen research centers 
in family life, the female .an.d mother has 
been attaining an unprecedent�d peak of 
honor and power. The male and· father 
has been correspondingly demoted. Once · 
the lord of the household, · fount of wis
dom, and dispenser o.f justice, he. has 
shriveled to a mere financial accessory 
of the home-a profitable boarded guest, 
who eats dinner and goes to sleep ·in the 
home, paying handsomely for the privi
lege, and who otherwise is unessential 
to, and often upsets, the whole routine 
of family living. 

It sometimes seems as though Father 
is powerless to buck .tli1s " 'trend. He is, 
to be honest, very often only an outsider. 
One out of five fathers in the United 
States today works at or near home, but 
the other four out of five travel from 
twenty minutes to a couple of houts each . 
way, each day. To give his family sub� · 

urban peace, quiet, space, and sunshine, 
Father gets up in the dark and comes 
home in the dark; and runs a good .chance 
of having his kids mistake him for a 
burglar or a Fuller Brush man. Times 
and working conditions have undergone 

. an astonishing improvement. In fifty 
years, the average man's working day has 
shrunk from eleven hours to eight
whereupon his family has badgered him · 
into moving to the suburbs, ' thus giving 
him a dandy eleven-hour day away fro"m 
home aH over again. 

As an absentee father, today's male is 
very hard put to seem important to his 

(continued) 

MANY OF TODA Y'S SOCIAL PROBLEMs-emotional illness, 

marital adj11.stment, juvenile delinquency, crime, for example 

-are related in some degree to the changing status of family 

relations. I feel that Mr. Hunt's article presents the situation 

good-naturedly and with deference to acceptable social re

search ; it spells ou.t the h?pe-and probably the beginnings

of a new and better. day f�r ·Father and for the entire family . 
. ARMOND lt. \VILLIS 

Executive Secretary, The National Council on Family Relations 
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American Father (continued) 

MODERN WIVES and kids laugh at Father Day's antics because 
the mere idea of a father bossing his home has become ridiculous. 

BILL BENDIX, as Riley, presents the American Dad as 
a stupid, inept bungler who can never do anything right. 

EXPERTS SAY shows like Danny Thomas' ("Make Room for Daddy") , 
panning Dad, accurately reflect the lowly lot of most fathers today. 
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children. Times have changed, and 
if he tries to act as his own grandfather 
did-brusque, regal, and commanding
his children think him mean, or what is 
far worse, comical. Father Day of "Life 
with Father" got laughed at behind his 
back ; today the children laugh in 
Father's face, and Father dare not scold 
or strike back for fear of aggravating 
the Oedipus complex. If Father s 'ops to 
think what each child costs {$15,000, to 
be conservative, by the age of seventeen ) , 
he must wonder why on earth he bought 
such a bargain. 

Yet the child is not to blame. He is 
confused about Father, and unable to see 
where and why he fits into the scheme 
of life. The child does not see Daddy 
making money, yet that is Daddy's only 
important function. Washing, cooking. 
healing, teaching, playing, and comfort· 
ing are secondary activities with him-if 
he does them at all. Many fathers, of 
course, retain the job of disciplinarian. 
which makes them not only interlopers 
but mighty unwelcome ones. Dr. Mar
garet Mead, the distinguished anthropolo
gist, calls such a father "an animateci 
whip," used to enforce the mother's role 
of affectionate ruler. Not surprisingly. 
7l per cent of today's sons seek an oc
cupation different from that of their 
fathers, though a century ago a son was 
honored to be permitted to follow his 
father's specialty. 

Father Was Fai ntly Godlike 

In those days, Father was faintly god
like. His wife called him "Mister Smith" 
(or whatever his last name was ) ,  even 
in bed. She asked no questions about 
money or about his companions outside 
the home ; she used dulcet tones and 
sweet blandishments to win favors. The 
children were silent and respectful in his 
presence, and aunts, uncles. and other 
contingent members of the family bowed 
to his opinions and quailed before his 
wrath. 

Until barely a generation ago, Father 
was the only member of the family legally 
entitled to hold property, make contracts, 
sue and be sued, vote and hold office, 
and control the earnings and money of 
his wife and children. It was Father who 
kept a rifle over the fireplace and de
fended his home against intruders. It was 
Father who read the Bible aloud, dishing 
out morality like a veritable Burning 
Bush. It was Father who could fix, an
swer, and take charge of all things, and 
his comfort and health were the family's 
greatest concern. 

Today, Father somewhat resembles the 
hair on his own chest in being a leftover 
of evolution. "In few societies," says the 
noted English anthropologist Goeffrey 
Gorer, "is the role of the father more 
vestigial than in the United States." Some 



female spiders devour their mates im
mediately after fertilization, and the 
marine worm Bonellia viridis is a female 
who keeps the male (a microscopic 
speck) within her body as a parasite, 
good only for fertilization. One may spec-

' ulate whetl;ler. ·· humanity · is evolving 
•wormward· in ·our century. 

· 

Model of Maleness Important 

Although women may be pleased with 
the improvement in their own status, the 
decline of Father has a terrifying aspect, 
for it is future generations that will show 
the 'effect of the pater-absurdus of the TV 

. cacicature. Psychiatrist 0. ·SpttFgeon ·Eng
lish, of the Temple Dniversity . Medical . 
School, points out that children grow up 
to · repeat toward their bosses, their law 
officers, their government, and their so
ciety the patterns of feeling they had 
toward their own fathers. If they felt 
Father was feeble, · helpless, and out-of
date, they will feel much the same toward 
all authority-an excellent basis for de
linquency, crime, and social anarchy. 

A competent and admired father should 
be a model of maleness for his son to 
emulate and the first boy friend to his 
daughter. A survey of over 1,000 young 
men a'lf! women made several years ago 
showed that those whose fathers were 
dead or missing from home were notably 
behindhand in learning to da�e. court, 
and find suitable mates. Of course, the 
suburban father is not quite as bad off 
as one who is dead or missing, but the 
resemblances are uncomfortably strong. 

Psychologists at the University of 
Maine tested seventy-eight men students 
and found an unhappy correlation be
tween tendencies toward femininity and 
mental disorder, and a poor relationship 
toward the father. Psychiatrists have seen 
thousands of cases in which boys with 
inadequate fathers, or none, develop into 
men who are sissies, poor husbands, or 
latent or overt homosexuals. Professor 
Pitirim Sorokin, of Harvard, concludes 
that the decreasing importance of Father 
"is one of the real causes of contempo
rary juvenile delinquency, drug addiction, 
and other troubles." 

How did all this come about in so short 
a time? I s  it really as bad as it sounds? 
Are there ways out of the predicament 
for you a-qd me? Throughout the nation 
scores of social scientists and psycholo
,:tist� are harder at work than ever, study
ing the American family and its changes. 
From them I have gathered some surpris
ing answers to these questions. 

The Decline of Father, they agree, is 
no mere matter of changing fashions but 
the result of powerful forces. With many 
a variation, human families for ten thou
&and years or more were basically tiny 
80cieties grouped for mutual protection 
and the exchange of the necessities of 

Crm. 19/i;j� l(lno Pcaturcs :suudicate. In�. 

WE'�E GOJNG TO 
H AVE 'TO HAVE AN UNDERSTANDING 
ABOUT WHOSE 
HOUSE TH IS 

IS 

DAGWOOD BUMSTEAD, the comic-strip prototype of today's 
father, can't cope with Blondie, kids, the boss, even dogs. 

life. Father hunted or farmed or made 
things, protected his household, and ruled 
it as chief ; Mother produced children, 
prepared food, spun cloth and made cloth
ing, and cooked up soap and medicines ; 
the children assisted in every phase of 
production of food or goods ; aunts, 
uncles, and old folk all had to contribute 
to production and defense. Without the 
entire family, the needs of survival and 
comfort could not have been met, and 
guiding the little state, as omnipotent 
ruler, was Father. 

Then Mr. Watt watched the kettle boil, 
and the Industrial Revolution overturned 
modern society. Industry and commerce 
became vastly important, cities bur
geoned, and offices and factories became 
the places to earn a living instead of the 
cottage and farm. In 1800, 6 per cent of 
Americans lived in the city. Today over 
60 per cent do. Father "went to work," 
and disappeared from the family for most 
of his waking hours. The first step in his 
downfall had been taken. 

Ever since that day he went away to 
work, Father's decline has been sharo 

and steady, bringing him to his modern 
status as a simple biological necessity and 
wage earner. His is a sorry plight, indeed. 
Yet, rather than being gloomy about what 
has been happening to Dad, many sociol
ogi�ts see in his decline a bright hope 
for the future_:in fact, a brand-new kind 
of family, shaped to fit a modern world 
and capable of yielding a far finer life 
for all its members. 

Patriarchal Way Outmoded 

As the sociologists interpret it, the 
breakdown of Father's rights and status, 
with all the concomitant aches and pains, 
was necessary to clear away traditional 
patterns that were no longer suited to the 
modern world. In the city-dwelling, demo
cratic society of 1955, the patriarchal way 
of life is neither justified nor possible to 
maintain. Yet because it was deeply im
bedded in our culture, and because it was 
the way our grandfathers and fathers 
lived, all too many of us try to perpetuate 
it. The comical father of TV and comic 
strips is a kind of living fos�il. a creature 
vainlv trying to ape some of the manners 

(continued)- 23 
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American Father (cG .. �.UL!Cti.). 

The new and happier father, 
suiting today's needs, promises a 

fuller life for the entire family 

of a bygone era. No wonder Mother and 
the kids laugh at him and conspire to 
run things ; they fully recognize that he 
is dated, out of step, and essentially pow
erless to carry out his threats. 

Today American men are developing 
in the new direction. Perhaps a third to 
a half of today's young fathers can be 
called the "modern developmental type" 
rather than the "archaic traditional 
type." The forces that have happened to 
push these men in the new direction are 
many. Most of them, for instance, accept 
the equality of women easily because it 
has now been a practical fact for thirty
five years. They have become aware of 
the importance of a close relationship 
between a father and his children. Many 
of them have relinquished old notions as 
the result of marriage and family-rela
tions courses in schools and colleges. 
Finally, many of them yearn for the sen
sitive and satisfying relationship that a 
man and woman can attain best as part
ners, not with one as master and the 
other as servant. 

Many a modern wife, too, has become 
aware of these matters, and draws her 
husband more deeply into family life and 
makes him a skillful and admired part
ner rather than "just a man" who can't 
do anything for himself around the house. 
Millions of others, deprived for years of 
their husbands during the war, realized 
keenly the dangers and miseries of child 
rearing without a man in the house, and 
tried harder, after reunion, to achieve a 
more meaningful relationship of the 
father to his family. 

Such men and women are the pioneers 
of the truly modern family-a small, inti
mate, democratic group whose purposes 
are not to raise food and to provide serv
ices, but to yield the ultimate in com
panionship and personal fulfillment for 
all its members. 

The Compa nionship Family 

The new kind of family has a name, 
given it by the dean of family-life sociol
ogists in this country, Professor Emeritus 
Ernest Burgess, of the University of Chi
cago. Instead of the Institutional Family 
of old, the new model is the Companion
ship Family. It is united not by ancient 
traditions, the hostile frontier, and the 

necessity of banding together, but by mq.
tual affection, emotional and intellectual 
sympathy, and the satisfactions its mem
bers can provide each other. 

New Happi ness for Father 

Best of all, Father, the deposed king, 
can find greater happiness within the 
modern family. Its members are now his 
friends instead of his vassals. He can find 
at home the companionability, the inti
macy, the joy of shared enthusiasms and 
ideas that he formerly had to seek in the 
men's club, the grange hall, and the 
bordello. 

In the true Companionship Family, 
Father learns to relax at the day's end 
not by retreating to newspaper, pipe, and 
slippers, but by playing with his children 
for an hour and being deeply interested 
in all their enthusiasms. He finds house
hold duties-painting, repairing, making 
new things-not extra and burdensome 
chores done to end the nagging of a 
shrewish female, but hobbies enjoyed all 
the more because he, his wife, and his 
kids think it's fun and wonderful to make 
things together. He does not grumble like 
Jiggs about his wife's taste in decor, nbr 
feel like a stranger in a house he never 
chose ; instead he is proud to express his 
own tastes and helps his wife select every 
major piece of furniture. Doing such 
things together, when people love and 
respect each other, is a kind of fun Grand
father never knew. 

Discipline in such a family is not 
Father's job, but the job of both parents 
together. Each takes a turn at disciplin
ing children, as needed ; each deals out 
the same kind and amount of discipline 
for the same kind of offense. Neither seeks 
to become the loving parent, while letting 
the other become the walloping parent. 
And most important of all, with Father 
an integral part of the family and a friend 
and playmate to his children, he finds 
discipline and punishment less necessary 
because his children want to be like him 
and do what wins his approval. If  it was 
simpler to lay down the law, to give or
ders to the subjects of one's little king
dom, and to rule them with iron authority, 
it was never so richly rewarding as the 
role played by an ever 'increasing number 
of today's fathers. THE END 



SUBURBAN LIVING helped drag Dad down, kept him away from home eleven hours a day, and added financial 
pressure. But now such forces as the "d?-it-yourself'' fad are working to draw Father and his family together. 
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A 'I' SIX �IONTDS. Shy and quiet as a child, she 
was overshadowed hy the ot her memhers of her family. 

How does it happen that the proper daughter of a wealthy family has suddenly 

become Hollywood's first lady ? Here's the revealing personal story of millionaire 

sportsman Jack Kelly's little girl Grace, who set out to make good on her own 

and score_d the most spectacular success of all the fabulous Philadelphia Kellys 

B� JOE McCA RTH Y  G·ace Kelly came out o f  Abercrombie 
& Fitch's sporting-goods store in 
New York, where she had bought 

a pair of low-heeled walking shoes, and 
bailed a taxicab. After a few blocks the 
cab driver stopped at a traffic light and 
turned to her. He had a disappointed look 
on his face. 

"When I saw you wave to me," he said, 
"I thought· for sure I was going to have 
Grace Kelly in my cab. You look just 
like her." 

· 

"I'm ·awfully sorry I'm not Grace 
Kelly," Grace Kelly said. 

"So am 1," the cab driver said. 
Miss Kelly talked about the incident 

later in the apartment on East Sixty-sixth 
Street that has been her home for the 
last four years. The masonry work on 
the building, incidentally, was done by 
her father's company. Grace doesn't like 
26 

to live in Hollywood, and she has a clause 
in her movie contract that permits her 
to stay in New York when she isn't work
ing on a picture. 

"That happens to me all the time," 
�he said. "When Ava Gardner gets into 
a cab, the driver knows right away that 
�he's Ava Gardner. I'm sure it\ the same 
way with Lana Turner and Elizabeth Tay
lor. But not me. I'm never Grace Kelly. 
I'm somebody who looks like Grace 
Kelly." 

The Big Question in Hollywood 

That may be an answer to the question 
everybody in Hollywood has been asking 
everybody else in Hollywood-namely 
and to wit : What is it that has catapulted 
Grace Kelly so quickly into such an in
credible succession of choice leading roles 
opposite Gary Cooper, Clark Gable, Ray 

Milland, James Stewart, William Holtlen, 
Bing Crosby, Stewart Granger, and Cary 
Grant, while so many other Qetter estab
lished movie actresses have been sitting 
impatiently by the telephone? 

The ew York taxi drivers can't be
lieve that Miss Kelly is a movie actress 
because she doesn't look like · .one. She 
has none of the unmistakable manner of 
the ex-sweater girl that marks most suc
cessful film queens, despite their efforts 
to conceal it with mink coats . and Main
bocher dresses. Miss Kelly looks and talks 
like a refined and carefully brought-up 
daughter of a wealthy Eastern family who 
went to an exclusive college like. say, 
Bennington. Except for 

.
one minor detail, 

that is what she happens to be .. Her father 
i� John Brendan Kelly, the Philadelphia 
construction magnate and ·sportsman 
whose fortune is estimated at . .  eighteen 



millions, and she planned at one time to 
go to Bennington. The missing detail is 
that she didn't make it because she 
flunked math. 

In the expert opinion of director Al
fred Hitchcock, who used Miss Kelly in 
his last three pictures, this ladylike and 
unshow-businesslike quality that throws 
off the cab drivers is precisely the thing 
that puts her in such demand as a movie 
actress. Hitchcock points out that Holly
wood is full of capable leading women, 
but a leading woman is not a leading 
lady. A warm love scene, when played 
by a leading woman, is likely to be vul
gar. If the same scene is done by a lead
ing lady, it is impressive and exciting. 

A competent leading lady like Miss 
Kelly shows up in Hollywood about once 

in six years. The last one before her was 
Deborah Kerr, who followed Greer Gar
son, Joan Fontaine, and Ingrid Bergman. 
In this limited category, Miss Kelly has 
a big advantage in her favor : she is 
young. Her father has no trouble remem
bering her age because she was born 
right after the stock-market crash of 
1929. That makes her twenty-five. 

She's Genuinely Reserved 

Actors who have worked with her agree 
that Miss Kelly's air of refinement is rlo 
act. They say that although she is easy 
to get along with, and not in the least 
high-hat, she observes a standard of pro
priety that is rather unique in the infor
mality of show business. She is usually 
chaperoned by her married sister, Peggy 

Davis, or by an older woman with the 
appropriate name of Prudence Wise, who 
acts as her companion-secretary. One 
time a magazine writer asked her casually 
if she wore falsies. She blushed and ran 
from the room, embarrassed to the point 
of tears. 

Such scenes do not happen often be
cause Miss Kelly's gracious but proper 
manner discourages intimate questions. 
She has a way of making a reporter feel 
that asking her about her love life would 
be as crude as trying to get the Queen 
Mother of England to discuss the Duchess 
of Windsor. 

Despite her reticence about discussing 
it, or perhaps because of that reticence, 
Miss Kelly's love life has been a subject 
of widespread speculation in the gossip 

(continued) 

()ALLED THE KIND OF GIRL every man dreams of marrying, Grace has a clean, fresh look that is 
often compared to Ingrid Bergman's. Her shining aura of respectability is heightened by little use of make-up. 
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lne Genwel Miss. Kelly (con�inu•d) 

c-c-I'm never recognized on the street. I'm always 

somebody who looks like Grace Kelly" 

"REAR WINDOW"
\ 

quickened her rise to stardom. J immy Stewart was the 
leading man and Grace a newcomer, yet she began to draw the fans so well 
that her name replaced his and director Hitchcock's on movie marquees. 

columns d11ring the past year. Her name 
- has been linked with those of Clark 

Gable, Ray Milland, and Bing Crosby, 
which is several strokes under par for a 
newcomer on the Hollywood course, no 
matter how gifted or beautiful she may be. 

"You Fall a Little in Love" 

Fred Coe, the television producer who 
employed Miss Kelly on his TV dramas 
before· she signed her movie contract, has 
said, . ''You can't work with Grace Kelly 
28 . 

without falling a little in love with her." 
That seemed to happen to Gable in Africa 
during the filming of "Mogambo." On 
off days in the jungle, Ava Gardner, the 
other actress in the picture, would sleep 
late in her tent. Miss Kelly would arise 
at dawn to go hunting with Gable. Crosby 
dated Miss Kelly while they were making 
''The Country Girl." She made both men 
regret their age. 

Ray Milland is forty-eight, only three 
years younger than Grosby, but while he 

and Miss Kelly were working on "Dial M 
for Murder," he left his wife, Muriel, to 
whom he had been married for twenty-one 
years. Fingers were pointed at Miss Kelly 
because she and Milland had been seen 
together after working hours. Her mother 
flew to California and had a talk with 
her. Her sister, Mrs. Davis, says that 
Grace dated Milland because she was 
under the impression that he and his wife 
had already separated. When she discov
ered that she was being regarded as the 
cause of the rift, she called the whole 
thing off. The Millands have since be
come reconciled. 

One of Her Suitors 

When Miss Kelly went to Europe last 
spring to make "To Catch a Thief" 
( CosMOPOLITAN, December, 1951 ) with 
Cary Grant, she was followed by Oleg 
Cassini, the dress designer who was for
merly married to Gene Tierney and to 
Madcap Merry Fahrney. the patent-medi
cine heiress. Cassini escorted Miss Kelly 
around the Riviera, where the location 
shots of "To Catch a Thief" were made, 
and then tagged along behind the com
pany all the way back to Hollywood, 
where the picture was completed. They 
have been keeping more or less steady 
company ever since. 

Miss Kelly's interesting social life, 
which might be an overpowering distrac
tion for another young girl, has never 
been known to interfere with her effi
ciency at the studio. She has acquired an 
exceptional reputation for promptness, · 
dependability, and preparedness among 
the producers and directors in Holly
wood. This means that she will turn down 
a dinner date if there is a new scene to 
be memorized for the next day's shooting, 
and no invitation to a cocktail party will 
keep her from an emergency fitting at 
the wardrobe department oii:.a Sunday. 

During one period of rline months, Miss 
Kelly worked every week with only Sun
days off, getting up at six o'clock every 
morning from Monday until Saturda)'. 
She made "Mogambo," "Dial M for· Mur- . 
der," "Rear Window," "The Bridges at 
Toko-Ri," "The Country Girl," "Green 
Fire," and "To Catch a Thief" with scarce
ly a breathing sp.ace between assignments. 
"Well, I did manage to sneak in ten 
days' rest between 'Bridges� and 'Country 
Girl,' " she says. "I finished my last scene 
in 'Green Fire' one day at lunch ti(Ile, 
and I spent that afternoon dubbing-you 
know, working on the sound· track-and 
then, that ·same,· ·evening · at ·si:x · o'clo·ck, 

( conHn.ue4) 



CAVORTING IN A JAPANESE BATH, in "The Bridges at Toko-Ri," she played Navy pilot Bill 
Holden's wife, got to show off her trim figure. On the set, she won Holden's respect for her concentration. 

"THE COUNTRY GIRL" was her dramatic triumph. In the role of an alcoholic's frowzy wife, she showed 
she was more than just pretty and fooled costar Bing Crosby, who doubted she could do a good job in the part. 
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The Gen1eel Miss ��� ,,�_., 

.Five years ago she was ·just too ·rrrejined�' to 

get an ·. acting job. Nobody ·wanted her. 

I left for France to start 'To Catch a 
Thief.' " 

Miss Kelly is too diplomatic to say 
-which of her recent array of outstanding 
leading. men she considers the best actor, 
but she makes no bones about Alfred 
Hitchcock's being her favorite director. 

"I'd work for Hitchcock tomorrow 
witho\lt knowing what kind of a picture 
he was planning or what kind of a part 
he had in mind for me," she says. "If 
it's a Hitchcock picture, it's bound to 
be good." 

Hitchcock's Theory vs. Luck 

Miss Kelly won't argue against Hitch
cock's · theory about her success as an 
11ctress being due to her ladylike refine· 
ment. But she is inclined to feel more 
indebted to a couple of small lucky breaks 
-a phone call that she received purely 
by chance, because she happened to re
turn to her hotel room for a few minutes 
one afternoon for no reason at all, and 
a screen test that she made for a part 
that she didn't get. 

"Five years ago I was just as refined 
as I am now, maybe more so," she says. 

"But I couldn't get a job in the theatre. 
Everybody said I was too tall. I've read 
parts in my stocking feet in the offices 
of every play producer in New York. I 
couldn't get to first base because I wa" 
five feet six and a half." 

I ngenue with Raymond Massey 

She was staying then at the Barbizon. 
an inexpensive hotel for women only. and 
working as a model and picking up oc
casional roles in television where her 
height was no handicap. The day that she 
dropped into her room and heard the 
phone ringing, it was her agent �ummon
ing her to a tryout for an ingP.nue role 
in "The Father," a play starring Ray
mond Massey. 

"I got the part because Raymond 
.Massey and Mady Christians, who were 
playing the leads, happened to be tall, 
too," she says. "If they were a few inches 
shorter, I'd have been sunk." 

"The Father" ran for two months on 
Broadway, and as a result of her appear
ance in it, Miss Kelly was hired by Stan
ley Kramer to be Gary Cooper's wife in 
" H igh Noon," which was an independent 

. ltiOTHER rushea to Hollywood when Grace was romantically linked with. 
lhanied nia:n Ray Milland ( "Dial M for Mmder" ) . Bob. Chmmings is at left. 
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production with no contracts for further 
movie work involved. When the picture 

· was finished, Miss Kelly found herself 
unemployed in New York again) looking 
around for more television shows. She is 
"t iII remembered fnr her performance at 
that time on the "Philco TV .Playhouse" 
production of F. Scott Fitzgerald's story 
"The Rich Boy." She was in another play' 
that flopped quickly, and then somebody 
in the Manhattan office of Twentieth 
Century-Fox asked her to make a screen 
test for a leading role in a m()vie called 
"Taxi" that Gregory Ratoff was pianning 
to direct in New York. 

"I went to see Ratoff on my way to a 
rl ramatics class that I was then attending 
and I looked a mess," Miss Kelly says. 
"I was wearing an old skirt and flat shoes, 
and my hair wasn't fixed. Ratoff said he 
liked me because I wasn't pretty. I made 
the test and he wanted me for the picture, 
but, unfortunately, the producer turned 
me down." 

But several directors saw the screen 
test in Hollywood and things began to 
happen. John Ford saw it and wanted 
Miss Kelly for "Mogambo." Hitchcock 
saw it and decided that he had to have 
her for "Dial M for Murder." He had 
seen her previously in "High Noon" with
out being favorably impressed, but there 
was something about her in the test for 
"Taxi" that ap!)l!aled to him. From then 
on, Miss Kelly was in. 

A Star Is  Born 

Later she had another unexpected 
stroke of good fortune. Practically every 
outstanding actress in Hollywood wanted 
t he part of Bing Crosby's suff�ring wife 
in "The Country Girl." The producers 
of the picture, William Perlberg and 
( ,eorge Seaton, decided to give it to Jen
nifer Jones. Just before "The Country 
Girl" went into production, Miss Jones 
became pregnant. Miss Kelly was then 
heing employed in another Perlberg
Seaton project, "The Bridges at Toko-Ri," 
and they were happy :with her work. So 
t hey gave her the Jennifer Jones role in 
"The Country Girl." 

The story behind Miss Kelly's connec
tion with ''The Bridges at Toko-Ri" is 
an interesting study of the intricate work
ings of Hollywood exploitation.- In Octo
bet, 1953. when Miss Kelly ' was hired 



GRACE STUDIES 'I'HE SCRIPT on the set of "To Catch a Thief" with director Hitchcock and leading 
man Cary Grant. Hitchcock claims her ladylike qualities are what have made her a star. On her side, she thinks· 
he is the best director, credits him for help. She says, "I'd work for him without knowing the picture's name." 

to play in that picture, she was not a big 
star. Perlberg and Seaton offered her the 
role of William Holden's wife because 
the part was not substantial enough to 
interest an important actress. It was as· 
sumed Miss Kelly's name would appear in 
small print. 

"The Bridges at Toko-Ri" was not 
shown in the theatres until almost a year 
after it was completed and, in the mean
time, Miss Kelly came up fast. She was 
awa-rded the New York Film Critics 
Awalid for the best film actress of 1954 
for · her performances in "The Country 
Gh:l," "Dial M for Murder," and "Rear 

l . 

Window" and was nominated for the 
Academy Award. And so when "The 
Bridges at Toko-Ri" finally opened at the 
Radio City Music Hall, in New York, in 
January, it was advertised as a Grace 
Kelly picture. 

Her Father Famous Oarsman 

Publicity is nothing new in Miss Kelly's 
family. Her father, one of the world's 
greatest oarsmen, was front-page news 
everywhere in 1920 when he was barred 
from competing in the Diamond Sculls 
regatta at Henley, England ( the same 
thing in rowing as Wimbledon is in ten-

nis ) ,  because he had worked with his 
hands. 

Kelly spent the better part of his next 
twenty-five years training his only son, 
Jack Kelly, Jr., and the younger Kelly 
evened the score by winning the Diamond 
Sculls not once but twice. By that time, 
the senior member of the family had also 
made headlines as a Democratic candi
date for mayor of Philadelphia and had 
made millions of dollars with his brick
masonry business. His two theatrically 
accomplished brothers had al o made 
headlines by then. Grace Kelly's Uncle 
George is the George Kelly who wrote 
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The Genteel Miss Kelly (eontinu•d) 

such hit plays as "Craig's Wife" and 
"The Show-Off," and her late Uncle Wal
ter was the celebrated Virginia Judge of 
vaudeville. 

Grace was the only one in the family 
who didn't care much for athletics. Her 
idea of exercise is taking dancing lessons 
and walking her poodle. Her strikingly 
handsome blonde mother is a talented 
swimmer who posed for magazine covers 
before her marriage. The youngest of the 
three Kelly daughters, Lizanne, is captain 

of the girls' baseball team at the Univer
sity of Pennsylvania, where she will get 
her degree in June. Peggy, Grace's older 
sister, is the best girl athlete in the fam
ily. Young Jack's wife, Mary, a classmate 
of Lizanne's at Penn, met her husband 
at the 1952 Olympic games, where she 
was on the U.S. swimming team and he 
was rowing in the single-scull races. 

When the Kellys were growing up, 
Grace was the shy and quiet one, who 
wanted only to be on the stage. When 

FATHER, left, believes in winning. Once a champion oarsman, he 
trained son "Kell," right, from boyhood, made him a champion, too. 
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MOTHER, right, and Grace's younger sister, Lizanne. Mrs. Kelly 
was also a cover girl and was one of the first women. �m teachers. 

she failed to get into Bennington, her 
family allowed her to enter the American 
Academy of Dramatic Arts, in New Yc--� 
She paid her own tuition and ·living eJ 
penses by working as a model when �he 
wasn't attending classes. She did fashion 
jobs and posed for magazine illustrators. 
Coby Whitmore painted a picture of her 
in green polka-dotted gloves for a cover 
of COSMOPOLITAN in 1949. 

With her father's wealth behind her, 
there was no need for Miss Kelly to earn 
her way through dramatic school, but 
she has always been stanchly independ
ent. She refused to let her Uncle George 
speak to any of his friends in the theatre 
<:bout her when she was trying to get 
started on Broadway. Raymond Massey 
and her father are old friends. On the 
night that Grace made her debut with 
Massey in "The Father," she brought her 
parents to a party for the cast. Massey 
greeted them warmly, but he couldn't 
understand why they were there. Grace 
had never told him that she was Jack 
Kelly's daughter. 

To avoid putting herself at anyone's 
beck and call, Miss Kelly turned down a 
Hollywood contract when she was eight
een and still studying at the Academy. 
Now she is tied up with Metro on a con
tract that has six more years to run. She 

· ·regards it f!S her greatest mistake. 
"Now I Could Kick Myself" 

"I signed it in order to go to Africa 
with John F, rd and Clark Ga,ble for 
'Mogambo,' " she says. '�Now I could kick 
myself for it.'' 

The only Metro pictures· she has made 
are "Mogambo" and "Green .Fire." The 
work she enjoyed with Hitchcock on 
''Dial M for Murder,'' "Rear Window," 
and "To Catch a Thief,'' and the Peri
berg-Seaton pictures, "The Bridges at 
Toko-Ri" and "The Country Girl," were 
·an done when she was loaned out-to 
Warner's foc- t'Dial M for Murder," to 
Par��ount. for the others. Because she 
is now a very· valuable · property, Metro 
doesn't care to loan her out any more. 
They're rushing her into two movies for 
themselves. She recently reported for 
work on "Jeremy Rodock." After that she 
will go to Africa to make "Something of 
Value." All that means no more work 
with Hitchcock, and the thought of no 
more work with Hitchcock makes . her 
glum. " 

"There's one bright spot on the hori
zon,'' she says. "Next year I'll be allowed 
enough time off to do a play in New 
York.'' THE ENn 

GIRL with a one-trac}c mfnd, · she 
wants to have a husband and family, 
but right now Gtace is interested 

solely in becoming a great actress. 
CoJor PAolo Br Bmn "Blumenfeld • ,BPOrl �tau b11 BreU 







She loved him so wildly she felt he belonged to her. How 

could his cold, indifferent wife be a barrier to such ecstacy? 

BY RACHEL THORNTON 

I L L l: S T R A T E D  BY A L E X  R O S S  

Mrs. Deering's cocktail party was 
so big, so noisy, so kaleido
scopic, that Marcy Geddes, sure 

that the shifting scene camouflaged her 
repeated action, could glance again and 
again, surreptitiously, unobtrusively, at 
Rod's handsome head. just visible across 
the intervening heads and shoulders. She 
was careful, very careful, for Marcy 
Geddes was well aware-not painfully 
aware : in the last eight months, three 
weeks, and two days her happiness had 
been so overwhelming that there was no 
room for pain ; still, Marcy knew the 
undefined rules governing her equally 
undefined position. 

The first of those rules was that when 
they met in the presence of others-in
stead of in the usual small, discreet 
restaurant or in her even smaller, more 
discreet apartment-then Marcy must be, 

in relation to Rod, as unobtrusive, as 
inconspicuous as she could be, consider
ing the ecstasy that now made the thirty
two years she had passed without Rod 
seem merely a dull succession of twenty
four-hour units. It was hard to do, for 
just the sight of him turned the corners 
of her mouth involuntarily upwards, set 
her heart to pounding so that it seemed 
to her it must be plainly audible above 
the mounting noise of conversation ; but 
the necessity for concealing the quivering 
intensity of her emotion did not often 
arise, since of course Marcy Geddes, 
salesgirl at the perfume counter of Hath
away's, was very seldom invited ·to the 
same parties as Mr. and Mrs. Rodman 
Clark. 

But now, turning slightly away from 
this dull Mrs. Logan, who was telling her 
with a wealth of emphatic detail about 
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her little boy's reading difficulties, Marcy 
allowed herself to look again at Rod as 
he happened to lift his head-his wonder
ful, beloved head-to laugh. Watching 
him while she pretended to listen to Mrs. 
Logan, she could scarcely keep from 
laughing with him. "My darling, my 
loved one," her heart sang as she indi
cated sympathetic interest in the dreary, 
unknown child's tendency to reverse let
ters and words. 

It wasn't just that Rod was so hand
some, so fascinating, so romantic. He 
was so nice, so-it was an odd choice 
of words, under the circumstances-but 
he was so good, so truly good. His hon
esty-he had told her immediately, as 
soon, that is, as they had realized simul
taneously, thrillingly, the miracle that 
had come to them (because love, real 
love, was a miracle ) -that he could 
never, would never, get a divorce. "I have 
to think of the children." he had said 
somberly, "and I have to consider poor 
Helen, too." 

His integrity. He had said once that if 
it hadn't been for the children. if it 
wouldn't ruin poor Helen's life, how 
quickly he would get a divorce ; then, 
naturally, he would resign from Wiseman 
Brothers. "No matter how much money 
I've brought in," he told her, "the firm 
was set up by Helen's father. I wouldn't 
leave Helen and stay on down there. I 
guess I'd end up as a floorwalker at 
Hathaway's," and while she laughed and 
teased him about . how all the salesgirls 
would be after him, she had adored him 
for his high standards and his modesty. 

Imagine Rodman Clark, who moved in  
an aura of self-confidence and success 
heady as the fabulously priced per

fumes at her counter, not having a big 
position somewhere with-how easily she 
could visualize it-a thickly carpeted 
office and a worshiping, bespectacled sec
retary and the conventional silver-framed 
photographs of Helen and the children 
on his mahogany desk. No, Rod was 
deeply, really, good. 

His generosity. The heavily laden 
charm bracelets, one with the miniature, 
significantly dated calendar, the other 
with the tiny ruby heart, jingled as she 
touched, as she loved to do, the elaborate 
spray of jeweled flowers that she wore. 
His kindness. Look at him now, being so 
gaily, so convincingly, attentive to the 
young girl who was sparkling provoca
tively up at him as he smiled down at 
her so intently that the girl would never 
suspect what Marcy triumphantly knew : 
that he was bored to death with the girl's 
bright slanting eyes just as she was 
bored with Mrs. Logan's talk about her 
child, that he was longing as she was 
longing to get out of this noisy, crowded 

room to the quiet, the glorious intimacy 
of her little living room. 

Marcy's heart seemed to give a 
physical leap as she pulled on 
her gloves, pushing the brace

lets down over them, agreeing with the 
anxious Mrs. Logan that remedial read
ing lessons often did wonders, while she 
looked about for Mrs. Deering to say 
good-by. Her mind, her heart raced ahead 
to her living room, where the · scent of 
Rod's roses would mingle with the srpell 
of the fire, to the quick step in the hall, 
the light tap on the door, and then . . .  

But as she drew abreast of Rod, of the 
pretty little girl he was still talking to, 
he turned to smile at her and lift one 
hand in greeting and then he gave the 
almost imperceptible shake of his hand
some head that meant that something had 
gone wrong with their artfully made, 
expertly timed, plans for the evening. 
"Helen," she thought, gritting her teeth 
in rage behind her carefully casual smile. 
"Helen. Really, Helen." 

And then, right before her, standing 
beside Mrs. Deering, there was Helen 
herself, so that besides her instant, 
furious disappointment at Rod's denying 
headshake, she felt the surge of wary 
uneasiness that the occasional unsup
pressible thought of Helen, the rare sight 
of Helen, always aroused in her. Helen
oh, Helen was intolerable. The bitter, 
unescapable fact that she was married to 
Rod, that she always would be married to 
Rod, that she could ruin, for some whim, 
at an instant's notice, Marcy's joyously 
anticipated evening. Helen's exasperat
ingly perfect black dress, Helen's dia
monds, as cold, as hard, as Helen herself. 
Helen's remote, abstracted air. Every
thing, just everything about her was 
infuriating. And worst of all-most hu
miliating of all-Marcy was afraid of 
Helen, afraid of Helen's suspicions, 
knowledge perhaps. 

Rod never talked about Helen, of 
course, except in the most casual way, 
when not to have mentioned her name 
would have underlined the heartbreak
ing fact of her existence even more than 
the cruel saying of it did. So Marcy had 
no idea of what Helen thought or knew, 
and Marcy didn't really want to know, 
but there had been several troublesome 
incidents. 

There had been the time-how sill¥ 
she had been to suggest it !-when iRod 
had called for her at Hathaway's just 
as Helen entered the doors, and t-hough 
he had immediately begun to tease her 
about spoiling the surprise bottle of 
perfume he was buying for her, stil1 
there had been a queer ex.pre.ssion in 
Helen's eyes when she glanced at Marcy 
behind the counter, and Marcy had never 



seen her at Hathaway's since that day. 
And once at one of the few parties 

she had been to where Rod and Helen 
were also present, she had been unable 
to resist touching him in a pretense of 
attracting his attention and had suddenly 
realized that Helen's face was almost too 
conscientiously turned away,. as though 
despite the people, the confusion, she 
understood perfectly the feeling that lay 
beneath Marcy's hand on her husband'� 
shoulder. 

Oh, behind Helen's inscrutable gray 
eyes must lie burning, implacable hatred, 
and Marcy avoided those eyes whenever, 
as so rarely happened, she was within 
their range, as she was now. She mur· 
mured something to Helen, she thanked 
Mrs. Deering for such a lovely party, 
and hurried out, hurried home to her own 
little apartment, where even if Rod could 
not be tonight because of Helen:._bitter, 
vindictive Helen-where he had so often 
been before, he would so often, so won· 
derfully, be again. 

Mrs. Deering glanced after her and 
then back to Helen. Really, except about 
her children, Helen Wiseman, Helen 
Clark, was so dreadfully difficult to talk 
to. She was so distant, almost like some· 
one in a dream-a bad dream, perhaps, 
since everyone knew that Rod Clark had 
married her for her money and chained 
her inescapably with those four children 
while he spent her money like water and 
made only the faintest pretense of work
ing at Wiseman Brothers. And there 
were occasional rumors of other women, 
though that was probably just gossip. 
Even if the unsubstantiated whispers were 
true, Rod was such a smooth operator 
and Helen so vague that she would never 
have the least suspicion. 

"Marcy Geddes is such a charming 
person," Mrs. Deering said briskly, "and 
apparently doing very well at Hath· 
away's. If those bracelets and that pin 
are real, they're worth a lot. The pin is 
lovely, perfectly lovely. I should have 
asked her to stay on and have some 
supper later, and of course I want you 
and Rod to stay, my dear." 

Helen looked across the room at 
Rod, standing so close to the 
girl,' smiling with his familiar 

air of self-confidence, of success, down 
into the upraised, dazzled brown eyes. 

"I'm not sure, but I think Rod has 
some sort of engagement for this eve
ning," Helen said, "and I ought to get 
back to the children. So I'd better say 
No." And then she added almost pity
ingly, in that vague, pointless way th11t 
Mrs. Deering found so irritating, "The 
Geddes girl's pin is lovely. Perhaps it 
will be some comfort to her." 

THE END 
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THE ORCHARDS at their Long Island, New York, home. They arrived Thanksgiving Day, 
have been eating, resting, and shopping ever since. Billie, two, is learning English. 

,, _  . · We Watched Democracy 
Die in Chin[' 

Among the handful of Americans trapped in Red Shanghai for five bitter years-and 

the first family to tell their story-the Orchards lived under constant tension as 

the Chinese Reds methodically and ruthlessly destroyed the democratic way of life 

BY WILLIAM I. ORCHARD, JR. 

From May 25, 1949, when the Reds_ 
marched into Shanghai, until Oc· 
tober 15, 1954, when my exit visa 

was miraculously approved, my family 
and I were among the handful of Amer
icans trapped in Red China. Not in pris
son, but with an identification "card 
stamped "American" which confined me 
to the .city limits of Shanghai, we lived 
in a Communist neverland of boredom, 
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_ spying, and interrogation, constantly in 
fear of joining friends already sentenced 
to Red prisons. 

Ostensibly we were free. We had mar
ried in Red Shanghai, and our two sons 
were born there. We lived in a two
story brick and wood house at 890 Kulu 
Road with a Red Commissar · for a 
neighbor. We had ihree Chinese serv
ants, and moved freely about the city, 

gossiping with the Chinese shopkeepers, 
riding the trams and pedicabs, going ·to 
Chinese movies, and eating in Chinese 
restaurants. 

But all around us, the monolithic Red 
.state was at work. Day by day, as we 
stood hopelessly on the sidelines, we 
watched the conquerors slowly and me
thodically strangle Western ideals and 
ideas, and impose a drab, ruthless· Com-



mumsm on a city once known as the 
"Paris of the East." 

I came to Shanghai in 1947, when I 
was 28, to manage the local office of an 
American banking firm: The city, still 
in Nationalist hands, was, despite some 
postwar chaos, as gay and as bustling 
as it had been for over fifty years. One 
of the great seaports of the world, Shang
hai is a metropolis of 6,000,000 people 
built on the flat banks of the Whangpoo 
River. Its International and French Set· 
tlements look like imy Western city. 

I soon felt at home there, and in 1948 
I met and fell deeply in love with pretty 
Marie Louise Valentin, a French citizen 
and daughter of the former Assistant 
Police Chief of the French Settlement. 
Marie Louise had been born and brought 
up in Shanghai and spoke fluent French, 

· English, and Chinese. Her knowledge of 
the Chinese language and her understand-

ing of the. people got me out of trouble 
·more than once. 

When the Reds walked into Shanghai, 
their propaganda preceded them. Many 
poor Chinese actually welcomed these 
"different" Reds who were supposedly· 
devoted to the people. At first the Com
munists fooled even their middle-class 
enemies. A great number of Chinese and 
European property owners fled to Hong 
Kong before Shanghai fell, taking what 
they could with them. But word grad
ually seeped into the British colony that 
the Reds weren't barbarian after all. 
They weren't confiscating, but buying 
and renting land and buildings. 

Grand Il lusion 

It seemed true, at first. A Chinese 
acquaintance of ours sold several prop
erties and a huge house for $150,000 
cash (American money) . The Reds also 

rented two American clubs, paying five 
years' rent in advance. Soon some of 
the escapees in Hong Kong were con
fidently tramping back to Shanghai hop
ing to take up business where they left 
off. Those who lived learned to regret it. 

I had trouble with the Reds from the 
beginning. Our business came to an ut
ter standstill soon after the ·Red vic
tory. One day in August, 1949, I went 
to see Chi Chao-ting, a former National
ist who was manager of the New Bank of 
China. I requested permission to close 
our office. 

My assistants had packed up and gone, 
-one back to America, and two White Rus
sians to Israel and Canada. I planned to 
follow them as soon as I had tied up 
the firm's affairs. Marie Louise had a 
French exit visa and we planned to be 
married as soon as I could follow her 
to France. But the Chinese Reds had 

39 

FOOCHOW ROAD, in Shanghai's Western section, was the home of many Chinese businesses. Today, most of the 
middle class, who spoke glowingly of doing business with the Communists, are in labor camps for "reeducation." 
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YOUNG CO�UIUNISTS PRACTICE PARADING .on a Shanghai street. Orchard says so many parades went past 
their house that their little son Billie still walks around their Long Island home shouting in Chinese : "Long live 
Mao Tse Tung. Mao-10,000 years !" Most of the demonstrations were part of the "Hate America" campaign. 

entirely different ideas which upset 
our plans. 

Months passed without an answer to 
my application. Finaily one Saturday I 
did what businessmen the world over 
consider a simple right : I put a padlock 
on the office door, and inserted a notice 
in the local paper that our Shanghai 
office was closed. 

Monday morning I got a phone call 
from an aggravated Red official. I was 
to report to the Bank of China. 

"Mr. Orchard," they asked me, "what 
is the idea of closing your office with
out first asking our permission ?" Shrilly· 
the Reds pointed out that such unauthor
ized "liquidations" were illegal, and de
livered a harangue on my "responsibili
ties"-one of their favorite words. I told 
them bluntly that I had grown tired of 
waiting for an answer to my application. 
A month later, in December, 1949, I 
received written permission to close the 
office. 

I made immediate plans to get out of 
the country, and along with hundreds of 
others who were leaving, I applied for 
an exit visa. Instantly my life became 
entangled in a web of Communist malev
olence. 

The Shanghai Military Control Com
mission informed me that my firm had 
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certain obligations to the Chinese peo
ple which would have to be paid before 
we could leave China. They were con
templating a law (not passed· until 1953) 
that all foreign banking firms had to 
make good the "real value" of deposits 
placed with them prior to "liberation" 
by the Communists. 

Although less than $1,000 in claims 
were presented against us, our "bill" 
came to $65,000. Anxious to insure our 
safety, my company quickly agreed to 
pay, and deposited the full amount to 
Red China's credit. ( Most of our accounts 
were former European businessmen and 
American businessmen who couldn't 
claim the money except in China. Our 
Chinese clients decided they would 
rather forget the money than claim it 
and attract the attention of the Reds. 
Under the new regime, anonymity is the 
key to safety. )  

Ma:z:e of Intrigue 

It was then 1950 and Marie Louise and 
I, tired of the delays, had been married 
in January-just before the American 
Consul General in Shanghai, a guest at 
our wedding, had packed up and gone 
back to the States. With the financial 
problem settled by my firm's generosity, 
we expected to follow him in a matter 

of weeks. Then the Korean War broke 
out. 

The United States government imme
diately froze all Chinese deposits in 
the country, and although the Com
munists had had ample time to with
draw the money, they claimed the frozen 
assets included my firm's payment. 
Shortly thereafter, I received a very 
brusque letter from the Bank of China. 
It said in effect : "Your government has 
frozen your firm's payment to the Chinese 
government. It is your responsibility to 
see that it is unfrozen." Until I did, I 
read between the lines, we would rot in 
Shanghai. . . 

From that day, our house on Kulu 
Road was a maze of suspicion and in· 
trigue. There was a police box on our 
corner. We suspected that our phone was 
tapped, and our mail in and out of the 
country was opened and read. We never 
spoke openly in our own house except in 
the bedroom with the door closed because 
our three servants were unofficial govern
ment spies. 

Once a week Red police barged into 
the house unannounced and closeted the 
servants in the kitchen. "Do they bring 
in secret packages?" they asked. "What 
does he read?" "Who are his friends?" 
"What do they say about our govern-
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ment?"  The servants were as frightened 
as we were, and told them everything, 
but basically our Amah (nurse) and our 
"boy" were all right. The police, looking 
for an excuse to jail us, would prod them 
with such questions as "Don't the Or
chards beat you ?" but the servants re
fu·sed to betray us; 

Product of New China 

Our cleaning woman, Leyyong, how
ever, was a product of new China. She 
had been caring for the empty house 
(which belonged to my wife's relative· in 
Manila ) when we moved in.  Leyyong's 
husband had left her to go with 
Chiang's army to Formosa, and she was 
near starvation. We took her in, but soon 
she became impossible. Under · the new 
regime Leyyong was an "honor mother," 
because she had sent her sixteen-year
old boy to Harbin, Manchuria, to study 
as a Red medical student and Russian 
translator. She incited the police against 
us; and tried to run the other servants 
and the entire household. She spoke 
dreamily of the day her son would re
turn home and take her riding in a big 
car like the one our Red Commissar 
neighbor had. She accused us of being 
imperialists and showed us photographs 
in Red newspapers to prove America 
had used germ warfare in Korea. Once 
a band of red-scarf-wearing Communist 

youths barged into our living room and 
began serenading "Honor Mother" Ley
yong with anti-American songs as she sat 
listening and smiling smugly in one of 
our armchairs. 

We couldn't fire her. You can't fire 
anyone in Red China. If we had told her 
to leave, she could have stayed on with
out working and drawn full pay for the 
rest of her life. Marie Louise finally 
tricked her into quitting, but the day she 
left we received a phone call f:.:om the 
police-the unofficial labor mediation 
board in Red China. Leyyong had filed 
a complaint against us. We went down 
and after a bitter argument agreed to 
pay her six months' severance pay-twice 
as much as the Reds pay their own work
ers when they are fired. Leyyong had 
demanded eighteen months' pay. 

This experience typifies what is hap
pening to businessmen and property 
owners throughout China. The Reds 
maintain the appearances of a free 
society only as long as it serves their 
purpose. They prefer to crush the prop
erty and business classes gradually, with 
an outrageous phony "legality." They 
rarely confiscate a business outright. 
They just pa� laws that make the busi
ness impossible to operate, then take it 
over when it "fails." As they say : "We 
assist people incapable of operating 
their business." Employers are helpless. 

A Chinese acquaintance of ours man
ufactures cheap dishes. He emp}oys 
eighteen people, and before the. Reds 
came he did quite well. He expected the 
worst when Shanghai fell, hut instead 
the Reds-who need dishes-granted 
him a government contract · and ordered 
him to stay in business. 

Attack on Private Business 

Little by little our friend realized 
their cunning. A government-run labor 
union negotiated wages and the Reds 
set the price they paid· for the dishes 
so that he just broke even. If by some 
mistake he made money, they renegoti
ated ·the price. In addition, the govern
ment levied fines for late delivery. Our 
friend had to pay double time to get the 
work out on schedule and lost money on 
each contract. 

"I wish I could become a beggar," 
he told us before we left. "I would gladly 
give the factory to my workers.'" 

He cannot do even this. The Commu
nist law which entangled me when I tried 
to close the office applies to every 
businessman in Red China. No owner 
can close down or sell without permis
sion to liquidate from the Bureau of 
Commerce and Industry. Permission is 
never granted unless the businessman ie 

·· penniless and has sold his home, his fur
niture, and clothing to pay his workers' 
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BIRTHDAY PARTY for B illie Orchard ( his second ) brought these tots and mothers to the garden of the 
Orchards' Shanghai home. Little Billie has his arms raised. Mrs. Orchard is at the far left. Getting food 
for the children was a constant struggle. Lines formed at 4 A.M. for sugar ration tickets. Meat was scarce. 
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wages. Then the government will "assist" 
him by taking over. "An employer has a 
responsibility to. his workers," the Reds 
say, with straight, solemn faces. 

The Red technique with property own
ers is a little different. Early in 1954, 
the Chinese acquaintance of ours who 
got $150,000 for property he sold in 1949 
received a list from the government item
izing all the repairs that had to be made 
on his property. The bill came to $30,000. 
Fortunately, he had the money to pay. 
But there will be similar bills in the near 
future and eventually our friend's capital 
will be gone and his other property will 
be foreclosed and taken by the Reds for 
"debts" to the government. 

Such tactics have utterly disenchanted 
the mass .ef the Chinese people with Com
munism. Marie Louise, with her knowl
edge of the language, was able to detect 
this far better than I. Shopkeepers, tail
ors, servants, and housewives confided in 
her because they knew she was married 
to an American. In the first years of the 
regime, the idea of a worker's paradise, 
land reform, and the Reds' outward show 
of honesty brought them a great deal of 
sympathy. But now Communist support 
is mainly confined to some workers and 
young students. 

The disillusionment is academic, how
ever, for the Reds have a grip on every 
last · man, woman, and child in China 
through their all-embracing Lane (neigh
borhood ) Committees. 

Our Kulu Road Lane Committee in
cluded about twenty families. We weren't 
members, but two of our servants were. 
The Committee met at least once a week, 

CLOSE FRIEND of the Orchards, 
New Yorker Dil Kanady, seized by the 
Red regime, is still in jail as a "spy." 
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sometimes every night. A representative 
appointed by the government either at
tended or gave the chairman directives . 
to read and discuss. 

The Lane Committee is a very effective 
weapon. There is no law requiring at
tendance, but lack of enthusiasm is very 
dangerous in China. Someone may sug
gest that "your brain is not thoroughly 
washed." It is possible that every mem
ber of the Kulu Road Lane Committee 
was anti-Communist, but it made little 
difference. Too afraid to trust their fellow 
members, they all ended up doing the 
little tasks of the Red government
dragging people out of their homes for 
a hundred per cent turnout at election 
time, selling government bonds to finance 
the Korean War, spying on each other, 
and pushing the off-again, on-again 
"Hate America" campaign. 

An individualistic people, the Chinese 
detest the constant meetings of the Lane 
Committees and the close control over 
their lives. Even eating well is dangerous. 
When women can buy meat at the market, 
they hide it in the bottom of their shop
ping baskets so the Lane caretaker
a sort of concierge who has the ear of the 
police-won't see it. One family caught 
eating meat regularly was reprimanded 
by its Lane Committee because it obvi
ously was I)Ot buying all the government 
bonds it could afford. 

Joyless, Fear-Ridden Shanghai 

On Sundays some people try to escape 
the Lane Committees by going to res
taurants on the other side of town for 
a good meal, just as we did. Restaurants 
in Shanghai are mobbed on Sundays
but sometimes the government spreads 
a rumor that they will be checked. Then 
they are empty for weeks at a time. 

Dance halls, radio, and the movies 
were the only other diversions. Marie 
Louise and I always went out to eat on 
Sunday, and occasionally we dropped 
into a dance hall. The people enjoyed 
the cheek-to-cheek dallcing they picked 
up from Western films, until it was de
nounced by the Reds as "indecent." Not 
long afterward, all the dance halls were 
ciosed. 

. 

Most people in Shanghai have a radio 
of some sort. But, though no law has 
been passed against listening to short· 
wave foreign broadcasts, many Chinese 
have brought their sets to repair shops 
and had the short-wave band taken out. 
They ·have sign·e·d receipts io show, just 
in case. 

The American films were very popular, 
but they were prohibited soon after the 
Korean War began. On the last night 
they were shown, Marie Louise and I 
saw crowds of people waiting to see "A 
Letter to Three Wives" (with Chinese 
subtitles) patiently standing in line in 

front of the theatre on the Rue Doumere. 
Even clothing is dictated by the gov

ernment. In years past, the educated and 
business-class Chinese in Shanghai con
sidered Western suits a mark of distinc
tion. Women · blended traditional silk 
dresses with Western style make-up. 
Today the city looks like an army camp. 
A Western suit or a silk dress attracts 
attention, and might be interpreted as 
lack of faith in the regime. Ninety per 
cent of the men and more than half the 
women wear the customary Communist 
dress, the plain blue cotton high col
lar jacket, baggy pants and army cap. 
In the winter the women-without make
up-look especially ugly 'in their heavily 
padded cotton jackets. 

Our Ordeal of Suspense 

Our life in this fe-u-ridden joyless city 
was an ordeal of suspense and uncer
tainty. When China entered the Korean 
War in October, 1950, we were sure that 
I was going to be imprisoned as an 
enemy· alien. Friends of Marie Louise 
advised her to leave me. "It isn't safe to 
be married to an American," they told 
her. 

Off and on, several times a week, I 
was. called downtown to see C. V. Wong 
of the Shanghai Military Control CoJ111-
mission. Wong was a beady-eyed, un
bending Red. He kept picking on petty 
items in our accounts, blowing them u p  
out o f  proportion-all the while yelling 
insults at me, screaming that I was a 
Wall Street imperialist. 

I knew he was looking for a pretext 
to jail me, but I still had all I could do 
to keep my temper. I don't think I could 
have taken it, if it hadn't been for Marie 
Louise. She understood the Chinese, and 
coached me each day before I went down
town. 

"Stay calm. Don't get excited," she 
told me. "Be like them. Placid. Don't 
show your true emotions on your face." 

I promised to try. It nearly killed me, 
hut for the most part I believe that I 
succeeded. 

Our social life was quite restricted. We 
saw a few Chinese friends and got to
gether · with other stranded Americans, 
but the parties always ended with every
one crying on each other's shoulder, 
reminiscing about the U.S.A. 

Business, family, recreation were not 
the only sides of life which the Reds 
invaded and disrupted. Once I came 
close to· being trapped in their anti
religious campaign. In January, 1951, 
Marie Louise and I joined the Legion of 
Mary, a Catholic organization that does 
good works. In March, without a whisper 
of warning, the Shanghai daily news
paper denounced the Legion as a "sub
versive, reactionary organization, plot
ting against the government." Members 



of our group decided it would be wise 
to disband. 

All was quiet until May, when the 
whole front page of the newspaper was 
filled with another attack on the Legion. 
Father McGrath, an Irish priest who 
was head of the group, was imprisoned. 
All members of the Legion were told to 
report immediately to the police station 
to confess their crimes. 

About a week later, two patrolmen 
came to our house, and marched us off 
to the station to make our confession. 
They had a prepared statement waiting 
for us. "Sign and you will be forgiven 
everything;" they told us. "The People's 
Democracy is very forgiving." When I 
read what "everything" was, I refused. 
For eight hours they alternately threat· 
ened and reasoned with me. But when 
they saw I was adamant, they sent me 
home. 

Marie Louise was cleverer. "I'll think 
carefully about what you said," she 
cagily told them in Chinese. "And per
haps I'll return and sign the statement." 
She never did. 

War on Religion 

The Reds have passed no laws against 
religion (their constitution forbids it ! ) 
hut they make war on it twenty-four 
hours a day. They have been "forced" 
to take over churches throughout China 
for "debts." Bright young Christians 
find it impossible to get into any univer
sity. One friend of ours, a brilliant Chi
nese Catholic boy, somehow "flunked" 
his exams for engineering school. Even 
more devious is the "Reform Church" 
which they have started in ·an attempt 
to split and confuse the Catholics. Its 
priests swear loyalty to the Communist 
state and no allegiance to the Pope. 
Thus far, this callous experiment has 
not worked very well, but a few Chinese 
priests have been pressured into join
ing, and hold services in government 
buildings. 

I am sure Marie Louise and I would 
never have gotten away with our defiance 
of the Religious Bureau in the Legion
of-Mary scrape, if we had not been 
worth $65,000 in American money to the 
Financial Control Bureau. 

In August, 1951, we had some hearten
ing news on this front. The United 
States offered the Reds a deal in return 
for our safety. Our government would 
unfr�eze the money but only on con
dition that we were first delivered safely 
to Hong Kong. 

The Red reply was a deal on their 
terms. Unfreeze the money, they told 
Uncle Sam, and then the Orchards can 
apply for an exit visa. But they would 
make no promises. Our government turned 
them down. Meanwhile Marie Louise had 
become pregnant with our first son, 

SUPPER PARTIES in international clubs, until the Reds shut them, 
were one way stranded Americans relieved tension of life in Shanghai. 

Billie. It began to look as though we 
were going to spend our entire lives in 
Shanghai. 

Early in 1952, we were shocked by 
the arrest of Dil Kanady, an American 
friend who had been an usher at our 
wedding. There was no big announce
ment. He just came to our house for 
lunch one day and a few hours later dis
appeared. A representative of an Ameri
can cotton firm, Kanady was arrested and 
jailed as an American "spy." We weren't 
allowed to visit him, but I sent him 
two suits. 

The year 1953 brought another shock. 
All six American priests in Shanghai, 
one of whom was a good friend, were 
seized simultaneously and jailed as spies. 
They are still in a Red prison. So is Dil 
Kanady. 

These arrests unnerved us badly. They 
had come swiftly, without warning, be
tween midnight and 3 A.M. It got so 
Marie Louise and I would rise up nerv
ously in bed if we heard a noise outside 
the house. Several times, when a boy 
came to the door with a late cable from 
my firm in New York, we were certain 
it was the Red police. 

During the Panmunjon and · Geneva 
conferences we lived by our radio, pray
ing that someone would put in a word 
for us. Negotiations at Geneva did bring 
freedom to several of our friends. But 
unfortunately our names were not on the 
lucky list. 

When former British Prime Minister 
Clement Attlee made his visit to China 
in August, 1954, we were still there. We 
watched the Reds clean and scrub Shang
hai, put lavish displays of food and 
consumer goods on department store 

counters, and tell people everywhere 
what answers to give if the British. dele· 
gation questioned them. We saw Attlee 
and his party come and inspect this 
enormous fakery, and depart, gullibly 
impressed. 

Then, in October, soon after Attlee 
had left, the miracle occurred. We were 
told that the police wanted us down at 
the station house. Marie Louise called a 
friend and told him to take the children 
if we did not come back. At the station 
house, the police asked me a ridiculous 
question : 

"Mr. Orchard, do you still want to go 
home?" 

Then, polite as Boy Scouts, they handed 
me the coveted exit visa. 

Our Fervent Thanks for Freedom 

Only after we reached the free world 
did we find out what had happened be
hind the scenes. Through an intermediary 
in Shanghai, my firm guaranteed the Reds 
the money for which they were holding 
us. With this guarantee, the Communists 
agreed to the terms and released us. As 
soon as we crossed into Hong Kong, the 
bitterly disputed cash was released to 
the Reds. If the United States Govern
ment had not stepped in to break the 
international deadlock, however, we 
would still be languishing in Shanghai 
today. 

The night before we left, we threw a 
cocktail party for our friends-by now a 
traditional gesture for those about to go 
home. A little more than a month later, 
our plane landed at Idlewild Airport and 
I lifted my wife and sons onto American 
soil for the first time. It was, appropri· . 
ately, Thanksgiving Day. THE END 
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She looked up and there was Morris 
trying to stand, trying to grasp the ball. 



BY NATHANIEL BENCHLEY I L LU S T R A T E D  BY FRANK McCA R T H Y  

The road sign showed that i t  was only three 
miles to the Veterans Hospital, and Helen 
Prescott looked in the rear-view mirror, 

pushed her Red Cro s cap more �quarely on her 
head, and tucked a wind-blown strand of hair back 
in place under the cap. Her hands were moist on 
the steering wheel. and he lit a cigarette in a futile 
attempt to calm the nerves that had been nibbling 
like mice at her stomach since early morning. For 
some reason, although he had told herself that she 
was prepared to do anything when she signed for 
volunteer duty, she had never considered the pos
sibility of being asked to take four men from the 
Veterans Hospital to a baseball game. She knew that 

\ '  ( �· \ 
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there was no reason for being nervous, but the 
closer she came to the hospital, th� more jittery she 
felt. 

The first twinges o£ doubt had come to her the 
night before, when she realized that she was going 
to have to spend upwards of five hours with a group 
of men who were total strangers to her, and with 
whom she had absolutely nothing in common. She 
knew a little about ba eball-enough to enjoy 
watching the World Serie on television-and she 
had heard her husband's stories about the Army 
until she knew every one of them by heart, but she 
was certain that she was not equipped to talk at 
any length on either subject. And, furthermore, she 

It was a iob she hadn't 
bargained for, one she really 

wasn't capable of-and in her 
eagerness to please, she made 

a disastrous blunder 
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had no idea what condition the men were 
in-whether they were recuperating from 
wounds or from sickness, or came from 
the psychiatric ward. The whole project 
was one that she felt utterly and miser
ably incapable of handling, and yet she 
wanted to be more than just a chauffeur 
for the men. She had, after all, joined 
the Red Cross because she felt she had 
something extra to offer. 

H er husband had been no help at all. 
When they were having after-din
ner coffee, she had asked him what 

servicemen talked about, and he had said, 
"Sex, mostly," and picked up a magazine. 

"There must be something else," she 
said. "Please try to remember. I've got 
to talk to these men . . . .  I can't just sit 
there. What else do they talk about ?"  

Her husband thumbed through the 
magazine and, without looking up, silid, 
"Well, they also talk about what a heel 
their commanding officer is, and what 
a good outfit they were in before they 
joined their present one. They also talk 
about their families and their girls, and 
they do a great deal of lying, none of 
which anybody believes." 

"You're a great help," she said. 
"I'm just answering your question," he 

said, and folded the magazine back and 
started to read. 

"I shouldn't talk about the war, or 
about their wounds, though, should I ? "  
she asked. "I mean, isn't the best thing 
to pretend that all that never happened ?"  

"The best thing is to  let them do the 
talking," her husband replied. "You'll 
find out soon enough what they talk 
about." 

She drove around a bend in the road, 
and ahead of her she saw the hospital, 
low and gray and sprawling. In the drive
way, she parked next to the main en
trance in an area marked "For Staff Cars 
Only," and after turning off the engine 
she took a slip of paper from her pocket 
and reread the men's names to make sure 
she remembered them : T /Sgt. Henry 
Souchek, Cpl. Miller Robinson, Cpl. Hec
tor Morris', and Pfc. Benjamin Laskin. 
She sjlid the names twice to herself, then 
folded the paper, put it back in her 
pocket, and got out of the station wagon 
and walked into the hospital, straighten
ing her uniform as she went. 

Before the orderly at the reception 
desk told her, she knew who her men 
were. The four of them were sitting along 
one wall, one man in an aluminum wheel 
chair and the other three on a bench be
side him. Two had crutches and one held 
a cane ; their uniforms were freshly 
pressed, and their ribbons were bright 
and clean. They watched her as she spoke 
to the orderly, and then he beckoned to 
them and they gathered themselves to
gether and came slowly toward her. They 
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were introduced ; Sgt. Souchek was the 
man in the wheel chair, Cpl. Robinson 
and Pfc. Laskin were on crutches, and 
Cpl. Morris was the one with the cane. 
They all said, "How do you do, Ma'am," 
and she said she was . glad to see them, 
and then she said, "Well, shall we be 
off?" The men moved toward the door 
without a word, and she followed them. 
"They seem awfully young," she thought. 
"I somehow expected that they'd be a 
lot older." 

Outside, Helen said, "You wait here. 
. . .  I'll back the wagon around," and the 
men stopped while she hurriedly started 
the car and backed it up about ten yards. 
She got out, and went around to help 
Souchek out of his wheel chair, but Mor
ris stepped suddenly in her way, and, 
before she could do anything, Souchek 
had lifted himself out of the chair and 
swung into the back seat. Morris folded 
the wheel chair, and put it inside, and 
then Robinson and Laskin tossed their 
crutches into the back and climbed in 
after them. 

"One of you can sit up front, if you 
want," Helen said. "There's no 
point all of you crowding in 

back." 
Morris paused, then said, "O.K.;" and 

opened the front door and got in. 
Helen checked all of the doors to make 

sure they were shut tight, then climbed 
into the driver's seat and carefully put 
the car in gear. "Here we go," she said, 
and the car began to move slowly for
ward. The men looked out the windows, 
and said nothing. "You don't have to talk 
as though they were children," Helen 
told herself savagely. "Either say some
thing intelligent or keep quiet ." 

There was complete silence in the car 
while Helen drove to the nearest park
way entrance, and headed for ew York. 
Then one of the men in back said some
thing in a low voice that she couldn't 

at some Chinese place, name of Loo 
Chow, or something like that," said Las
kin. "Man, that was some meal J "  

Lask!n looked about eighteen ; he had 
straight, blond hair, and talked with a 
slight Southern accent. 

"That was no Chinese place, you po
tato-head," said Souchek. "That's a 
Kraut restaurant-it's called Liichow's." 

"I didn't think that was no gook food," 
Laskin said. "But I didn't know for sure 
then. That was before I shipped out. . . .  
Man, that seems like rears ago." He 
turned, and looked out the window. 

"Now you go dancing every night at 
the Orange Room at Nedick's," said Rob
inson. "You're a real man of the world." 

Laskin looked back at him, and smiled. 
"You're damn well told," he said. "Oh, 
excuse me, Ma'am." 

"Don't worry about me," Helen said, 
staring at the road ahead. "You can say 
anything you like." · 

"No, but I got to get in training," 
Laskin said. "If I talk at home the way 
I talk most of the time now, my rna would 
be like to wrap a shovel round my neck." 

"You got plenty of time," Souchek ob
served. "The doctor tells me you got two 
more cartilaginous tran!>plants and a 
Thiersch'� graft coming up before they 
let you out." 

"Thiersch's graft, your uncle," Laskin 
replied. "I already had a Thiersch's graft 
last fall. No-last spring. a year ago. 
You got recurrent thrombophlebitis of 
the brain, that's what you got." 

"All I know is what I hear," Souchek 
replied, smiling. 

"You'd hear better if they'd dig that 
shrapnel out of your head," Laskin said. 
"They all the time fussing around with 
your legs, and the real trouble's up in 
your skull. You got no more. pe-roneal 
paralysis than I got." 

"I've got everything," Souchek re
plied amiably. "You name it, Pve got it." 

understand ; another one answered in a There was another silence, and 
monosyllable, and Morris, in the front Helen glanced occasionally at 
seat, turned around. "That's the truth," Morris, who was looking out the 
he said. He' turned back, and resumed his window. She guessed that he was in his 
staring out the window, and Of!e of '· the .- -� �arly. twenties ; his f�_c"e was le�n and 
others laughed softly. Then there was angular, and his eyes gave the impression 
silence again. that he was continually trying to remem-

After about ten minutes, Helen cleared her something. Even when he spoke, 
her throat. "Do you get out very often ?"  which was seldom, h is  mind seemed to 
she asked. be on a plane that was completely re-

Morris looked at her. "No, Ma'am," moved from what he was saying. 
he said. "Not too often." "There must be something he'd like to 

That seemed to end the conversation, talk about," Helen thought. "I wish I 
and after a short and awkward pause could think of something that would in· 
Helen said, "How is the food ? Do they terest him." 
feed you well ?"  They came to  a tollgate, and she pur-

Morris looked back at the others. "I posely took the lane that brought the 
guess it's all right," he said. booth on Morris's side. She reached in 

One of the men in back said, "It's not her pocket, took out a dime, and handed 
the Twenty One Club, I can say that." it to him as she put on the brakes. 

"I guess the best meal I ever had was "Here," she said. "Would you give this 



to the man, please ?" Morris took the 
dime without a word, and held it out 
the window. 

Ater the car had regained speed, 
Helen looked at Morris. "Do you 
come from around here?" 

At first, Morris didn't seem to hear her. 
Then he said, "Ma'am?" and turned and 
looked at her. 

"I said, do you come from around 
here ?" Helen repeated. "Is your home 
near here?"  

"No, Ma'am," Morris replied. "I  come 
from Pennsylvania." 

"Oh," said Helen. Her knowledge of 
Pennsylvania was limited to Chester 
County, where she and her husband went 
occasionally for hunt weekends. "What 
part of Pennsylvania?"  she asked. 

"Near Altoona," said Morris. "About 
ten miles from Altoona." 

"Oh, yes," Helen said, not knowing 
where he meant. 

"My wife still lives there," Morris said. 
He took a deep breath, and looked back 
out the window. "From what I hear," he 
added quietly. 

Helen started to say something, then 
stopped. "Oh," was all she said. She tried 
one or two more conversational gambits, 
which met with the same success, and 
during the rest of the drive to Yankee 
Stadium Mor.ris looked out the window. 
In the back seat, Laskin chattered like 
a squirrel at everything they passed, and 
was quiet only briefly after Robinson or 
Souchek said something sarcastic to him. 
Helen was unable to understand half of 
what they said, and she could make no 
contribution to that part of the conversa
tion that she did understand, so she paid 
attention to her driving and resolved to 
speak only if she was spoken to. 

"If I can't contribute, at least I won't 
make a fool of myself," she thought, and 
pressed a little harder on the accelerator. 

She parked in a reserved space next 
to the stadium, and Laskin, Morris, and 
Robinson got out of the . car before she 
could open the doors for them. She stood 
nervously by while Morris unfolded Sou
chek's wheel chair, and Souchek, using 
only his hands, swung himself laboriously 
out of the car· and into the chair. At one 
point 'his hands slipped, and he almost 
fell to the ground, but Morris again 
stepped in the way and prevented Helen 
from doing . an;ything ... This. tiroe ,it was 
obvious that he did it deliberately, and 
Helen backed away, chastened, until Sou
chek was safely settled in his chair. Then 
she slowly led the way to the gate, and 
the men followed her. 

Their seats were in the boxes on the 
field, along the first-base side of home 
plate, in a section apparently reserved 
for men f.r·om veterans1 hospitals. There 
were many other -men in uniform, some 

in wheel chairs and some with crutches, 
and a few of them called to her men as 
they followed the usher to their seats.· 
When they were all settled, Helen sat in 
the empty seat next to Robinson and be
hind Morris. "Would anybody like any
thing?" she asked. "A hot dog, or a-" 
she hesitated, · not knowing whether she 
should offer them beer-"a drink of some 
sort ?" she concluded. 

"Not now, thanks," said Robinson, 
and the others shook their heads. 
Laskin twisted in his seat, and 

looked around at the stadium, which was 
slowly filling with people. The cries of 
the vendors echoed through the steel 
stands, and some unrecognizable music 
was being played over the public-address 
system. 

"Man this sure looks different than on 
TV," Laskin said. "She looks a lot bigger 
this way. And greener," he added, turn
ing back to the field. 

"We'll give you some green glasses for 
watching TV," Souchek said. "That way, 
you won't know the difference." 

Robinson turned to Helen. "Do you go 
to the theatre much?" he asked. 

"Why-" Helen hesitated-"! guess it 
depends on what you mean by 'much.' 
We live in the country, so we don't go 
all the time. Just special occasions, 
mostly." 

"The last show I saw was 'South 
Pacific,' " Robinson said, and smiled. 
"Four years ago." 

"Yes, I saw that, too," Helen said. 

"It wasn't really the last one I saw,"' 
Robinson said. "It was just the last de
cent one. I've seen a couple of dogs since 
then-you know, when a play's about to 
fold, they pass out free seats to service
men-but they don't really count. They're· 
just a way to kill the evening." Helen 
smiled, and tried to think of something 
to say, and Robinson said, "What ones 
have you seen this year ? I'd like to hear 
about them." 

"You'll have to forgive him, Ma'ail).,'' 
Souchek said. "He's kind of nutty about 
the theatre. He'll talk your ear off if you 
let him get "started.'' 

"Actually, I'm not an expert-" Helen 
began, when there was a ruffle of drums, 
the spectators in the stadium rose to their 
feet, and the band started the National 
Anthem. Souchek saluted from where he 
sat ; the others rose on their crutches and 
saluted, and Helen· was forced to remind 
herself that she shouldn't salute. 

When everyone was seated again, Sou
chek leaned .forward and said to her, 
"Like I was telling you about Rubinson 
and the theatre-the day we got hit, he 
was lying outside the aid tent, all slopped 
up and kind of delirious, and all he was 
doing was yelling things from Shake
speare. How does that line go, Robbie? 
I forget it now." "I don't know what you're talking 

about," Robinson said. "The whole 
thing is a base canard." 

"You know what I mean-it's some
thing about scars, or wounds, or some-
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thing similar to that," Souchek insisted. 
"The line is 'He jests at scars, that 

never felt a wound,' " Robinson replied, 
embarrassed. "But it's all a lie. I never 
said it." 

' "That's it ! "  Souchek said. "That's 
just what you were yelling. I 
heard you ! "  He laughed. 

"Well, you were no rose yourself,'' said 
Robinson. "Shut up and watch the ball 
game." 

Souchek turned, grinning, to watch the 
game, and Helen knew she had lost any 
chance she might have had to talk about 
the theatre. She looked at ·Morris, who 
was sitting in front of her, and saw that 
.he was carefully registering . each play 
on his score card. She couldn't see his 
face, but it was obvious from the position 
of his body that he was completely ab
sorbed in the game. He hadn't spoken 
since they arrived, but this was a different 
kind of silence, and she felt somewhat 
less concerned about him. 

For the first two innings, nobody spoke 
much, although Laskin cheered wildly 
when either the Yankees or their op
ponents got a hit. He explained that he 
was in favor of New York because they 
were the home team, but that he disap
proved highly of their name, so he had 
settled on rooting for whichever team was 
at bat. Souchek said that it must be nice 
to have an uncomplicated mind like that, 
and Laskin said something Helen couldn't 
understand. Then, when the Yankees were 
taking the field for the third inning, 
Morris stood up, looked at the others, 
and smiled . . 

"I feel a beer coming on," he said. 
"How about you guys ?" They all nodded 
and said, "S�re," and Morris turned to 
Helen. "And you, Ma'am ?" he asked. 
"Do they let you drink on duty ?" 

"Let me get them," Helen said, rising. 
"Wouldn't it be better if I-" 

"No," Morris said, firmly. "I'm getting 
them. Would you like one ?" He paused, 
and grinned. "If you take off your cap, 
then you'll be out of uniform," he said. 
"That way, you won't have to worry." 

Slowly, Helen sat down again. She 
didn't particularly care for bee.r, but to 
have one might at least give her some
thing in common with the others. She 
took off her cap, and smiled. "All right," 
she said. "I'd· love one." Morris nodded, 
picked up his cane, and moved slowly up 
the aisle. Helen watched him, noticing 
how completely he had changed. 

Laskin turned around. "You know, I 
was reading a book the other day," he 
said. "It seems like this guy-" 

"If it's one of those Tom Swift books, 
we don't want to hear about it," Souchek 
interrupted. "I'm so sick of hearing about 
that Tom Swift I can't even spit." 

"Well, that's more than you read," 
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Laskin replied. "You don't even read 
nothing that's got words in it." 

"I read all I want," said Souchek. "I 
·make out all right." 

"All you do is watch the rassling .on 
TV,'' Laskin said. "You'd think you was 
a professional rassler or something. What 
good is watching the :rassling ever going 
to do you?" .He. paused, �hen looked at 
Helen. "Do you ever watch the rassling, 
Ma'am?" he asked. 

"No, I'm afraid I don't," Helen replied. 
"You see ?" Laskin said to Souchek. 

"People with brains don't watch the 
rassling. Only people like you." 

"There's nothing the matter with watch
ing the rassling," Souchek said defen
sively. "At least it's better than reading 
Tom Swift." There was a sudden edge 
to his voice, and the bantering tone dis-
appeared entirely. 

-

"I read a .Bobbsey Twins book the 
other day,'' Robinson put in quickly. 
"Somebody must have sent it in by mis
take, when they were cleaning out the 
attic. It .was quite a book." 

Laskin looked sharply at Robinson to 
see whether he. was serious. "I never read 
one of them,'' he said. "It don't sound 
like much, though." 

"You ought to read it," Robinson said, 
without changing his expression. "I think 
you'd like it." 

Laskin was about to say something, and 
then he saw Morris coming down the aisle 
with the beers. "Hot damn," he said. 
"Here comes the waiter." 

The inning had already started, and 
Morris passed out the beers, which he 
had carried in a container that held six 
cups, and then he sat down and picked 
up his score card. "I brought one extra, 
just in case," he said, indicating the left
over cup. "We can split it as sooh as 
there's room for it." He took out his pen
cil, and held it poised over the score card, 
waiting for something to record. 

Slowly, Helen began to feel more 
like a member of the group. There 
was less talk among them as the 

game progressed, but she no longer felt 
that she had to make conversation, and 
what was said could be said in four or 
five words at the most. She was still 
aware that she was definitely not a mem
ber of the group, but at least she was 
accepted on a temporary basis, and that 
was about all she could hope for. She 
was, in fact, surprised that she should 
have a nagging desire for anything more 
than that, but the fact remained that she 
was not looking forward to the end of 
the afternoon. She wanted to know the 
men better, and, if possible, be of some 
kind of help to them-at least more help 
than she had been so far. 

About the eighth inning-she wasn't 
sure exactly when-Helen was looking at 

the scoreboard and trying to decipher the 
meanings of all the numbers on it, when 
she heard the sharp crack of a bat, and 
as she looked back toward the plate she 
saw that the batter was not running, but 
that the catcher had flipped off his mask 
and was racing toward her, looking up
ward. T4e first-ba.seman and the right
fielder also: ·ran, and Helen looked up at 
the sky, but could see nothing. 

Suddenly, �ouchek and Robinson and 
Lasldn crouched over and covered their 
heads with their arms, and Morris stood 
up and stretched his hands upward, tot
tering slightly as he maneuvered · to get 
under the hall. Helen flinched and turned 
away, 1hen she heard the smack of the 
ball, and looked around to see Morris, 
clutching the ball in one hand, grasp 
wildly at the air and then fall full length 
in the aisle. 

H elen saw the ball roll away. In 
the scramble, a youth wearing a 
blue - and - gold athletic;: jacket 

darted down the aisle, grabbed the ball 
from where Morris was trying to retrieve 
it, and jammed it in his pocket. He 
started back toward- his seat, but Helen 
was on him before he had taken five 
steps� · and she snatched at his arm and 
spun him around. "Give me that ball, you 
- - - - - -, or I'll tear your arm off! "  she 
said icily. The youth's eyes widened ; he 
hesitated, then brought the ball from his 
pocket and gave it to her. Suddenly, there 
were cheers and whistles and applause 
all around her, and with her face burning 
in horror she turned and ran back to her 
seat. Morris had picked himself np, and 
was sitting down, smiling at her. "Here," 
she said, and held the ball out to h i m .  

"Not on  your life," Morris gaid. still 
smiling. "You got it-you keep it." 

"Take it," she said. "It's yours." The 
smile left Morris's face, and he took the 
ball, put it in his pocket, an\f turned back 
to the game. 

Helen remembered the rest of the game 
indistinctly. She hoped that not many 
people had heard what she said to the 
youth, but she had no idea how loudly 
she had spoken ; she had been so com
pletely out of control that she might eas
ily have shouted and not have been aware 
of it. In fact, she found it hard to believe 
that she had said it at all, because she 
had never before used those words in 
public-or, at any rate, she had never 
used them on anyone. The: whole episode 
had a kind of dreariilike unreality, and 
the men beside her were quieter than 
they had been all afternoon. She wished 
desperately that she hadn't forced the 
ball on Morris, but there wasn't much 
that could be done about that now. 

When the game was ove.r, .they waited 
until the crowd thinned out and then 
made their way hack to the station wagon. 



Then he turned to her. "How long was your husband away?'-' 
Helen let the men open and close the 
doors themselves, and it was with an odd 
sense of incompleteness that she put the 
car in gear and nosed into the Bronx 
traffic. She felt that the afternoon had 
not been a success, and she blamed her
self for it, although except for the ball 
incident she couldn't think of what she 
might have done differently. The men 
talked mostly among themselves, and 
Morris, after studying his .score card for 
a while, put it in his pocket and stared 
quietly out ahead. 

They had passed the parkway tollgate 
when Morris turned, looked at her for a 
moment, and then took a deep breath. 
"Can I ask you something ?" he said. 

"Of course," said Helen, surprised. 
"What is it? '� 

"Was your husband in the war?" Mor
ris spoke in a low voice. 

"Yes," she said. "As a matter of fact, 
he was in the Army." 

"Did he get overseas? For long, I 
m�an ?" He seemed to be having diffi
culty . . phrasing the questions casually. 

"He was gone for two years in all," 
Helen replied. 

Morris nodded, and there was a 
long pause. "What did you do ?" 
he asked, finally. 

"Oh, the usual thing," Helen said. 
"Blood bank, Red Cross-all that sort 
of thing." She knew what was on his 
mind, but she also knew that he would 
never get up the nerve to say it, so she 
added, "I did whatever I could to keep 
busy. And I went out a lot, too. Whenever 
a friend would come back from overseas, 
I'd have him for dinner, or he'd take me 
out on the . town, and we'd talk and be 
silly and have a good time. I felt that it 
was good for me, and also good for the 
other person, and I knew my- husband· 
didn't expect me to be alone all the time. 
I knew I'd have gone crazy if I hadn't 
been able to get out every so often." 

For a long while, Morris didn't speak. 
Then he said, "Maybe you're right, at 
that," and settled back and looked out 
the window with a thoughtful expression. 

Gradually, the conversation in the back 
of the car died down, and when Helen 
swung into the hospital driveway nobody 
had spoken for at least five minutes. The 
late afternoon sun cast a garish, yellow 
light on the buildings, and the shadows 
were long and sharp. Helen stopped in 
front of the main entrance, and turned 
off the engine. "Here we are," she said. 

For a moment nobody spoke as they 
got out. Then Robinson took off 
his  cap and offered his

. 
hand. "I 

guess this is about the nicest d11-y we've 
had," -he said. "Thank you." Souchek and 
Laskin loudly echoed their thanks, and 
she shook hands with them all, muttering 
incoherent replies. When she came to 
Morris, he put one hand in his pocket, 
and brought out the ball. 

"Here," he said, and smiled. "I think 
you ought to have this. Kind of as a 
souvenir of the game." Still smiling, he 
put the ball in her hand, and then the 
four men turned and made their way 
slowly into the hospital. THE END 
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BY LEON wARE I L L U S T R A T E D  B Y  J .  F R E D E R I C K  S M I T H  

Joe Mears had been going good until the 
mail arrived. Hat on the back of his head, 
dead pipe between his teeth, he was two
fingering along, remembering a turbaned 

Moro fisherman on the island of N in the 
Philippines, who had recounted 
with relish his activities against 
the J aps. Joe paused, probing for 

words to describe the native's fierce patnotlsm, 
and the door opened and Jennifer McGaan 
came in with the mail. 

Joe often thought Jenny typified the New York 
secretary : sleek and efficient. She knew the ways �-· 
and byways of the fabulous island better tha114·� '""" 
a farmer knew his fields. She kept his appoin(. 
ments in order, made his expens'e 
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Joe was a roving reporter, out to discover the "beauties " of foreign lands. 
so 
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It hadn't occurred to him that anything at home might be worth a second look 
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plausible, corrected his spelling and syn
tax, and answered his mail. 

It was Jenny's cold, hardheaded effi
ciency, Joe felt at those moments when 
&he looked askance at his schemes, that 
kept her single. She dressed smartly 
enough and she kept herself perfectly 
groomed, but she seemed to lack that 
certain aimless femininity which shook a 
right-thinking man to the roots and made 
him propose. Joe had never even heard 
her mention a boy friend and she was 
twenty-five, he knew. 

"Anything good ?"  he asked hopefully. 
"Sunbonnet Sue," Jenny said. She 

handed over the mail. 
Joe grunted and selected the familiar 

blue stationery addressed in broad, back
slanting handwriting. 

"sunbonnet Sue." as Jenny called 
the anonymous correspondent, had 
been sniping at Joe for months. 

Sue was a flag waver whose theme was : 
"What's wrong with the good old 
U.S.A. ?" Joe, having fought in Number 
Two and reported about Number Two 
and a Half, or Korea, was as alert to the 
wonders of his native land as the next 
man, but his success as a syndicated col
umnist had come as a result of writing 
about exotic people in far-off lands. 

Joe had a theory that you could only 
begin to understand the whole tangled 
mess if you knew the quiet people along 
the byways of the world. The noisy ones 
did the shouting, but in the final analysis 
it was the quiet ones who pushed the 
wheels and opened the gates and reaped 
the holocaust. That man wasn't in the 
forums ;  he was home, tending to busi
ness, thinking his own thoughts until it 
was time to join up with other quiet men 
and try to straighten the thing out again. 
But you had to go to him to find out what 
those thoughts were. By and large it had 
worked out rather well. At least it made 
it possible for Joe Mears, a sports writer 
by trade, to flit around the world, pass
port in one hand and portable typewriter 
in the other, and write about the people 
who interested him. 

His columns were • usually sharply 
drawn pictures of forceful individuals in 
odd little places, sprinkled, sometimes, 
with the flavoring of an exotic food. It 
was a great life Joe lived and he loved 
every moment of it. So did his reading 
public-except for a few spoilsports like 
Sunbonnet Sue. 

" . . .  Bereted little anarchist, popping 
bits of crusty French bread in his mouth 
as he volubly regretted his own heroic 
deeds . . .  " she sniped today. "You and 
your quaint Left Bank characters. What 
do you bother to come back for-that fat 
American pay check ?"  

"Love that girl ! "  Joe said. He crushed 
the paper between his palms, rubbed it 
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into a ball, and flipped it toward the 
wastebasket. "I'd know her anywhere by 
her freckles and her bare, dairymaid 
feet." 

Jenny wafted the blue envelope under 
his nose. 

"The gal who uses this perfume doesn't 
go around barefooted." 

"If I get my hands on her, she won't 
go around, period." Joe frowned at the 
yellow sheet in his typewriter. "If she 
wants Americana, let her read Winchell. 
This is a business. I don't suppose coal 
miners like grubbing away in a hot, wet 
shaft, but they gotta eat, too." 

"She doesn't seem to object to your 
eating. It's where, and with whom." 

"Whose side are you on ?" Joe de
manded testily. 

Jenny lifted her brows delicately. 
"I'm with you, Boss. I know which side 
my crusty Fre.nch bread is buttered on." 

"Nuts ! "  he growled. He poised his two 
forefingers over the keyboard, ground his 
teeth, and looked up. "Where'd that come 
from ?" 

Jenny studied the envelope. "Pennsy 
Station. Eight-thirty last night." 

"So she was in town," Joe mused. 
Jenny ticked them off on her fingers. 

"Before that I remember Yuba City, Cali
fornia, and Antioch, Illinois, and Cut 
Bank, Montana, and Lido Isle and Vicks
burg and Mobile. I forget the rest." 

"Gets around, doesn't she? Probably 
an air-line hostess." He poked a couple 
of keys experimentally. 

"What air line goes to Vicksburg and 
Antioch and Yuba City ? "  

"That's a good question," Joe admit
ted. "Maybe she's on the lam, then. 
Sounds like that kind of a character." 
He reached for the envelope, sniffed it, 
and pursed his lips. "If I had time, I'd 
run her to earth." 

"And dignify her anonymity by taking 
cognizance of her diatribes ?"  

J oe cocked an  eye at  Jenny. "If you 
mean what I think you mean, maybe. 
Might be worth a column or two. 

When do I leave for Bermuda?" 
"Seven-thirty,'' Jenny said crisply. 
Joe nodded. "Okay. Save Sue's letters. 

Maybe I'll chase her down." 
"It'd only take you to Keokuk and 

Kankakee and Kalamazoo." 
"And what's wrong with Keokuk?" Joe 

asked. 
She shrugged from the doorway. A 

frosty smile touched her lips and was 
gone. "Very few bereted anarchists in 
Keokuk." 

He had a good time in Bermuda. Re
tired Britishers who had served their flag 
in distant stations in the bygone days of 
glory entertained him with their recollec
tions. He spent five days picking up tale:· 
of the hills of India and of the silent 

people on the drifting desert sands. With 
his hosts, he stalked the Mau Mau and 
fought the curse of voodoo. He laughed 
over the battalion that fought a battle 
without its trousers because it had been 
ambushed after fording a stream, and 
cried a little over the company that was 
too embarrassed to cheer the flag in its 
own village common but died to a man 
in the futile business at Gallipoli. 

He returned refreshed and Jenny met 
ldm at J dlewild with a packet of letters 
she dropped in his lap as they got into 
a cab. 

"If you can get it all in Bermuda," she 
said by way of greeting, "why bother to 
go to Java? Or Arabia? Or Nairobi ? 
Why not settle down there, buy a Rand 
McNally, and knock on your neighbors' 
doors?"  

"Know a guy in Nairobi," Joe said 
dryly. 

He smiled a little as he shuffled 
through the mail. Jenny's even 
temper stumbled a bit at times. 

She was so completely the competent sec
retary that he sometimes forgot she was 
also an attractive woman. He didn't know 
just what had caused it, but it was at 
moments like this, when there was color 
in her cheeks· and a flicker of fire in her 
eye, that he remembered. Then, like Lit
tle Jack Horner, he plucked a blue enve
lope from the pile in his lap. 

"Aha ! Bos,on, last night. What's in Sun
bonnet Sue's little pointed head now ?" 

"Portugue e dorymen. She suggests you 
look up the records : Our own New Eng
landers also sailed the Grand Banks and 
caught a few cod. Here and there a cod, 
I think she puts it." 

Joe eyed her. "And you think maybe 
she has a point ?" 

Jenny shrugged. "There are brave and 
rugged men in Gloucester, too." 

"I'm not denying that," Joe said sharp
ly. "Most of my readers can get to New 
England and see for themselves, but few 
will ever get aboard a Portuguese banks 
schooner. And I think they're interested 
in hearing about men who can stand a 
brutal fifteen-to-eighteen-hour day of 
fishing, never knowing whether they'll 
find the ship again. And what's eating the 
prettiest girl in this cab?"  

I t  caught her unawares and she flushed. 
"Nothing." 

"Oh, yes-I've done something. Here 
I've ·been away a few days, working like 
a dog in Bermuda . . . .  " Joe broke off 
and a wry gri� spread across his face. 
"Bermuda. I don't know why I'd remem
ber it now, Jenny." 

"It's perfectly all right." 
"Next time, I promise you. Why didn't 

you remind me?" 
"It's perfectly all right, I tell you." 
"Besides, I don't know that it'd be 



proper, your flying off to Bermuda alone 
with me." 

Her tone was coldly casual. "There were 
seventeen other men on that plane." 

"Can't get out of it that way, huh ?"  
She said nothing, seemingly engrossed 

in the shaggy hair on the back of the cab 
driver's neck. 

"Besides," Joe went on, "I thought 
your interest was American history. 
Wasn't that your major at Columbia?" 

"For your information," Jenny said 
through tight lips, "a lot of American his· 
tory originated in Bermuda. It  was settled 
in 1609, eleven years before Plymouth." 

"How do you like that ! "  Joe said en· 
thusiastically. "I forget everything ! "  

Her answer came swiftly. "You most 
certain! y do ! "  

He eyed the set lines o f  her profile. At 
the moment she was actually quite a 
pretty girl. 

"Forget to sign your check again, too, 
did I ?" 

There was r:o response. He chuckled 
and dumped the letters into her lap, 
settled back, and pulled his hat down 
over his eyes. 

"Read me a couple or three, starting 
with Sue . . .  " 

Summer was long, and hot, and humid. 
Tempers grew short, and bickering was 
tiniversal. The day after Labor Day, Joe 
sat at his fifteenth-story window, seeking 
a vagrant breeze, with one of Sunbonnet 
Sue's letters in his damp, limp hand. This 
one. the third of the week, denounced his 
enthusiasm for the mayor of the village 
of Marsarif, near Sousse, on the coast of 
Tunisia. 

Joe was still muttering under his breath 
when Jenny came in, looking fresh and 
untroubled as she always did. 

"This character has got to go ! "  Joe 
snapped. "Get hold of the Post

master General and have him sic 
his sleuths on her." 

Jenny neatly arranged the letters to be 
signed. 

"I've considered that," she told him 
calmly. "As far as I can see, there's noth
ing in her letters violating postal regu
lations. She just takes exception to your 
opinions." 

"She's tryint; to curb the Right of Free 
Speech ! "  

She looked at him speculatively. "So 
you actually want to gag her with the 
Constitution?"  

Joe's mouth opened, then closed. He 
reddened a little. 

"I j ust want her to leave me alone," he 
said somewhat plaintively. "It's too hot." 

"Pouf ! "  she said. "You get lots of let
ters from cranks." 

"This is different," Joe protested. 
"She's got a saddle on the back of my 
neck. She waits for the early editions, pen 

in her hot little hand, and probably 
doesn't read anything else in the paper 
but my column . . .  " 

"Oh, happy thought," Jenny said dryly. 

G lowering at her, Joe said, "Why 
doesn't she pick on somebody else? 

7Why not Pegler? Everybody picks 
on Pegler. He likes it." 

She gave him her Mona Lisa-type smile 
as she went out. He could never quite tell 

whether she was with him or against him 
when she smiled that way. He sighed and 
mopped his brow. He felt he was getting 
very little sympathy from Jenny in this 
affair. Sometimes he thought she was en
joying it instead of feeling the indigna· 
tion her loyalty to the job demanded. 

But then her vacation was coming up 
at the end of the week. He knew from per
sonal experience how vastly independent 
a forthcoming vacation could make a per-

She laughed scornfully. "You'd want to honeymoon 
in Bagdad. Me, I'm going to Niagara Falls." 
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son feel. Perhaps when she returned, Jen
ny would throw herself into the task of 
running the dame to earth. If anyone 
could do it, Joe was sure Jenny could. 
Somewhere, somehow, they would get a 
break. 

I t came sooner than he had hoped for 
and left him a little punchy. He was 
alone in the office the day after Jenny 

left for her vacation when the post
man came in with a postage-due letter. 
After Joe had paid the fee, he noticed 
that it was his own envelope, unstamped, 
and addressed to the editor of the 
Shreveport Sentinel. Joe held it for a 
moment, trying to recall what he'd writ
ten the man, and then tore it open. 

Inside was a single sheet of paper and 
a sealed blue envelope. There was no mis
taking the color, the handwriting, or the 
perfume. He flipped open the note. 

DEAR SIR : 

Will you kindly drop this envelope 
in the mail on September 13, after 
your first edition ? Thank you so 
much. 

J ENN I FER McGA A N. 
Secretary to Mr. Mears 

Joe limply sank back in his chair, 
swearing a little. Sunbonnet Sue. He 
might have suspected it ; he might have 
known. Mona Lisa smile ! She was a 
female Mephistopheles ; a Benedict Ar
nold ; a Quisling !  He ripped open the blue 
envelope and read her saucy comments 
on the September 13 column, his indigna
tion mounting in successive waves. 

Why? In every crime of passion there 
had to be a motive. Unless she had flipped 
her rocker, why should a pretty, intelli
gent, capable girl-for whom he had only 
the warmest regard-suddenly become a 
Jekyll-Hyde character ? Why? 

There was only one answer : Find 
Jenny. 

All he knew about her home life was 
that she shared an apartment with a girl 
named Kathy. He jerked open the drawer 
of her desk and began rummaging 
through it for an address. He came across 
the little series of cards she had prepared 
for July. It had been a running gag-the 
first : JULY IS J ENNY

'
S BIRTHDAY MONTH. 

And the next : TWO WEEKS TO J .'s BIRTH

Do\ Y. And .the third : NEXT WEEK IS YOU 

K NOW WHAT. He had found them on his 
desk each Monday morning. The last card 
read : THIS IS THE DAY. NOW, WHERE IS IT? 

He'd never seen that card because he'd 
gone off to Bermuda and completely for
gotten her birthday. He smiled a little 
grimly, rememhering how he'd felt her 
amusing preparations had seemed some
what out of character. Out of character ! 
He'd tabbed Jenny as being witty and 
efficient and harmless in the female sense, 
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without the usual feminine deviations and 
foibles. Now he knew that any man who 
was smug enough to think he understood 
women, regardless of his age or experi
ence, ought to be locked up. And kept 
there. 

He copied her address from one of sev
eral personal letters and slammed on his 
hat. 

Jenny wasn't in. The roommate, Kathy, 
was a slender blonde with an air of per
manent amu;;ement. Jenny, she said, had 
gone home. 

"Home? Where's home? "  
"Baltimore," Kathy said. "Surely you 

knew that she was one of the Baltimore 
McGaans?" 

"If it's no strain," Joe snarled, "where
abouts in Baltimore? "  

"My, my," Kathy said silkily a s  she 
hunted for pencil and paper, "it's a 
shame you didn't discover how much she 
meant to you while she was still in town." 

"This is a matter of business ! "  Joe 
roared. 

Kathy laughed as she handed him the 
address. 

"Ah, and what a lovely business it is, 
too . . . .  " 

Joe stalked out of the apartment. He 
could handle a girl like Kathy-there 
was no problem there. She was as devious 
as a maze and as warmhearted as a Baked 
Alaska. You knew where you were all the 
time with that type-right behind the 
eight ball. What threw you was when a 
decent, clean-cut, sensible, down-to-earth 
girl like Jenny . . .  he gave it up. 

It was still drizzling after the last of 
a series of thunder showers when he 
reached Baltimore the next afternoon. He 
found the house, out in the Patterson 
Park district, and stamped up onto the 
small front porch. It was an ancient 
dwelling with weathered bricks and white 
trim that had long ago turned yellow. Joe 
jerked the old-fashioned bell pull and 
'Y"aited grimly to lower the boom. 

Aittle old lady opened the door and 
looked up at him with bright, spar
kling eyes. She was neatly dressed 

in black and supported herself with a 
black cane. 

"Yes, young man ? "  
I t  took Joe a moment t o  shift from 

overdrive to low. "I'm . . .  ah . . .  looking 
for Jenny . . .  Jennifer McGaan." 

"Now, that's a shame. It's the twelfth 
of September, you know, so she's out on 
the pilgrimage. I didn't go because of the 
rain. My, you're a nice young man. Are 
you married? "  

"No," Joe admitted involuntarily. 
The door swung wide. "Why, then you 

come right on in. Does Jennifer know 
you ? I'm her Great-aunt Mathilda.'' 

Joe started to step inside, then checked 
himself. "My name's Mears. Your niece 

is my secretary.'' He attempted a smile. 
The little old lady thumped the floor 

with her cane. "Then you're the young 
man she's so worried about ! "  

Joe gaped a little. "Me?" 
"Yes, she says you're ruining your 

health. Says you run off in all directions 
at once like a chicken with its head off. 
What you need, young man," Aunt Ma
thilda said sternly, "is a nice, sensible 
wife." 

"Yes'm," Joe said quickly. "This pil
grimage-what is it ?" 

She looked at him. "Why, it's the 
twelfth of September pilgrimage. 
Starts here and goes down Philadel

phia Road-they call part of it Pulaski 
now-to North Point Road and then down 
to Godly Wood where Sam Smith and 
Striker whipped 'em and sent 'em scram
bling back to their boats and Bermuda 
and England ! "  

"I've been out o f  town," Joe said. 
blinking a little. "I must have missed 
this." 

"What do you know about the War of 
1812?" she demanded. 

"We won," Joe said promptly. 
"Yes, and it's people like you who are 

going to be the ruination of this country ! 
You ask Jennifer-she'll tell you ! "  

"I've got several things to ask Jennifer. 
She went thi:; way'?" He pointed down 
the :;treet. 

"That's right. Only a small group went 
this year because of the rain, I gue�. · 
but you'll probably see her." 

"You bet I will ! "  Joe said. He touched 
his hat, ran down through the slanting 
rain, and got into his car again. 

Jennifer's small group had shrunk to 
one : Jennifer. Joe came upon her shortly 
after he'd turned down North Point Road. 
Head up in spite of the rain, she sloshed 
along and didn't glance at him as he 
drove slowly past. He parked the car 
some distance ahead and watched as she 
approached. 

The edge had gone off his unreasoning 
anger. What perplexed him now was how 
she could have worked for him for two 
years without his being aware of thi� 
side of her character. In New York she 
had been a capable, almost impersonal 
machine. To find her here, marching 
alone in the rain to commemorate a long
forgotten cause, shook him a little. He 
stepped from the car. 

She stopped when she recognized him. 
Her set lips parted, and a spot of color 
appeared in her damp cheeks. "I thought you were in New York," she 
finally said. 

"I get around, remember?" Joe said. 
He handed her the blue envelope. "What 
about this ?" 

Jenny looked at the envelope and 
shrugged. "So?" 



"So Sunbonnet Sue doesn't like t:Oe 
September 13 column. That's all, and 
that's tomorrow." 

Her cheeks flamed now, hut she met his 
look steadily. 

"Well, you apparently know where to 
send my final check." 

Something had been happening to him 
and it crystallized now. He couldn't be 
angry with her any more. All he could see 
was a slight figure, standing head up in 
t he rain, breathing defiance. She'd never 
looked as pretty, or as lonely-or as 
feminine. 

"All I want to know"-his voice was 
strangely gentle-"is why?" 

She searched his  face for a long mo
ment. Then she drew a long, broken 
breath, and her eyes filled, but she didn't 
cry. 

"You're just like everyone else," she 
said. Her voice was unsteady at first, but 
gathered strength as she went on. "As 
long as something bears a foreign label, 
you think it's wonderful. Mediterranean 
blue is bluer, Irish green is greener, 
Russian red is . . . .  French heroes are 
more heroic . . . .  " 

"The readers go for it." 

"Why don't you tell them something 
important ? Tell them about their 
own country ? They don't know 

much about it, believe me ! What na
tion, other than this, would let another 
country write its history? We did-we 
let England write the story of the 
War of 1812 ! We've swallowed their 
short, vague version, hook, line, and 
sinker, and we teach it in our schools ! 
How much do you know about that war ? 
That the British burned Washington and 
yet somehow or other we won ? But how? 
Why ? 

"I'll tell you, Mr. Mears ! It's my thesis 
for my Master's degree, but you can be 
the first to know ! We won it because a 
handful of determined men, most of them 
Home Guards, under a businessman-gen
eral named Sam Smith, marched out of 
Baltimore along this very road and at a 
place called Godly Wood stood up to the 
best troops in the world at that time : the 
British Regulars. And what's more, that 
handful of men hurt those veterans of the 
Napoleonic Wars so badly that they re
embarked and sailed off to Bermuda to 
lick theil' wounds, and work out a plausi
ble story for the folks at home-in Eng
land ! That's how we won it, because real 
men stood and fought and died-just a 
couple of miles down the road from here 
-and only a few people in this whole 
land seem to know about it, or care ! " 

"Don't blame me," Joe managed to get 
in. "I don't write the history hooks." 

"Well, why don't you ? Maquis and fly
blown sheiks ! My ancestors were among 
the Scots captured at the Battle of Cullo-

den and shipped over here and sold like 
cattle. And two of them died there in 
Godly Wood and nobody cares what they 
died for-and even the half dozen that 
started out with me today turned back 
because of the rain. Those men marched 
out of Baltimore, September twelfth, 
1814, and didn't turn back-and the rain 
was a lot more deadly than this !  Why 
don't you write about those men ? And 
this country ?" Her voice broke sharply. 
"What's the matter, are you ashamed of 
your country ? "  

"Do you want t o  see the scars I got 
at Anzio? "  Joe shouted. "I'm in 
business just like everybody else. 

You give the customers what they want, 
not what you think is good for them. Why 
pick on me?" 

"Because when I went to work for you, 
I thought you were somebody special." 
She was crying now, looking him right in 
the eye and crying. "I thought you were 
good-humored and broad-minded and 
steadfast and considerate-and then you 
turned out like all the rest : awed by for
eigners, and selfish and forgetful ! "  

Joe glared at her. "Why didn't you tell 
me you wanted to go to Bermuda for your 
thesis material ?" 

"It  doesn't make any difference." 
"Why didn't you remind me of your 

birthday after I got back? "  
"But i t  doesn't make any difference !"  
"It makes a lot of difference !"  Joe 

r,napped. "I don't want people saying I 
· forgot to give a birthday gift to the girl 
I'm going to marry ! "  

She opened her mouth t o  retort and 
then closed it abruptly. They eyed each 
other a long moment while the rain 
drummed down on them, unnoticed. 

"Who's going to marry whom ?" 
"Me. I 'm going to marry you." 
She laughed scornfully. "You'd want to 

honeymoon in Bagdad. Or Mauritius. Or 
Sumatra. Me, I'm going to Niagara Falls." 

"Okay," Joe said. "Niagara Falls it is." 
It surprised them both. The words 

seemed to hang there, and the more Joe 
studied them, the more sensible they be
came. Jenny, too, apparently found them 
not unattractive. A flicker of a smile 
touched her lips in spite of her tears. 

"Ooooooh. What you said." 
"I said it, and I'm glad of it," Joe told 

her recklessly. "Niagara Falls." 
Her eyes shone hopefully through her 

tears. "There are just lots of little tucked
away corners in the good old U.S.A . . . .  " 

" Right ! "  Joe said. 
She gave him her hands then, and 

sighed. "That's what I wanted to hear. 
Oh, Joe-Niagara Falls means being 
married to me ! "  

"You bet," he exclaimed enthusiasti
cally, "and wait until you see it from the 
Canadian side . . . .  " THE END 
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You Don't Have to Go Abroad 
to See the Wonders of the World 

BY DON SHORT 

Want a trip around the world 
without crossing an ocean, tan
gling with a customs inspector, 

or without taking a single dramamine 
pill? The "see America first" enthusi
asts, a persistent lot, aver that the 
Western states can duplicate just about 
all the glamour spots on earth and toss 
in a few extras of their own that defy 
comparison. Whether your favorite sport 
is camel racing or schussing down an Al
pine slope, the West has its counterpart. 

Climatically, the West, with its moun
tains, deserts, valleys, and seashore, re
produces everything from Iceland to 
North Africa. Vineyards extend for miles 
over the rolling hills in the vicinity of 
Kennewick, Washington, reminiscent of 

UASTLE IN SPAIN 

the Loire and Cher valleys of France. 
Oregon's Willamette River Valley grows 
everything that southern France pro
duces. Salem, Oregon, is on the same de
gree of latitude as Bordeaux. The olive 
groves and vineyards of Italy and Spain 
have replicas in southern California. 

Foreign-Language Exercise 

Anyone with a yearning for exercise 
in languages can polish up his Berlitz 
during the week-long International Holi
day at Red Lodge, Montana. Natives of 
Italian, Finnish, English, German, and 
Yugoslav descent wear the costumes of 
their forefathers, sing folk songs, and 
serve European dishes. The customs, cos
tumes, and language of Spain are brought 

A medieval tower rising from the rocky shore above the 
sands at Laguna Beach, California, provides a fine subject 
for artists. Actztally it encloses a stairway to the top of 
the sea cliff. Peaked roofs and brightly colored shutters 
on the homes of the painters, hand potters, and workers in 
copper and brass who have made Laguna Beach an art colony 
lend a further foreign touch to the local scene. A local 
art gallery, run by the artists themselves, is open daily. 

THE . SWISS ALPS 
Sun Valley, Idaho, is a picture-post-card village in the 
great snow bowl in the Sawtooth Mountains, as viewed by 
skiers from the open slopes of Mount Baldy. Its setting, 
peaks, and architecture remind you of the Swiss Alps. This 
impression is enhanced by heated, open-air swimming pools, 
a Continental buffet for skiers, afternoon "beerfests" in 
The Ram, sleigh rides at night to Trail Creek Cabin for 
Basque dinners, and outdoor ice skating day and night. 

to life in numerous vivid fiestas held in 
southern California, Arizona, and New 
Mexico. 

More celebrated aches and pains may 
be taken to Europe's spas, but the Old 
World "watering places" have no thera
peutic edge on such health centers as 
Arizona's Castle Hot Springs, California's 
Arrowhead Springs, and Washington's 
Sol Due and Olympic Springs. 

History, geology, and arts and crafts 
of the West stand up well to those of 
foreign lands. Tourists seeking the unu
sual, quaint, colorful, and nostalgic have 
a fertile field in which to pursue their 
quests and have invented a gay game of 
making their own discoveries of the whole 
wide world right here in the U.S.A. 
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Wonders otthe World (continu.d) 

. .  

S I H  I R  I DESERT 
White Sands National Monument, eighteen miles west of  Alamogordo, New Mexico, is 

1l 1l 1l 140,247 acres of glistening powdered gypsum, the largest deposit of its kind in the world. 
The Sahara-like .dunes range from ten to sixty feet high and shift constantly. Like the Sahara, White Sands produces 
mirages in the whirling sand. Little grows here, and nature provides lizards and mice with protective white coats. 

GIBR I LT I R 
Beacon Rock, thirty-five miles 

1l 1l east of Vancouver, Washington, 
is tfre world's second largest monolith, being topped 
by Gibraltar. It is the high light of a 3,076-acre park. 
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FRElT 118 VJlTEY I RD The southern region of 
11 \J 11 1l Washington grows grapes 

in a climate similar to that of France's Loire Valley. The 
Flemish castle in the background is the Maryhill Museum. 



ON THE RHINE 
A small motor launch glides over the 
glassy surface of Lake McDonald, in 
Glacier National Park, before the 
rugged sky line of faraway land. The 
big playground in northern Montana 
has two hundred lakes plus cabins 
and a chalet-type hotel. Theodore 
Roose;elt likened its scenery to 
that of Europe's mountain r.egions. 
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THE RIVIER 
,I Long, curving sand beaches along the coast of southern 
ll California have the physical and climatic features of 

those on the shores of the Mediterranean. You can see big-name motion-picture 
personalities sunning amid the palm trees and swimming, as at Cannes and Nice. 

,I R  " BI ,l iT R " CERS 
Indio, in the Coachella Valley, of California, is 

ll ll ll l1 ll a replica of Arabian date gardens. Camel races are 
held there every spring during the annual Date Festival. Local residents raise 
beards, don turbans and burnooses, and bring the Middle East to America's West. 



Wonders of the World ( .... ,; ..... d ) 

Artists have rhapsodized over the 
beanty of Japan's sacred monntain as 
seen from the shore of Hakone Lake. 
Here, the snow-capped cone of Mount 
St. Helens, an extinct volcano, rises 
above Spirit Lake, in Washington's 
Columbia National Forest. Many U.S. 
soldiers who recnperated at H akone 
from Korean War fatigue will see a 
similarity in this American scene. 

tJXOTIC II AND I CRAFT 
The artistry of Old World craftsmen 
is matched by the outstanding beanty 
of the turquoise and silver jewelry 
turned out by the Navaho Indians. 
The Chimayo blankets woven in New 
Mexico, the distinctive pottery made 
at San lldefonzo Pu.eblo, the mgs 
produced by the Navahos, and the 
Hopis' exquisite squaw boots all 
exhibit zmique skill and artistry. 

Santa Barbara Mission is a Spanish 
church in reality ; it was built by 
the Spanish padres who brought the 
culture of Iberia to the Pacific. 
Called the "American Riviera," the 
city of Santa Barbara is marked by 
tile-roofed houses on slopes that 
rise from palm-lined beaches. In the 
days of the dons, it was the lively 
social center of Spanish California. 
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B llEAK 11HE BANK AT tiONTE CARLO 
The little white ball sings the same song on the 
gambling tables at Las Vegas, Nevada, as in 

Europe's famous casinos. Roulette, dice, baccarat, blackjack, and every other known game of chance are played at the 
desert resort. Las Vegas boasts that a visitor can bet on anything at any hour of the day or night ; the spinning wheels 
never stop. Between bouts with Lady Luck, you can swim in desert pools, watch fabulous shows with star performers, 
listen to the thunder of jets, or blink at the flash of an atomic test explosion. One resort operator built a golf 
course over protests of his colleagues, who felt it would keep guests from the tables for unprofitable periods. 
Rates and entertainment prices are low u, induce visifors to linger long in the land of "take a chance." THE END 
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THE COSMOPOLITAN PERSONAL INTERVIEW 

merica:s 
• • ita it 

Leading religious authority Elton Trueblood tells how millions 

of Americans are gaining new spiritual experience through 

greater persof!al participation Ln the life of their church 

Q. Dr. Trueblood, we have heard 
a great deal about what religion 
can do for people, but almost 
nothing about what people can do 
for religion. Certainly, there are 
many people who wish to do more 
for their church, but who do not 
know how to begin. To find this 
out it might be best to ask you 
first to explain the basic idea be
hind this deepening sense of re
ligious responsibility, commonly 
called "lay participation." 

A. I'd be glad to try. The basic idea is 
that no man can be truly religious as a 
mere observer or spectator. You cannot 
understand the depths of the religious 
life unless you are on the inside, working 
at the job, helping to pull the load. You 
cannot know what the love of God means 
unless you are trying to bring the love of 
God to more people. Therefore, participa
tion is intrinsic to the very idea. 

Q. What, in your 011inion, Dr. 
Trueblood, is the reason for this 
trend? 

QUIET GRANDEUR of churches 
such as St. Phillip's in Charleston, 
South Carolina, has given impetus to 
the spiritual revi'L!al in our country. 
f'olor Photo b11 Arthur Grif/11..-F.P.G. 

A. The chief reason is that so many 
people in the Western world are becom
ing skeptical of a merely materialistic 
society. They find that it doesn't work. 
You do not get the good life simply 
by earning more money, buying more 
gadgets, having more material resources. 
People have found that something deeper 
is required. And this realization has left 
the way open for a deeper conviction. 

Q. How widespread has this idea 
of lay participation become? Is it 
apparent in all denominations? 

A. It is extremely widespread, though 
oddly enough it has not been widely pub
licized in newspapers and magazines. We 
find it in all the major denominations 

anJ across all faiths. It is very strong, for 
example, among the Roman Catholics in 
the Christopher movement. It is strong in 
some of the lay movements of the Jewish 
people and in all the major Protestant 
denominations, especially the Episcopal, 
the Methodist, the Congregational, the 
Presbyterian, and the Lutheran. 

Q. Is this an American phenom
enon. or is it happening in churches 
all over the world? 

A. It is happening in churches all over 
the world. We find it in England in what 
is called the Christian Frontier Move
ment. We find it in Switzerland in the 
Institute at Bosse, which is devoted whol
ly to the training of laymen in theology. 
And we find it in many parts of Canada. 
But it is in the United States that it is 
having the most striking evidence of 
power. 

Q. How long has it been going on? 

A. The present lay movement in the pre
cise form that it now take!'< is not much 
more than ten years old. Of course. there 
have always been strong laymen in a l l  
faiths since the beginning of time, but 
there has never been such a conscious 
movement as now. 

Q. Where did the movement start, 
Dr. Trueblood? Does it have a 
founder, or founders? 
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Rel igiOUS Vital i ty , ,  ... ",;""•d > 

rr The important thing is to prove our faith 
A. I 'm glad to �ay that there is no single 
founder, and there are no particular men 
who can even be called the founders. This 
is an example of a movement which ari,..es 
in many places at the same t ime. some
t h ing that has often ha p pened in the 
world. When an idea reaches its right 
I i rne, i t  arises spontaneously from many 
>'OII rCeS. 

Q. About hotfl many peotJle wortltl 
you estimate are active in the move
ment in the Vnited States Imlay? 

A. A surprising n umher. Cert ainly it now 
�oes in to t he mi l lion�. We can have some 
evidence of this by the attendance at :o:ome 
of t he big lay con ferences. For example, 
la"t August seven thousand Presbyterian 
men from the South met at a conference 
in New Orleans. Other lay con ferences of 
Cat holic and .Jewil"h groups. comprised 
of men. women. and young people. are 
nH·et ing constantly a l l  over t he country. 
A l l endance ranges from several h undred 
in several thousand. In addition to all  
t he denominational groups t here are in
numerable non-denominationa l and inter
dt-nominational organizations of lay peo
ple. Prominent among these are United 
Church Men. U nited Church Women, 
and United Christian Youth. a l l  a part 
o f  the National Counci l of Churches. 
!'�ext year some thirt y  or fort y t housand 
United Church Men wi l l  hold their first 
big convocation at Cincinnat i .  One of the 
many fine "ervices rendered by United 
Church Women is their sponsorship of 
the World Day of Prayer. which was ob
"erved last year in over 1 9,000 communi
ties around the globe. 

Q. Does the Bible SU fi/}Ort the idea 
of lay fJarticipation? 

A. J t  most certain ly doe>'. Indeed, i n  
· he New Testament.  whem·ver t he word 
"ministry" is used. i t  refers to the ordi
nary member and not In a ""ecia l  c lass. 
We are told in the letter t.o t he Ephe�ians 
;n t he fourth chapter t hat t ilt' ta,..k of a 
:nslor or teacher is tu "t i r  U I J  the ministry 
· . f t he ordinary lay member. then ca l led 
··•l int :;. The pastor is t herefore a very im
portant man. But his task is not to have 
: l i e ministry for t he people. but rather to 
· lew'!lop the people in th eir ministrv. The 
•·:ulv Christian Church succeeded partly 
hP.cause every member was active as a 
promoter of the cause. whatew'!r his 
•ueans of earn ing a l iving. So we can say 

' '4 

that the doctrine now being presented in 
the lay  movement is  i n  a strict  sense the 
Biblical doctrine. 

Q. Dr. Trneblood, you have called 
a layman's work for his church his 
"other vocation." Do yon mean 
that it is as imJJOrtant (IS a per
son's reg�tlar job? 

A. I cert ainly do. and in many case:; i t  
is far more important. We're developing 
a whole group of men in this country who 
�ay quite frankly that t hey sel l bonds i n  

order t o  pay their bills, b u t  they pro
mote the Christian cause as the thi(Ig 
that. t hey rea l l y  love. It is a perfect l y  
�rood thing for a man t o  make money, and 
to try to earn a decent. living for h imself 
and his fam i l y. hut we don't get very far 
before we real ize that thi�  i"  not enough. 
that eadt man ha� to  have some deeper 
meaning in hi" l i fe. 

Q. What is the difference. Dr. 
Trueblood, between an ordinary 
ch�trchgoer and a layman. who suc
ceeds in making his faith his 
"other vocation ?" 

A. I think in many ways this is the best 
question you've asked so far. The ordi
nary churchgoer is  frequently one who 

goes and sits on a seat. l isten;.;. has some 
very mild participation. put.; a l i t t le  
money in t he plate. and then goes home, 
feel ing that he has accompl ished his re
l igiou� re,.;ponsi hility. The one who makes 
his Christian commit ment his "other vo
cat ion." however. Iouks u pon churchgo
in�!: as a beginning rather than an end. I t  
is what h e  !;tarts from. and h e  "ees to i t  
that his main min i!<try is  performed daily 
in hi>< everyday l i fe. 

Q. Some churchmen lwve saul 
there is tt danger that lay m·tivity 
will become a substitrtte for prayer 
tmd ttn interior religious life. 

Could this hafJpen? 

A. I suppose it could. But. t.his does not 
seem to be the danger at this time. The 
characteristic lay movement today is built. 
around prayer. Most laymen clearly un
dersta'lld that. the best religious l i fe is  nul 
merely interior without any activit y.  nor 
merely activity without any roots. but one 
in which we hold the roots and t he fruits 
together. 

Q. What nlJort.l teaching Su.ntlay 
school anti ltelJJing ortt at services ? 
-things people httve always done. 
W oltld you say these are exam
ples of lay participation? 

A. They are excellent example.-. When 
you realize that. there are thousand;; of 
people in t he U nited States who every 
Sunday teach classe:::. you know t hat you 
are dea ling with a lay phenomenon of 
great importance. What we are seeing 
today is an extension of this  into other 
areas of  existence. 

Q. What, in yonr opuuon, Dr. 
Trueblood, is the one most im
portant thin.!( a lay 11erson can tlo 
for his or her church ? 

A. The one most import ant t h ing is to he 
a dai ly  evangel i" l .  more hy deeds t han by 
wonk A religion whidt is not bein� 
constart t l y  brought to nf'w people is  al
ready dead.  Tlt i"'  cannot he done by t he 
profes�ional�. They a re too few. It can 
only be done by bringing our religion 
into our clubs. our labor unions. our 
busine�ses, and above all, our hometi. 

Q. Do you mean that lay fJeOfJle 
should try to convert others to 
t.heir church ? 



with deeds-make it a genuine commitment. '' 
A .  I certainly do. Anything that we 
prize, we are bound to share. If · a person 
doesn't try to share it, that proves he 
doesn't prize it. What we want to do is 
find the persons who are seekers, and try 
to give them something by which to live. 
There are millions of seekers in the mod
ern world, and each of us has an approach 
to one of them no other person has. 

Q. What is
__
, the best way a layman 

can get lax members of his own 
faith to return to the church? 

A. Probably the best way is to take a 
book that is really well written and ex
citing, and say, "Won't you read this? 
This has meant a great deal to me. And 
then after you've read it, we'll come and 
talk it over some evening, if you're inter
ested in tl:fe ideas." Just telling people 
they ought: to go to church isn't enough. 
Probably they'd resent your saying so. We 
have got to find more subtle ways, and 
the best approach to many people is 
through their intelligence. 

Q. How much time do you think 
lay people should give to their 
church, in an average week? 

A. It certainly is fair that they should 
give at least one evening a week in addi
tion to Sunday. I do not think that one 
evening is enough, but at least it would 
be a very great advance over what is 
normally done by the great rank and file. 
I want to be sure, however, that no per
son is tempted to do so much that he 
neglects his family. I want to be sure that 
the most religious people · have times 
when they give themselves to their chil· 
dren. This also is a religious duty. 

Q. Dr. Trueblood, many· people 
feel they do enough, · when they 
contribute generously to their 
church. I& there an an&wer to thi& 
attitude? 

A. There certainly is an answer. A per· 
son who says that he gives money, and 
lets other people run the show, is showing 
that he does not understand what religion 
is at all. It is something that cannot be 
bought. We ought to give our money, of 
course, and we will give our money if 
we have any sense of commitment, but if 
our commitment ' is genuine, we will want 
to give a great-deal more. 

Q. Have you found any other 
widespread attitude or prejudice 
which stops lay people from work
ing for their church? 

A. The .most prevalent attitude is a false 
conception of professionalism. So many 
people say, "Leave it to the preachers, 
to the rabbis. It's their job." And at times 
they're vulgar enough to add, "That's 
what we pay them for." Sometimes they 
compare religion to medicine and argue : 
"Don't we leave our health to our doc
tors?" But this is a false analogy. It is 
wrong, no doubt, for me to try to diagnose 
my own illness. It is not wrong for me to 
engage in my own prayer. Indeed, re
ligion is always ruined when it is pro
fessionalized. It has to belong to the in
dividual or it is nothing. 

Q. Dr. Trueblood, what is the 
practice called tithing? 

A. Tithing is the giving of one-tenth of 
one's income to the promotion of the reli
gious life. This was practiced in ancient 
Hebrew days, and is today practiced by 
many Christians. ot, of course by the 
majority, for it's a very hard rule. But 
the number of people who tithe is in
creasing daily. I know of one church 
where every member tithes. With fifty
three members, they have an annual 
budget of fifty-six thousand doJlars. 

Q. Is it true that lay fJeople preach 
in some churches ? 

A. Lay people preach in most churches. 
The idea is growing, and is most happily 
received. I know of one church where lay 
people have organized a class in the lay 
ministry taught by the pastor. On Sunday 
morning, they scatter out over their city 
and hold services in prisons, boys' homes, 
and similar places, thus vastly extending 
the work of the minister. Many speak in 
otherwise empty pulpits. 

Q. What is "laymen's Sunday?" 

A. A Sunday in which services are con
ducted in whole or in part by laymen. 
The best known laymen's Sunday is the 
third S4nday in October. It was started 
several years ago by the Laymen's Move
ment for a Christian World and is now 
sponsored jointly by them and by United 
Church Men. Last year ov�r 100,000 l ay
men took leading parts in church services 
on .Laymen' Sunday. 

Q. Are there other examples of 
how the churches themselves are 
encouraging lay people to work 
with anti for them? 

. 

A. Yes, there are many examples. The1·e 
are the breakfast clubs that started in 
Washington and have now spread ·both 
nationally and internationally. There is 
the Laymen's Movement for a Christian 
World. There is the Yokefellow Move
ment which seeks to encourage people to 
recover the idea of a disciplined life, 
using Christ's figure of the yoke. 

Q. Many peOJJle fear being branclecl 
"religious fanatics." How can an 
active lay 11erson avoid this label? 

A. I suppose the best way to avoid the 
label is to avoid being a fanatic. There 
is no necessity for a religious person to 
be slrange. He should dress as other 
people dress, and have his hair cut in 
the same way. I n  general, however, I 
think that the fear of being considered a 
fanatic is really a fear of doing anything 
with real commitment and is in many 
ways a fake fear. It doesn't impress me 
very much. What we want is people who 
will approach the religious life with 
wholehearted dedication. 

Q. What are prayer cells? Are 
such groups begun by lay people? 

A. Prayer cells are small g-roups, usual
ly of about ten or twelve, which meet 
regularly for prayer, and the planning of 
service to their fe11ow men. These are 
mostly formed by lay leaders and are 
often made up of bu inessmen, students, 
or housewives. These cells are found in 
all parts of our nation. The word cell is 
of course a figure of speech based on 
biology-a cell is a living, growing unit. 
They demonstrate that the best fellow
ship is found in small groups. Jesus had 
twelve in his. 

Q. Then, you think it is best for 
a lay person to work in a group ? 

A. He cannot work alone, if he under
, tands the religious life. Real religion 
drives men to solidarity with their fel
lows. We are not so strong that we can do 
without one another. One-anotherness is 
a .great conception. The social character 
of religion is not extrinsic, but intrinsic. 

( �ontinued) 65 



Ptei�giOUS Vitality (continued) 

Q. Do you feel that lay people 
should work under the pastor's 
supervision, or independently? 

A. Frequently, it's a very good thing if 
they can work under the pastor's supervi
sion, if the pastor is sympathetic to the 
idea of lay ministry. However, there is 
no need to wait for an invitation from the 
pastor to become an active Christian. The 
unordained person must have exactly the 
same kind of commitment that the or
dained person has. The pastor is a very 
important person, his task being that of 
stirring up the ministry of the ordinary 
members. 

Q. A recent message from the Na
tional Council of Churches spoke 
of the need for lay people to "dis
cipline themselves spiritually." 
What is the best way to do this? 

A. There are a few basic disciplines 
1Yhich every person ought to be able to 
undertake. Seven of these are permanent. 
The discipline of daily prayer ; the disci-

• pline of daily Scripture reading-espe
cially in some organized way ; the disci
pline of weekly worship ;  the discipline of 
time-giving a definite portion of one's 
time ministering to the needs of others ; 
the discipline of work-trying to make 
one's daily work into a Christian vocation 

and the discipline of study-developing 
our minds with strong, solid books. Any
body who will live by these seven dis
ciplines is bound to grow. 

Q. Are there places where lay peo
ple can get some training that will 
make them more effective workers? 

A. Yes, some places are beginning to 
arise. For example, in Michigan, a few 
miles from Ann Arbor, there is a com
munity called Parishfield. Nearly all of 
the persons who go there as students are 
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lay men and women. Also, in .Springfield, 
Ohio, there is a school of the lay ministry 
which has been started by the Lutheran 
Church, in connection with Wittenberg 
College. 

Q. What can lay people do to edu
cate themselves at home? 

A. They can begin to do serious, careful 
reading of really strong books. We all 
tend to do reading that is too easy and 
too scattered. Yet the great Christian 
classics, such as Augustine's Confessions, 
The Imitation of Christ, John Woolman's 
Journal, are not exceptionally difficult. 
They were, in fact, written for the aver
age person. I believe that one of the 
things that we will develop now is a plan 
of private study that can be widely used. 
I suggested a five-year plan to be taught 
by local pastors, in my book. Your Other 
Vocation. It would cover the Old and 
New Testaments. the Christian classics. 
the intellectual background of the Chris
tian faith, and perhaps most important, 
the history of Christianity since its found
ing-something most Christians know 
very little about . 

Q. Do some lay people work full 
time for their church? 

A. Yes, they do. A good many men do 
this when they have earned enough money 
to live on for the rest of their lives. Clar
ence Johnson, of St. Louis, for example, 
gave up his work with the Purina Mills 
and became the head of the Program of 
Progress of the Seventh Presbyterian 
Church. 

Q. Is it true that some lay people 
have become foreign missionaries? 

A. Yes, a great many of the foreign mis
sionaries are lay people. But there is a 
new development in this field. which I 
find enormously . hopeful. Many persons 
who go to foreign countries on govern
ment assignments or as representatives 
of American business are actuated by 
religious motives and by their desire to 
help in meeting human needs. 

Q. What about older people? Is 
there something special they can 
do for their church ? 

A. Older people represent our churches' 
most unused resource. More and more 
people are vigorous and healthy after 
they have retired from business, and it is 
a shame to see them wasting their days in 
entertainment when they could be mak
ing their lives better and richer. It would 
be wonderful, for example, if older 
women could see the ministry helping 

younger women. Young women are so 
often "burdened with their babies and a 
limited income. If older women would 
come and without payment or request for 
payment, stay with the children and give 
young mothers a day off, it would be a 
glorious example of service. 

Q. What about young married 
women who don't have much time 
because of growing families ? What 
can they do? 

A. For a while, their greatest and most 
holy task is that of making their family 
the place where the kingdom of God be
gins, and it may be that they cannot do 
much outside for a few years. They must 
be patient for these years. There will 
come a time when they can be of more 
public service. But the rest of us must 
help them to have some opportunities for 
public service even in these difficult years. 

Q. Is there work which husbands 
and wives can do together for their 
church? 

A. A great deal. One of the best exam
ples is calling on new people. When new 
people come into a community, some
times they are allowed to �it home for 
months without visitor�. Even if the pas
tor comes, this is not sufficient, be<.:ause 
it is looked upon as his professional ta:-<k. 
But if a lay couple comes, it is real 
friendliness and will be deeply appre
ciated. 

Q. Dr. Trueblood, is there a spir
itual rule of thumb by which lay 
people can check themselves to 
firul out if they are effective mem· 
bers of their church? 

A. There is no simple rule, but here are 
some suggestions. We might ask ourselves 
the�e questions : First, is my religion a 
matter of genuine commitment-a total 
dedieation of my life? Second, do I real
ly act a" an evangelist for the faith that I 
profess both in my deed� and my words? 
Third. have I found a fellowship of those 
who share life with one another to which 
I give myself? Fourth. have I accepted a 
voluntary discipline. so that my life goes 
beyond empty freedom, and is directed 
toward noble channels ? 

Dr. Trueblood, I would like to 
thank you for the clear · and in
spiring way you have dealt with 
this important subject. I feel sure 
the concrete, detailed answers you 
have given us u;ill open a richer, 
fuller religious life for many. 

THE END 



Subtropic bea uty, Southern Ca lifornia style ! Our 
lush palms, smiling flowers and serene blue sea 
a l l  remind you to keep your camera handy here. 

Hollywood fun can include a lavish floor show 
with movie celebrities sitting at the next table 
or a gala world premiere on Hollywood Blvd. 

Across the West to a 80UTH ER N  CALI FORNIA vacation !  

THE GREAT AMERICAN 
TRAVEL ADVENTURE 

What other vacation journey shows you 
so much of your own country? 

Your Southern California trip whisks 
you across the Great Plains, past the 
Rockies, into the real West. You see work
ing cowhands, painted deserts. Then- for 
the climax of your adventure-you explore 
Southern California! 

Here is the West with a subtropic flavor. 
Palm trees and orange groves. Pacific 

HOW ABOUT COSTS ? 
Answers from recent visitors: 

"Our Southern California trip 
cost us about $30 more a week 
than our usual vacation nearer 
Chicago:'- Hugo E. Nelson, in
surance agent, Chicago, Illinois. 

beaches and Spanish missions. Hollywood 
with its stars and studios. Gardens glow
ing the year-round. And, over all, the 
sunny skies you've read about. 

It's the great American travel adven
ture. Yet a Southern California trip is 
practical too. See cost statements below. 

You've wanted to come. Why not enjoy 
The Great American Travel Adventure
this year! 

"Our expenses for four people 
were around $150 a week. You 
c a n ' t  b e a t  t h a t ." - A l b e r t  ]. 
Schreiber, secretary, Milwaukee, 
Wisconsin. 

"Our Southern California vaca
tion cost somewhere in the neigh
borhood of $100 a week for the 
three of us:'- H oward.Presley, 
shop foreman, Cleveland, Ohio. 

LET YOU RSE LF GO ! TH I S  YEAR TAK(; A . . .  

Flowers any time you come, any place you go. 
"lawns" of solid geraniums. Exotic hibiscus and 
wisteria. Big farms whose only crop is flowers! 

Get to know the earth's biggest ocean. Sea lions 
and pelicans, busy ports, booming breakers. Cat
amarans (above) scudding across sunlit waters. 

los Angeles is different, fasci nating. Parks of 
palm and pepper trees. R_anch-type homes built 
around gay patios or perched on canyon walls. 

Big summer hit: our 200 miles of breeze-swept 
Pacific shoreline. look for starfish, bask on sunny 
beaches, explore sea caves. Real cool fun! 

�------------------

You'll write home about such scenes-verdant 
groves adorned with ripe oranges at the foot of 
tall mountains. At dusk: unforgettable fragrance! 

F R E E :  C o l o r  S i g ht s e e i n g  M a p  of Los 
Angeles County and all Southern 
California, 22Jr' x 25". Locates 645 
sights, 80 movie star homes. Valu
able! Mail coupon today! 

A L L -Y E A R  C L U B  O F  S O U T H E R N  C A L I 

FORN IA. This advertisement sponsored by 
the Los Angeles County Board of Super
visors for the citizens of Glendale, H oily
wood, Inglewood, Long Beach, Los An
geles, Pasadena, Pomona, Santa Monica 
and 182 other communities. 

All-Year Club of Southern California, Dept. E-4 
629 South Hill Street, Los Angeles 14, California 

Please send me free Color Sightseeing Map. 
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He knew she was using eoery 

trick to tease and captioate him 

-and he knew why. Eoen so, 
she was beginning to succeed 

BY FREDERICK NEBEL 

Charles Deston was standing on Fifth Avenue 
in the Fifties waiting for the traffic light to 
change when he saw her face in the window 

of a southbound bus. It was only a fleeting glimpse 
and he couldn't be sure. He shook his head. It 
couldn't possibly be Julia Broderick. 

But the next moment he was aware of an inner 
excitement that flickered in his chest and then all 
at once clutched at his throat. He felt as if some· 
thing very important might be escaping him, per· 
haps forever. 

"Taxi ! "  He got the door open while the brakes 
still rasped. "Follow that bus," he said, and jumped 
in. "Stay behind the bus," he repeated. "When it 
stops, you stop ; when it goes, you go." 

He sat back, watching, a loose-hung man in 
spring tweeds and brown loafers, his face the long 
bony type, all tilted planes and prominent angles-
masklike when he wanted it to he. Only his eyes 

I L L U S T R A T E D  BY W A L T E R  K L E T T  

Her looeliness, her subtle, unspoken lnoltatlon. 
filled Jtim with anger and blUer longing. 69 



gave him away a little ; they were warm 
and brown and quick-and troubled now. 
Because he wondered what he would do, 
what he would say, if the woman in the 
bus was Julia Broderick. 

But he shook his head again. It couldn't, 
really, be Julia. After the trouble in Rio 
three years ago, she and Morg had gone 
to some small city in California where 
he'd been brought up. Deston almost told 
the driver to stop. For even if it was Julia, 
she might not wish to see him again. He 
could not blame her. What always trou
bled him whenever he thought of the 
time in Rio was that night at the villa 
and the cruel words he had spoken there 
-troubled him more, infinitely more, 
than what his conscience and outraged 
decency had made him do a few days 
later. 

He had had a job to do and nothing 
in the world could have deterred him 
from it. But in a wild inner crossfire of 
anger and heartache, he had shamed and 
humiliated Julia that night. He had been 
twenty-nine then, and she had been twen
ty-five ; but now, only three years later, 
he felt as if he had acted like a callow 
adolescent. 

"No luck yet, huh? "  the driver said at 
Forty-second Street. 

Deston said, "Keep after it." 
He could see again the villa terrace 

in the moonlight and he could hear the 
groan in the bedroom upstairs. But that 
was almost the end of the trouble, not 
the beginning. 

The beginning was when he landed at 
Rio after the flight from New York. 
It was his first assignment out

side the States for Electricol Industries. 
He was by profession an electrical engi
neer, but during the war, after a combat 
injury on Iwo, he had done intelligence 
work. Ostensibly, his mission to Rio was 
to make a routine survey of the service 
departments there and in Sao Paulo, the 
great industrial city, but his real purpose 
was investigative and secret. The director 
of the engineering division in New York 
wanted to find out why the Brazilian 
branch was calling for more warranty 
replacements than any other branch in 
Electricol's world-wide chain. He sus
pected there was laxness or inefficiency 
in the service departments, particularly 
in Sao Paulo. Wells Eagleson, the vice
president in charge of public relations, 
had been against it, but the board had 
voted him down. 

In the very beginning, the first time 
Deston set eyes on Morgan Broderick, 
head of the Brazilian branch, he liked 
him. That was part of the trouble, and 
that part was Deston's own fault : he was 
built the way he was built, and first im
pressions, good or bad, had a tendency 
to stick with him. And being only hu-
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man, he was pleased to be met at the 
airport by the Brazilian head · instead of 
by some office glad-hander. 

"You had a good flight, I trust. 
New York asked us to make a 
hotel reservation for you, so I'll 

drop you there. But if you don't have 
dinner with us at the villa your first night 
here, my wife's heart will break. You 
can, I hope?"  

"It sounds wonderful," Deston said, 
as they walked toward a gleaming sta
tion wagon. 

A brisk wind slatted Broderick's ele
gant slacks, rippled the silken material 
of his jacket, tugged at the polka-dotted 
scarf wound loosely round his neck. It 
did not budge his hair. His hair was 
dark and wavy, a well-cut brush that 
contrasted vividly with his handsome, 
sun-browned face. He was broad and 
muscular and moved with a casual buoy
ancy, and as they drove into the city, 
he turned every now and then to grin 
genially at Deston. He drove the station 
wagon fast, hard, with great assurance, 
and at the same time carried on a con
versation in normal, easy tones. He was 
at thirty-eight a successful man and pos
sessed all the grace and charm of one 
who had not found the way up too hard. 

Deston, although he came of a good 
family and had been raised in a fine 
white house in New England, had few 
of Broderick's graces. But he was not 
shy. He simply listened more than he 
talked ; if he had something to say, he 
said it, and there was no doubt in your 
mind what he meant. 

He said little that first night at the 
white villa on the hill above Rio be
cause he could not make out Julia 
Broderick. She was beautiful, and beau
tiful things surrounded her. He could 
tell at a glance that much thought and 
expense had gone into the furnishings. 
The quantity of the jewels she wore was 
obvious, and the quality, all things con
sidered, apparent. 

He was the only dinner guest, and 
inwardly he suffered. For the effusive 
attention she gave him closed him up 
instead of drawing him out. She seemed 
too eager to please ; she tried too hard. 
If he started to say something, her lovely 
eyes widened with exaggerated interest 
and she leaned toward him, prepared to 
hang on every word. He could smell her 
perfume, and he was constantly aware 
of her short, gleaming auburn ringlets 
and of the notion, which irritated him 
a little, that it would be pleasurable to 
run his fingers through them. 

"Darling," she said to Broderick, who 
beamed in amiable indolence after the 
large meal, "we must take Mr. Deston 
on the Gavea circuit and then we must 
take him across to Paqueta. And by all 

means, some weekend, up to Petropolis
a picnic perhaps? I love picnics. Do you 
love picnics, Mr. Deston ?" 

"I'm afraid I'll be busy," Deston said. 
"Weekends? Oh, no, no, Mr. Deston ! "  

She blinked at him little-girl fashion and 
squeezed her shoulders together as if 
she were secretly delighted over some
thing. "Mister, Mister-isn't it tiresome? 
Charles, isn't it? And I'm Julia. Jule, as 
Morg calls me. Let me see. While you're 
down here, why not Carlos? Morg, what 
do you think? Don't you think Carlos 
fits him? Dark, rather handsomely brood
ing, a man of few words and, I have no 
doubt, many deeds-good ones. Hm ? "  

"Wonderful, Jule-wonderful." Broder
ick nodded. 

"Well," Deston said, glancing at his 
watch. He looked up from his watch 
straight into Julia Broderick's eyes, and 
despite his formal smile, his gaze was 
level and had a dark blunt edge to it. 
"You've been awfully kind to a stranger, 
Mrs. Broderick." 

He seemed to see in her bright lustrous 
eyes a brief, momentary shattering, an 
instant's loss of composure. He was 
baffled, upset. He did not know whether 
she was vain and coquettish or whether 
the show she had put on came of a naive 
spontaneity. He could not get past the 
suspicion that she had deliberately teased 
and made sport of him in order to make 
her husband jealous. 

"I'll drive you down to your hotel," 
Broderick said. "Jule, want to come?" 

"Do you mind if I don't?" she said. 
And when she gave Deston her hand, it 
shook a little and she gazed at a point 
somewhere beyond his head. "Do come 
see us soon, any time." 

The steps leading down from the ter
race to the driveway were cut out of rock, 
and when he had got into the car, Des
ton turned to look up at the villa. It 
seemed unsubstantial in the moonlight, 
like a white cloud resting impermanently 
against the hillside. 

"Oh, by the way," said Broderick, 
"I heard via the grapevine that 
Wells Eagleson was against your 

coming down-but I didn't hear why. Do 
you like Wells?" 

"I hardly know him," Deston said. 
"I've seen him only once and he wouldn't 
know me, if he saw me, from Adam." He 
chuckled. "But then I've never seen the 
company president at all. Of course, he's 
way uptown, anyhow, and the engineering 
department's in Murray Hill." 

Broderick struck the wheel in jovial 
delight. "Good old Prexy Haverford ! You 
know, honestly, there are some lower
echelon V.P.'s who have never seen him, 
and there are people who believe D. B. 
Haverford does not actually exist. But 
he does, let me assure you, in a pent-



house office, barricaded behind numerous 
secretaries, managers, and an odd vice
president or two. And you'll know he 
exists, all right, if you foul up the works. 
B-r-r ! "  He chuckled. "Wells, of course, 
is public relations, and the thought that 
the public, or some competitor, might 
learn of a bad run of equipment, or 
shoddy servicing, terrifies him. By the 
way, when are you going down to Sao 
Paulo ?" 

"In a week, about." 

Suddenly Broderick was grave, lean
ing confidentially toward Deston. 
"Syd Cowert, the service manager 

there, is a good man. Perhaps too easy 
· on those under him-but salt of the 
earth. A wife and three small kids and 
no end of illness in the family the past 
three years. And he works like a dog 
himself. He's an old friend. I got him his 
job and he's never forgotten that. Do, if 
you can, please, go easy on Syd." 

Deston said amiably, "You really over
estimate my powers, Mr. Broderick. I 
haven't got any authority to go hard on 
anyone." 

"Not in so many words," Broderick 
said, taking a hairpin curve with fine 
aplomb. "I was merely looking forward 
to the report you'll ultimately write up. 
I merely wanted to let you know how 
fond I am of Syd and fill you in a little 
on the human side." He knew when to 
drop a subject : he dropped it right there. 

Before he went to bed, Deston smoked 
a thin Bahia at his hotel window and 
gazed across the bay at the lights of 
Nicteroy. He felt some discomfiture at 
concealing the real motive of his mission, 
and he was not affronted because Broder
ick had tried to soften him up toward 
Sydney Cowert ; he'd have done the same 
for a friend himself. Most of the war
ranty trouble was in Sao Paulo, a city 
of about two million, and the company 
felt that the fault lay in the service end ; 
and quite possibly Broderick had carried 
Cowert along in the hope that eventually 
matters would straighten out. 

As Deston dropped off to sleep, he saw 
in a drowsy, dreamlike way Julia Broder
ick's short auburn ringlets ; he saw her 
upper teeth pressed lusciously down into 
her ripe lower lip. Her face came toward 
him, closer, closer ; her lips parted and 
her eyelids drooped in sensuous invita
tion. And Broderick, a half-smile pluck
ing at his mouth, twinkled and watched 
them both with humorous indulgence. 
Deston thought of it in the morning as 
a twisted incident in a wild nightmare 
and shrugged it off. He breathed in the 
fine air off the bay and watched a blue 
swallow fly past his window. 

Saturday night they took him to a big 
casino for dinner and dancing along with 
two other couples-one of the men was 

Her husband, Morgan, charmed the wiues as 
easily as she, Julia, did their husbands. 

a buyer for a large department store and 
the other an officer in a hardware chain. 
"Business," Broderick had · told Deston 
beforehand, adding, "and pleasure, too, 
of course." And he charmed the women 
while Julia charmed their husbands. 

"Don't you dance?" Broderick said. 
Deston stood up. He said with un

wonted stiffness, "Will you dance with 
me, Mrs. Broderick? "  

H e realized she did not dance with 
him as she had with the other 
men. She formulated a stiffness 

to match his own, and she had nothing 
to say. He had nothing to say, either. 
But he liked to dance, really, and after 
a few minutes he loosened up and quick
ened his pace. He was aware of some 
resistance, but if they were to dance, he 

meant to lead, to have his way, and bit 
by bit she loosened up also. But she did 
not give in completely, and several times 
he thought her arm quivered and he could 
see that her lips were pursed. He was 
conscious of a silent struggle going on. 

Between numbers, as they stood on 
the floor wairing for the music to 
resume, Deston happened to glance 

toward the table and saw Broderick, 
alone now, peering down hard at its 
surface. The look on the man's face 
s•artled him, for it was grim with a kind 
of relentless resolve. Then the music be
gan again and Julia came into his arms. 
She danced warmly now, close in, lithe 
and undulant, and her soft ringlets 
brushed against his cheek. 

"You're a wonderful dancer," he said, 
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puzzled by this sudden change in her. 
She said nothing, but he felt her 

body stiffen and for an instant, as he 
glanced down, he saw the edge of a 
grimace at her mouth. But when they 
returned to the table, she was blithe 
again, giving her attention to the other 
men, flattering them with eye blinkings 
and rapt attention. And Broderick once 
more was all easy grace and charm, the 
host who ran the show without in any 
way seeming to run it. Deston, feeling 
an odd coldness along his bones, feel
ing as if some web were being knitted 
intricately about him, wished he were 
back at his hotel. 

Broderick and Julia dropped him off 
there, late, at the entrance in the quiet 
side street off the avenue. He had no 
more than stepped inside the entrance 
when he remembered he had left his 
topcoat in the car. He turned outside 
but stopped short when he heard Broder
ick's low voice, very gruff now and 
displeased. 

"You acted like a fool ! " 
Julia said weakly, "I can't help it-

1 can't ! "  
"You made a perfect fool o f  yourself ! "  

Broderick said. "You acted just like a 
schoolgirl." 

Deston went up to his room. With 
whom had she made a fool of herself? 
Not with him, certainly. With the buyer 
from the department store? With the big 
hardware man? Deston undressed and lay 
in bed with his hands behind his head. 
Of course, she hadn't made a fool of 
herself with him because he had quite 
definitely made it plain that that was 
r{ot his kind of game. 

N ext morning, Deston walked across 
the avenue from his hotel to the 
beach. He came out of the surf 

winded but exhilarated, following by a 
minute a girl in a white suit and white 
cap who was now toweling herself. 

Bent over, she turned and glanced up 
between the folds of the towel as he 
passed. "Oh, hello ! "  It was Julia. 

"Well, this is a coincidence," he re
marked. "On a beach three miles long I 
meet a friend." He was going to add that 
his hotel was just across the avenue 
when he remembered that the last thing 
he had l!aid in the car the night before 
was that he intended to take a swim in 
the morning. He gave her a sidelong 
curious glance, but she was still busy 
with the towel, and it occurred to him 
that of course she knew exactly where 
his hotel was. And he was conscious again 
of a web, invisible but inexorable, knit
ting round him. He would be glad to 
get off to Sao Paulo next day ; he needed, 
he thought, a change of perspective. 

"I'm meeting Morg for luncheon." 
She looked toward the hills. "It's up high, 
72 

way up, and the view is wonderful. You 
should go there sometime." She got a 
cigarette from her bag and lit it. "If 
you're not doing anything today-would 
you like to join us?" 

H e was on the point of shaking his 
head-No. He was apprehensive 
without quite knowing why, but 

something in her manner, inviting and 
yet evasive, touched some reckless well
spring of his manhood. 

"Okay," he said. "Sure." 
They drove out the Gavea road and 

up high into the hills. She directed 
him to a ledge overlooking green slopes 
and ridges, and when he had parked, 
they took a flight of stone steps to a 
rambling, gabled building with a glassed
in dining veranda and cocktail lounge. 

"I don't see him yet," she said, "but he 
should be along any minute." 

"We can have a drink, can't we? And 
I might as well tell you now, the lunch
eon's on me." 

"You'll have to fight that out with 
Morg." But at the end of an hour and 
two cocktails each, Morgan Broderick 
had not appeared. Julia said, "He must 
be delayed somewhere. We may as well 
go ahead and eat. He's apt to get side
tracked on business deals even over the 
weekend." 

Deston was silent for a moment be
fore he said, "To tell you the truth, I'm 
not really hungry. I had a late breakfast. 
Are you really hungry?" 

She looked at  him, her attention caught 
by the gentle raillery in his voice. He 
laughed softly and looked away toward 
the Sugar Loaf. When he looked back 
at her, she was blushing and fidgeting 
with her handkerchief. 

"Would you like to wait a little 
longer? Or shall we go ?" he said. 

She stood up abruptly. "We may as 
well go." She walked away from the 
table and was outside, waiting in the 
car, by the time he had paid the bill and 
left the cocktail lounge. He got in be
hind the wheel feeling a tightness in his 
throat ; he was angered by vague intima
tions of duplicity and doubletalk and by 
the belief, almost a conviction, that he 
was being made a fool of. 

He put his hand at the back of her 
neck and ran it up through her soft, 
gleaming ringlets. He felt malice keen 
its way through him and an ache, too, a 
bittersweet longing. He kneaded the ring
lets and then stroked the lobe of her ear. 

"Don't," she said. She flung away from 
him, her face white and drawn. "Lord
don't, don't ! "  She lay twisted against 
the door, her face hidden in her hands. 

He drove down out of the hills and 
parked opposite his hotel. He sat for a 
moment in stony silence and then said, 
"I like your husband very much." He got 

out of the car and slammed the door. "I 
don't like tricks. And I really don't play 
-except for keeps. I'm sorry I made that 
pass at you." 

He turned and walked into his hotel. 
The image of her sitting in rigid, white
faced silence hounded him all the way 
ur. to his room. and wh�n he peered down 
from his window, he saw her sports car 
was still there. I t  remained there for five 
minutes, then moved off. He turned away, 
swinging his balled fist at his side, think
ing how wonderful it would feel to smash 
it through the mirror where his image 
scowled back at him with dark contempt. 
A desperate desire to get out of this 
room, this hotel, this city, drove him 
recklessly to the telephone. He could, 
he was told, get a seat in a plane to Sao 
Paulo in two hours. He got it. 

It was three weeks before he returned 
to Rio. He came up in a plane that 
neared the city in an afternoon flam

boyant with reds and pinks and saffrons, 
the sunset tinting the immense Christo 
Redemptor statue on Corcovado. He car
ried a briefcase loaded with data-docu
ments, photostatic copies of contracts, no
tarized depositions. It weighed ten pounds 
and was like a ton of trouble on his 
mind and in his heart. 

And behind him, back in Sao Paulo, 
Sydney Cowert was under suspension 
pending definitive action by the com
pany's legal counsel in New York. The 
evidence against him was on the face of it 
incontrovertible. It was wholly sufficient 
to prosecute and convict. A prison term
years. This particularly was the ton of 
trouble in Deston's heart, for he had 
spent half a dozen evenings with Cowert's 
family and seen their poor circumstances. 
He had been touched and warmed by 
their affection for one another-and sick 
at heart when he turned up the damning 
evidence. 

It was too late by the time he reached 
his hotel to phone the Rio office. And he 
needed a stiffening drink before he could 
bring himself to phone the Broderick 
villa. Morgan, he knew, had a brief, air
mailed outline of the case. But Deston's 
thoughts were not concerned now with 
factual evidence when he said to Broder
ick on the phone, "I'd like to see you." 

Broderick's voice came back low, 
hushed : "How's Syd? What does he say?" 

"He admits everything. His family's his 
one worry. Three of his servicemen are 
involved, but up to now only one of 
them, Goro, has talked, doubtless be
cause he felt his cut was low. He would 
approach the owner of a refrigerator 
whose warranty had only from two to six 
months to run and tell him that in re
turn for the warranty certificate and the 
old unit he could get a brand-new unit 
at fifty per cent reduction. Checks were 



made out to a fictitious distributing com
pany ; the old units, although still in 
running order, were returned to the 
company plant as defective-marked so 
by the serviceman and then by Cowert. 
And the company, for free, supplied the 
new unit under the terms of the war
ranty. Cowert did not," Deston said after 
a pause, "involve anybody but himself. 
He refuses to say anything. He wondered, 
however, when you'd run down there. 
He said he'd wired you." 

"I had to fly up to Belem on business," 
Broderick said. Then his voice came 
through inordinately loud and harsh, "I 
never let a pal down. I'll do whatever I 
can do for him. When do you want to 
come up here? How about nine?" 

Deston taxied up to the villa and got 
there a little early, for impatience dogged 
him and all he wanted now was to wrap 
up this part and get it over with. He 
climbed the steps cut out of solid rock 
and crossed the terrace in a blaze of 
white moonlight. He rang. but no one 
answered. No servant came to the door. 
There was no sound of life anywhere and 
there were few lights. He went back to 
the terrace and looked up at the face 
of the villa. at the black rectangles of 
the balconied windows. 

And then he heard a groan, thick and 
guttural. long-drawn. He heard it again, 
fainter this time, and the hair at the back 
of his neck crawled. 

He found a way in, an open back win
dow, and turned on the lights as he moved 
through the ground-floor rooms. He could 
see a low night light at the head of a 
staircase, and he ran up, his heart thump
ing and his throat dry and constricted. 
The door� upstairs were open and he 
sped from one to another. and then. out 
of the corner of his eye, he caught sight 
of one clo�ing �oftly. He sprang toward 
it, knocking it open. 

The groan came again, inside the 
room. and the moonlight from the 
window revealed in ghostly detail a 

shape sprawled on the bed. Then the 
lights came on. He saw Julia standing 
near the wall, her hand still on the light 
switch. Broderick lay rumpled on the 
bed, his eyes closed, his lips loosely pop
ping out groans and vague mumblings. 

Deston said sharply, "What's wrong 
with him ?" 

"I put sleeping powders in his  last 
highball," Julia said. "He won't come 
to for hours-unless you shout like that. 
Please don't." 

Deston followed her down to the living 
room with an almost catlike tread. "What 
in heaven's name kind of woman are 
you?" 

Her face was dead white and there 
was no color in her lips. But her gaze 
on him was level, unwavering. "You're 

quite sure in your mind what kind of 
woman I am. Why do you ask?" 

S lowly he said. "Let's not be cute. 
Let's not be sarcastic. Your hus
band's in a hell of a jam and you 

know it. Fifty thousand dollars pried out 
of the company in two years. The three 
servicemen among them got only four 
thousand and Cowert got only eight at 
most. Have you seen how the Cowerts 
live? A five-year-old car and shabby furni
ture- And the way you people live ! "  

"I know," she said, stiff-lipped. "I 
know now." 

"Only now?" The glitter in his dark 
eyes mocked her. "And what did you 
think you were accomplishing when you 
drugged your husband ?" 

"Please, please ! He-after you were 
on the phone-poor Morg-he went all 
to pieces. He drank, one after another, 
to get up courage to face you. But how 
could he ? The more he drank, the 
louder he got-maudlin. swaggering. He 
would get Syd the best lawyers. But how 
could I let him face you in that con
dition ? And where would he get the 
money for the best lawyers? He's always 
lived right up to the hilt-" 

"And you ?" Deston said. "You didn't 
live up to the hilt? How do you feel now 

with all your jewels and Italian sports 
car and fine furniture and expensive 
gowns? And teasing men, flirting right 
under your husband's nose-goading him, 
making your price high and him fool 
enough to pay it, even at the risk of 
wrecking his career. Only now you know? 
You didn't know when I first got here? 
You didn't try to soften me up then? You 
didn't try it again with a faked meeting 
on the beach and a faked luncheon up in 
the hills-and then lost your nerve? Or 
did it embarrass you because you sensed 
from the very first that I had your 
number ?" He wished he could shut up ; 
he was hurting her and he knew it. 

She cried out. "It wasn't that. Dear 
Lord, it wasn't that ! Some of the other 
things, yes. But-hut-" Her lip trem
bled and she could not go on. 

Deston dared not look at her an
other moment. His wild anger had 
vanished. and he felt a burning in 

his breast, fierce and protective. The 
wisp of  a smile she managed was tender. 
and there was understanding in her eyes 
and perhaps an awareness of what had 
sprung up between them in the very 
beginning. He dared not risk another 
word. He turned and walked out. 

He tried several times next day to get 
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in touch with Morgan Broderick, but the 
office manager told Deston that Broderick 
was seeing no one until the company's 
legal counsel arrived from New York. A 
whole battery of lawyers flew down a day 
later together with Wells Eagleson, vice
president in charge of public relations. 
Kellner, one of the lawyers, shook his 
head when Deston tried to reach Broder
ick through him. Kellner was a classmate 
of Broderick's and he stood with Deston 
at an office window above the Rua da 
Alfandega. 

"That story about his not seeing 
anyone till we got here was only 

. . a half-truth like lots of Morg's 
stories," said Kellner. "We didn't want 
him to meet the press. Morg all his life 
was never happy unless he was on top. 
He always liked to run the show. If he 
couldn't, he sulked. And if he failed at 
something, he hid away for days." 

Deston said, "I got to like him a great 
deal. I want to see him. He said he'd 
stand by Syd Cowert." 

Kellner shot him a glance and said, 
"He's in no position to stand by anybody, 

. and he ought to thank God for the way 
his wife's taken over. She's doing all the 
dirty work-selling the cars, furniture, 
all her jewels, most of her clothing." 

"Do you mean he and Cowert will be 
prosecuted together? "  l(ellner took Deston by the arm, 

walked him to a chair, and seated 
him there with morose solicitation. 

"Eagleson does not wish to take Morg 
to the courts and he most certainly does 
not wish a leak to the press. We in the 
legal department agree with him. All the 
stuff is being sold through a confidential 
agent for only one reason : Morgan's in 
debt so deeply here in Rio that if he 
tried to move out of the country, there'd 
be hell to pay. He's bilked the company 
out of close to forty thousand dollars, 
but we believe Prexy Haverford will write 
that off. As soon as Morg's debts are 
cleared up, it will be reported that the 
trouble in Sao Paulo caused him a nerv
ous breakdown. He will fly back to the 
States with his wife. A few months later 
his resignation will be announced. We 
already have it, in fact, postdated and 
signed. Am I clear?" 

Deston shook his head and stood up. 
"Not quite. I understood you to say that 
the Sao Paulo trouble would be reported. 
Do you mean Cowert? And if you mean 
him, why should it be reported ?" 

Kellner's nose seemed to hang farther 
over his mouth as he gave Deston a long 
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upward doleful look. "Goro, one of his 
servicemen-the one who talked to you. 
He still thinks Cowert got all that dough. 
He wanted some of it. When he couldn't 
get it, he offered his story-at a price
to a Sao Paulo newspaper late last night. 
It's on the stands there now, but Eagleson 
got it by phone early this morning-2 
A.M.-the editor asking for confirmation 
or denial. How the hell could he deny 
it when Goro says he can produce 
Cowert, the two other servicemen, and 
even you who first got his story. Cowert 
will not implicate Morgan because he 
owes his job to Morg. Morg got him the 
job when times were hard, and his kind 
of pride will not let Morg down. We've 
got to prosecute Cowert, come right back 
with a big press story of our own, to show 
the company will not stand for finagling 
in the service department. Dealers, even 
the ultimate buyer, place almost as much 
importance on servicing as on the prod
uct itself. We can confine this to Sao 
Paulo. If we prosecute Morgan, the com
pany's top man in Brazil, confidence in 
the company will be shaken all over 
South America. If a crook got that high, 
they'll ask, how many others have we?" 

Deston's anger was cold now. "!t's 
admirable to repay a dept of gratitude 
and take the rap for a friend," he said. 
"It can also be foolish, stupid pride
when your wife and kids suffer for it 
in the end. No-oh, no ! "  He pointed to 
the phone. "Get hold of Mr. Haverford 
in New York and explain the miserable, 
shabby conditions the Cowerts live in." 

Kellner looked stupefied. "Me? Man, 
you're out of your mind ! Go over Eagle
son's head ? Look, Deston, we don't even 
bother the Prexy a little bit whenever 
some company branch gets a bellyache. 
Me? Never ! "  

Picking u p  the phone, Deston said 
to the secretary in the next room, 
"Get Mr. Haverford." And he struck 

down the hand Kellner tried to stop him 
with. His eyes, cold and deadly now, 
were enough to block Kellner's second 
try. The call sped through to New York 
in no time, but then it took Deston two 
hours to fight his way through an elab
orate defense in depth-a chief operator, 
an information secretary, three other 
secretaries, an office manager, and two 
argumentative vice-presidents. His voice 
was hoarse by the time the great remote 
president of world-wide Electricol came 
on the line and said, "Okay, what's the 
beef?" And ten minutes later : "You got 
guts, kid. Go down to Sao Paulo now, 
today. Get the Cowert family packed up 
and fly with them back to New York. 
Eagleson must he nut� to think I'd let 
one of our people be thrown to those 
courts down there." 

So the great man was not a myth 



after all. He was a man like other men, 
and he had a heart. Deston, off for 
the airport within the hour, felt a sharp 
pang of longing for Julia Broderick, an 
irrecoverable loss. 

It was there again, strong as ever, as 
he rode down Fifth Avenue. And the 
white villa was large in his mind. And 
there was Julia on the beach, and at that 
mountain inn. And there were the soft, 
soft ringlets. And there was the touch 
of her hand, more exciting now in re· 
membrance than when he had touched it. 

H e got out of the taxi at Washing· 
ton Square, and when he saw her 
walk away from the bus he was 

sure it was Julia. He ran after her. 
"Julia," he said, up close behind her 

and hardly aware that it was the first 
time he had used her given name. "Julia 
Broderick." 

She turned, her brows lifted in cheer
ful inquiry. Then her eyes opened wide 
and she clapped a hand to her cheek. 
"Well, for goodness' sake-no ! But yes 
-Charles Deston ! "  

They stood holding hands and peering 
at each other with happy, searching eyes. 
Their smiles were tentative, uncertain, 
and they started small, exclamatory 
sentences that somehow never were fin
ished. They sat down on a bench, still 
holding hands without realizing it, and 
their eyes, still searching and exploring, 
never left each other's face. 

He said at last. "How's Morgan ?" 
"Pretty well, I guess. And you-you 

look awfully well. You know, it's odd
but just a week or so ago I thought I saw 
Syd Cowert on the street. But I wasn't 
sure-he looked so thin, so changed." 

Deston said, "He'd been ill for a couple 
of years in Sao Paulo-hiding it from 
his family, from everyone. Serious illness. 
Haverford fired him with one hand, for 
the good of the company-and with the 
other put him on a pension." 

Tears started in her eyes, but with an 
effort she stopped them. She took a breath, 
saying, "I have a little place near here. 
Come for a drink?" 

Walking with her, he thought she was 
lithe and quick and fresh-looking as 
spring. Then they were in two rooms and 
a kitchenette in a spotless walk-up, and 
he couldn't keep his eyes off her. 

"You watch me so-hm?" she said, 
curious but pleased. 

"I'll mix the drinks if you want me 
to." He mixed them. not looking at her 
but vibrantly aware of her presence. 
"Where's Morgan ?" 

"California. We were divorced a year 
ago and I came East then and got a job. 
And you-you're still with Electricol ?" 

He nodded. "But straight engineering 
work now-in their TV labs. No more of 
that undercover stuff. No more-" He 
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stopped and hunched over the m1xmg 
glass. "I've always wished I could take 
back some words I said-" 

"I guessed," she broke in, with a small 
reminiscing laugh. "I guessed that almost 
the minute after you said them. Besides, 
they were nothing compared with the 
things I did." Her tone was severe with 
herself now. "That I didn't know the 
whole truth is no real excuse. Morg said 
we were to soften you up for the Cowerts' 
sake-he said that Syd's work in Sao 
Paulo was slipping fast. He'd always en
couraged me to use my so-called wiles for 
company business purposes. Why not for 
poor old Syd's sake? 1-1 was to find out 
from you if-if your visit was as routine 
as it was supposed to be. He suspected it 
wasn't when he heard that Wells Eagle
son had been against it. But with you"
her voice began to shake-"1 couldn't go 
through with it. I couldn't bear to hurt 
you-from the first-from the very first 
night. And 1-1 was afraid of myself with 
you. Morg was angry with me. He said I 
acted like a fool with you-a schoolgirl. 
And I did, I know ! "  

"W ell I acted like a schoolboy-I 
know. Morgan-1 know Electri
col blackballed him for life in the 

industrial world. What's he doing now?" 
She was silent for a moment as if on a 

point of grave reflection. "In business for 
himself-a small auto agency. Poor Morg, 
he couldn't see that I never had loved him 

so much as when he got in trouble in Rio. 
He was sick with shame and bewilder
ment, and all my heart was his then. 
But," she said, shaking her head, "his 
life, his whole life, was based on impress
ing people with his succes�. And in the 
auto agency, the old game began again : 
it was smart, good business, poor Morg 
said, for a wife to use her wiles on the 
customers. No, I said. And from then on 
there was no peace. And after a while 
there was nothing in my heart." 

Deston poured the drinks in silence 
and left them, walked to the win
dow and looked out, seeing noth

ing. "Let's go somewhere." he said. "A 
gay place, music and dancing. Let's begin 
now in a place just like that. You and me." 

"You and me, yes," she said in a voice 
of soft wonder and delight. 

Exhilaration like a breath of springtime 
made him wheel suddenly, but with noth
ing to say. Until he saw her fond shaky 
smile and the way her eyes gazed at him. 
warm and tender and almost like a caress. 
Then he said, "And you haven't changed 
your hairdo. Wonderful ! "  

She blushed a little. " I  meant to. But I 
always thought of the time in Rio-" 

"This?" he said, running his fingers 
through the ringlets. 

She closed her eyes and quivered a bit, 
smiling. And she murmured, moving her 
head against his fingers, "Mmmm . . . 
mmmm ! "  THE END 
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Star of three major networks, mother of a boy genius, and wife of 

an actor-producer, Arlene Francis is America's busiest working girl 

BY JON '\-\T H ITCOMB 

Peter, age eight, 
looked her right 
in the eye. "Mom

my," he said distinctly, 
"I've made up my mind. 
I won't mind you any 
more. Just Pop." 

His mother looked up 
from her TV script. 
"Why, dear?" 

Peter said, "Because 
Pop's an American, 

and you're just a ole Armenian." 
This conve

.
rsation occurred recently in· 

the home of Mr. and Mrs. Martin Gabel, 
an attractive couple who have every 
branch of show business firmly grasped 
by the short hair. Mr. Gabel, an actor, 
director, and producer, was featured in 
the recent Broadway play, "Reclining 
Figure." Mrs. Gabel, better known as 
Arlene Francis, works nights, mornings, 
and most of the hours in between for 
three television networks : ABC, NBC, and 
CBS. The energy that enabled Arlene to 
produce Peter, a child with a startlingly 
high I.Q. (he attends Hunter College Ele
mentary School for advanced children) ,  
takes her through one of the world's most 
intricate schedules of personal appear
ar:ces. For ABC-TV she stars in a weekly 
evening show, "Soldier Parade." For NBC
TV she presides over "Home," which 
goes on the air five days a week in the 
morning. On Sunday nights she decorates 
the panel of CBS-TV's "What's My 
Line?" third from the left in a row that 
includes Dorothy Kilgallen, a guest pan
elist, and Bennett Cerf. She knocks off 
somewhere between two and three hun
dred thousand a year for her special 
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brand of amiable charm, an appeal which 
gallops right through the lenses of movie 
and TV cameras without loss of steam. 
Most women like Arlene and regard her 
as a good egg ; men fall for her wide 
grin and her razor-edged wit. In addition, 
the most casual male contact with Arlene 
always has the air of a flirtation. 

Arlene's professional trade-mark is a 
diamond-studded heart. The gift of her 
husband on their first wedding anniver
sary, she wears it hung on a thin chain 
around her neck. It is never taken off. 
Sharp-eyed viewers of "What's My Line?" 
deluged her with anxious mail when it 
disappeared for a few broadcasts for re
pairs to the clasp. 

"May I Borrow Your Heart?" 

One day a man telephoned to ask if 
he could borrow the heart and have one 
made like it for his wife's birthday. Arlene 
commented, in her mating-call voice, that 
a duplicate might be very expensive. He 
replied that cost was no object. Arlene 
agreed to the loan, and the caller had it 
copied. A month later he called again 
to say that his wife was delighted with 
her present. "By the way," he said, 
"please allow me to express my apprecia
tion of your kindness by sending you one 
of my firm's products." Arlene had hardly 
hung up before the gift arrived. Standing 
at her curb was a Nash Rambler. 

For a girl whose father was always 
dead set against the theatre, Arlene has 
overcome big odds. She was born (in 
1908, according to The World Almanac
age being one thing Arlene won't dis
cuss) in Boston, Massachusetts, to Aram 
Kazanjian, an Armenian portrait photog-

rapher, and his wife, Leah, of English
German stock. Arlene made early noises 
about becoming an actress. Father Kazan
jian retaliated by installing his Protestant 
chick in a Catholic convent school. After 
six years of studying Arlene, the nuns 
agreed with her when they saw her in 
the graduation play. That one, they told 
her parents, belongs on the stage. Her 
father immediately popped her into New 
York's Finch finishing school, which 
taught young ladies, among other things, 
how to pour tea. Still muttering "I want 
to play Hamlet," she was packed off for 
a year abroad, after which her father 
played his final trump. He bought her a 
gift shop in New York which opened 
under the name of Studio d'Arlene. Too 
much of a lady to stoop to trade, too 
much of an actress to bother with selling, 
and too convivial to charge her friends 
for things, Arlene saw her store fold up 
during the depression, just about the time 
she got her foot in the door of radio. 

Starting with a replacement job on a 
show called "Forty-five Minutes from 
Broadway," where she exercised her sta
ble of impersonations and accents, she 
worked on "The March of Time," a long 
list of soap operas like "Aunt Jenny" and 
"Big Sister," and a flock of comedy shows 
starring Jack Benny, Bea Lillie, Burns 
and Allen, and Fred Allen. While the 
Kazanjians were opposed to the stage, 
they found no objection to Arlene as a 
radio voice. But somewhere along the 
line she began exchanging microphones 
for footlights, and has now been a dis
obedient daughter in more than twenty 
stage plays. Among them: "The Dough
girls," "All That Glitters," "The Over-



BOSTON-BORN, and a product of convent and finishing schools, Arlene braved the world with a cultured 
accent warmed by a husky "just between us" voice. This did her little good as proprietress of a New York 
,gift shop ; she went broke. It did help later when-having auditioned her way into radio as a dog, a cat, and 
a witch-she finally made the daytime soap operas. On her Broadway and TV audiences the effect is hypnotic. 

tuns," and "The Women," and in the win
ter of 1953-54 her name was up in lights 
as the star of "Late Love." One of the 
movies she made during this period was 
"All My Sons." 

During her chores on the radio serial 
"Big Sister," the character of Dr. Wayne 
was portrayed by actor Martin Gabel. 
When Orson Welles staged "Danton's 
Death" on Broadway, featuring Gabel, 

Arlene was hired for one of the roles. 
Some of their entrances were made in 
the middle of the stage from an elevator 
underneath, and Martin and Arlene had 
plenty of time to fall in love waiting to
gether in their basement cage. They were 
married in 1946. Now they live with Peter 
in a four-story East Side house which 
Arlene decorated herself. In the back 
yard is a child-size swimming pool. 

Arlene is not strictly beautiful by cur
rent standards. but she achieves the same 
effect with her talent for public wooing. 
Her relationship to other people is one 
long courtship. Her eyes sparkle, her hair 
glistens, and her grin is irresistible. She 
has such a good time at whatever she is 
doing that it is impossible not to join the 
game. She wears her light-brown hair 
with blonde streaks in a windblown 
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She studied plumbing, cabinetmaking and even 

bricklaying to decorate her nine-room house 

STAGE PRESENCE budded 
early in little Arlene Francis 
Kazanjian. She still features 
that twinkle in her dark eyes. 

medium length which exactly suits her 
heart·shaped face, and her voice is a cello 
for warming up love scenes and commer· 
cials. I� her mid.forties, Arlene does not 
look much more than twenty-nine ; her 
air of being a perpetual debutante, a 
debutante who enjoys raising a little hell, 
contributes to this impression. 

Rapid-Fire Ad-Libber 

Arlene's reputation for rapid-fire ad 
Jibs on the air has been growing since 
before the war. During lunch I told her I had heard her famous fluff on a radio 
show called "What's My Name ?" Arlene 
was impersonating a woman novelist and 
the contestant looked hopelessly stupid. 
Then he said brightly, "You're Fannie 
Hurst." It was the correct answer. 

Arlene gasped, "Oh my God ! You're 
right ! "  and then said, "Oh my God, I 
can't say 'Oh my God' over the air ! "  
Having repeated i t  three times, she some
how took the curse off a grave infrac· 
tion of radio's strict code for ladylike 
language. 

I asked her what she considered to be 
her biggesL booboo on the air. "It was 

awful. I just can't tell you." She giggled. 
"The next-worst moment I ever saw was 
on 'This Is Show Business,' a TV panel 
show for actors' problems run by Clifton 
Fadiman. The guest was Joan Diener, a 
luscious blonde in 'Kismet' who said her 
dilemma was the conflict between getting 
enough sleep and going out at night with 
producers and other people who could 
be helpful to an actress. I sat there look
ing at Miss Diener, who is amazingly 
constructed along the lines made famous 
by Jane Russell, and without thinking I 
said, 'Well, it seems to me you have two 
problems-and I never got any further. 
The audience exploded and made so 
much racket the whole panel broke up.' " 

Impulsive but Invulnerable 

After all, Arlene was brought up to 
be a lady. And ladies are invulnerable. 
As one of her friends observed, "Arlene 
is impulsive, but she has breeding and 
taste. I think she could say anything on 
the air and get away with it." 

Which proves finishing schools come 
in handy, and Fa•her probably knew best. 

THE END 

THE GABELS AT HOME ( Above)-Peter, eight years old, 
is growing up amidst two high-powered careers. His mother, 
Arlene Francis, is a TV star, and his father, Martin Gabel, is a 
stage star. Peter is doing his best to star in a school for advanced 
children. (Left) It takes some heavy machinery to send Arlene 
to forty-eight states. Here she is on the "Home" set, portable 
mike around her neck, robot camera overhead on a boom. (Right) 
Artist Whitcomb caught Arlene on her way to "What's My Line?" 
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The old house was divided into two 
dwellings by a thin wall that passed 
on, with high fidelity, sounds on 

either side. On the north side were the 
Leonards. On the south side were the 
Hargers. 

The Leonards-husband, wife, and 
eight-year-old son-had just moved in. 
And, aware of the wall, they kept their 
voices down as they argued in a friendly 
way as to whether or not the boy, Paul, 
was old enough to be left alone for the 
evening. 

"Shhhhh ! "  said Paul's father. 
"Was I shouting ?" said his mother. "I 

was talking in a perfectly normal tone." 
"If I could hear Harger pulling a cork, 

he can certainly hear you," said his 
father. 

"I didn't say anything I'd be ashamed 
to have anybody hear," said Mrs. Leonard. 

"You called Paul a baby," said Mr. 
Leonard. "That certainly embarrasses 
Paul-and it embarrasses me." 

"It's just a way of talking," she said. 
"It's a way we've got to stop," he said. 

"And we can stop treating him like a 
baby, too-tonight. We simply shake his 
hand, walk out, and go to the movie." 

He turned to Paul. "You're not afraid
are you, boy?" 

"I'll be all right," said Paul. He was 
very tall for his age, and thin, and had a 
soft, sleepy, radiant sweetness engen
dered by his mother. "I'm fine." 

"Damn right ! "  said his father, clout· 
ing the boy on the back. "It'll be an 
adventure." 

"I'd feel better about this adventure, 
if we could get a sitter," said his mother. 

"If it's going to spoil the picture for 
you," said his father, "let's take him 
with us." 

Mrs. Leonard was shocked. "Oh-it 
isn't for children." 

"I don't care," said Paul amiably. The 
why of their not wanting him to see cer
tain movies, certain magazines, certain 
books, certain television shows, was a 
mystery he respected-even relished a 
little. He liked the notion of there being 
more to the world than he could sense. 

"It wouldn't kill him to see it," said 
his father. 

"You know what it's about," she said. 
"What is it about ?" said Paul. 
Mrs. Leonard looked to her husband 

for help, and got none. "It's about a girl 

who chooses her friends unwisely," she 
said. 

"Oh," said Paul. "That doesn't sound 
very interesting." 

"Are we going, or aren't we?" said Mr. 
Leonard impatiently. "The show starts 
in ten minutes." 

Mrs. Leonard bit her lip. "All right ! "  
she said bravely. "You lock the windows 
and the back door, and I'll write down 
the telephone numbers for the police and 
the fire department and the theatre and 
Dr. Failey." She turned to Paul. "You 
can dial, can't you, dear?" 

"He's been dialing for years ! "  cried 
Mr. Leonard. 

"Ssssssh ! "  said Mrs. Leonard. 
"Sorry." Mr. Leonard bowed to the 

wall. "My apologies." 

"Paul," said Mrs. Leonard, "what 
will you do while we're gone?" 

. "Oh-look through my micro-
scope, I guess," said Paul. 

"You're not going to be looking at 
germs, are you ?" she said. 

"Nope-just hair, sugar, pepper, stuff 
like that," said Paul. 

His mother frowned judiciously. "I 
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think that would be all right, don't you?"  
she said to  Mr. Leonard. 

"Fine ! "  said Mr. Leonard. "Just as 
long as the pepper doesn't make him 
sneeze ! "  

"I'll be careful," said Paul. 
Mr. Leonard winced. "Shhhhh ! "  he 

said. 

Soon after Paul's parents left, the 
radio in the Harger apartment went 
on. It was so soft at first that 

Paul, looking through his microscope 
on the living-room table, couldn't make 
out the announcer's words. The music was 
frail and dissonant-unidentifiable. 

Gamely, Paul tried to listen to the mu
sic rather than to the man and woman 
who were fighting. 

Paul squinted through the eyepiece of 
his microscope at a bit of his hair far 
below, and he turned a knob to bring the 
hair into focus. It looked like a glistening 
brown eel, flecked here and there with 
tiny spectra where the light struck the 
hair just so. 

There-the voices of the man and 
woman were getting louder again, drown
ing out the radio. Paul twisted the micro
:;cope knob nervously, and the objective 
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lens ground into the glass slide on which 
the hair rested. 

The woman was shouting now. 
Paul unscrewed the lens, and examined 

it for damage. 
Now the man shouted back-shouted 

something awful, unbelievable. 
Paul got a sheet of lens tissue from his 

bedroom, and dusted at the frosted dot 
on the lens, where the lens had bitten 
into the slide. He screwed the lens back 
in place. 

All was quiet again next door-except 
for the radio. 

Paul looked down into the microscope, 
into the milky mist of the damaged lens. 

Now the fight was beginning again
louder and louder, cruel and crazy. 

Trembling, Paul sprinkled grains of 
salt on a fresh slide, and put it under 
the microscope. 

The woman shouted again, a high, 
ragged, poisonous shout. 

Then Paul turned the knob too hard, 
and the fresh slide cracked into 
triangles. He was shaking, wanting 

to shout, too--to shout in terror and be
wilderment. It bad to stop. Whatever it 
was, it had to stop ! 

"If you're going to yell, turn up the 
radio ! "  the man cried. 

Paul heard the clicking of the woman's 
heels across the floor. The radio volume 
swelled until the boom of the bass made 
Paul feel as if he were trapped in a drum. 

"And now ! "  bellowed the radio, "for 
Katy from Fred ! For Nancy from Bob, 
who thinks she's swell ! For Arthur, from 
one who's worshiped him from afar for 
six weeks ! Here's the old Glenn Miller 
band and that all-time favorite, 'Stardust' ! 
Remember ! If you have a dedication, call 
Milton 9-3000! Ask for All-Night Sam, 
the record man ! "  

The music picked up the house and 
shook it. 

A door slammed next door. Now some
one hammered on a door. 

Paul looked down into his microscope 
once more, looked at nothing-while a 
prickling sensation spread over his skin. 
He faced the truth : the man and the 
woman would kill each other, if he didn't 
stop them. 

He beat on the wall with his fist. 
"Mr. Harger ! Stop it ! "  he cried. 
"Mrs. Harger ! Stop it ! "  

"For Ollie from Lavina ! "  All-Night 
Sam cried back at him. "For Ruth from 
Carl, who'll never forget last Tuesday ! 
For Wilbur from Mary, who's lonesome 
tonight ! Here's the Sauter-Finegan Band 
asking, 'What Is This Thing Called 
Love? ' " 

Next door, crockery smashed, filling a 
split second of radio silence. And then 
the tidal wave of music drowned every
thing again. 

Paul stood by the wall, trembling in 
his helplessness. "Mr. Harger ! Mrs. Har
ger ! Please ! "  . 

"Remember the number ! "  said All
Night Sam. "Milton 9-3000 ! "  

Dazed, Paul went to the phone and 
dialed the number. 

"WJCD," said the station operator. 
"Would you kindly connect me with 

All-Night Sam ?" said Paul. 
"Hello ! "  said All-Night Sam. He was 

eating, talking with a full mouth. In the 
background, Paul could hear sweet, bleat
ing music, the original of what was 
rending the radio next door. 

"I wonder if I might make a dedica
tion," said Paul. 

"Dunno why not," said Sam. "Ever be
long to any organization listed as sub
versive by the Attorney General's office?"  

Paul thought a moment. "No, sir-1 
don't think so, sir," he said. 

"Shoot," said Sam. 
"From Mr. Lemuel K. Harger to Mrs. 

Harger," said Paul. 
"What's the message? "  said Sam. 
"I love you," said Paul. "Let's make 

up and start all over again." 



The woman's voice was so shrill with 
passion that it cut through the din of the 
radio, and even Sam heard it. 

"Kid-are you in trouble?" said Sam. 
"Your folks fighting?" 

Paul was afraid that Sam would hang 
up on him if he found out that Paul 
wasn't a blood relative of the Hargers. 
"Yes, sir," he said. 

"And you're trying to pull 'em back 
together again with this dedication ?" 
said Sam. 

"Yes, sir," said Paul. 
Sam became very emotional. "O.K., 

kid," he said hoarsely, "I'll give it every
thing I've got. Maybe it'll work. I once 
saved a guy from shooting himself the 
same way." 

"How did you do that?" said Paul, 
fascinated. 

"He called up and said he was gonna 
blow his brains out," said Sam, "and I 
played 'The Bluebird of Happiness.' " He 
hung up. 

Paul dropped the telephone into its 
cradle. The music stopped, and Paul's 
hair stood on end. For the first time, the 
fantastic speed of modern communica
tions was real to him-and he was ap
palled by it. 

"Folks ! "  said Sam, "I guess everybody 
stops and wonders sometimes · what the 
heck he thinks he's doin' with the life 
the good Lord gave him ! It may seem 
funny to you folks, because I always keep 
up a cheerful front, no matter how I feel 
inside, that I wonder sometimes, too ! And 
then, just like some angel was trying to 
tell me, 'Keep going, Sam, keep going,' 
something like this comes along. 

"Folks ! "  said Sam, "I've been asked 
to bring a man and his wife back together 
again through the miracle of radio ! I 
guess there's no sense in kidding our
selves about marriage ! It isn't any bowl 
of cherries ! There's ups and downs, and 
sometimes folks don't see how they can 
go on ! "  

Paul was impressed with the wisdom 
and authority of Sam. Having the 
radio turned up high made sense 

now, for Sam was speaking like the right 
hand of Providence itself. 

When Sam paused for effect, all was 
still next door. Already the miracle was 
working. 

"Now,'' said Sam, "a guy in my busi
ness has to be half musician, half phi
losopher, half psychiatrist, and half 
electrical engineer ! And ! If I've learned 
one thing from working with all you 
wonderful people out there, it's this : If 
folks would swallow their self-respect 
and pride, there wouldn't be any more 
divorces ! " 

There were affectionate cooings from 
next door. A lump grew in Paul's throat 
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� � (continued) 
as he thought about the beautiful thing 
he and Sam were bringing to pass. 

"Folks ! "  said Sam, "that's all I'm 
gonna say about love and marriage ! 
That's all anybody needs to know ! And 
now, for Mrs. Lemuel K. Harger, from 
Mr. Harger-I love you ! Let's make up 
and start all over again ! "  Sam choked 
up. "Here's Eartha Kitt, and 'Somebody 
Bad Stole De Wedding Bell ! '  " 

The radio next door went off. 
The world lay still. 
A purple emotion flooded Paul's bemg. 

Childhood dropped away, and he hung, 
dizzy, on the brink of life, rich, violent, 
rewarding. 

There was movement next door-slow, 
foot-dragging movement. 

"So," said the woman. 
"Charlotte-" said the man uneasily. 

"Honey-! swear." 
" 'I love you,' " she said bitterly. 

" 'Let's make up and �tart all over 
again.' " 

"Baby,'' said the m!ln desperately, "it's 
another Lemuel K. Harger. It's got to 
be ! "  

"You want your wife back ?" she said. 
"All right-1 won't get in her way. She 
can have you, Lemuel-you jewel beyond 
price, you.'' 

"She must have called the station," 
said the man. 

"She can have you, you philandering, 
two-timing, two-bit Lochinvar,'' she said. 
"But by then you won't be in very good 
condition." 

"Charlotte-put down that gun," said 
the man. "Don't do anything you'll be 
sorry for." 

"That's all behind me, you worm," she 
said. 

There were three shots. 

Paul ran out into the hall, and 
bumped into the woman as she burst 
from the Harger ap�rtment. She 

was a big blonde woman. all soft and 
awry like an unmade bed. 

She and Paul screamed at the same 
time, and then she grabbed him as he 
started to run. 

"You want candy ?" she said wildly. 
"Bicycle ?" 

"No, thank you,'' said Paul shrilly. 
"Not at this time." 

"You haven't seen or heard a thing ! "  
she said. "You know what happens to 
squealers ?" 

"Yes ! "  cried Paul. 
She dug into her purse, and brought 

out a perfumed mulch of face tissues, 
bobby pins, and cash. "Here ! "  she 
panted. "It's yours ! And there's more 
where that cameo from, if you keep your 

mouth shut." She stuffed it into his trou
ser pocket. 

She looked at him fiercely, then fled 
into the street. 

Paul ran back into his apartment, 
jumped into bed, and pulled the covers 
up over his head. In the hot, dark cave 
of the bed, he cried because he and All
Night Sam had helped to kill a man. 

A policeman came clumping into the 
house very soon, and he knocked on both 
apartment doors with his billy club. 

Numb, Paul crept out of the hot, dark 
cave, and answered the door. Just as he 
did, the door across the hall opened, and 
there stood Mr. Harger, haggard but 
whole. 

"Yes, sir? "  said Harger. He was a 
small, balding man, with a hair
line mustache. "Can I help you ?" 

"The neighbors heard some shots," said 
the policeman. 

"Really ?" said Harger urbanely. He 
dampened his mustache with the tip of 
his little finger. "How bizarre. I heard 
nothing." He looked at Paul sharply. 
"Have you been playing with your 
father's guns again, young man ? "  

"Oh, no, sir ! "  said Paul, horrified. 
"Where are your folks ?" said the po-

liceman to Paul. 
"At the movies," said Paul. 
"You're all alone? "  said the policeman. 
"Yes, sir. It's an adventure.'' 
"I'm sorry I said that about the guns," 

said Harger. "I certainly would have 
heard any shots in this house. The walls 
are thin as paper, and I heard nothing." 

Paul looked at him gratefully. 
"And you didn't hear any shots, either, 

kid? "  said the policeman. 
Before Paul could find an answer, there 

was a disturbance out on the street. A 
big, motherly woman was getting out of 
a taxicab, and wailing at the top of her 
lungs. "Lem ! Lem, baby." 

She barged into the foyer, a suitcase 
bumping against her leg and tearing her 
stocking to shreds. She dropped the suit· 
case, and ran to Harger, throwing her 
arms around him. 

"I got your message, darling," she said, 
"and I did just what All-Night Sam told 
me to do. I swallowed my self-respect, 
and here I am ! "  

"Rose, Rose, Rose-my little Rose," 
said Harger. "Don't ever leave me again.'' 
They grappled with each other affection
ately, and staggered into their apartment. 

"Just look at this apartment ! "  said 
Mrs. Harger. "Men are just lost without 
women ! "  As she closed the door, Paul 
could see that she was awfully pleased 
with the mess. 

"You sure you didn't hear any shots? "  
said the policeman t o  Paul. 

The ball of money in Paul's pocket 
seemed to swell to the size of a water
melon. "Yes, sir," he croaked. 

The policeman left. 
Paul shut his apartment door, shuffled 

into his bedroom, and collapsed on the 
bed. 

The next voices Paul heard came from 
his own side of the wall. The voices were 
sunny-the voices of his mother and 
father. His mother was singing a nursery 
rhyme and his father was undressing him. 

"Diddle-diddle-dumpling, my son John," 
piped his mother, "went to bed with 
his stockings on. One shoe off, and one 
shoe on-Diddle-diddle-dumpling, my son 
John.'' 

Paul opened his eyes. 
"Hi, big boy," said his father. "You 

went to sleep with all your clothes on.'' 
"How's my little adventurer?" said his 

mother. 
"O.K.," said Paul sleepily. "How was 

the show? "  
"It wasn't for children, honey,'' said 

his mother. "You would have liked the 
short subject, though. It was all about 
bears-cunning little cubs.'' 

Paul's father handed her Paul's trou· 
sers, and she shook them out, and hung 
them neatly on the back of a chair by 
the bed. She patted them smooth, and 
felt the ball of money in the pocket. 
"Little boys' pockets ! "  she said, de· 
lighted. "Full of childhood's mysteries. 
An enchanted frog? A magic pocketknife 
from a fairy princess?" She caressed the 
lump. 

"He's not a little boy-he's a big boy," 
said Paul's father. "And he's too old to 
be thinking about fairy princesses.'' 

Paul's mother held up her hands. 
"Don't rush it, don't rush it. When I saw 
him asleep there, I realized all over again 
how dreadfully short childhood is." She 
reached into the pocket and sighed wist
fully. "Little boys are so hard on clothes 
-especially pockets." 

She brought out the ball, and held it 
under Paul's nose. "Now, would you mind 
telling Mommy what we have here?" she 
said gaily. 

The ball bloomed like a frowzy chrys· 
anthemum, with ones, fives, tens, 
and lipstick-stained Kleenex for 

petals. Rising from it, fuddling Paul's 
young mind, was the pungent scent of 
perfume. 

Paul's father sniffed the air. "What's 
that smell ?" he said. 

Paul's mother rolled her eyes. "Tabu,'' 
she said. THE END 
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Gone is the avant-garde of the twenties. Today's Villager 

is a craftsman whose art makes sense-and dollars 
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ONCE FAMED as ·the cheap-rent refuge of freethinking, freeloving, avant-garde painters and 
writers, Greenwich Village is still an artistic haven, but with a subtle difference. Few of the old 
iconoclasts remain. The modern Village artist is more likely to be a crafts expert like Donelda 
Fazakas (above) ,  whose unique silk-screen draperies adorn ships and buildings like the S. S. United 

States and Miami Beach's Algiers Hotel. She sells regularly to the interior decorators of W. & J. 
Sloane and to leading architects, who are enthusiastic about her strong, simple designs. A genuine 
craftsman, she prints her own designs, and thus can obtain the precise coloring desired. She teaches 

a course in textile design at the Brooklyn Museum Art School. WASHINGTON ARCH (left, above) 
spans Fifth Avenue in classic tribute to the first U. S. president, is also gateway to the eight 
green acres of the Village's social heart, Washington Square. BALLADIER JACK ELLIOT (left, 
below) makes money putting on folk-song concerts from the enormous repertoire of melodies he has 
collected in years of walking, hitchhiking, range riding, and itinerant listening. He often sings at 
impromptu socials held Sunday afternoons around the Square's fountain, where the entertainment may 
include anything from acrobatics to authentic Indian dances. It depends on who happens to join in. 
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The old Bohemians scorned money 

as a vile temptation. Modern 

Villagers, still independent, 

earn enough cash to stay that way 



GRffNW�H Vl llAG[-1955 ( continued) 

�lAKING MOBILES became a business for Scamanda Gerard ( left, above) while she was studying 
education methods for a master's degree at Columbia University. She discovered that younger childre:t 
had a natural feeling for the moving figures, now makes gay, inexpensive ones of die-cut cardboartl. 
Three years at it have proved Easterners, with their limited concepts of space, are not mobile-minded. 
The biggest market is Texas. Mrs. Gerard's present models sell for a dollar, but she feels child-taught 
parents will soon buy a more expensive, durable model. TWO FEMININE PRODUCERS, Martha Farrar 
and Amanda Steel, occupied Edna St. Vincent Millay's house (left, below) until recently. While there, 
they made money on revivals of David Garrick's "The Clandestine Marriage" and Robinson Jeffers' "The 
Cretan Woman" at the Provincetown Playhouse. The house, only 8% feet wide, is the narrowest in New 
York. Poetess Millay occupied its three floors, including a skylight studio, after her marriage in 
1923, and wrote many of her famous sonnets there. M AC:::DOUGAL ALLEY (below) is one of New York's 

few private streets. It also boasts the last two gas lamps in the city, preserved at the request of 
nostalgic Villagers. Now the most exclusive studios in the Village, with sky-high rents, the buildings 
originally were stables for mansions on Washington Square. Here, Villagers attend a cocktail party 
sponsored by Greenwich House, settlement house, to support a summer camp for needy children. 

(continued) 



GRHNWICH Vl ltAGf-1955 (continued) 

Artists are concerned with 

business security. Experimental 

theatres have flashy new 

commercial fronts 



THE PROVINCETOWN PLAYHOUSE ( above ) is a landmark in American theatrical history. Here, just 

before the twenties, Eugene O'Neill saw his first plays produced, including "The Long Voyage Home." By 

the time the Playhouse did his "Emperor Jones" and "The Hairy Ape"-in the early twenties-O'Neill 

had been acclaimed on Broadway as America's greatest dramatist. Once a bottling works, the Playhouse 

has �een united behind its new brick front with the building which was the first home of the Theatre 

Guild. Miriam Hopkins and Bett� Davis began their careers at the Provincetown Playhouse. Today it  

continues its tradition of off-beat drama, mixing originals and revivals. EDWAUD HOPPEU 

( left) , one of America's most distinguished painters, has lived for over thirty years on Washington 

Square North. Born in Nyack, New York, he does a great deal of his painting at his summer home in Truro, 

Massachusetts, and has been called the first recorder of "the American provincial scene." He is a 

dedicated realist, but has a rare talent for investing simple subjects with a hint of magic and mystery, 

as in the oil painting ( left, above) "Cape Cod Morning." He is also known for his etchings, which he 

prints himself on a hand press. Hopper's paintings hang in galleries as dissimilar as the traditional 

Metropolitan Museum of Art and the experimental Museum of Modern Art-a testimony to his wide appeal. 

(continued) 9 1  



GRHNWICH VIUAG[ 1 9.55 (continued) 

FOLK-SONG EXPERT Susan Reed ( ahove) sang in a major night club when she was seventeen, playing 

her own accompaniment on a twenty-eight-string Irish harp. She recently gave a folk concert at the 

Metropolitan Museum of Art-one of a series which inclucle<l Josh White, Richard Dyer-Bennet, and Burl 

lvcs. Sl�e has also recorded for the Library of Congress. Now married to television actor James Karen, 

she gives much of her time to their Greenwich Avenue antique shop, a long-standing project and source 

of added income. MEMORIES OF THE BOHE!UIAN TWENTIES cluster around Sinclair Lewis' former 

home ( right, above) at 35 Charles Street. A resident of the Village for many years, Lewis worked on his 

best-known novel, Main Street, while living in this house. MODERN JEWELRY is the artistic forte 

of Paul Lobel, Romanian-born metalworker ( right) . A deep believer in the craft system ( as opposed 

to the specialization on which modern mass production is based ) ,  Lobel has exhibited pieces in the 

Museums of Modern Art and of Natural History under such titles as "From the Neck Up" and "Shining 

Birds" and "Silver Beasts," and has created a select buying public for his highly individual art. 
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Singing folk songs, making 

jewelry, writing great novels-all 

are included in the Village's 

creative way of life 
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If you have ever crossed the seas by air, or ever hope to, 

take a close look at these drawings, done esp�cially for 

CosMOPOLITAN. Enjoy what happened to Rowland Emett, 

one of Britain's favorite humorists, on his two vividly 

memorable transoceanic flights-just thirty years apart ! 

T H E  E X P E <: T A T I O N  

Not long ago I was told that in order to keep 
pace with the business methods of the modern 
world, I would be compelled to fly from Lon

don to New York. My friends were astonished to dis
cover I viewed the prospect with great alarm and 
despondency. They did not know, of course, that �t 

had taken me thirty years to recover from my only 
previous transoceanic flight. 

This took place in 1925, in the last word in air 
liners of that period-in a converted German bomber 
( see above) . 

I mounted a small painter's stepladder to reach my 
seat-a basketwork rocker-which was the hub of a 
veritable eat's cradle of bamboo and packing string, 
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cleverly laced and intermingled with fluttering rick 
sheets. This was the· passenger saloon. 

Just outside, two full-bodied, half-naked engines 
broke into thunderous life, and immediately obscured 
the small celluloid window with primeval slime. Fret
fully tearing an unjmportant hole in the fabric, I 
watched these engines, now suffused with an interesting 
cherry-red glow, as they threshed about in a petulant, 
bad-tempered way at the end of their restraining wires. 
This having taken up most of the slack in the bamboo 
and packing string that attached them to the rest of 
the machine, there was no recourse but to flap fitfully 
after them into the upper air. And flap we did until. 
through some miracle, we rattled and roared to our 
destination-altogether too exhausted to celebrate our 
survival. 

With this experience in mind, you can imagine how 
I felt as I set out on my second transoceanic flight 
thirty years later. '-

AUNT-Lt !<.E 
S7ATEL.1Nt:.SS e> 
RELlA �11.. /TY . ) 
<� h�t· .. � 

T H E  R E A L I Z A T I O N  

I was amazed and relieved to discover that science 
had made some significant advances since my last 
airborne adventure. The flying machine as I remem
bered it seemed to have given way to a for.m of glisten
ing luxury hotel. The painter's stepladder had become 
a gracious, near-marble stairway that gave onto such 
scenes of richness and muted magnificence as I have 
rarely enjoyed, even in a stationary form. 

This edifice left the earth smoothly and effortlessly 
and gave itself over to completely and utterly spoiling 
the passengers for any other form of life. After a 
period all too brief for the full enjoyment of this 
delightful existence (see above) ,  we arrived at New 
York from the other side of the globe with rather less 
fuss than an elevator coming in from the twenty-first 
floor of the Waldorf-Astoria. Didn't even spill a drop 
of my Martini, either. THE END 
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Mary was a strange girl, beautiftil, 

rich, promiscuous. Last night she kissed 

me. This morning she lay dead in my closet. 

My next move was a fearful mistake 

B Y  J O H N  D. M AcDON A LD I L L U S T R A T E D  BY P A U L  N O N N A S T  

The pounding on m y  apartment door 
was so brutally insistent that it 
brought me up out of Sunday morn

ing sleep, and I wa.s out of the bedroom 
and halfway across the living room shoul
dering myself into my robe before I was 
completely awake. I yanked the door open 
angrily and looked out at two broad men 
who stood on my shallow front stoop in 
the May morning sunshine, one in police 
uniform, one in a gray suit. 

"You sleep pretty hard," the man in 
the gray suit said. "You Clinton Sewell?"  
I said I was. "Police officers," he  said un
necessarily. Their official car with decal 
and aerial was parked in my driveway. 
They walked in. The uniformed one 
looked into the bedroom and the bath
room and came back to the living room. 

Gray uit said, "Were you out with 
Miss Olan last night ? Mary Olan ?"  

I was beginning to  realize that I felt 
rocky. I had a dull headache that seemed 
to be localized over my right ear. I sat 
down in the nearest chair. I realized what 
was behind their vi it. It made me feel 
worse. "What happened to her ? I swear 
she seemed all right to me. She said she 
could drive. The night air revived her." 

"Back up a minute, Sewell. You had 
a date with her. Right ?"  

"A sort of a date. She had some kind 
of a golf deal on yesterday. I aid I'd 
meet her there at the Locu t Ridge Club. 
We planned to have dinner with the Ray
moods. There was a dance last night. I 
drove out about six. The Raymonds came 
later. Mary had brought other clothe 
and she had changed and she was wait-
ing in the cocktail lounge." · 

"When did you leave?"  
"Two in  the morning." I looked at  my 

watch. " early nine hours ago." 
"And you didn't take her home ?" 
"No. She had her car. She'd planned 

to go home alone from the club. But she 
got a little high. That made it compli
cated. I had my car there. It's still there, 
in fact. After an argument she agreed to 
let me drive her home. I was going to get 
a cab from her house to take me to the 
club or back here, whichever I felt like. 
We had the top down. I got her almost 
home and then she felt fine. She said she 
could drive. So I turned around and drove 
back here and got out and she drove 
home. What happened to her?"  

"She never got there. She's missing. 

For an insane minute I wondered if I .had killed her. Then I 
knew someone had left her for me-a gruesome, revengeful gift. 
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(continued) 

Her aunt got Regal, the Commissioner of  
Public Safety, out of  bed this morning. 
You know what the Olans are in this 
town. Did she say anything about going 
anyplace else?"  

"No. She was tired. She'd played twen
ty-seven holes of golf. She was going to 
pick me up here at noon and go to their 
place up at Smith Lake for some water 
skiing. Then tonight she would drop me 
off at the club so I could pick up my car. 
That was the plan." 

Gray suit stared at me somberly. 
"O.K. Sorry to bother you. My 
guess is she decided to go visit 

somebody a couple of hundred miles 
away. Unpredictable girl. Come on, AI." 

I stood in the doorway and watched 
them swing around and drive away. I 
yawned and gingerly massaged my ach
ing skull. It was a fine day. Bright, clear, 
and warm. This would be my second May 
in Warren, my second summer in the 
Midwest. Later the heat would be brutal 
and impossible. I wondered what Mary 
had decided to do. If she didn't show up, 
I would go up to the lake anyway, know
ing that it was a good bet that she would 
show up sooner or later. 

I was drinking a glass of cold tomato 
juice when the phone rang. I was feeling 
grieved about my headache. I had drunk 
very lightly. It seemed unfair. 

"Clint?"  It was the cautious voice of  
Dodd Raymond, my new boss. 

"Hi ! You had the lobster, too, last 
night. My head aches. Maybe food poison
ing. How do you feel ?"  

"Clint, have they asked you about 
Mary ?" He was talking so quietly that I 
knew he was concealing the call from 
Nancy, his wife. I ached to call him a fool. 

"Police were here. She never went 
home last night." I explained how she 
had dropped me off. 

"They phoned me. Her aunt heard her 
say she expected to see us last night. I 
told them to check with you." 

"Nice. Why didn't you phone me and 
tell me they were coming? "  • 

"I couldn't get an answer when I 
phoned you." 

"She'll turn up. You going up to the 
lake ?"  

"I  don't know yet. See you Monday if 
we don't." 

After the call I thought about Mary 
Olan and my boss, Dodd Raymond. Dodd 
had forced me into an artificial situation. 
My dating Mary Olan was a fancy form 
of indirection. It was supposed to deceive 
Nancy Raymond. Except for my liking 
for Nancy, my wish to save her hurt, I 
wouldn't have gone along with it. Also, 
it was not exactly painful to go out with 
Mary. I remembered th11t last night I 
had parked her car in my driveway, 
turned out the lights, and made 11-flother 
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futile expansive pass. She had permitted 
herself to be kissed. Her heart wasn't in 
it. She was a very exciting and excitable 
woman, but I was just a good friend, as 
she kept telling me. I hinted that she 
ought to leave Dodd alone. She wasn't 
angry. She laughed. I kissed her again, 
but it was spoiled by some damn fool 
who used my driveway to turn around in, 
lighting us up in the top-down convertible 
as though we were on a stage. 

Then we planned the trip to the lake, 
and I explained that I was most difficult 
to wake up. I went over and unlocked my 
door, then took my key out to her. I had 
a spare in the drawer of my worktable. 

I remembered that after I had gone to 
bed, I had gotten erotically fanciful about 
Mary Olan's coming to wake me the 
next morning. I knew that I could not 
haul her down into my warm bed, but it 
was one of those wild little ideas that I 
guess everybody has. 

In some ways Dodd Raymond couldn't 
be blamed. Mary is smallish, sturdy, excit· 
ingly built. I really believe I could span 
her waist with my hands. She is brown, 
rounded, and firm. All she seems to do 
with her black black hair is fix it so it 
stays out of her eyes. She has a thin face, a 
wide mouth, black caterpillar eyebrows, 
a go-to-hell expression, limitless energy, 
several million trust-fund dollars, and an 
air of importance. Waiters and doormen 
come on the run when she lifts one milli
meter of eyebrow. She has an undefinable 
electric something about her. Even the 
half-hearted kisses she had permitted me 
would each have melted an acre of perma
frost above Nome. 

I had learned that her past private life 
had been pretty lurid. The size of the 
trust funds relabeled it "high spirited." 
Without the large dollars she could 
almost have been aptly termed a bum. 
Thus her constant brushoff of my atten· 
tions did little for my self-esteem. But 
she had Dodd on her mind. 

I put coffee on and headed for my 
shower. My apartment is small. My 
landlady, Mrs. Speers, lives alone in 

the main house. Her husband tacked the 
small apartment onto the side of the main 
house as an income proposition just be
fore he died. I believe Mrs. Speers con
siders me eccentric. I have learned how 
to evade her when she wants "a nice little 
chat." The place with its private entrance 
and place outside the door for my car 
suits me. I have a sturdy worktable in 
a bay window, and all the plumbing 
works, and it is a good bed. 

I showered, shaved carefully, brushed 
the brown brushcut and went to the bed
room closet, mentally deciding on the 
new gray dacron slacks and a yellow 
sport shirt. I opened the closet door and 
took the slac);:s from a pants hanger. I 

happened to glance down. Enough sun 
came in the windows so that the interior 
of the closet was fairly light. I looked 
down and saw one bare brown female 
foot in a highheeled gunmetal pump. I 
stared at that foot with the greatest blank
ness in my mind that I have ever ex
perienced. I slid my clothing along the 
closet bar until they were out of the way. 
I looked down at the hideous, bloated, 
empurpled, barely recognizable face of 
Mary Olan. Swollen tongue protruded 
from her lips. 

I slammed the closet door and sat on 
my bed. I got up and found cigarettes 
and lighted one with hands that shook. 
I sat on the bed again. I felt cold all 
over. There were goosepimples on my 
bare knees. I couldn't seem to get my 
mind to track properly again. Mary Olan 
was dead and she was in my closet. 

After a long time, I was able to open 
the closet door again. Every time I tried 
to look at her, my eyes jumped away. By 
an effort of will I managed to look at 
her and keep looking. I put on the closet 
light. I went down onto one knee a.qd 
touched her ankle. It was a new and 
dreadful kind of cold. 

One of my belts was arQund her neck, 
a red fabric belt bought in a gay 
mood. It had two brass rings in· 

stead of a normal buckle. The brass rings 
bit into the swollen flesh of her throat, 
the side of her throat under the left ear. 
The long red end of the belt hung down 
across her shoulder and between her 
breasts. She wore last night's dress, a 
strapless thing of white and ,gunmetal. 
She was propped up in the corner of the 
closet. One leg was straight-it was that 
foot I had seen-and the other leg was 
sharply bent. The white skirt had slid 
up the thigh of the propped-up leg, ex
posing the white sheen of ornate panties 
contrasting strongly with the dark tan 
of her sturdy legs. Her head rested in 
the corner. Her right hand was on the 
floor, palm up, fingers curled. Her left 
hand was in her lap, hidden by the folds 
of the skirt. The overhead light glinted 
on one gold hoop earring. 

I reached toward the brass rings of 
the beli, then drew my hand back. I 
went into the living room where I could 
not see her. I swear I tried to think it out 
logically. Call the police at once. And 
explain it. Yes, I know you were here 
looking for her. l just found her in my 
closet. No, I have no idea how she got 
there. She's dead. 

My brutal headache seemed to in· 
crease in force, impeding my reasoning 
powers. Olan mqney had a lot of in· 
fluence in W arr�n. Those two officers 
would claim that l had acted like a man 
with a serious hangover. I had brought 
her here to the apartment, had admitted 



as much. For an insane moment I even 
wondered if I had killed her. That gave 
me a moment I hope never to repeat. 

No, someone had left her with me. 
A little gift. I felt bitter anger 
toward that Someone. I wanted to 

give her back to him. In this state it was 
the electric chair. I remember that. 

Seeking comfort in routine, I dressed, 
dumped out the overboiled coffee and 
made fresh. Too much time was going 
by. Each minute made my phone call 
more impractical. I was scared. Deeply, 
terribly scared. 

In that mood I decided to get the body 
out of there. I knew enough of laboratory 
methods to know that I had to be very 
careful. I also knew that I could make 
no noticeable departure from ordinary 
routine. 

I shut the closet door and made my 
bed. I tried to think of an acceptable 
method. I noticed fine granular dirt on 
my pillow and the top sheet. That puz· 
zled me. I brushed it off. There wasn't 
much of it. 

Logic gave me my first step. I had to 
have my car. I couldn't carry her away 
on mv back. The cab arrived in ten min· 
utes. 

·
I got my spare key from the table 

drawer. I tested to make certain the door 
locked when it closed behind me. The 
driver talked about the fine weather. I 
paid him off at the club. My black Mere 
sat in the sun, surrounded by the cars 
of many golfers. I drove it back to the 
apartment, my heart pounding. The drive 
was still empty. Bees clambered over 
early dandelions, and it was shady under 
the elms of the side yard. 

Back in the apartment I thought of the 
next step. I had to assume Mrs. Speers 
would be watching. The body would have 
to appear to be something else, and I 
would have to be able to prove, later, 
that it was something else. It would have 
to be wrapped in something disposable. 
I remembered the old tarp in the trunk 
compartment. It was a greasy ruin. I had 
laid it under the wheels during the winter 
to get out of heavy snow. On coldest 
nights I had kept it over the hood of the 
Mere. I went through my kitchen and 
looked at the collection of debris in the 
attached shed. Warren has garbage col· 
lection, but they do not take cans and 
bottles and such. You save them and 
when you have enough, you make your 
own trip to the dump. I had a fair col· 
lection. 

I went out and got into the car and 
backed it up close to the front door. I 
opened the trunk and took the tarp into 
the apartment. I loaded a small carton 
with cans and bottles and took it out and 
put it in the trunk, well over to one side. 
Mrs. Speers appeaJied with her usual 
magic, materializing sixty feet away, 

strolling toward me, smiling, a big un· 
bending woman in a black and white 
Sunday print, wearing one white canvas 
work glove and carrying a pair of red 
garden shears. 

"Going to the dump, Mr. Sewell?" I 
admitted it. "Oh dear," she said, "could 
you take mine, too? Joseph forgot it when 
he did the yard work Thursday." 

"I'm afraid I've got quite a load. I'll 
run it over for you Monday night after 
work." 

She wanted to have a little chat. She 
was a very lonely woman. She smiled and 
moved off to snip something when I 
turned back into the apartment. I spread 
the tarp on the floor in front of the closet. 
I braced myself. I tried not to think 
about what I was doing. I took the belt 
from her neck. I had to stop a few times. 
It had been hanging on the closet bar. 
I found two black hairs on the red fabric. 
I brushed them off onto the tarp. I rolled 
the belt up and put it in the bureau 
drawer. 

The next part I cannot think about. 
She was sickeningly heavy, and not yet 
in rigor. I took her by wrist and ankle. 
Her free arm and leg dragged and her 
head thudded against the door frame. 
I put her in the middle of the tarp. I was 
breathing hard. I picked up the four 
corners of the tarp. She curled into a ball 
in the middle. I lifted her from the floor 
and carried the load to where I could 
see it in the full-length mirror. The tarp 
was molded to her figure. She was un
mistakably a woman in a tarp. I got more 
cans and bottles from the back shed. I 
jammed them down beside her body. On 
the third attempt, after getting some 
down around her hips, she no longer 
looked human. I was carrying a bundle 
of junk. 

I went out. Mrs. Speers was alarmingly 
close, clipping a rose bush. I wanted the 
tarp to seem light. I used every ounce of 
strength to handle it negligently, swing
ing it into the back of the car, lowering 
it without too much of a thump. As I 
swung it, I heard rotten fabric rip. Her 
tan elbow stuck out through the rip. I 
banged the trunk lid down, not daring to 
look at Mrs. Speers. 

"Are you going up to Smith Lake again 
today?"  she asked casually. "Mr. Speers 
and I. used to go up there years ago. He 
adored bass fishing. It's nice that you 
have friends up there, with summer 
coming and all. It makes a nice change. 
Who invited you up? Any of the old 
families?"  

"Mary Olan." 

"Really? Their place is one of the 
oldest on the lake. The biggest, 
anyway. Mr. Speers and I used to 

know Rolph and Nadine Olan very well. 
I mean we weren't closest friends, but 
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(continued) 

when Mary· was little, my youngest daugh
ter used to play with her. Their tragedy 
was an awful shock to this city, Mr. 
Sewell." 

"I haven't heard much about that." 
"Mary wouldn't talk about it, poor 

child. I can remember it like it was yes
terday, the expression on Mr. Speers' 
face when he read it in the morning 
paper. Nadine always seemed so quiet 
and shy. And Rolph was so clever at bus
iness. They say she hasn't responded to a 
single treatment. She'll have to stay in 
that place the rest of her natural life. 
I suppose it's a blessing she isn't well 
enough to realize she killed her husband. 
I suppose that's what drove her out of 
her mind. She was a Pryor, you know. 
Willy Pryor was her brother. He went 
for a time with my youngest sister before 
he married Myrna Hubbard. I understand 
Mary Olan lives with them. It's a won
der that Mary survived, finding her father 
dead like that. Well I suppose you're 
anxious to be on your way. Give my 
best regards to Mary. And . . . well, 
this is none of my business . . . but I 
hear Mary travels with a rather fast set. 
They say there's a lot of drinking and 
carrying on. Then again, I suppose you 
have to forgive her if she's a little wild, 
with that background and all. Now you 
run along to the lake and enjoy yourself, 
Mr. Sewell." 

I drove off, my hands wet on the steer
ing wheel. 

Half an hour later, after stopping 
at the dump and throwing out the 
carton and the cans that had been 

in the tarp with Mary, I was heading for 
the hills with her body still in the trunk 
compartment. There seemed to be many 
police out for a Sunday. 

Warren is built on the flattest flats 
there are. The old part of town is tra
ditional Midwest. The population was 
static for many years until directly after 
the war when location engineers of sev
eral big corporations decided that it was 
a good spot for decentralization. Now the 
city is up to over seventy-five thousand and 
there are six spanking new plants north 
of town, north of the sleepy river, on the 
road that leads north across the flats to
ward the nearest hills and lakes. There 
are acres of new little houses with their 
own shopping centers, school busses, and 
busy committees. The city is booming. 

I drove over the bridge in heavy Sunday 
traffic headed north. A mile and a half 
north of the river I drove by Warren 
Tube and Cylinder Division of Consoli
dated Pneumatic Products, Incorporated, 
my employer. The place is six years old, 
cubical, landscaped, and slickly efficient. 
I rode by my place of employment with 
her body in the trunk compartment. 

I drove up into the hills. I found a 
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side road. I found a faint overgrown log
ging track to the left. I drove down it  
as far as I could .. I t  was dark under the 
pines. I pulled the tarp out and held one 
edge and let her roll out of it down a 
short grade. She rolled grotesquely three 
times and came to a rest against a small 
birch, her back toward me. A frozen 
juice can rolled out with her. I went 
down the slope and got it. It could have 
a fingerprint on it. I tossed it into the 
back of the car. I walked a hundred feet 
and found a rotten birch stub with a hole 
six feet off the ground. I wadded the tarp 
deeply into the hole. I went back and 
looked at her. She looked heartbreakingly 
tiny. I drove out to the secondary road, 
went back and scratched out two places 
where I had left tire marks. I used a stick. 
I drove out to the main road. I met no 
car. I turned toward Smith Lake. 

I wanted to feel good on the way to 
the lake. I felt shamed and sick. 
I could take no satisfaction from 

realizing that every second took me 
seventy-five feet farther from her body. 
I stopped and ate a greasy lunch at a 
roadside stand, forcing the food down. I 
kept seeing her as she was last night, so 
alive. I remembered her lips. Now her 
body rested grotesquely against a tree, 
white skirt glowing in the pine shadows, 
brown legs bare, hair across her dead 
eyes. Used and disposed of, discarded. I 
had added further indignity to her death. 

Then, slowly but inevitably, I began 
to realize how, in blind fear, I had been 
the most stupid man in the world. The 
police would have given me a very bad 
time. A rough time. But they would 
have had the body to work on. They 
could have found clues that would clear 
me. They had their methods, their trained 
technicians. It was unlikely that anybody 
could have killed her and put her in 
my closet without leaving some clue 
that would clear me. 

I thought I had been logical and effi
cient. Actually I had been in a state of 
emotional shock. I hadn't been thinking 
at all. I had destroyed any possible clue. 
And given the murderer priceless aid. 
When the body was found, the real mur
derer might be able to prove that he 
could not have carried the body to that 
isolated spot. And if I had left any 
clue that could be traced back to me, how 
could I ever explain ? I had destroyed 
all proof of my own innocence. 

They could make me look like a mon
ster. 

But maybe I had been careful enough. 
And yet . . . suppose the real mur

derer, knowing where he left the body, 
puzzled by its not being found there, 
should choose to direct attention toward 
me. "Mary told me she was scared of 
Sewell. He tried to choke her, she said." 

I began to get into such a panic that 
I even considered going back and re
trieving the body and . . . .  Too late for 
that now. All I could do was pray that 
I had made no slip. 

I drove on up to the Olan place at 
Smith Lake. It was built in the days 
when, if you wanted a place at a lake, 
you built a house, not a camp. It was 
a big stone house on terraced lawns that 
sloped down toward the lake toward the 
two boathouses and the dock. I had been 
there several times before. During the 
summer, there is a staff of four-an 
ancient iron Swedish lady and her round 
shy daughter (their name is Johannsen) ,  
a knobby sour man named John Fidd who 
brings up some saddle horses from the 
Pryor farm and reluctantly does work 
on the grounds, and a massive and amia
ble young brute named Nels Yeagger 
who lives at the lake and works for the 
Olans and Pryors during the summer. 
He takes care of the boats and does odd 
jobs. 

The Olans and Pryors come and go as 
they please. With all the bedrooms in 
the big house, and with the bunk rooms 
over each boathouse, a lot of people can 
be accommodated. Nobody introduces 
anybody. It is like a private club. If you're 
willing to stir around, you won't be lone
some. It is also a little like being on a 
ship. 

There were eight other cars parked up 
near the road by the horse barn when 
I arrived. I looked into the barn and saw 
a tall thin girl rubbing down a light
boned chestnut mare, crooning to her. I 
went down to the big house. Mary's kid 
brother, John Olan, was alone in the 
big living room analyzing chess varia
tions in front of a big board, notebook 
handy. He gave up everything at eight
een to devote his life to chess. I under
stand he has a high national rating. · 
Though he is a thin, pale good-looking 
boy, he gives me the creeps. I had the 
idea that if I told him his sister was 
dead he would look at me blankly, nod, 
and turn back to his game. 

Down at the beach there were a lot 
of people, many unfamiliar to me. 
Nels Yeagger was towing skiers 

behind the big fast runabout. It was 
the usual crowd. Some amusing drunks 
and some unamusing ones. Some who 
had come to swim, and some who had 
come to free load. I talked to a few 
and let it be known I was waiting for 
Mary. I was told that the police were 
looking for her, that her Aunt Myrna 
and Uncle Willy hadn't come up. I saw 
that the three brown teenage daughters 
of Willy and Myrna were there with 
boy friends. They were in a clump on 
the sand, harmonizing. They seemed more 
relaxed without their father's customary 



close supervisiOn. Their swim suits were 
more discreet than you expect to sec 
on teenagers as pleasantly built as those 
kids. They made me feel ancient. One 
was using the small of her boy friend's 
back as a pillow. They are called Jigger. 
Dusty, and Skeeter, and I have yet to 
get the names sorted out. 

Speaking casually, I told a small group 
about being out with Mary and 
about the police. They speculated 

about kidnapping. They said that i f  
true, they felt sorry for t h e  kidna pper. 
The women gleamed with oil in the sun. 
The men made muscles. A dainty little 
blonde named Marylee, with the man
eating tendencies o f  a leopard shark, 
made a sleepy sun-and-bourbon pass at 
me. I was considering going up into 
the men's bunk room over the nearest 
boathouse and changing to a pair of 
borrowed swimming trunks when I saw 
Dodd R aymond coming down across the 
beach. obviously looking for me. 

Dodd Raymond. my boss. He is as tall 
as I am. and about thirty pounds heav
ier. The thirty pounds i� softness. hut 
it is not localized. It is all over him 
in an even layer that seems to blur 
his outlines. His brown-blonde hair is 
wavy. and he wear� it in a pompadour. 
His features are good, color high, and 
with just a shade too small a mouth so 
that in anger his face becomes pinched 
and womanish. He ha� friendly, hearty 
mannerisms. Had I not been forewarned, 
I might have thought him a good guy. 

His predecessor. my previous boss, had 
been a genuinely good guy. The very 
tops. R a y  Walt. He had told me in pri
vate, knowin��: he could trust me. that 
I should keep my guard up with this 
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Dodd Raymond who was coming i n  to 
take his place as production manager. 
He said he had tried to get me moved 
up from direct assistant into the vacant 
job, but the New York offices had said 
no. Not enough experience yet. 

I had been with Consolidated Pneu
matic Products, Incorporated, for five 
years. It is one of the big ones. We don't 
make consumer goods, so perhaps the 
name of C.P.P. is obscure to many peo
ple. Our big ads are in the technical 
journals. There are sixteen plants, and 
Warren Tube and Cylinder is one of the 
smaller ones. 

I started out in Fall River. was trans
ferred to Buffalo, and then to Warren. 
Consolidated Pneumatic Products be
lieves in keeping all managerial talent 
on the j ump. It makes the executives 
as interchangeable as the parts and ma
chines. It makes for standard manage
ment methods and procedures. That pol
icy in big corporations has set up an 
entirely new gypsy society in this coun
try. The wandering management set. 
When we're married. we fill up the places 
like the two Levittowns, like Park For
est. I l l inois. like Parkmerced. San Fran
cisco. like Drexelbrook in Philadelphia. 
And like the smaller version, Brookways 
in Warren. It  is a special kind of com
munal life. with sitter banks. manage
ment committees, and borrowed punch 
bowls. A minimum of privacy and a 
maximum of borrowing. 

A a bachelor I had avoided that as
pect of the gypsy management caste. 
But I could sense the pressure to 

get married. Top management seems to 
believe a man is thus steadier. Perhaps 
he is, unless he marries a real dog. 

T H E  P U R C H A S E  O F  A N E W  C A R  

Even after marriage they keep a severe 
yet benevolent eye on the wi fe. 

On a rainy April day three months 
before, I had reported to Warren, 
announcing with pride that I was 

Clinton Sewell.  their new assistant pro
duction manager. I was flushed with pro
motion, and perfect ly  willing to work for 
Dracula. shoveling hot cinders if neces
sary. Ray Walt loaded me down with 
work and with responsibility. T liked it. 
Ray got moved out and promoted the fol
lowing February. Dodd Raymond came 
in. Another friend. Tory Wylan. my spy 
in the main offices. warned me by per
sonal letter that Dodd was the climbing 
type, preferably with one heel on the 
jaw o f  his subordinate. The letter a lso 
expressed considerable surprise that 
Dodd had managed to he trans ferred 
back to his own home town. Tory said 
the top management frowned on that snrt 
of deal. I soon found out that not only 
was it Dodd R aymond's home town. hut  
that he had social position i n  the town. 

When Dodd arrived, Harvey Wilk the 
plant manager. brought him directly to 
m y  office as first stop on the rounds. 
Dodd said all the right things and said 
them in the right way. He took hold 
well. In two weeks he was production 
manager in fact as well as in name. 

He even gave me a little present.. He 
said. "We've got to change the C-12 
line. Complete revamping. Here's all the 
poop on it. Not quite big enough to 
get in an outside management firm. they 
tell me. Wills and R ay Walt speak highly 
of you. Clint. So it's your baby. Get 
it done and it'll go on record in New 
York that i t  was your baby all the way 
down the line. Think you can do i t ? "  

1 9 5 5  
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DIIDLY VfCTI (continued) 

I jumped at it. And I began to ques
tion what Tory and . Ray had told me. 
Rumors c'an get out of hand. He asked 
me to come home with him · to dinner. 
He and his wife, Nancy, had moved into 
the big house on Terrace Street with 
his 'mother. That's how I got mixed up 
in the personal lives of Dodd and Nancy 
Raymond. That's how I got cast in 
the role of eat's paw in Dodd Raymond's 
abortive romance with Mary Olan, friend 
of his cradle days. That's how I got 
elected damn fool. 

D odd spotted me and came over and 
spoke to the group of people I was 
with. He knew them all. He took 

me aside to talk to me. It had more of a 
heavy boss flavor than I cared for. 

"There's nothing new about Mary," he 
said. "I dropped Nancy off at Mother's 
camp. Clint, this isn't like Mary. She 
invited most of these people here." 

"They seem to be doing all right." 
"Clint, I'm damn worried about Mary. 

She's one of my best friends. You know 
that." 

Certainly. One of his best friends. And 
he thought he was fooling Nancy by 
always fixing it up so the four of us 
went out together. A nice jolly four
some. But I knew, as he didn't, that 
Nancy was not deceived. Mary, in her 
own oblique way, was making a fool out 
of Dodd, and me, and Nancy. Maybe 
she wanted him. Maybe she was pun
ishing him for unthinkable treason in 
marrying a stranger without permission. 
I couldn't figure out her attitude. I only 
knew that she had told Dodd that she 
W{)uld not see him unless it was on a 
double date, with his wife along. And 
he wanted her badly enough to agree 
to that preposterous condition. I knew 
it made him jealous of me, but I was 
better than anyone else because, busi
nesswise, I was under his thumb. I knew 
Mary was seven years younger than 
Dodd, but they had known each other 
well before he had gone away. How well 
I could only guess. 

"She'll turn up," I told him. 
"Why don't you stop by the camp. 

I don't think we'll come here. Mother 
and Nancy will be glad to see you. We 
can have a drink there." 

· 

- I agreed. He went away. I hung around 
for a time to express my independence. 
Nels Yeagger walked by me on his way 
to the boathouse. He gave me the cus
tomary glare. He was friendly with every
body else. Mary had told me that Nels 
gave her steady dates the same treatment. 
It amused her. It didn't amuse me. Not 
when the party in question has a fist 
like the business end of a sixteen-pound 
sledge. 

I silid the few necessary good-bys 
.and drove/ down the lake shore to the 
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Raymond place. Dodd's mother is con
fined to a wheel chair by severe ar
thritis. Each summer she moves up to 
the camp with her nurse. This year, be
cause of Dodd's return, she had moved 
up earlier than usual, making quite a 
point of so doing. She is a good-looking 
white-haired woman of the type which 
makes of helplessness a peculiarly ef
fective weapon. She underlines all sac
rifices. I suspected that she made Nancy's 
life acutely miserable. She never failed 
to find some way of pointing out to me 
that I worked for her son. 

I parked the car at the top of the 
hill and walked down through the woods 
to the small comfortable camp. They 
were in front on the terrace overlooking 
the water. Dodd had changed to bright 
yellow shorts. He was drinking from a 
can of beer. Nancy was in sunsuit, 
stretched out on a padded chaise longue 
with wheelbarrow handles and wooden 
wheels. Mrs. Raymond sat in her gleam
ing wheel chair. It was Nancy's welcom
ing smile I had come to see. 

We talked about Mary Olan. Nancy 
said she thought Mary had decided to 
go on a trip. Mother Raymond sniffed 
at that. She had an extremely expressive 
sniff. 

After a while, Nancy managed to pry 
me loose to take a short walk with her 
along the beach. She went down the 
wooden steps to the beach ahead of me. 
She is my favorite candy-box blonde. 
Small, perfect, delicate features, silky 
floating hair. She has a thin little-girl 
voice with the suggestion of a cured 
lisp. But there is level intelligence and 
honesty in her blue eyes. She is not 
insipid. Her figure is flawed, if you want 
to call it a flaw. Her torso, discernible 
through any clothing, is long, ripe, 
muscular, beautifully formed. The kind 
carved in old marble. It has an inde
pendent aspect that makes it seem as 
if she might herself be shocked by it, 
such blatancy growing upon a small 
unsuspecting girl. Were her legs in pro
portion she would be six feet tall. But 
the legs are short, a bit heavy, though 
beautifully formed. You don't notice the 
disproportion at first. You just know 
something is wrong. Then you see that 
her hips are too far from her head and 
too close to the ground. 

We walked to a log a few hundred 
feet up the beach, a place where 
we had sat and talked before. I 

gave her a cigarette. 
"He's pretty upset," she said. 
"I know." 
"Clint, do you have any remote idea 

what could have happened ?" 
"Not the slightest." 
"It's darned funny. I . . .  I hope she 

never comes back." Nancy said that 

shyly. We could never talk about Mary 
Olan without restraint. She became shy 
because I knew that each time she re
membered when she had confided in 
me. It was not on the first double date. 
Dodd and Mary had played Do-you
remember? There was a lot of tension. 
I had liked Mary, but guessed the score 
and felt sorry for Nancy. 

I suspected I would be a constant 
escort. In spite of the tension, I was 
pleased. Towns like Warren are usu
ally closed tighter than drums to the 
corporate gypsy, bachelor type. There 
is no entry. Dodd's being a native gave 
me an open door-if I wanted to play. 
This would be a lot better than the 
forlorn roaming of the Saturday bars, the 
tawdry little episodes. And simpler than 
the office girls. Management frowned 
on such close-to-home dalliance. 

Mary Olan opened a door and the un
friendly city changed. Sewell, through 
Dodd, sponsored by Olan, suddenly be
came respectable, invitable. I think it 
surprised the old families that I knew 
which fork to use and made no mention 
at table of gears and abrasives. I soon 
found they considered Dodd's industrial 
career to be daring and eccentric. 

"It's really charming that he could ar
range to be sent home to work. They ship 
them about like cattle, you know. His 
wife is a sweet little thing. I always 
thought he'd marry the Olan girl ac
tually." 

Much as I was amused and irritated 
by the insularity of old Warren, I was 
glad-perhaps sophomorically-to be one 
part of New Warren that was socially 
acceptable. 

It was on my second date with Mary 
Olan that Nancy, inhibitions liqui
dated, bared her distressed soul. A 

top-sergeant sort of woman gave the party 
at the Locust Ridge Club. I was ordered 
to P,ick up Mary Olan. We met the Ray
monds there. Nancy looked charming for 
the first four rounds of cocktails and then 
her eyes began to glaze. She kept drink
ing. She sat at dinner numbly, making 
no effort to eat. People kept urging her. 
She made a break for the out-of-doors 
while Dodd and Mary were �ancing. I 
followed her out and walked her around 
a goodly portion of the night-time golf 
course. 

After she had been sick twice, she felt 
slightly better. She was still drunk. We 
sat on the bench by the second tee. 

She gave me the score. In slurred angry 
bitter tones. About all the strings Dodd 
had pulled to get sent back here. About 
his obvious infatuation with Mary. How 
both Mother Raymond and' Mary Olan 
kept making her look bad every chance 
they got. About how I was the patsy. 

"Hate it here, Clint. Just hate it awful. 



Not like other places. We were happy 
other places. Own kind of people. You 
know. Not like these people. They make 
like his job stinks. Like it's a . . .  hobby. 
These aren't my kind. You know what we 
don't ever tell anybody here? He won't 
let me tell it here. It was okay to tell 
other places. Big joke. We could laugh. 
Here he hasn't got any sense of humor. 
Know how I met him ? You'll die. I 
cleaned his teeth. Dental hygienist. He 
kept coming back, coming back. Had the 
cleanest teeth in the country. Had to 
marry him before I wore them down to 
nothing. We used to tell that. Not here. 
Here it would be like dirty. Like I'm 
something he's ashamed of. Gee, it isn't 
work you just do. You got to be trained. 
I was good. What's w ong with that? "  

I wanted to take her in my arms and I 
wanted to bust Dodd Raymond in the 
mouth. There wasn't a damn thing I could 
say to her. She wanted to be taken home, 
with no word to Dodd. She was ashamed 
of getting drunk. I told her she had 
acted fine. I took her home, kissed her 
on the forehead, went back to the club, 
found Dodd in the bar and told him. 
Maybe something showed. He looked at 
me closely, then thanked me a bit coldly. 
He said he couldn't understand what had 
gotten into her to make such a spectacle 
of herself. I restrained myself with an 
effort. He became hearty, clapped my 
shoulder and said he thought he'd stay 
around a while. 

Then he said, "Clint, I've never had 
a chance to tell you how much it 
means to me to come here and find 

a guy like you to help carry the ball. 
I mean that." 

"Thanks, Dodd." 
"You know what you can get some· 

times. A politico. An oily switch artist. 
Hell, I know where you stand." 

He took his hand off my shoulder, 
made a fist out of it, and punched me 
lightly on the arm. "We're both going 
places in this outfit, boy." 

I told him I hoped so and watched his 
broad back as he went off in search of 
Mary. I guessed that he had enough in
tuition to guess that Nancy had talked 
a little, had maybe acquired an ally. This 
was water on the flame of a new loyalty
or a backfire. 

There ' was just one more incident on 
the night of Nancy's famous drunk. I 
went out to my car to get cigarettes out 
of the carton in the glove compartment. 
I walked soundlessly toward the car and 
stopped on the grass as I heard Mary 
Olan's voice coming from Dodd's car 
nearby. "That's a cheap foolish idea and 
I won't have any part of it." 

Dodd rumbled something indistinguish
able. 

manded. "Something out of Back Street? 
Go to hell, Dodd." 

There was a pleading note in Dodd's 
next rumble. 

"No ! "  she said. "You want to have one 
cake, eat another and have a spare in the 
cupboard. And let go of me. I didn't come 
out here to make like a college kid in a 
parked car. Anything you want, brother, 
you have to pay for. And you'll pay my 
price, if you want it bad enough." 

I moved back into the shadows. She 
got out and stormed away. Dodd followed 
more slowly, pausing a moment to light 
a cigarette. 

That was the first time I took Mary 
home. I took her back out to the Pryor 
place where I had picked her up. Though 
a lot of the old families had stayed down 
in the shady quiet streets of town, a few 
such as Willy Pryor had built on the out· 
skirts of the city. It had a stone wall, a 
bronze sign, a quarter mile of curving 
drive. Maybe the house should be called 
a machine for living. All dramatics. Dra
matic window walls, dramatic bare walls, 
dramatic vistas. Two floodlighted pieces 
of statuary made of sheet aluminum. A 
panel board for the highest of high fidel
ity music, piped where you need it. It  
had eating areas, work areas, recreation 

areas, sleeping areas. The architects do 
fine. They really set up a place. Breath� 
takingly beautiful. But nobody has been 
redesigning people. 

That night Mary kissed me with a will. 
The only time. With a crowding muscular 
enthusiasm that baked the enamel on my 
teeth. Then she put a cold foot of dis· 
tance between us. . . . 

Looking back, I can count over twenty 
dates with her, up to and including the 
last one on the night of Saturday, May 
fifteenth. I do not count the last ride we 
took together. After that one kiss I he· 
came Clint, her good friend. I accepted 
the role only because she gave me no 
other choice. 

So, since the night I had taken her 
home, Nancy had been shy with me. 
Not too shy to talk. 

"I hope she never comes back." I didn't 
answer for too long. Nancy laughed tone
lessly. "I don't mean I hope something 
has happened to her. I hope she's found 
some other fly to pull the wings off." 

"You're bitter today, Nance," I said. 
She was bitter. Bitter and hurt. She 

told me what had happened. She had 
noticed that some of his best things were 
missing. An expensive bathrobe, slacks, 

"Constello" • • •  a galaxy of star studded lines 
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casual shirts, slippers. Things he really 
liked. She guessed that Dodd had moved 
them to some place where he and Mary 
Olan could be together. And last night, 
Saturday night, on the way home, she 
had brought it up, accused him of setting 
up a love nest. The quarrel got worse 
after they got home. Dodd had stormed 
out of the house and hadn't returned until 
five in the morning. 

"I'm going to leave him, Clint," she 
said, a trembling in her voice. "I don't 
have to put up with this. I don't want a 
cent from him. Not that we . . .  he has 
very much. I can earn my own way. He 
isn't worth being married to." 

She hadn't told him yet. I was the first 
person she had told. She began to get 
hysterical. I managed to calm her down. 
Finally I extracted a promise from her 
that she wouldn't do anything, or tell him 
her decision, until they found out where 
Mary Olan had gone. 

"Where did all the good times go, 
Clint?" she asked me. 

Giving her my hand, I pulled her 
to her feet. "They called them in. 
The new models are coming out." 

"Do my eyes look all right?" 
"Lustrous." 
"You do my morale good. When I'm 

a divorced lady, will you come see me?" 
She blushed and looked away. "I don't 
feel so darn special, but I could be spe
cial for you." 

"You don't mean that. You're in love 
with Dodd. Don't try to kid yourself." 

"I . . . guess I love him. But you've 
been such a darn good wailing wall." 

"And a way to get even with D.odd." 
She kicked a stone. "Okay," she said 

grumpily. "Why do I need a conscience 
with you around." 

"I'll contradict you one more way. You 
are special." 

We went back. I was certain Mother 
Raymond gave me a quick check for lip
stick. I had the virtuous feeling of having 
put a temporary patch on a marriage. 
Conversation was spiritless. After a beer, 
I said I ought to leave. Nobody twisted 
my arm. I drove back toward town. I 
tightened up when I went by the area 
where I had left the body. Soon would 
come the night with small animals rus
tling through the brush, with dew weight
ing the white skirt, with insect song and 
a riding moon. I wished there was some 
other place I could have left her. A warm 
dry place. It couldn't matter to her, but 
it mattered to me. 

I ate in town and got home just before 
dark. Mrs. Speers was on hand to remind 
me coyly of my promise to cart away her 
rubbish. 

"I won't forget, Mrs. Speers." 
"You got in so late last night I guess 

you'll be going to bed early, won't you?" 
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"I guess it was after two." 
She laughed in a chiding way. "Well 

after two, indeed. About four, wasn't it? 
I heard you drive in." 

There was no point in protesting. Some
body had driven in. Bringing body. Four 
A.M. delivery service. I sighed when I 
closed my door behind me. I felt as if 
someone had knocked the pins out of all 
my hinges. I felt as though I had spent 
the whole day impersonating someone. 
Which, perhaps, was close to the truth. 
When I opened the closet door to get my 
pajamas, I did not need the faint musky 
memory of Mary's perfume to start the 
long chain of conjecture. I had already 
begun to think. Out in the world there 
had been no time to think. 

I moved like a sleepwalker through 
night-time preparations. Once I was in 
bed, lights out, fingers laced neath nape 
of neck, I reviewed all conjectures. Some
one had brought her here at four in 
the morning. Someone had known how 
heavy I sleep. Someone had known the 
key I gave her fitted my door. Dodd Ray
mond had been out of his house until 
five. Dodd knew how heavily I slept. I 
knew he had tried to give her a key, 
probably to the room or apartment where 
he had stashed the things Nancy had 
noticed were missing. Mary Olan could 
very well have taunted him, showing him 
the key to my place. 

I turned Dodd Raymond at all angles, 
examining him. I remembered two ex
pressions from Tory Wylan's letter in 
which he had warned 1 me about Dodd 
Raymond. "Ruthless" and "almost ex
cessively plausible." Those would be two 
key characteristics of a murderer. 

I could almost make it fit. Almost. I 
could not see him ciDing it. Once he had 
killed her, it was logical to plant her 
with me. I had been out with her. I was 
perhaps a too-able assistant, a potential 
threat-if that was the way his mind ran. 
I slept, sooner than I had expected. 

A eight twenty-five the next morn
ing, a gray Monday, I parked with 
my front bumper under the little 

sign that said Mr. Sewell. With such 
small conveniences are the souls of minor 
executives purchased. The big lot was 
nearly empty. My office, along with the 
space assigned to Engineering and to Re
search, is on what you could call a mez
zanine overlooking the main production 
floor, with glass wall and catwalk. My 
office is about twenty by twenty, contain
ing me, a girl, blueprint cases, drafting 
tables, desk, sundry chairs. Dodd's office 
is among the other executive offices at 
the far end of the building, beyond 
Shipping. 

To make anything you need men, ma
chines, and materials at the right place 
at the right time. To facilitate this, I have 

four production chasers, a production 
record clerk. I keep my beady eye on 
inventory, quotas, equipment mainte
nance, absenteeism, and such like. With 
the systems we have, it should run like 
watches. It never does. Industrial acci
dents, wrong counts in the storeroom, 
blunders on set-up, cancellations, change 
orders, faulty maintenance. They all con
spire to foul you up. 

H alf the time it's a madhouse ; the 
rest of the time you're a one-armed 
juggler in a storm at sea. I love 

it. On top of normal disaster, I was set
ting up the new line. 

I like to get there early. I stood and 
looked out across the production floor 
at the silent waiting equipment. Its ar
rangement is an• exercise in logic. All the 
beds and housings and turrets are cold 
gray, and all the moving parts are Chi
nese red. It is a good place to work. 

I went into my record clerk's office and 
studied the big score board, making a 
mental note of the weak places. Then I 
went into my office and opened the morn
ing paper and spread it out on my desk. 

OLAN HEIRESS MISSING. Page one. Ban
ner head. I had expected coverage, but 
not this much. Smaller head : CAR FOUND 

ABANDONED NEAR HIGHLAND. "Mary Olan, 
twenty-six-year-old niece of Mr. and Mrs. 
Willis Pryor of this city, and heiress to 
the Rolph Olan estate has been missing 
since Saturday evening. As yet no trace 
of her has been found. A late model black 
convertible found yesterday near an aban
doned farm south of Highland was iden
tified as belonging to the missing woman. 
A search of the surrounding area has 
been organized." 

The rest of the account was predict
able. An account of what she did Satur
day. What she was wearing when last 
seen. It told how she was the grand
daughter of Thomas Burke Olan, founder 
of the Warren Citizens Bank and Trust 
and also Olan Tool and Die, now the 
Federated Tool Co., Inc. She was born in 
Warren at the old Olan home on Prospect 
Street, now headquarters of the Heart of 
America Historical Foundation, which 
·was willed the property by Rolph Olan. 
It said she was educated in private 
schools here and abroad and had made 
her home here with her aunt and uncle 
for the past four years. 

It was typical tiptoe local coverage 
of the prominent. No mention of the fam
ily killing, or of Mary's abortive mar
riage and annulment. No hint of her 
mother's incurable illness. I was not men
tioned as being her escort. Tabloids in 
other towns would have a ripe story to 
c�ver. 

I remembered the name Highland. It 
was a small rural community fifteen miles 
from town. Mary had driven me out there 



to the Pryor farm one day to show me 
a horse. The horse had tried to eat me. 
Mary said he was spirited. I watched 
from a safe place while John Fidd had 
saddled him and Mary had taken him out 
for a hard run. On the way back to town 
Mary had smelled faintly of horse. 

The paper had a cut of Mary. It sad
dened me to look at it. It had been taken 
some years ago, before life had changed 
her eyes, substituting mockery and guile 
for what had once been pride and spirit. 
She looked very young and very earnest. 

My secretary came in at quarter to 
nine. Her name is Antonia MacRae. She 
is a slim pleasant morsel and satisfyingly 
bright. She decorates and implements an 
office adequately. Italian and Scots are 
combined in her to make an intriguing 
woman. Her mother gave her her color
ing, her suggestively rounded figure with 
its promise of languor and lazy Sunday 
mornings in bed. But from Papa she in
herited a cool canny eye, a discouraging 
amount of skepticism, and a brain that 
goes click like IBM. 

She wore a blue jumper today with a 
white blouse. With the crow-wing hair 
and the white white teeth, the effect was 
fine. We have worked together for a year. 
Adjustment was inevitable. Toni soon 
became aware of her ability to raise my 
vulnerable blood pressure merely by 
standing too close to me. So she avoids 
any trick of posture, and any type of 
office garb likely to take my mind too 
far off my work. Yet even if she wore 
a Mother Hubbard, I would be aware of 
her quite frequently during the day. 
There are certain things she can't avoid, 
such as sitting on her heels to get at a 
bottom file drawer, or leaning across my 
desk to put a note in front of me when 
I'm on the phone. Then she has been 
known to flush in consciousness of heing 
stared at. 

I made one pass, during the second 
month she was in my office. She set me 
back on my heels, firmly, politely, irrev
ocably. That was that. It was a bit of 
a relief, in an odd sort of way. We knew 
where we stood after that. She even re
fuses to ride to work with me, even though 
she lives only two houses from me in a 
furnished room. Her mother died a few 
years �.tgo, her father remarried, and there 
is a new crop of babies in the house, so 
Toni, with no hard feelings, moved out. 

She said, "Good morning," dropped 
her purse in her desk drawer, and said, 
"I see by the paper that you have mis
placed a playmate, Clint." 

It is Clint when we are alone. Mr. 
Sewell other times. She's loyal, and 
a loyal gal is priceless in any set

up. We could kid around in a friendly 
way. 

"Playmate misplaced her�elf," "I said. 

"Funny thing," Toni said, frowning. 
She leaned back in her little secretarial 
chair. Her desk faces mine from a corner 
of the office. She laced her fingers across 
the nape of her neck, elbows out, frown
ing as she thought. I guess I stared at 
the front of the blue jumper with a cer
tain horrid intensity. She straightened up, 
lowering her arms hastily, to bring her 
typewriter up out of the bowels of the 
desk with one practiced muscular wrench. 
Subject closed. 

The plant was filling up. I could hear 
the bing of the IBM clock as they 
punched in. A few pieces of equipment 
started and then, on the stroke of nine 
the place came alive for the long Mon
day-hangover day, absentee day. 

It was a jumping-bean day. No one 
thing too serious, but lots of things. 

At eleven Dodd came into my office 
and gave Toni a meaningful glance that 
sent her off to powder her nose. Dodd 
placed a haunch· on my desk corner and 
began clicking my lamp on and off. 

"I just talked to Sutton. They still don't 
know anything." 

"Sutton ?" 
"The Chief of Police. There isn't 

enough yet to warrant bringing in the 

FBI." He glanced at me. "Clint, do you 
think she could be doing this for a gag 
to make excitement? "  

" I  hardly think so, Dodd." 
"The police are going to keep digging. 

Clint, I know it's none of my business, 
but were you and she ever . . . did you 
ever . . .  ?"  

"That's right," I said. 
"What do you mean ?" 
"I  mean it's none of  your business, 

Dodd." 
He had the grace to flush. He got off 

my desk and off my back. We told each 
other we'd soon know the score and he 
left. It annoyed me that he would use the 
smoke screen of her disappearance to try 
to find if we'd ever been intimate. It 
annoyed me-but it also planted a big 
doubt about Dodd. If  he had killed her, 
would he care ? Or was he hunting for 
post-mortem justification ? 

When I got back from a late lunch 
in the company cafeteria, Harvey 
Wills, the plant manager, called. 

He told me that he had received a call 
from Willis Pryor asking that Dodd and 
I be released to go out to Uncle Willy's 
house for some sort of a conference on 
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the Olan girl. Harvey said he was will
ing to co-operate, and Dodd had already 
left. I complained and said I was jammed 
up, but he urged me to go. I explained 
to Toni and asked her to hang around 
after five if I hadn't showed up by then. 
She was willing. I told her not to wait 
beyond six. I stood over her and dictated 
some instructions for her to pass on. I 
suddenly realized that I was moving my 
head back and forth trying to find a van
tage point where I could look down the 
front of her blouse. I labeled myself an 
incurable and unprincipled goat and got 
out of there, away from her and her dark 
eyes and blue jumper and long lithe legs. 

The day was still dismal as I drove 
to the Pryor home. It looked as 
if it was raining in the hills. I won

dered if anybody would ever find the 
body. Maybe I had hidden it too well. 
I 'knew I would li,ve in nightmare until 
they found it. 

There were eleven people in the big 
living room ·of the Pryor home when I 
walked in. Though it was a larger group 
than r had expected, they were dwarfed 
and muted by the big dramatic room. The 
white fireplace wall was at least twenty 
feet high. There was· just enough edge 
in the day so that a small fir·e glowed in 
th� waist-high fireplace. 

Willy Pryor greeted me. He acted 
keyed up, nervous, slightly officious. He 
must be about fifty. He has a shock of 
white hair. His massive white eyebrows 
curl outward and upward. He is brown 
as any Polynesian all year round. His 
standard costume is  riding pants and 
boots, and cotton shirt with sleeves rolled 
high and unbuttoned almost to the waist. 
He's about five seven or eight, stock;y, 
trim and 'POWerful, with stevedore arms. 
He talks well, sometimes almost extrav
agantly. He does manual labor on the 
Pryor farm, rides, hunts. pilots his own 
plane,. goes after marlin once a year. 

His wife, Myrna, smiled timidly at me. 
She is a round warm dull comfortable 
woman. She has given Willy three daugh-

. ters, and that seems to be the extent of 
her participation in life. No beautician, 
no courturier could ever make Aunt 
Myrna look like anything other than what 
she is-a healthy farm woman from the 
'Highland area, perhaps selected by Willy 
in revolt ag�inst his inbred blood rela
tives. If the bounding health of Jigger, 
Dusty, and Sk.eeter was any indication, 
the union had helped the blood. 

Dodd and Nancy nodded and smiled 
at me. The only other person I recog
nized-was Gray Suit, one of the two police 

. officers who had awakened me Sunday 
mor'ning. Willy introduced me to the 
others. , There was Miss Neale Bettiger, 
Mary's ·golf, partner., She was a wiry, big
handed blonde who looked as though she 
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had been nailed to a barn to dry out in 
the sun. Captain Joseph Kruslov, in 
charge of the case, was a wide large im
passive man, dark-jowled, hooded eyes. 
Regal, Commissioner of Public Safety, 
looked like an ailing eagle. Gray Suit 
was named Sergeant Hilver. Chief of 
Police Sutton wa.s colorless, roily-polly, 
and asthmatic. When he spoke he honked. 
Willy skipped the police stenographer 
sitting stiffly, uncomfortably at a free 
form desk in the corner. The last one was 
Paul France. Willy explained that Paul 
France was a licensed investigator he 
had hired with Chief Sutton's approval. 
Paul France looked like a shy inadequate 
shoe salesman-until you noticed the 
thickness of his wrists, and a gleam of 
harsh intelligence behind rimless glasses. 
I was shooed to a chair beside the sun
dried blonde. 

Kruslov took the floor. He said he 
would ask questions. He said he would 
take us in turn. He said he was doing it 
this way so that other people's answers 
could prod our memories. He spoke slow
ly, flatly, impersonally. He took Miss 
Neale Bettiger first, took her through the 
day of golf, probing insistently io find 
out if Mary had acted other than normal, 
said anything curious. 

"Now," he said, "tell all these people 
what you told me and Sergeant Hilver 
this morning." 

"It was just talk." 
"Go ahead, please." 

She coughed. "Well, it wasn't any
thing. We talked a lot about men. 
Too much maybe. It wasn't on 

Saturday, it was weeks ago she was laugh
ing about what she called a reserve love 
nest. She said there was some man mak
ing a big play for her. He tried to give 
her a key to a place he had rented some-

. where in town. She said if she ever 
wanted to hide, that would be the place 
because, being married, he wouldn't dare 
give her away. She wouldn't tell me his 
name. It was a sort of a joke to her." 

I didn't dare look toward Dodd and 
Nancy. Kruslov turned toward Uncle 
Willy. "Mr. Pryor, do you think she could 
be there ?" 

Willy exuded steam. "That's a damn 
outrage to suggest any such thing, Cap
tain. Mary is a good girl. She's unpredict
able, but basically good. She'd have no 
part of any cheap arrangement like that. 
I have no doubt the incident occurred. 
But if she was the type to accept, I cer
tainly wouldn't have her in my home 
where I'm raising my own three daugh
ters." Brown forearm muscles bulged. 

"We have to consider it," Kruslov said 
patiently. 

He turned next to Dodd and Nancy. 
His slow heavy questions took Mary 
through the evening· at the club. Yes, �he 

did drink too much. No, that wasn't like 
her. No, there didn't seem to be any spe
cial reason. She just misjudged her own 
capacity. 

"Did you witness the quarrel between 
Miss Olan and Mr. Sewell, Mr. Ray
mond?" That question made me sit up 
straighter. I was very tense even before 
that question. 

"It wasn't a quarrel. Clint was trying 
to help her. He didn't want her to drive. 
She wanted to drive. He won. It wasn't 
important." 

"Too drunk to drive and not impor
tant?" Willy said. 

"I mean the quarrel wasn't important," 
Dodd said. After a few more questions, 
Kruslov turned to me, moved closer to 
me. For all his slowness, there was a 
strong impact of his personality. He was 
like a stone cliff which could fall on you. 

After routine questions, I soon learned 
that he had talked to Mrs. Speers. 

"Captain, I can't help what she says. 
I can assure you I was in bed by two
thirty and asleep by two thirty-five. It's 
possible one of my drunken friends came 
in at four to see if I was still awake and 
drove away again." 

He dropped it and kept harping on 
who I had seen or who had seen us. I 
remembered the car that had turned 
around in the drive, shining its lights on 
us. I told him about it. 

Kruslov gave a grunt of satisfaction. 
"That's a new fact. It could mean some
thing." 

I told him I was kissing her when the 
light struck us and went on hastily, after 
a glance at Willy, to say that it meant 
nothing, it was just a good-night kiss. I 
thought of something else and hesitated 
a second. l(ruslov jumped on 'the hesitation 

like a great cat, so I went on, 
telling them about the key I had 

given to her, explaining why I had given 
it to her, explaining that even though I 
was certainly normal enough to have 
designs on Mary Olan, I had gotten 
nowhere. 

The phone rang. The police stenogra
pher answered it and gave the phone to 
Captain Kruslov. He spoke monosyllabi
cally into the phone, listening for , long 
intervals, then hung up. He walked slowly 
back to the middle of the room, stood in 
silence, and then said, "They have found 
her. She is dead. She was strangled. Her 
body was dumped in the brush up in the 
hills a mile off the main road. There was 
a troop of Brownies up there on a hike 
yesterday." He frowned. "What the hell 
are Brownies," he murmured. "One little 
girl wandered off and saw the body and 
was too scared to say anything except to 
her mother when she got home. Today 
she was still .upset, so hir mother drbve 



her up there to prove it was just imagi
nation. It wasn't. She got hold of the 
state police." 

In the stunned silence Willy said, 
"Oh, my Lord." Myrna leaned for
ward and put her face in her hands. 

Her plump shoulders trembled. Nancy 
held her head high, her face tilted slight
ly upward. From a long high window, a 
sort of skylight effect, the light of the 
pale gray day came down, touching the 
delicacy of her face, the parted lips. The 
cherry glow of the fire made a highlight 
on the soft line of her jaw. It was a face 
without expression, clear, clean, and per
fect. If there was any expression, it was 
as though she listened for some antici
pated sound. Dodd sat staring at his large 
clenched fist as though he held something 
small and captive. 

The officials pledged full co·operation. 
Kruslov said, "Now we look for who 
wanted to kill her." 

Unexpectedly, Miss Neale Bettiger 
spoke up. "'I shouldn't say this, but it 
would be a long list. She didn't go around 
trying to make friends. She snubbed a 
lot of people. Phonies who wanted to 
sponge off her. She had that income from 
the trust funds." 

"How much ?" Kruslov asked. 
Willy answered, "Sixty thousand a 

year. She had money sense, and an invest
ment program. She reinvested earnings. 
She was worth perhaps three hundred 
and fifty thousand." 

"Who gets it now?" Kruslov asked. I 
could see why Regal and Sutton brought 
him along-to ask the ugly questions. 

"Her brother will get her estate. The 
trust funds, what the Government doesn't 
take, will come to me." 

"Instead of to his widow or son ?" 
Kruslov asked. 

"He had reasons, my good man. He 
provided for his widow and children gen
erously. He married Pryor money when 
he needed it. If I remember correctly, 
in event of the death of son and daughter 
without issue, the funds revert to me and 
my family. Check with the bank. They 
administer the estate." 

Kruslov was not intimidated. "Now I 
want to know who she dated, a list of 
the men." 

The Bettiger woman answered. "She 
was in Spain six months and got back in 
January. Let me see. Bill Mulligan, Don 
Rhoades. Mr. Sewell here. And . . .  one 
other I don't want to mention. I don't 
want to get him in trouble." 

"I have to have the name." 
She looked at him with exasperation. 

"All right, but here goes a good job. Nels 
Yeagger." 

Willy's brown face turned maroon. 
"That's a damned lie ! "  Bettiger shrilled 
right 

_
hack at him. Kruslov quieted them 

down and asked who Y eagger was. Willy 
told him. A handy man at the lake. 

Bettiger explained it. "She went out 
with him all right. She'd drive up there 
and meet him, before the house at the 
lake was opened. He was crazy about her. 
It was a game with Mary. She got bored 
with him and stopped. He was getting too 
possessive and jealous. She couldn't stand 
that." 

Kruslov turned toward Hilver. "The 
body was found between here and the 
lake. Take Watson along. Bring him in." 
Hilver left. 

Neale Bettiger began, belatedly, to cry, 
honking and snorting into a wisp of hand
kerchief. Myrna had left the room. I 
hadn't seen her go. I thought of Yeagger. 
It made a good deal of sense. I remem
bered an awkward incident at the lake, 
the first time I had gone there with her. 
We were in the horse barn. She wore 
slacks. I noticed she'd missed one of the 
belt loops in back, and told her. "So fix 
it," she said. She undid her belt. I pulled 
it back through the loops, threaded it 
through the one she had missed. I was 
behind her, my arms around her, trying 
to rebuckle the belt when Y eagger walked 
into the barn. Mary said hello to him, 
moved out of my arms and buckled her 
belt. He turned and left without answer
ing. It must have looked strange to him. 
Empty barn, a pile of straw handy and 
me fumbling with her belt. If he was . 
jealous, it must have been like knives in  
his heart. 

He · was big enough and powerful 
enough to carry her the way I'd carry a 
kitten. He bore me no love. He could have 
waited at the club, trailed us in his car, 
stopped Mary later. 

I felt better about my part of it. The 
body was found. They were going to get 
Y eagger. They could break him down. I 
would have done no harm. They would 
learn where he had put the body and give 
me a bad time about moving it, but with 
the murderer in hand, I figured they'd 
forgive me. 

The meeting broke up. I walked out 
with Dodd and Nancy. Dodd was stunned. 
"She was so alive," he said. "So very 
much alive." 

And now she's very much dead," 
Nancy said crisply. I didn't like 
the look in her eyes. In that mo

ment I did not like her at all. They got 
in their car and left. 

I paused by my car to light a cigarette 
before I got in. Paul France came up to 
me. He wore a pale gray felt hat with 
the brim turned up all the way around. 
He looked like a bunny rabbit. 

"I see you like Yeagger," he said. 
"What do you mean?" 
"Don't ever play poker with me. You 

came in there with a busted stt:aight and 
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� (continued) 

:til your money on the table. Y eagger 
filled you right in the middle." 

"Maybe I was afraid I'd be elected." 
He studied me, then smiled. Certain 

tropical fish wear that same smile all the 
time. "Maybe," he said. He walked away. 
He wore a rumpled blue suit that looked 
too big for him. He didn't plod away. He 
moved. Bullfighters move that way, and 
'dancers, and the very top prize fight
ers. Kruslov was impressive in his own 
gothic way. But something about Paul 
France made me very glad I hadn't killed 
Mary Olan. 

I t was quarter after five, and the 
after-work traffic was very slow. The 
sky was black. Thunder thumped an 

off-beat bass in the west. It was ten of 
six when I turned into the plant road. 
Just as I made the turn the black sky 
opened and the rain roared down. It was 
so heavy my wipers did no good. As I 
crept along, I saw Toni MacRae gallop
ing along •he side of the road toward the 

· bus stop, woman-style, knees in, heels 
kicking out, hips switching. She held her 
purse over her head. I stopped and 
opened the car door and yelled. She took 
one quick glance and, changing direc- · 

tion, veered over and flounced in and 
slammed the car door. She was panting 
and she smelled of wet cloth and wet girl. 

"Glub," she said. "One more minute 
of that and there'd be no point in run
ning. The jumper was dark blue and a 
much closer fit. The white blouse showed 
pink where it was waterpasted to her 
arms. Her hair was fairly dry on top, but 
the ends were drenched. At the plant I 
swung around and headed back out to
ward the road. 

She began to shiver, so I got the heater 
working. She took off her sodden shoes 
and curled her toes in the direct blast of 
the heater. 

"This time," I said, "I get to take you 
home." 

"This time you do," she said. "Emer
gency basis." 

"I could save you a lot of bus fare 
over the years. And ten extra minutes 
of sleep every morning." 

"That sleep idea almost sells me. But 
no, thanks. We'd be seen, Clint. And 
quacked about. I like my work, and I 
have noticed that mysterious things hap
pen to us working girls who get too matey 
with you imported types. We seem to be 
expendable. We get offered a transfer to 
some other plant and get fired if we don't 
take it. We're second-class citizens. 
Didn't you know?" There was bitterness 
there. 

"Nobody's going to do that to you for 
accepting transportation." 

We had stopped for a light. She was 
over in her corner. I looked at her. She 
shook her head. "No, Clint. It would be 
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just transportation, for a while. I think 
I know you and I think I know myself. 
If we rode back and forth every day . . .  
hell, I'm attracted to you just enough so 
that I know better." The bitterness came 
back. "I wouldn't want to prejudice your 
. . .  career, Mr. Sewell." She flushed and 
looked away and the car behind me gave 
an indignant blast. 

"Is there anything new about Mary 
Olan ?" she asked. 

"She's dead. Somebody strangled her." 
"How awful ! "  
I told her what had happened, told her 

about Y eagger. A block from our street 
celestial hands turned off the faucets in 
the sky. A way-down sun sneaked a yel
low beam across our world. I turned into 
the driveway of the big old yellow house 
where she lived and stopped. 

"Toni, that remark about being at
tracted to. . . ." 

"It was a mistake to say that. I shouldn't 
have. Don't let it encourage you, Mr. 
Sewell. It's ne attraction I can't handle." 

"Damn it, relax. I was just going to 
say that I like you. I do. I like having 
you in the office. And I was going to tell 
you that I understand the situation and 
I'll be as good as I can." 

We glared at each other. She sneezed 
three times, managing somehow to make 
sneezes look most' delightful. I grinned 
at her. "Get in there and strip and take 
a hot bath, MacRae." 

"W illco," she said. "Thanks for 
the ride." She sobered. "And I'm 
sorry about Miss Olan." 

I watched her go up the steps and 
backed out and drove down to my place. 

At ten o'clock the local radio commen
tator said, in part, "An early solution to 
the brutal murder of Mary Olan is ex
pected. Rain and darkness have impeded 
a thorough search of the area where the 
body was found. The search will be con
tinued in the morning. 

"The Coroner has established the time 
of death as between two and four Sunday 
morning. Death was caused by a thin 
band of fabric that was tightened around 
the throat. It is believed that it could 
have been a woman's belt used as a slip 
noose. Actual throat injury was slight, so 
it is believed that strangulation took place 
slowly. She had not been criminally at
tacked and there were no marks or 
bruises on the body to indicate that a 
struggle took place. Tire marks in the 
area where the body was found had been 
carefully obliterated. An extremely val
uable wrist watch had not been removed 
from the body. The purse she was carry
ing the evening before her death has not 
been found. It was a small black evening 
purse with a gold clasp. 

"Earlier today Nels Yeagger, handy
man at the Pryor-Olan estate at Smith 

Lake, was brought down to the city for 
questioning. At the time of this broad
cast, Y eagger has not yet been released, 
and . . . .  " 

I turned it down to answer my phone. 
It was Sergeant Hilver. I was to go down 
to headquarters and let them take finger
prints. He explained that he had planned 
to get them at the Pryor house, but Krus
lov had sent him after Yeagger. I asked 
when I should come down. "Now," he 
said and hung up. 

I put my tie and jacket back on and 
went down. It is a grimy old red stone 
building, full of the varied stinks of. a 
hundred years of crime and punishment. 
A sergeant behind a wicket told me where 
to go. A bored man wrote down name, 
age, height, weight, marital status, occu
pation, and place of birth. He rolled my 
fingers on an ink pad and then on a 
printed card. When he was through, he 
gave me one paper towel and sent me 
over to a chipped sink in the corner. He 
told me to wait. He left the room. I sat. 

And sat. And sat. A big �·1all clock 
clacked loudly every two minutes and the 
hand jumped forward. A garage calendar 
showed the traditional thighs, exposed by 
skirt caught on barbed-wire fence. I had 
a fit of yawning. I was sick of looking 
at one high table, one low table, four 
chairs, and the tan institutional plaster 
wall. Infrequently, people would walk by 
the door. One was a snuffiing tight-skirted 
girl being prodded along by a matron's 
bitter' knuckle. Somebody yelled in a 
distant room and was abruptly silenced. 

Kruslov started to pass the door. He 
stared in at me, stopped, and went back 
the way he had come. I called after him, 
but he didn't answer. He came back in 
fifteen minutes with a piece of paper. He 
sat on the low table. He was in shirt
sleeves, collar unbuttoned, an end of his 
tie sticking out of his shirt pocket. He 
looked up from the paper. "Sewell, we got 
some of your prints off her car." 

"Amazing !  I told you I drove the car." 
"Relax. I just chewed out the man who 

told you to stay around. I didn't want 
you." 

"Can I go?" 
"My brother Gus works there at  C.P.P. 

Know him?" 
"He's just about the best set-up fore

mim we've got." 

H e looked at me heavily. "We're let
ting Yeagger go. It finally checked 
out. He didn't leave the hills. 

He told us some other stuff. That was 
a no-good girl. Sewell, my brother says 
you're a good man. Why do you run 
around with those people? Like the way 
their money smells? "  

"Not that it's any o f  your business, 
but my boss belongs to that group." 

"It's too late to keep getting sore all 



the time. You know, this Yeagger hates 
your guts. He thinks you took the girl 
away from him. He thinks you were get
ting what he stopped getting." 

"If you're asking me, I wasn't." 
"Was your boss?" 
"He's a married man." 
"Yeagger thinks Willy Pryor knew 

about him and Mary." 
"I can hardly believe that." 

"Yeagger says she led him to be
lieve Willy got a detailed report 
from the girl on everything she 

did. He got the impression she sort of 
bragged to him." 

"She must have been giving Y eagger 
the needle." 

He yawned again. "So I'm back where 
I started. You go on home to bed, Sewell." 
He walked out with me. We had just 
reached the main door when Y eagger 
came down the corridor, Hilver with him. 
They had grabbed him in his work 
clothes, paint-stained jeans and a torn 
T shirt. Hard muscles bulged the tight 
jeans and soiled shirt. He looked surly 
and tired. 

"Glad you're in the clear, Nels," I said. 
He stared at me. "Are you?" 
"Yes. I am." 
I saw only an unreal flick of movement. 

The side of my face exploded. The cor
ridor turned onto its side and the floor 
slapped me. I didn't go completely out. 
I was vaguely aware of Hilver getting 
me onto the bench. Something was held 
under my nose that sent needles of ice 
up into my head. I sat up too fast and 
felt nauseated. 

Yeagger sat across the way, his face 
wooden. "You want to prefer charges 
against this comedian?" Kruslov asked. 

I shook my head weakly. "No. Let him 
go." 

Kruslov stood over Yeagger. "Nobody 
hits anybody here. Understand ?" Yeag
ger nodded. Kruslov slapped Yeagger 
with a heavy hand, then brought it back, 
slapping him with a backhand. The 
sounds were sharp in the corridor. Y eag
ger looked up at Kruslov, then closed 
his eyes. "Take off," Kruslov said. Yeag
ger went out into the night. The heavy 
door swung shut. It was three or four 
minutes before I felt well enough to 
drive myself home. A reporter and a 
cameraman were waiting for me. While 
one asked questions, the other took flash 
pictures. I answered politely, telling them 
nothing. Then I said that Y eagger had 
just been released. They took off in a 
hurry. 

In the morning I was surprised to find 
that the left side of my face looked nearly 
normal. There was some swelling, but not 
much. My mood was sour. Miss MacRae 
was fresh and gleaming. No cold. The 
morning was used up working with the 

factory representatives installing some 
new pieces of equipment for the C-12 
line. I wore coveralls over my suit. Later, 
when I was scrubbing grease off my 
hands, Dodd came into the washroom. 
He'd heard about Yeagger being released. 
We chatted for a while. He seemed 
dulled, dispirited. I couldn't feel sorry 
for him. I was tempted to needle him 
about his bad moment when the Bettiger 
woman mentioned the key, but it didn't 
seem worth the effort. 

He began asking casual questions about 
the C-12 line. They weren't sharp ques
tions. In fact some of them hardly made 
se�se. I began to sense that what I had 
mistaken for listlessness was actually an 
intense absorption with some inner prob
lem. 

"Is there something on your mind, 
Dodd? "  

"What? O n  m y  mind? No. What makes 
you ask? "  

I dropped it. H e  was obviously lying. 
About a third of his attention was there. 
The rest was far away. 

The cafeteria was closed and I went 
to a place near the plant and ate fried 
horrors for lunch. I came back and 
snarled at Toni, bullied my production 
chasers, chewed out the record clerk. 

At five o'clock, Nancy Raymond phoned 
me. She wanted me to meet her after 
work at a place called Raphael's, on 
Broad, a block from the bridge. She 
sounded insistent and she wouldn't tell 

me why. I agreed. As I hung up, Toni 
took her purse out of her desk and 
banged the drawer shut. "Will that be 
all, Mr. Sewell ? "  

I felt ashamed o f  myself. She had come 
in that morning, fresh, gay, and lovely, 
and I had given her a miserable work
out. "Toni, I'm damned sorry about to
day. I've been a bear." 

"That's perfectly all right." 
"Then smile." She tried to show a thin 

edge of tooth, but in the middle it got 
away from her, and the good grin came. 

The floor was done for the day. The 
big area was silent. I stood on the catwalk 
and watched Toni walk down toward the 
circular iron staircase at the end. She 
wore a brown linen suit, with a burnt 
orange handkerchief knotted around her 
throat. Her long legs had a nice swing. 
her hips moving firmly under the brown 
linen, head held high. She went out of 
sight down the staircase, heels tamping 
the metal. When she reappeared below, 
she smiled up at me, flash of white teeth 
in shadowed face. Then she was gone, 
and I heard the muted bell as she put 
her card in the clock. 

Raphael's is a discreet, muted, 
expensive cocktail lounge with 
quiet cocktail-hour piano, deep 

couches, sound proofing so dense that you 
feel as if you were speaking under water. 
It is a place for people to drink quietly, 
talk softly of plans that break hearts. 

"Guess what opened up in that empty store opposite the railroad station ! "  
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DEADLY VICTIM (eontinue.l l 

Nancy was at a -table for two when I 
walked in. She looked as if she had been 
there for some time. She had done some
thing severe with her hair, and it made 
her head look too small. A subdued waiter 
crept up with my drink and a refill for 
Nancy. She took such a big gulp that I 
raised my eyebrow. 

"No, not like at the club that time, 
Clint," she said. "This is for courage. 
You're the only one I can talk to." 

I smiled at her. "Talk." 
"You remember I told you about the 

quarrel when we got home, about Dodd 
storming out and not coming back until 
five. You're the only person who knows 
that. Yesterday, on the way to Pryor's, 
he said he had driven fifty or sixty miles 
out of town, parked, listened to the car 
radio, done some thinking and come back 
home. He said it would save embarrass
ment and awkward questions if I backed 
him up and said he hadn't gone out at 
all. He said no one had seen him. I didn't 
agree right away. Then at that meeting 
they talked about Yeagger. So when Ser
geant Hilver talked to me today, I backed 
up Dodd's lie. That Paul France person 
came to the house last night and I lied 
to him, too. Now I just don't know . . •  

what to think." 

She looked away. I knew it was 
no time for hedging. I leaned 
closer and lowered my voice. "Do 

you think he could have killed her?" 
"I don't know . . . what to think. I 

told you that. He's changed so. Now he 
seems like a stranger. Ever since we 
came back here he's been different. Every
body used to like him. He's so clever." 

Maybe I shouldn't have done it. I told 
her about the warnings I had about him, 
about how people felt about him in the 
company. 

Her eyes grew wide. "That's . . .  I was 
going to say incredible. But you'd have 
no reason to lie. Why are you telling 
me this?" 

"Because if you didn't know that about 
him, know that he's done a lot of climb
ing at the expense of others, then maybe 
underneath he's different than you think. 
And could have killed Mary." 

"But I've lived with him ! I'm married 
to him ! I know." 

"You know he seems like a stranger. 
Actually, though, I don't think he killed 
her." 

"Way down deep, neither do I, Clint. 
But he knows something about it. Maybe 
he knows who did it. I don't think he 
slept at all last night. I'd wake up and 
hear him pacing. He seems tense and 
excited about something. It  doesn't seem 
like guilt. I thought of that. He acts the 
way he does when he's planning some
thing." 

We talked our way through another 
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drink, getting nowhere. She put her 
gloves on slowly, sighing as she did so. 
"I need breathing space. Clint. Time to 
think about . . .  my life. That sounds 
awfully dramatic, doesn't it ? I think I'll 
go away. Just for a time. He can live at 
the lake with Mother Raymond and com
mute and be quite comfortable." 

"Maybe you ought to wait until they 
find out about Mary." 

"Maybe I'm afraid to." She glanced 
at her watch. "Thanks for meet
ing me. Clint. And thanks for 

. . .  other things." I stood up with her and 
watched her walk to the street dooi:. A 
handsome woman with a false look of 
composure. I regretted disclosing his 
ruthlessness to her. I had stolen the idol's 
ruby eye. Now if their marriage was 
patched, it would never be the same. She 
might try to write off my comments as 
slender, as jealousy, but in her heart 
she would see and know. 

I signaled for a final drink. I turned 
in the chair and watched the velvet bare 
shoulders of the girl at the cocktail piano. 
She had a style like Previn. A slanted 
mirror showed me her clever hands. The 
waiter hovered. I paid and left. 

I ate abundantly of spaghetti in town 
and drove home. I parked and headed 
for my door, then decided to walk off 
the starchy heaviness. I did a lot of 
thinking as I walked. I walked for per
haps an hour, turning right or left on 
impulse, but gradually circling back 
toward my apartment. I approached from 
the east, passing Toni's place, wondering 
if she was in, wondering which was her 
window. There was one house between 
ours. Then the big side lawn of the 
Speers' house. with big elms and careful 
shrubbery. I started to cut diagonally 
across the side lawn and stopped when 
I saw that my windows were lighted. 
There was a silhouette in front of one 
window. The hat shape was distinctive. 
A police car was parked beside my car. 
Another policeman leaned against my 
car. I moved deeper into the lot, stopped 
on the safe side of a large elm. I moved 
from tree to tree until I was as close as 
I dared get. 

A tow truck backed in noisily and 
hooked onto my car. Over the sound of 
the idling tow truck motor I heard the 
familiar voice of Kruslov saying, " . . .  
Bird's nearly finished with the apartment. 
You ride on in with the car, Danny, and 
go over that trunk again. See if you can 
find anything else." That last word 
chilled me. The tow truck took my car 
away. I spotted Kruslov near the patrol 
car. 

Mrs. Speers came around the corner 
of the house. She started to make a fuss 
about their taking my car away. saying 
I would be very angry. Kruslov was pa-

tient but very firm. His voice �ounded 
weary. 

"I'd like to ask you agam about 
Sunday. Mrs. Speers. You said he 
filled the back end of his car 

with trash and took it to the city dump. 
What was the trash in?" 

"I don't know why the city can't col
lect it like in other places. He had a 
carton of trash and a big brown canvas 
thing full." 

"How big?" 
"Oh, bigger than a blanket. He held 

it by the four corners like a sack." 
"Did he handle it like it was heavy ? '" 
"Of course, it was heavy ! I t  was full 

of trash." 
"Was it big enough to hold a body ? '' 
I heard her gasp. "That's the most 

ridiculous . . . .  " 
"Was it ! "  he barked. 
"Well . . .  a small body. But. . . .  " 
The patrol car radio began to make 

a sound like Donald Duck under a tin 
tub. Kruslov went over and spoke into 
the hand mike. "Haven't picked him up 
yet," he said to the patrolman. 

"You people must be out of your mind. 
Mr. Sewell is a very nice young man," 
Mrs. Speers said. 

When Kruslov spoke again. his voice 
was heavy with irritation and ponderous 
sarcasm. "He is a nice young man. We 
decided to look in the trunk of the cars 
of all the principals in the case. That'� 
where nice young men carry bodies 
around. An expert opened the trunk in 
the plant lot this afternoon. He vacuumed 
it. He found a tin can, an empty juice 
can. There was a thread caught in the 
jagged metal. The lab says the thread 
came off the Olan girl's skirt. They re
checked the skirt. They found some juice 
spots. On the first check they had found 
a piece of paper they couldn't account 
for. It comes off the label of a can of 
beans. This nice young man carried her 
body out of here with the trash." 

I saw Mrs. Speers turn and leave with
out a word. If only I'd remembered my 
promise to take her trash over to the 
dump on Monday night, the can would 
have been gone. Maybe there was a moral 
there, but it was indistinct. I stood in 
the sheltering night behind a thick tree 
and felt as i f  I were standing naked on 
a stage. 

A man came out of the apartment. He 
and Kruslov drove off. The patrolman 
stood in the doorway and then went in 
and closed the door and turned off all 
the lights. I wished I had left before the 
lights went off. He might be watching 
out a window. I left as quickly as I could. 
before his eyes could get accustomed to 
the night. There was a high hedge at 
the end of the yard. I wedged myself 
into it. I had been afraid of this happen-



ing. It had happened. Unlike most things, 
it was worse in actuality than in antici
pation. 

Fear grew larger and larger in my 
mind. Fear that I wasn't going to get out 
of this. They'd find the tarp. They conld 
type sweat. And my hands had been 
sweaty. They'd match the red belt in my 
drawer to the indentation on her dead 
throat. I wanted to start running through 
the night. It took a physical effort to stay 
there. 

I could think of only two people in the 
whole world who would listen to me. One 
was Tory Wylan. The other was Toni 
MacRae. I couldn't get to Tory. 

I moved like a thief through the adjoin
ing back yard. I stayed far enough back 
from the yellow house to see all the win
dows on that side. I did not see her. I 
tried the back and the other side. I did 
not dare try the front. I moved back to 
the west side of the house and saw her 
walk by in front of a window wearing a 
yellow robe, wrapping a towel around her 
dark hair. I wanted to yell her name. I 
picked up pebbles. The second and third 
clinked against the glass. She came to 
the window. I took my lighter out, lit it, 
and held it under my chin, illuminating 
my face. I held my hand in the light and 
beckoned to her. The wind blew the flame 
out. 

She stood there, not moving. I saw her 
shrug. She would remember her careless 
phrase and think I had that on my mind. 
She moved away from the window. When 
she passed it again, she was putting a 
coat on. I waited by a bush. A minute 
or so later, she came walking down along 
the side of the house toward me. Twenty 
feet from me, she called out in a loud 
clear voice, "Where are you, Mr. Sewell." 

I hissed at her to be quiet. She must 
have sensed my panic. She came to me 
and whispered, "What's wrong? What's 
the matter?"  

"The police are after me. They think 
I killed Mary Olan." 

"How stupid ! "  

"Please keep your voice down. I did
n't kill her. Whoever did, planted 
the body in my apartment. I got 

it out and took it up into the hills in my 
car. They can prove I did that. And so 
they'll think. . . . " 

"Clint," she said forlornly. "Oh, Clint, 
you utter ilamn fool." 

"I know. I knew it as soon as I'd done 
it. But I lost my head." 

She started telling me I ought to go 
right to the police. I kept saying I couldn't 
that it looked too had, that I wouldn't 
have a chance. She said if I tried to run, 
it would be worse. Finally she asked me 
just what I expected her to do. I told 
her I wanted time to think, and I wanted 
to tell her the whole story-all of it. 

She turned and looked at the house. 
Just enough light came from the windows 
so that I could see she was biting her 
lip. She said she thought she could sneak 
me in. I began to protest about involving 
her, but she wouldn't listen. Her mind 
was made up. She handled it like an ex· 
pert, creating a diversion in the kitchen 
while I made it up the back stairs in my 
stocking feet. I waited at the top of the 
stairs. She came up, checked the hall, 
motioned to me. We made it into her 
room. She closed and locked the door. 
She closed the blinds on the two windows. 
I was shaking badly. I sat in the one 
overstuffed chair and lighted a cigarette. 

The room was ugly. She had tried 
to change it, but no one could've 
succeeded. It distressed me that 

the alive Toni should be compressed into 
this characterless room, with its poison· 
ous green walls. I hoped she dated often, 
but there cannot be a date every night. 
Some evening she would spend here, 
washing out things, reading, doing her 
hair and nails, listening to the small 
gray plastic radio. She kept the room 
neat and spotlessly clean. She had her 
own bathroom. 

She turned the radio to a mystery 
drama to mask the sound of our voices. 
She insisted that we whisper. She brought 
a chair so close our knees touched. I told 
all there was to tell. It took a long time. 
I told how the can had torn a thread from 
her skirt when I had pushed it down in 
between the tarp and her body to mask 
the woman shape of her. When anyone 
walked down the hall she made me stop. 

I finished and said, "Now do you think 
I should turn myself in?"  

"I  don't know," she said. "I  just don't 
know. While they're looking for you, they 
won't be looking for who really did it." 

"They won't look after they have me, 
either." 

She paced the room slowly, frowning. 
She came back to me. She put her hand 
on my wrist and looked into my eyes. 
"Somehow, Clint, tomorrow I can find 
out how . . .  how convinced they are. If 
they aren't completely sure, you should 
go in, give yourself up. But if they want 
. . . want to kill you, you'll have to go 
away. Somehow, some way, I'll get you 
away from here. You can stay here until 
tomorrow." 

The radio blatted its nonsense, but did 
not spoil the mood or what I was think
ing. Her eyes were on mine, fine and level 
and good. Maybe it had been germinating 
for a long time. I don't know. Maybe it 
was just because life is a particularly 
lonely operation, and most of love is just 
having someone on your side. Up until 
that moment she had been an alive girl, 
neatly stacked, a female I might just pos
sibly try to get involved with. And in 
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(continued) 

that special moment she turned into . 
what she had been all along-Toni 
M:acRae, uniquely and brilliantly herself. 
It happened in that moment. An alchemy 
which joins lives. It was with utter blank 
astonishment that I realized I loved her. 
I gawked at all the miracles of her. 

She flushed and snatched her hand 
away. "Please don't think that be
cause I said you could stay here . . .  " 

I caught her hand. "Toni, we turned 
a corner. This is a new road. I've never 
b en here before." 

"Not so loud ! What on earth do you 
mean ?" 

"I'll start at a standard place. I love 
you." 

"Nonsense ! "  
"There's no handy flame t o  hold my 

hand in. No dragon to slay. But one 
handy gesture I can make." I wasn't kid
ding. I went to the door, unlocked it. She 
caught me when I was si.x feet down the 
hall, caught me with surprising strength, 
her face very pale. I went back into the 
room with her and she relocked the door, 
leaned against it, eyes closed. "Fool ! "  
she whispered. She opened her eyes and 
raised her head and looked at me. "Is 
what you said true ?" 

"You shouldn't cry," I said inanely. 
It took her three fragile tentative steps 

to come into my arms. "You, too?" I said 
before I kissed her. 

"Of course," she said. We kissed. Then 
she looked at me, eyes wide like sooty 
saucers. Gamin grin through tears. And 
kiss again. "My ! "  she said. "It's sort of 
. . .  like a bonus." 

There were many kisses and much talk. 
An orgy of discovery. For a time we held 
the cloud back, but then it was with us 
again, but this time my safety was more 
precious to both of us. Kruslov loomed 
over us, impossible to ignore. I wanted 
her. It could be my last free night on 
earth. But it would have been haste and 
greed, and not right-and would have 
been, as such, too great a confirmation 
of the hopelessness of my situation. 

There was an empty room down the 
hall, unlocked. After the house had set
tled down for the night she took me down 
there and, after many dire whispered 
warnings about no lights, no smoking, no 
running water, left me there with the 
print of her lips on mine, to lie in dark
ness on a strange bed while they hunted 
me throughout the nighttime city. I heard 
sirens once before I finally fell asleep. 

I could tell by the light at the window 
that it was early when Toni tiptoed in 
to awaken me. She wore a pale gray suit 
and a yellow blouse. I held my breath 
while she kissed my sour morning mouth, 
leaving a fla

.
vor of toothpaste. She quickly 

straightened the rumpled bed and we 
went back to her room. I held her' tightly. 
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I didn't want her to go. She seemed con
siderably more optimistic than I felt. She 
said she felt certain she could get to see 
Captain Kruslov, by hinting that she had 
some information about me. I told her 
to be careful. For the first time, it oc
curred to me that she could also be pun
ished for hiding me. I told her her boss 
wouldn't be in today. 

She gave me my orders. Not a sound 
while she was gone. She stayed while I 
was in the bathroom. I used her tooth
paste on the corner of a towel. When I 
came out, I held her closely. She left, 
locking me in. The long day began. 

I heard people moving around. I heard 
a vacuum cleaner. I heard morning de
livery trucks. I began to starve to death. 
I could not risk using the radio to find 
out what they were saying about me. I 
began to think our plan exceptionally 
stupid. There was little to see out the 
window. Next door an old man, scrawny 
and withered as a dead chicken, guided 
an asthmatic power mower back and forth 
across the May grass. 

He came at one o'clock. I heard his 
voice in the hall, suave and easy. "l know 
this is unusual, Mrs. Timberland. She 
was supposed to have phoned you before 
now. It's office work she brought home, 
and we need it at the plant today. It  
should be all right if you watch me to 
make certain I don't steal anything." He 
laughed and the woman laughed un
certainly. 

A key turned in the lock and the door 
swung open before I could come out of 
my stupor in time to hide in ·closet or 
bathroom. Paul France smiled knowingly 
at me. The landlady, a worn woman with 
a muzzle like a boxer dog, stared at me 
in sudden shock, then shrilled, "What are 
you doing in my house ?" 

France turned her around. "Now I 
will take care of this, Mrs. Timber
land. I'll have this man out of 

here in five minutes. We can't have this 
sort of thing, can we ? I'm disappointed 
in Miss MacRae." He closed the door. I 
heard her walk slowly down the hall. 

"Just two houses away and they look 
for you in six states, Sewell." He shook 
his head and clucked ·sadly. "Very deco
rative young lady in your office. And a 
Joan of Arc look about her today. Sacri
ficial. Noble. And an appointment with 
Kruslov for three this afternoon. Person
nel was co-operative about providing her 
home address." 

"Now what ?" 
"This fearless investigator takes you . " m .  
"Do you think I did it?" 
"What I think is beside the point. I 

have to keep busy. Let's be orderly. about 
this. Don't try anything, because nothing 
will work. I guarantee that. Open the 

door slowly. That's right. Now stand in 
the hall with your back to me. Good," 

I heard him take the key from the lock. 
I heard it fall to the floor, heard the faint 
rustle of his clothing as he bent over to 
piCk it up. I swung my leg back hard. 
My heel hit something. There was a truly 
theatrical sound of falling. I turned. He 
had fallen inside the room on his face. 
He grunted and moved his right arm. His 
glasses were two feet from his head, un
broken. I picked up the key, closed the 
door, and locked it. Mrs. Timberland was 
down in the front hall. "Tell your friend 
she doesn't stay here another night," she 
yelled at me. 

A the front door swung shut, I 
heard France banging on the bed
room door. I threw the key into 

some bushes. I went down the street, walk
ing fast, trying not to run. I knew I couldn't 
run away. I knew what they would do 
to Toni-knew what they would do to her. 
I caught a city bus at the second corner. 
I got off a block from headquarters. I 
went to the sergeant behind the wire win
dow and asked for Captain Kruslov. I 
was told he was busy. I said my name 
was Sewell and I would wait. Then he 
looked at me for. the first time. There fol
lowed a scene of considerable confusion. 
I had spoiled the script. The service was 
surly. I was booked, photographed, de
prived of the contents of my pockets, my 
belt and my shoe laces and left in a cell 
for twenty minutes. Then I was taken 
upstairs to a small bare room with barred 
windows, long table, six chairs, spitoon, 
wall clock, and girlie calendar. The 
thighs were the same, but this time a wind 
had lifted the skirt. 

A gum-chewing patrolman guarded me 
for fifteen minutes and left when Kruslov, 
Hilver, a strange civilian, and the male 
stenographer came in in fast single file. 
There was just one empty chair left 
over. 

"Well, damn it, where were you all 
night?" Kruslov asked. 

"Under a lilac bush." 
The back of his hand was like a pine 

board. It cut the inside of my mouth and 
rocked me so far over I nearly fell off 
the chair. Kruslov regarded me steadily. 
"That will set the tone here, Sewell. 
Where were you last night?" 

"Under a specific lilac bush which I 
can show you on request. It is two hun
dred feet from my apartment. It is near 
the house where my secretary lives. This 
morning I sneaked into her room after 
she had gone to work. Then I decided to 
come in." 

"To make a full confession?" 
"Yes, sir." 
"Tell it in your own words." 
"Sergeant Hilver and another officer 

woke me up Sunday morning. . . " 



"Start further back. Start with killing 
her." 

"But I didn't kill her. I moved the 
body. I found it in my closet, so I moved 
it." 

He moved like a bear. He lifted me out 
of the chair with one big hand on my 
throat, swung me around, and banged 
my back against the wall. My head hit 
hard, dazing me. Through the haze I 
heard his soft deep voice. "In your closet, 
just like that?" He let go of me. "Sit 
down. We'll start again. We've got the 
rest of today, all tonight, all tomorrow, 
all the time in the world, Sewell. We'll 
start again." 

We started again. I told them about 
the red belt. I told them about the tarp 
in the birch tree. I told them every de
tail. But I hadn't killed her, and I told 
them that, too. They told me how I had 
killed her. They told me I was drunk. 
They told me they were all men of the 
world, that they'd give me every break. 

It came in waves. We'd be all buddy
buddy for a while, and then Kruslov 
would start hitting me again. He con
centrated on one side of my face. It got 
sore. I got sore. But it was helpless 
anger. They left me alone with · the 
stranger. He had an oily manner. He 
gave me a cigarette, told me Kruslov 
was a good officer, a tireless officer. He 
told me I could save myself a lot of 
trouble. It told him to go to hell. Then 
he tried the Kruslov approach. It was 
a mistake. I hit him right between the 
eyes, hurting my hand, knocking him 
back across the table to fall between the 
chairs on the other side. The others came 
storming in. The oily one wanted me 
held while he worked me over. Kruslov 
ordered him out of the room. We started 
all over again. 

I stuck to the truth. They began to 
work on me in shifts. They finally got 
me into a semi-hypnotic state. Their 
heads all looked as big as bushel bas
kets. I had trouble understanding the 
questions. Their voices seemed to start 
inside my head. My voice had deterio
rated to a husky whisper. Somebody 
brought in the red belt and the tarp and 
glossy pictures of the body. I was in the 
bottom of a well with a big face staring 
down at me. I squatted down there, be
yond their reach, no longer caring-but 
doggedly whispering the truth. I felt 
drunk. 

Finally it all stopped. I sat in silence. 
I heard Kruslov yawn. He said, "I'm 
sick of his face. Let's take a break. Take 
him back down, Hilver." 

Thev had to take me by Kruslov. J 
pulled my arm free and swung, a 
pathetic effort. He stepped back. 

I fell to my hands and knees. Hilver 
yanked me back up. At the cell door I 

asked him what time it was. He said it 
was three in the morning. The cell 
smelled like a flooded cellar. 

In my special innocence I had thought 
police brutality a thing of newsstand 
legend. Oh, they might pound some 
humility into the street-corner arrogance · 
of weasel-faced, ducktail haircut, pim
pled little thieves, but they would not 
lay heavy hands on such as me. But 
they had. 

Pride is seldom tested. You seldom 
have to lay manhood on the line. I was 
a lost child and the big boys had beaten 
me up in a schoolyard corner. Kruslov's 
hands had taken something out of me, 
but put something back. 

I had spent too much of my life un
touched by that sort of thing. Murder 
was no game, no joke. Strangely, the 
hours in that shabby room had brought 
me to the final and complete realization 
of Mary Olan's death. I had done some 
growing up since her death, most of it 
in that room with Kruslov. 

Someone had killed her. Her life had 
stopped. And I had to know who had 
done it, or risk dying in his place. 

I spent all day Thursday in the cell. 
They did not come for me again. They 
brought tasteless food at intervals. No 
one came near me. There was nothing 
to read, nothing to hear, little to see. 
It was a quiet place. 

Kruslov came to see me at dusk. He 

was relaxed, almost amiable. He seemed 
puzzled by my bitterness toward him. "I came to tell you that now you're 

here on a first-degree charge. 
The D. A. just approved the file 

for prosecution. So you're entitled to get 
hold of a lawyer. If I was in your spot, 
I'd want Jerry Hyers. He's tough and 
smart. You can phone him, or I'll do it 
for you. Don't look so suspicious. It's a 
good steer. I've got no reason to be sore 
at you. You're not in the killing busi
ness. You got mixed up with a bad 
woman. It could happen to anybody. We 
got enough so you might get off better 
with a full confession. Hyers can ad
vise you on that. Maybe you held out 
and took a lot of grief last night for no 
good reason." 

He was completely impersonal about 
it. A job, and he was finished with it, 
except for testifying later. He asked me 
if I wanted to call anybody else, and I 
thought and said No. I cou ldn't talk to 
Toni in my present mood. He left me a 
newspaper and went off to call Hyers. 

The paper had printed one of the 
pictures of me taken right after Yeagger 
had hit me. It was on page one. I looked 
into the lens with sickly smile. a vision 
of guilt. The feature story tried me, 
convicted me. and executed me. They 
had an explanation of the car problem. 
When she had sobered up, she had 

"Sorry, M'sieu-we don't have any 'Baked Subway Train' !" 
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driven me back to the club. We had 
headed for the Pryor farm in both cars. 
I had stopped her where her car was 
found, brought her back to my apart· 
ment, where I had killed her, then left 
the body, taken my car to the club, 
walked two miles back. It was fantastic, 
yet stated with such conviction it be
came plausible. There was talk of belt, 
of juice can and thread, and hints of 
further evidence. Police work was 
praised. They cal led me an "important 
executive" of C.P.P. 

I spent my second bleak night in a 
cell. Willy Pryor came to visit me Friday 
morning. He had aged since the con
ference at his house. I had never seen 
him before in a business suit. He moved 
like an old man. His head trembled. 
It was an utterly weird conversation, 
starting with my tel ling him firmly I 
hadn't killed her. He ignored that. 

"She was a wild, reckless girl," he 
said. 

"I didn't kill her." 
"Myrna and I tried to do our best 

for her. A good Christian home. We 
taught her right from wrong. We tried 
to tell ourselves she was just high spir
ited. But now that she's dead, I have to 
face the facts. She was promiscuous. 
She was evil." 

"Mr. Pryor, 1 didn't kill her. I want 
you to know that." 

He lifted his head and looked at me 
with the patriarchal sternness of the 
Old Testament. "She lived for lust, for 
the gratification of the itch of the flesh. 
You were one of those she used. She 
sinned with you, Mr. Sewell." 

"In the vernacular, I never got beyond 
first base." 

"Do you deny knowing her carnally ?"  
"I  certainly do." 
He stared at me for a long time, mak

ing me uncomfortable. The guard shifted 
from one foot to the other. "Her father 
was an evil man, Mr. Sewell. The daugh
ter inherited his instincts. She sinned 
with many men. She was a bad example 
in my home, for my daughters. I pity 
her soul. Whoever kil led her acted as 
the instrument of the vengeance of the 
Lord." He stood up and looked down 
at me, nostrils flaring. "God have mercy 
on you," he said. 

"Now wait a minute." 
"Be of good faith," he said. 

I was still dazed by that interview 
when Jerome B. Hyers was let into 
my cell ten minutes later. He was 

purposeful. I think I finally convinced 
him I hadn't done it. We settled on a 
fee. I insisted he hire an investigator, 
and recommended Paul France. 

He said .I would soon be transferred 
to the new county jail and held there 
until trial in early December. No possi-
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bility of bail. He left after agreeing to 
get in touch with Miss MacRae and tell 
her I wanted to see her. He had been 
uninterested in my angry report about 
being slapped around. 

A five-thirty they took me to a room 
· where Toni was waiting. They left 

us alone. We kissed and she wept 
and we kissed again, and both tried to 
talk at once. She'd tried to see me before 
and they wouldn't let her, in spite of her 
persistence. She'd gotten clothing and 
toilet articles from my apartment through 
Mrs. Speers and left them at the desk 
for me. We told each other everything 
would work out. I told her how France 
had come to her room and found me, and 
told her about arranging through Hyers 
to hire him. She told me hesitantly, trying 
to smile bravely, that if I did have to go 
to prison for a little while, or even a 
long time, she would work to get me free 
and would wait until I was free. She said 
she would come to see me the next morn
ing, Saturday morning. After her time 
was up and I was taken back, my cell 
seemed more cold, more bare, and more 
frightening after having a chance to hold 
my tall warm lovely girl in my arms. 

I was released at ten-fifteen on Satur
day morning. The things they had taken 
from me were given back to me. I had 
shaved that morning under supervision. 
Hyers waited impatiently while I put the 
laces back in my shoes. He took me 
across the street to a small restaurant for 
coffee. He said with indignation they 
would have let me stay there all week
end. Too damn much trouble to let me 
out. I demanded to know what exactly 
in the hell was going on. 

"It's like this." he said, stirring his 
coffee, "they found Dodd Raymond early 
this morning. He'd parked his car on one 
of the farm roads of the Pryor farm, 
climbed on the roof of the car, tossed his 
tow rope over a limb, and tied it around 
his neck and swung off into space. Some 
kids found him. After the police cut him 
down, they found the Olan girl's purse 
on him, and the missing key to your 
apartment. His wife has admitted lying 
about his not going out after they got 
home from that party. Raymond was out 
until five. And the wife said she was cer
tain Raymond had rented some kind of 
place where he could have been seeing 
the Olan girl. So you're in the clear. 
They've dropped charges. Turn this slip 
in at the police garage on Fourth Street, 
and they'll give you your car. My fee is 
three hundred. Mail a check to my office. 
You're damn lucky Raymond broke. Per
sonally, I didn't think much of your 
chances. Got to run." He shook hands 
and bustled out. 

I found the police garage and recov
ered my car. I drove to the apartment. 

Toni came running out of the door and 
stopped and stared at me. "What are you 
doing here ?"  We both said the same 
words at the same moment. She had heard 
nothing about Raymond. I answered her 
question first. We went in. She cried 
again, but these were different tears. 
Better type of tears. Then she answered 
my question. 

"I live here," she said. "Mrs. Timber
land made me leave. Mrs. Speers is abso
lutely wonderful .  We thought it would be 
simpler if I just moved in until things 
were settled. I was just ready to come 
down and see you. I've got all this food 
I was going to bring and . . .  " 

Mrs. Speers k.nocke

.

d and came in, 
beaming. "I thought I'd give you 

.... a few minutes alone. I heard it 
on the radio. It's like I told those . . .  
uh . . .  stupid flatfeet. You couldn't have 
killed that girl." 

"I appreciate that," I said. 
She said that if she found a body in 

her home, she would certain ly get rid of 
it immediately. It was too nice a neigh
borhood, except for that Timberland 
biddy down the street. She and Toni had 
become great friends. 

She said, "You know, I can't help but 
feel a little disappointed that they re
leased you so quickly, Clinton. Isn't that 
dreadful of me? I've so enjoyed the ex
citement. and people staring at the house. 
Poor Mr. Raymond. Mary must have 
driven him insane. Her mother was such 
a lovely person. Her father was a rounder, 
though. You'll have to move to a hotel 
room until Toni can find a place, Clinton. 
Of course it would save her all that 
trouble if you two could get married right 
away." She waved a coy finger at us and 
backed out and closed the door. 

This was a weekend for holiday. Toni 
was so happy she seemed to generate 
l ight. Her smile faded when I said T had 
to go see Nancy. She agreed and said she 
would wait for me there. 

I was sombre by the time I turned into 
the Raymond drive. Mrs. Raymond's 
heavy old car was there, back from the 
lake. The muscular Irish nurse opened 
the door and told me Mrs. Raymond 
senior was resting, and took me to a small 
study to wait for Nancy. She spoke in a 
whisper. 

Nancy appeared in five minutes. She 
wore black and moved like an automaton. 
She gave me a cold hand. "So good of 
you to stop by, Clint." 

"Nancy, I'm sorry." 
"Do sit down. won't you?"  
"Is there anything I can do?" 
"I'd thought of asking you to be a pall 

bearer, but under the circumstances 
Mother Raymond decided we shouldn't 
have any. The funeral will be at two on 
Monday at the Upmann Funeral Home." 



I couldn't get beyond her formal glaze. 
"Nancy ! "  
"I'm perfectly all right, Clint. I'm 

standing it very well. I made a formal 
identification of the body this morning 
at nine. They've released the body to the 
Upmann Funeral Home. The family 
burial plot is here in Warren, of course. 
Mother Raymond wants the Reverend 
Doctor Lamarr to give the service. I 
phoned him. He said he would make it 
quite short, and keep it in good taste. 
Mother Raymond has always been a good 
friend of the church. Of course the 
Pryors belong to the same . . . .  " 

I took her by the shoulders. "Nancy, 
remember me? I'm your friend, Clint." 

Her face broke. She began to cry. She 
lay on the leather couch in the small 
gloomy study and cried herself to ex· 
haustion while I sat by her and held her 
hand. It was a long time before she 
could talk again. In a voice that was 
hers, she said, "I didn't cry before. I 
guess I needed to." I didn't answer. I 
knew she would talk now. "I was going 
to go away, you know. I was going to 
leave him. He was in trouble and he 
didn't even tell me. I . . . I failed him 
somehow. He wanted more than . . . I 
could give him." 

"He wouldn't find more with Mary 
Olan. He'd find a lot less." 

"I told you how strangely he was act
ing. He wasn't sleeping hardly at all the 
last three nights. He didn't care about the 
plant any more. He was making his mind 
up about something. Yesterday he came 
home in the afternoon with his hands all 
dirty and didn't even notice it until I 
told him. He seemed almost . . . wildly 
excited. He looked at his hands and 
said, 'Dust of years gone by. Or call it 
gold dust.' Later he said, 'I've got it 
made, honey. C.P.P. can go to hell. From 
here on in we're really going to be in 
business.' He kept smiling to himself. He 
left after dinner. He didn't tell me where 
he was going. He made a phone call be
fore he left. I didn't hear who he talked 
to or what he said. And I never saw him 
alive again. . . ." 

For a time I had comforted her. Now 
she had gone away again. I held her 
hand for a time. I guess she was 

thinking of the good yea;rs. I don't think 
she noticed me leave. 

A ca� had parked behind mine. I met 
Kruslov and Hilver as they walked to
ward the house. I stood in front of Krus
lov and said, "Wouldn't an apology be 
in order, Captain ?" 

He stopped and g\Qwered at me. 
"Apology. You want ap. apology. You 
move a body, mess up dvidence, compli
cate my work. You hide when we want 
you. There's &tatutes to cover it I can 
use. Apology ! Just get out of my way.'' 

I got out of his way. He didn't look 
back, though Hilver did. I got into my 
car and drove away. 

Later, after Toni and I had packed a 
lunch, evaded reporters, left some of my 
things in a hotel room and driven far 
into the country, we sat on a grassy bank 
and flipped crumbs to the river minnows. 
The sun was hot. When I lay back the 
roundness of her thigh under apricot 
slacks fitted the nape of my neck per
fectly. 

"Stop frowning," she said, her finger
tips in my hair. 

"I can't help it. It's too easy. Dodd 
was cold, Toni. He thought of all the 
angles. Could he kill? For gain, perhaps. 
Would he kill himself? Only if certain 
of being caught. But he wasn't. And 
there was no gain for him in Mary's 
death." 

"It's all over, Clint. You're out of it. 
Just think of us." 

But I couldn't. The package was too 
neatly wrapped and tied. Toni knew 
I couldn't drop it. She knew I 

would meddle. And in the end she sighed 
.and gave up. As we were walking back 
to the car she stopped and took hold of 
my arm. Her eyes were dark and wide 
on mine. 

"Be so very careful," she said. "So 
very, very careful, darling." 

There are very few places where a man 
can dirty his hands with the dust of the 

past. After I left Toni back at the apart� 
ment, I went first to the Warren Publir; 
Library. I found, with the co-operation 
of a pretty little pixie of a librarian, 
that not only did one have to sign to 
examine old newspapers-and Dodd Ray
mond had not signed-but the old papers 
were on microfilm. 

The second stop was the Warren 
Ledger Building, a tan oblong of 
stone and aluminum. I arrived a few 

minutes after five. A girl downstairs 
directed me to the second floor. The file 
of bound copies of the paper was next to 
the morgue. A round messy littie man 
told me to help myself, remarking that 
most people went to the library and only 
the people on the paper used these files 
very much. 

He left me in the small room. There 
were two sets of bound copies, one locked 
behind glass, the other set, covering one 
whole wall and part of another, looking 
much used. They were bound in dark red 
fabric, the dates stamped on the spine. 
They were certainly dusty . enough. The 
three most recent volumes were quite 
clean of dust. I began to look at the 
older ones, feeling helpless about the 
task I had set myself. Then I saw one, 
an old one, wiped quite clean of dust. I 
looked at the others. It was the only 
clean one. With an inner tremble of 
anticipation, I lifted it out and carried it 
to the table. I began to turn the pages. 

"I don•t know how. old I am-I can only count apples and oranges !" 
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DEADLY VICTIM (continued) 

The papers were yellowed, the corners 
brittle. The type face was more old
fashioned than in current editions. A 
half hour later, . two-thirds of the way 
through the volume, I found what I had 
hoped to find. I read the story through 
subsequent editions up to a last little 
page-eight squib telling of the transfer 
of Mrs. Rolph Olan from a local hospital 
to a private mental institution. 

It was not a pretty story. Mary Olan 
had come home from school at two-thirty. 
The little girl had run into the house. 
She had seen her father's car in the drive 
and was eager to see him. It was a Wed
nesday afternoon, day off for the cook 
and maid. Her mother stood on the bot
tom stair of the front staircase, a bloody 
kitchen knife in her hand. Her husband 
lay on the floor on his back in front of 
her, stabbed through the heart. Nadine 
Olan was in a state of shock, unable to 
answer questions. 

The paper treated the whole thing as 
delicately as possible, though hinting 
most coyly that Rolph Olan had led an 
activ«!' extramarital career. Except for 
John Olan, the baby, asleep in his crib 
upstairs, the house was empty. Nobody 
was able to establish who had phoned 
Rolph at his office just before he had 
gone home. It was suspected that Nadine 
had called him home. 

At first Nadine responded to treat
ment. She claimed she had been upstairs 
and heard her husband's voice speaking 
to someone and then heard a heavy fall. 
She had worried and gone down and 
instinctively pulled the knife from his 
chest. The next she knew, Mary was 
screaming. 

Ater a few days of calmness. her 
mind had failed quickly. I wonder
ed if it had failed when facing the 

insoluble problem of whether she had 
killed him. Before she gave a confession 
of sorts, an incoherent portion of which 
was published in the paper, police had 
looked for a man believed to have been 
seen riding home with Rolph Olan, and 
seen later crossing a back yard a block 
from the Olan home. Her confession 
spoke of angels of death and the venge
ance of the Lord, of sin and retribution. 
It put an end to official speculation about 
some other person involved. During the 
days and nights following the murder, 
the accused's brother, Willis Pryor, spent 
countless hours by her bedside. He was 
tireles� in proclaiming her innocence. He 
criticised the inertia of the police. After 
her collapse Willis Pryor had withdrawn 
from nearly all civic and business activ
ities. 

I went over it again. I didn't have 
much. Certainly less than Dodd Ray
mond had. He had known enough to kill 
him. But it was his town. He'd know 
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more than was in the paper. And he 
could have learned more from Mary Olan. 

All I had was a hunch. A hunch about 
the evil of righteousness. 

I was poor company for Toni that night 
when I took her out to dinner. I believe 
she was half hurt, half amused by my 
distraction. To make up for it I phoned 
her from the hotel. I thought of her sit
ting in my dark apartment at my phone. 
We sairl the things one would expect to 
be said under such circumstances, very 
fine things indeed. 

Two hours later a nightmare. fast as a 
spider, chased me down the empty streets 
of my dreams. chased me into wakeful
ness. I stood at the hotel window and 
smoked and thought and decided what 
I would do. 

The Pryor farm was a showplace, with 
fat black cattle chomping lush green 
grass behind bone white fences. A bunch 
of horses ran just for the hell of it. I 
turned into the place, between the two 
big fieldstone pillars. The gravel road led 
to the tenant house where John Fidd 
lived. Beyond the tenant house on a hill
side were the cottages where the Pryors 
stayed when they slept over at the farm. 
Barns and silos were clustered off to the 
left. 

Mr. Fidd came out of the house and 
said that he was too busy to show 
me where Dodd Raymond had 

been found. He went back inside. Minutes 
later, as I stood around wondering what 
to do next, one of the Pryor girls came 
bouncing up in a jeep, turning between 
the pillars. coming from the direction of 
town. She wore a faded riding habit, and 
looked as brown and placid and uncom
plicated as a koala bear. 

I had to ask her which one she was, 
and she said she was Skeeter, the eldest. 
We talked about Mary's death. and Dodd 
Raymond, and she blushed when she said 
that she and her sisters had been almost 
sure I hadn't killed Mary. Fidd saddled 
a big rangy. wild-eyed stallion for her, 
and I followed along after her in the 
jeep, refusing a horse with thanks. She 
guided me to the road and the big tree 
where the kids had found Dodd hanging. 
She swung down and tied the horse to 
the fence and showed me the tree. the big 
limb, where Dodd's car had stood. 

"I wonder why he killed her, Skeeter." 
"I didn't know him very well. Just to 

say hello. Gee, everything seems so dull 
now without Mary. I miss her awfully. 
She was wonderful. We loved her. I don't 
know why he did such an awful thing. 
You did sort of an awful thing, too, 
coming up to the lake last Sunday
gosh, just a week ago today-after dump
ing Mary out in the woods like you did, 
then acting so calm." 

"I was scared to death. It was a stupid 

thing to do. When I found her in my 
closet, I lost my head." 

She weighed that carefully, then 
nodded. "I guess you could have been 
pretty scared. I can't believe she's dead. 
She was so alive." 

I played my card cautiously. "Maybe 
a little bit too alive for her Uncle Willy." 

She looked at me coldly, closing 
the family front door. "What 
gives you that idea ?"  

"I knew her pretty well, Skeeter. Well 
enough to talk to." 

"Have you got a cigarette? I'm not 
supposed to smoke. so I don't dare carry 
any. The rest of the family is coming out 
for a picnic. I'm meeting them here." 

I gave her a cigarette and lighted it. 
She leaned against the angular yellow 
fender of the jeep. She grinned at me. 
"Mary just about drove Daddy crazy. He's 
terribly strict with us. He tried to be the 
same way with Mary. but it didn't work. 
At Christmas time Daddy caught Jigger 
kissing a boy. Just kissing a boy ! So she 
got six weeks of full restriction, no dates, 
no allowance, no movies, no television. 
Over a year ago, when he caught Dusty 
kissing a boy, he grabbed her so hard 
he hurt her arm so she couldn't use it for 
nearly a week. He felt sorry for that and 
she didn't get but two weeks full restric
tion. I guess I shouldn't have told you 
that. It doesn't seem loyal to Daddy. But 
he is so darn stuffy about things." 

"Then Mary fought with your father?"  
Skeeter frowned. "It wasn't fighting. 

He'd get so mad. he'd shake all over. 
And he wouldn't talk to her. When she 
would stay out all night it was the worst. 
She never seemed to get mad. She'd act 
as if she were laughing at him. When it 
got too bad. she'd go away on a trip. like 
to Spain this last time. Daddy didn't like 
that, either. There's some legal reason 
why we had to have her with us when
ever she wanted to stay. The same with 
Johnny. But it used to seem to me she'd 
stay with us just to needle Daddy. She 
didn't have to. She had lots of money of 
her own." 

"How would she needle him ?" 
"I could never figure exactly how. 

There was one time last month up here 
at the farm. It was a good hot sun, if 
you were out of the wind. Mary liked to 
be tan all over. Daddy would never let 
us sunbathe the way she did. She'd gone 
over near the woods. Jigger found Daddy 
in the upstairs window of the north cot
tage with binoculars looking toward the 
woods. J igger guessed Daddy was trying 
to see if Mary was meeting anybody. So 
Jigger told Mary. That night at dinner 
Mary held her hands like field glasses 
and stared at Daddy then started to 
laugh. She laughed so hard she cried. 
Daddy left the table. Later I heard' him 



reading the Bible out loud. He does . . .  
used to do that a lot when Mary got 
him upset." 

I had almost all of it, nearly every
thing I needed. I looked at the healthy 
snub-nosed girl and hoped she and her 
sisters wouldn't hate me too much. I 
hoped they'd find the strength they would 
need. 

"Even so this must be hard on your 
father, losing his sister's daughter. I 
guess your father and his sister were 
close." 

"They were a year apart. He was sick 
for a long time after she died. I was only 
a tiny baby then, younger than Johnny. 
Mother still talks about how sick Daddy 
was. I better give Simpy some more exer
cise. He's restless." She started to walk 
toward the horse. 

I made it casual. I said, "I didn't see 
your mother at the lake last Sunday." 

"Oh, she came up with us Saturday. 
Daddy doesn't like us to go up alone. 
Then he phoned very early Sunday, say
ing Mary hadn't gotten home. He said he 
was worried, so Nels drove mother back 
to town. Daddy stayed in town Saturday 
night." 

"Nobody went up this weekend." 
"No. I guess we won't use it much. It's 

practically closed." 
"Was anybody out here Friday night? "  
"John Fidd was here, and the hands, 

and Daddy was out here working around, 
but none of them saw Mr. Raymond. He 
must have driven in one of the back 
gates." 

"Your father get home late from 
here?" 

She frowned at  me. "Not very, why? 
I really have to exercise Simpy." 

She rode off, hooves drumming the 
May field. I looked at the tree. Dodd 
Raymond had hung there, night dew on 
his shoulders and his wavy hair, two 
hundred pounds at the end of a tow 
rope, until dawn came and all the birds 
woke up. I drove the jeep back the way 
I had come. following my tire tracks in 
the pasture grass. 

Toni said it was none of my business, 
but you can't leave a thing alone when 
you're almost certain. 

Uncle Willy and Aunt Myrna arrived 
nearly a full hour later in the 
car with the other two girls. The 

two girls and their mother headed up 
toward the cottage with the baskets of 
food. Myrna gave me a shy smile and 
a half wave. Willy strolled over to me. 
Skeeter came galloping down the slant 
of a hill toward the barns. 

Willy had regained his strength and 
presence. He did not tremble. Boots 
gleamed black in the sun. He was a 
Hemingway fifty, taut, resilient, proud of 
his husky body. There was no word of 

gladness that I was out of jail. He 
glanced at his daughter on horseback and 
asked me quite coldly if there was any
thing he could do for me. 

"Skeeter showed me the tree where 
they found Dodd." 

"Did you arrange to meet her out 
here?" 

"No. No. Just happened to run into 
her. Lovely girl. You have three lovely 
daughters, Mr. Pryor." 

"Mr. Sewell, I have no desire to . . .  
play host to the companions of my late 
niece. It's over and I want my daughters 
to forget it as quickly as possible. The 
whole situation was sordid and unfortu
nate. Now, if you wouldn't mind, we're 
having a family picnic here today." 

"Under the same tree Dodd hung on? "  

That shocked him. He stared a t  me. 
His face grew dark. "What kind of 
a statement is that? Is  it sup· 

posed to be humor?" 
"I want to talk to you." 
"And I would very much like to have 

you leave. Please get off my land. Get in 
your car and go away, Mr. Sewell." 

"I came out to see you. I'm wondering 
if another man could take over that busi
ness opportunity Dodd was interested in, 
Mr. Pryor." 

He stood there, the sun on his face, 
looking at me, fists on hips, brown arms 
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flexed. I cannot say there was any physi
cal change. I sensed a change that went 
on inside, a shifting, a re-evaluation, a 
new poising of forces. A man might sit 
at a poker table with that same immobil
ity, studying a surprisingly large bet 
made on the other side of the table. 

"I'm not sure .I know what you're talk
ing about." 

"Dodd told me he was going to speak 
to you. He said you were going 
to finance him, that you were 

interested." 
"Then he lied. I never heard any 

proposition from him." 
"He said you couldn't help but be in

terested, Mr. Pryor." 
"I assume you're trying to be cryptic. 

You can leave now." 
I had to keep going. I couldn't stop. 

"I don't imagine it was money that 
stopped you. I guess it was having some· 
one know. Or maybe that distorted sense 
of ethics of yours that saw it as one way 
to get me out of jail. You would have let 
me be electrocuted for the crime of 
sleeping with Mary had I said I had done 
so. But not for a murder I didn't commit. 
Funny conscience you have, Mr. Pryor." 

"You're talking nonsense. I'll throw 
you off my land." 

"How did Mary look through the 
binoculars, Willy? Lush and desirable? 
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DlillDLY VI�TI1V1 (continued) 

You know, that day she was sunbathing." 
"Go away from here ! "  

"H ow does that conscience adjust to 
what happened to your sister? 
You killed the father, then 

watched the blood come out in the child, 
then killed the child, too. There'll be more 
to come. Somebody else will add it all up, 
too. Maybe your wife. Or one of your 
lovely daughters. There aren"t any 
secrets, Willy. Not about murder. But it 
wasn't even a clean execution when you 
killed Mary. Because you wanted her." 

Again the poker-table evaluation. I had 
made my large bet. I had turned over 
every one of my cards. The look of his 
shoulders changed, head lowering, bull 
hump of muscle swelling. He came at me 
with wild sudden fury. I had driven him 
too far. No more room in his brain for 
cold plans and projects. Nothing left but 
fury and despair and hatred for me. I 
had destroyed his world and must now 
be destroyed in turn. 

A sledge fist numbed my left arm. I 
struck once before he wrapped those 
bearlike arms around me. I tripped and 
fell heavily, Pryor on top of me. You 
can't hope to survive that kind of fury, 
much less fight it off. He got a square 
knee into my stomach and his big hands 
closed my throat. The sun swam and 
darkened. I fought in a slipping, fading. 
faraway dream. 

He was taken off me. I sat up, retching 
and coughing, while color came back into 
the pale negative world. I saw Pryor rush 
at Paul France in what must have been 
a second or third charge. France moved 
quickly and gracefully, stepping aside 
and hitting Pryor solidly over the ear 
with the barrel of a gun. Pryor's legs 
lasted for two more strides before he 
pitched forward onto his face. It all  

* * * * * * * * * * * 
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couldn't have lasted very long. The four 
Pryor females were running toward us, 
making shrill cries. John Fidd appeared 
with a shotgun. Fidd kept us backed 
against the car, hands raised. At last 
Pryor stirred and sat up. He frowned and 
toucned his head over his ear with his 
fingertips. His wife and daughters helped 
him to his feet. He looked at me and he 
looked at Paul France. 

"I think we'd better go downtown. 
Myrna. you stay here with the girls. Fidd, 
you get back to work." 

Kruslov let me sit in on it. If he'd 
been himself, he would have said No. 
But he acted like a man who had been 
hit over the head. He kept staring at 
Pryor. It was Sunday and it took a little 
time to gather the official cast. 

W illy sat with quiet dignity, dom
inating the small room where I 
had been beaten. He was a chair

man of the board, waiting for latecomers 
with stolid patience. Blood had darkened 
a small swatch of that heavy white hair. 

When Kruslov nodded, Willis Pryor 
spoke. "Shortly after her marriage, my 
sister confided in me, telling me that 
Rolph Olan was making her life a hell 
on earth. I spoke to Rolph many times. 
He ignored me. He seemed amused by 
me. His infidelities were notorious. It 
was no life for my sister. On the day of 
his death, I phoned him at his office. He 
reluctantly picked me up on the corner 
I mentioned, drove me to his home. 
Nadine was resting. We talked quietly. 
He said Nadine was as tasteless to him 
as weak tea. He said he would not spend 
his life chained to the living dead. He 
wanted a divorce. I knew what that 
would do to Nadine. I knew I had seen 
no one ; no one had seen me. I went in 
the kitchen, saying I needed a drink of 
water. He was going to tell Nadine im
mediately. I came back with a kitchen 
knife. I caught up with him in the front 
hal l .  I struck him with the knife. He 
raised his hand to the hilt, tried to 
speak, and fell. I went out through the 
back of the house. I thought the police 
wou ld suspect a prowler, or some busi
ness enemy, not Nadine. 

"I stayed with her. When her mind 
started to go, I told her I had done it. 
I was too late. I could not reach her with 
my words. After they told me she was 
incurable, there seemed little point in 
confessing and being imprisoned, or elec
trocuted. I had an infant daughter, a 
wife who was pregnant. Basically, it was 
Rolph's evil actions which weakened 
Nadine's mind. Yet it took me a long 
time to regain my own physical and 
mental health." 

He was silent for so long that Kruslov 
stirred restlessly. Pryor began again. "I 
became responsible for the child, Mary. 

For their infant, John. John has never 
been any problem. He is quiet and bril
liant. Mary was a different problem. She 
was born with a knowledge of evil. I beat 
her often when she was a child. I could 
not conquer the evil in her. When she 
became of age and received her inherit
ance, I no longer had any hold over her. 
She hated me, believing that past pun
ishments had not been well deserved. In 
her evil twisted way she decided to re
venge herself by debauching me and my 
daughters. 

"She told me of her physical affairs. 
She flaunted her body at me. She 
laughed at me and tried to make me 
desire her. She reviled her mother's mem
ory by hinting that my relationship with 
my sister had been twisted and unnatural. 
I have knelt on sharp stones for hours 
at a time, praying for guidance. I began 
to desire her body, and I could not turn 
away from that evil longing." 

The cadence of his voice had changed. 
The clipped incisivenes:· had deepened 
and slowed to an almost Biblical rhythm. 
I sensed the tautening interest in the 
room, our nerves being pulled thin and 
raw. 

"When she was away, I would begin 
to heal myself, but on her return I would 
turn again to paths of error. She taunted 
me with the affair she was having with 
Dodd Raymond, a married man, son of 
old friends. She told me the vile details 
of her affair with young Yeagger. She 
spoke of a place in the city where she 
went with Raymond. some rented place. 
I saw that she would continue to spread 
her kind of evil if permitted to live. I 
told her her father had been evil and 
had died. Perhaps she read something in 
my voice. in my expression and began to 
guess what had happened. Once I had 
decided it was time she also should die, 
I felt cleansed and healed. 

Aweek ago yesterday, with my fam
ily away, I followed her car from 
the Locust Ridge Club, thinking 

she was with Raymond and they would go 
to the rented place she mentioned. When 
they turned into a drive, I went around 
the block and then turned in to be cer
tain it was he. She was kis ing the man 
I thought was Raymond. I drove home 
and waited for her. She came much 
sooner than I expected. I did not care to 
speak to her again. I had taken a sock 
from my room and filled it with coarse 
dirt from the border of the path. When 
she walked by me in the night, I struck 
her head with all my strength and caught 
her as she fell. I put her back in her car. 
I found a key in her purse. Raymond had 
sinned also. I waited until he would be 
asleep. I waited a long time. I drove back 
and arrived at his house at four. I had 
struck her again to be certain of her. I 



unlocked the apartment and went in and 
stood over the man I thought was Ray
mond. It was dark. I could see his head 
on the pillow. I struck him twice with 
the sock filled with dirt. His breathing 
changed and that was all. I placed Mary 
in the closet. By a match flame I found 
a belt hanging there. I fastened it closely 
around her throat, tightened it a bit. I 
knelt, holding her hands, while she died. 
She moved strongly once, at the very end. "I left her there. I had to dispose of 

her car. I left it at Highland, on 
an abandoned farm, walked to my 

farm and drove to my home in one of the 
two jeeps we keep there or at my house. 
No close track is kept of them. Before I 
left the farm, I hid her purse and the 
key out there in a secret place. Early ·in 
the morning I phoned my wife at  the 
lake and asked her to return. We phoned 
Mr. Regal. 

"Later I found out, of course, that I 
had struck Mr. Sewell, not Mr. Raymond. 
It astonished me that the body was not 
found at once. I guessed that Mr. Sewell 
had managed to dispose of it. I visited 
Mr. Sewell in his cell. He said he had 
no carnal knowledge of my niece. She 
had returned home very quickly that 
night. I believed him. I was afraid of the 
innocent being punished, as in the case 
of my sister. I had executed the vengeance 
of the Lord on Mary Olan, but it was not 
in my province to inflict punishment on 
the innocent. 

"When Raymond phoned, saying he 
wished to speak to me, I wondered if he 
had guessed. I had him meet me at the 
farm, at one of the back gates, Friday 
night. He was cautious. I learned that 
Mary had told him she had begun to be
lieve I had killed her father, had driven 
her mother insane. She had told him of 
my . . .  weakness and my desire for her. 
He had a business venture in mind. He 
said it was not blackmail, because he 
was capable, and it would return a profit. 
He said he had enough to consider 
talking to the police, at least enough so 
they would reopen the investigation. He 
had a gun with him. He showed it to me. 
He slipped it back into his pocket and 
at that moment I hit him with a sock 
filled with dirt. 

"He was heavy, but I am quite strong. 
There was enough light to see quite well. 
I took off my shoes when I stood on top 
of his car. I had recovered the purse and 
key, and I put them in his pocket. When 
the rope was firm, I held him up and 
knotted it around his throat. I used a 
flashlight to locate the proper limb. He 
swung out on the rope and, I believe, 
died quite quickly without regaining con
sciousness. I slept well that night, feeling 
that everything was solved. The guilty 
were punished and Sewell would be freed. 

"When Sewell spoke to me, my anger 
turned me blind. I knew that in quite 
another sense . . . it was all over. I had 
saved him and this was the way he would 
repay me." 

Pryor stood up. We all looked at 
him. He turned to Kruslov. "I 
have explained everything. I would 

like to go home now. They will worry 
about me. I would appreciate it if this 
is given no publicity." 

I swear Kruslov looked shaken enough 
to almost say Yes. He stammered a bit 
and said, "Oh, no, Mr. Pryor. You can't 
go home." Pryor glared at him. 

"Formalities," Kruslov said weakly. 
"Then let us get them over with as 

quickly as possible, Captain. I am anx
ious to get back to my family." 

The Kruslov brain began to click. He 
got up and half bowed and said, "This 
way, please, Mr. Pryor." 

As they went out the door together, 
we heard Mr. Pryor say, "Remember 
now, no publicity. And I'd like to see 
Sutton and Regal as soon as possible. 
Get them both over here, please." 

"Right this way, please," Kruslov said. 
Those of us left in the room went out 

quietly, not speaking, not looking di
rectly at each other, as though we shared 
some nameless awful guilt. We'd seen the 
shining structures fall, the streets decay, 
the walls crumble. It is not a good thing 
to watch. I saw young John Olan in the 
main corridor when I left. He gave me an 
absent smile and looked back at his 
pocket chess set, studying it coldly, in
tently. I walked to my car through the 
late afternoon sunshine of Sunday. A 
thunder front was rolling up the sky and 
the sun was beginning to be misted, and 

the city was full of an orange light, lam
bent and ominous. 

I missed Dodd's funeral. They grabbed 
the New York end of the string fastened 
to the ring in my nose and yanked. I 
caught Flight 818 on Monday at one
twenty, and flew off while Toni drove 
my car back to the plant. 

It was a close thing. I had given them 
cause to doubt my sterling qualities. I 
had been mixed up in a messy situation. 
Homer Stace, Executive Vice President 
in Charge of Production, Member of the 
Board, and Very Rough Citizen bullied 
me in private until I lost my head, told 
him what he could do with the job and 
the entire production facilities, told him 
I was about to get married, and tried to 
walk out of his office. I didn't make it. 
Homer had been needling me for a pur
pose. That evening I had celebration 
drinks and dinner with Tory Wylan and 
his brood, and he drove me over to the 
airport. 

My girl was waiting for me. A new 
fat job, Dodd's old job, was wait
ing. I was awake when the wheels 

went down and we went into our landing 
pattern over the Warren airport. I looked 
at the lights down there, and wondered 
if Toni was behind one of them. It should 
all have been unadulterated glee, antici
pation, excitement. It was mostly that. 
But there was more than that. We would 
have clouds. They wouldn't go away for a 
long time. Mary and Dodd. Nancy and 
the Pryor girls. Myrna and a crazed 
woman in a private sanitarium. Lives had 
ended. Mine was beginning. With Toni. 

The plane landed and five minutes 
later I was dialing my apartment number. 

THE END 
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UOSMOPOLITAN 
DIRECTORY OF CAMPS 

SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES 

EDUCATION DEPARTMENT, 572 Madison Ave., New York 22, N. Y., Johanna Shedd, Director 

GIRLS' CAMPS 

Belgrade Lakes, Maine Camp Abena Girls 5·17 
Exceptional Instruction In salllng, swimming, riding, 
jumping, tennis, dance, dramatics. Special Canadian trip. 
Horse show. Also trips to Boothbay Harbor, summer theatre, 
local points of interest. College staff. Nurse. Est. 1907. 
Martha E. Sansom, D lr., 45-C Grant Ave., Farmingdale, N . Y. 

Moy-mo-da-yo "Sunny Woodland." 49th season. 
Cornish, Maine. Where 90 girls 

from 5-18 enjoy a friendly, relaxing, and happy atmosphere. 
Swimming, aquaplaning, sailing, canoeing, land sports, 
dramatics, dancing, crafts. riding, trips, $490 fee covers 
all actlvltles-even horseback riding-and laundry. 
Mr. & Mrs. C. C. Peterson, 8 1 · E  W i nslow Rd .. Waban, Mass. 

Summer fun for gh1.s 
on Cape Cod Camp Cowasset 

All salt water sl)Orts-sailing, swimming, life saving. 
Riding, beginners & experienced. Archery, tennis, dramat
ics, da.ncing, music, crafts, trips. Careful supervision. 
Log cabins among the spicy pines. Ages 5-16, 4 groups. 
40th yr. Catalog. Beatrice C. Hunt, Dlr., Holbrook, Mass. 

The Horseback Camps 
in Green 1\lts. of Vermont. Teela-Wooket 

A glorious summer or riding, tun and adventure I Beginners' 
mounts, show horses, hunters. Water sports, golf, tennis, 
archP.ry, riflery. Dramatics, music, crafts. Trips. Rate ·$375-
$475. No extras. Outfit may be rented. Booklet (give age) .  

C .  A. Roys, 3 0  Ordway Rd., Wellesley H ills, Mass. 

Wildwood Manor �����.��0n�a
c���.

n��r 
g��f.: 

5-15; age groups. Dally riding included in fee. Social 
development emphasiZed. Swimming, golf, tennis, archery, 
crafts, dramatics, music, dancing, trips. Modern cabins 
with baths. Booklet. (Tel. Kingston BU 7 ·2002) 
Mrs. Ethel C. Morgan, Dlr., 157 E. Walnut St., Kingston, Pa. 

COEDUCATIONAL CAMPS 

Wihakowi �fi.� \�:m ':::::::: �::!:��d 

Separate camps, some joint activities. In Green Mts. Pri
vate lake. Mature counselors. Well-built cabins. Modern 
sanitation. Nurse. Wide choice ot sports, activities. Three 
age groups. Trips: Canada, \Vhlte Mts., Lake Champlain. 
Booklet. John K. Bolte, Box C, Randallstown, Maryland 

Camp Woodcliff Coed 4-17 yrs. Sawklll 
(near Woodstock) ,  N. Y. 

Relaxed, non-competitive. Mature leaders. Res. Dr. & 
R. N. Modern cabins, new recreation bldg., excellent facili
ties. Private lake. Land, water sports. Trips, outpost camp
ing, nature. Dance. Ceramics. Separate teen age program. 
R. 0. Saphlr, l O l l  Carroll Place, N . Y .  56, Phone CY 3·1498 

Trojan Ranch ��f6.
rai:or;:�g:�.'l:lv. ��!rt� Tt'�� 

letlcs, Tumbling, Riflery, Archery, Pack Trips, Special Co·Ed 
Activities, Waterfront, Sailing, Canoeing, Swimming, Water 
skllng,MotorBoatlng, Snow Outpost Camp ; Skiing, Toboggan
ing, rope tow, Limited Number, 29th year. Modern Buildings, 
Catalogue. G. S. Walker, P.O. Box 7 1 1 ,  Boulder, Colorado 

BROTHER f5 SISTER CAMPS 

Catholic Camps g���a�c��t�u���\�;�st�� 
St!parate camps. 1 mile apart. 1600 acres, Catskills, Private 
Jakes. Rl:ling, swimming, boating, tennis. trips, dramatics. 
arts & crafts, ballet & cultural dancing. Exceptional equip-�=�.\ I�!����: �����:��l.'�e�sesfW��lsr.�r��'w �i�k �i 

Red Cloud, boys 
Red W"mq, girls 

Ages 5·17. On Lake Cham· 
plain, Plattsburg, N. Y. 
Riding, swimming, sailing, 
riflery, Indian lore, arts and 

crafts. Mature counselors. Healthful climate. Snug, 
screened cabins. Educational trips. Inclusive tee. Catalog. 
Mrs. Marvin C. Merryman, Jr., Dir., McDonagh, Maryland 

Hilltop for Boys 
Hill Manor for Girls 

Ages 5 - 1 6  
4 hrs rrom N Y C  
a t  Kelsey, NY 

Dally riding 
On Spring Lake. All land, water sports. Riding lncl In fee. 
Water skiing. Prot. & Cath. services. Also open June, Sept. 
C. E. H illman, Dlr .. 8618 1 1 0  St., Richmond H ill, N Y  
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GIRLS' CAMPS 

Lake Greeley Pocono Mountains 
Greeley, Penna. 

Girls 6·17. Fee Includes 2 hours or riding dally with In· 
structions, trips, crafts, dancing, music, drama, all land & 

water sports, riftery,nature, laundry. Flexible program. 8 weeks 
or month. 35th yr. N.Y. 85 mi. ; Phlla. 120 mi. Catalog: 
Carl A. Hummel, Wynnewood 5, Pa. Tel: M idway 2·5636. 

Fokine Ballet Summer Camp 
Ballet, arts and crafts, swimming, dramatics. An oppor
tunity to give your child a healthy and happy summer 
combined with artistic achievement. Beautiful Cape Cod 
location. Halt season accepted. Ages 7-17. \Vrite c/o 
Pearson & Eaton, 522 Fifth Ave., New York, N.Y.  M U 7·8273 

Teqawitha 
On sunny top of the Poconos. 800 acres on private lake. All 
land sports, swimming, riding, dancing, dramatics, crafts. 
Jr. and Sr. groups. Private chapel on grounds. 38th year. 
D I rectors: Mrs. James P. Lynch and Mrs. William Lynch, 
Catalog: Camp Tegawltha, Box C, Tobyhanna, Pa. 

Camp Arewa Fredericksburg, Pa. 
Glrls-6 to 16 yrs. 

Featuring Riding, Swimming, Jlluslc, Crafts. All sports. 
\Ve welcome beginners. Trained leadership. Inclusive fee 
or $150 per month. 

Mrs. A. Wagner, 1227 65th Ave., Philadelphia 26, Pa. 

Camp Robbins For Girls 
On two beautiful lakes, land and water sports, dra
matics, arts, crafts, trips. Small enrollment, excellent 
food, resort facilities. 8 weeks $325. Write for Book
let C-22. 

D l r., Dorothy B .  Robbins, Lake Como, Florida 

GIRLS' CAMPS 

Camp Strawderman :�Y t�� s�:�;::,���h J;�l; 
6-18. Real mountain camping on beauUful farm in foothills 
ot Alleghenies. Riding, swimming, hiking, crafts, dramat
ics� nature lore, dancing, music. Experienced leaders. 
Cabins. 8 weeks. For booklet address : 

Margaret V. Hoffman, Box C, Woodstock, Virginia 

Ton-A-Wandah Hen������:��'::,�· c. 
In Blue Ridge Mountains. On a 500-acre estate with large 
private lake. Three age groups under mature, trained lead
ers. All land and water sports. Riding, music. dramatics, 
art. dancing. Inclusive fee. Illustrated catalog : Mrs. Grace 
B. Haynes, Owner-Director, Box C, Tryon, N . C. 

Camp Jocassee 
For Girls. In tho Carolina Blue Ridge Mountains. 34th 
season. Horseback riding, swimming, all sports, dancing, 
dramatics, camp fires. etc. Ages: 6-11-eight weeks season 
-$260 covers all charges. No extras. For catalogue write : 
M Iss Sarah Godbold, Box C, 1416 Hampton, Columbia, S. C. 

Crystalaire �:��k����. 
gt�!c��g�r,;, :O�ut����b����� 

or Lake Michigan on Crystal Lake. Stalfed with mature, 
character building counselors. Featuring daily riding. All 
land and aquatic sports. Pack trips. Crafts. Outstanding 
choral instruction. All inclusive fee. Write for booklet: 
Dr. and Mrs. F. E. Putt, Frankfort, Michigan. Tel. 7·265 1 .  

Camp Watervliet For Girls 6-17 
Riding Featured 

21st Season. 200 acres. Private Lake. Experienced guid
ance in : Land and Water Sports, Canoeing, Sailing, Trips, 
Music, Dramatics, Dancing, Arts, Crafts, Nature. Trail 
Riding. Horse Show. Eight Weeks. Booklet. 

Dr. and Mrs. H. W. Tatter, Watervliet, M lchlgan. 

MAKE YOUR DECISION ABOUT A 
SUMMER SCHOOL OR CAMP NOW ! 

The directors of the camps listed on these pages will welcome your inquiry. Write 
to them direct for catalogs or if you need help in selecting camps meeting your 
requirements, fill in the coupon below and mail to : Johanna Shedd, Director, 
Cosmopolitan Education Department, 572 Madison Avenue, New York 22, N. Y. 

4-55 

I am interested in a Camp for Boys•----Girls; ____ Coeud ___ _ 

Specify kind if any :-Ranch.__ __ Trave:lL ___ Riding:---Nava.lL __ _ 

Military ___ Music ___ Dance: __ __/.ArtL-__ Others, ______ _ 

Summer Schoo.l,__ ____ Subjects; ______________ _ 

Ag,"e--_Se:vx._ ___ Grade __ For entrance i."U-----------
Particular activities desire:..:IU---------------------

Location preferre:<�U--------------Fee rang,P..,_ ____ _ 

Name: ___________________________ _ 

Street Address•----------------------

City ______________ ..£.7on"e---State ______ _ 



BOYS' CAMPS 

FA R R A G U T  N A V A L  C A M P S  
Summer of adventure on Toms River. 

Boys 8-18 In 3 age groups. Trips 
on 63-ft. flagship. 42 land 
and water activities. Mod
ern buildings. 2 gyms. 2 
athletic fields. Approved 
summer school program 
available. catalog. 
FARRAGUT NAVAL CAMPS 
BOX FC, TOMS RIVER, N • .J. 

�liJilll =· � w'""'"'" 
summer of run and training at America's National 
Shrine. Cavalry Camp (14-18) ; Pioneer Camp (7-13). 
r.wtmming, riding instruction, mounted hikes. wood
craft, scouting, and modified military training. 
Separate Band Camp (13-18) under renowned Musi
cal Director. Starlight concerts. Individual instru
ment instruction. Catalog. Box 13, Wayne, Pa. 

Great East Lodge X�t��.
Y��-

i�� 
On Great East Lake. Flexible program. Boys follow own in
terests. Geology, nature museum, underwater fishing, sail
ing, riding, golf, rltlery, shop, trips. Tutoring available. 
Excellent leadership. All counselors over 21. 29th gear. 
Donald C. Bridgeman, 192 B i rch land Ave., Springfield, M ass. 

Camp Passumpsic E�o
y
�e;��nt 

}.,or 100 real, live fellows on a beautiful Vermont lake. 
All land and water sports. riding, canoe trips, overnight 
hikes. Practical campcratt. 3 age groups, 42nd year. 
A happy, satisfying summer. Mr. & Mrs. David C. Starry, 
4706 Essex Avenue, Chevy Chase 1 5, Washington, D. C. 

Bob-White He�!�
. 

a£�1l.uS';;;;,!;���nfr�rtfee 

:-lon-Competltlve Program. Hklll in Sports. Sailing, Swim
ming, Tennis, lUtlcry, Archery, Shop, Care of Horses, 
.\dventure Trips, Itelaxed Atmosphere, Mature Counselors. 
Ashland. Mass. 41st. yr. BOB-O-LINK FOR GIRLS 
:J-14. Bklts. S. D. H ayes, Box 1 64, Framingham, Mass. 

Chenango ���s .;�;:: �;��10�68ft; g���r���: 

lng on 9-mile Otsego Lake. :Hixcellent lUding. 'Woodcraft, 
nature, canoe trips. Aquaplaning, skiing, Baseball, arch
cry, riHery, sailing. Age group activities. Nurse. Otsego, 
!lister camp. Give age. l. F isher, A. larbig, Packanack 
Lake, N. J.,  M ountain View 8-07 1 1 ;  0474-J. 

Susquehanna Mountain !�;� ��1�rlvate lake. 

New Milford, Pa. 37th Year. 825 Acres. Daily riding, com
plete course in horsemanship. 40 camp owned horses. Fine 
lake swimming. All sports. 4 age groups. Skilled leader 
for each 4 boys. Personal development our aim. Booklet. 

Robert T. Smith, New M i lford, Pennsylvania 

Adirondack Woodcraft Camps 
Fun nnd Adventure in the Woods. 30th year. Bays 7 to 17. 
Four age groups. Private lake near Old Forge. Program 
adapted to lndi\'idunl. Trips. Horsemanshit>. Rittery. 
1l'loresta·y. Moderate inclusive tee. ltesident nurses. Booklet. 
W illiam H. Abbott, D irector, Box 2374, Fayetteville, N . Y .  

Len-a-pe ��,rs �i�t�a�n ¥�n��ct�0���fu3:ar
x�ci���: 

t'Owbay, magician, nurse, etc. Excellent toad and care. 
Horseback & canoe trips, aquaplaning, swimming, tennis, 
crafts, dances. Sunday services. Booklet. David C. Keiser, 
7733 M i ll  Road, Phila. 1 7, Pa. Phone M Elrose 5- 1 682 
(Phlla.). Indian Lodge-Assoc. lakefront hotel. 

Camp Caravan 0115lo��!.8�/\. 
Complete program. 3 age groups. l:.rivate lake. ltec.l Cross 
Swimming program. Rlttery, all sports and special atten
tion to trail. canoe and motor camping. Uesident nurse. 
$425 incl. Non-sectarian. \Vrite tor brochure and references. 

W. B. Gordon, 508 Dryden Road, Ithaca, New York 

Oakland Camp 
Ride-Shoot-Swim. All sports-llmlted enrollment. Horse· 
back Riding. Special attention to beginners-jumping and 
horse-shows. Located Ramapo Valley-25th season. 

Oakland, N. J. Tel. 8-6691 

Camp Lupton �u':>e��ise�h::��dfo
a
r
\

le�raW;�,!�� 
ages 8 to 14. Excellent eQuipment and location on Shenan
doah River In foothills of Blue Ridge Mts. All appropriate 
sports, shops & crafts. Own stable, riding master & ln
sttuctlon. For Cataloo Address 

Tho D irector, Box C, Woodstock, Virginia. 

BOYS' CAMPS 

Shaw-Mi-Dei-Eea 
::��i��� 1 �Ch��:' ��Pw��

a
�p�urc:-

r
��rmJ1:i� 

elev. 3 age groups-3 gyms. Cabins. Large 
well-equipped crafts buildings. All sports. 
Mature counselors. Two nurses. Remedial 
reading. Horseback riding included in fee. 
For catalog state age and address: 

Mrs. R. M. Harris, Bus. M gr., Box C-4, 
Lewisburg, W. Va. 

School and Camp Stratford Academy for Younger Boys 
Ages 5-15. Seml-Milltary. High scholastic standards. 
Careful supervision of health, board, habits, manners, and 
studies. Water, woodland, playground sports; athletics, 
crafts, music. A homelike school. Convenient location. 
Open all year. 11 mi. tram Phila. Stratford, New Jersey. 

Camp Elldore W inchester, Tenn. 
Boys-ages 7-16 

On the Highland Rim of the Cumberlands. 26th year. 
Riflery, crafts, riding. Private lake. Swimming. Over-night 
hikes. Motor trips. Canoe trips on Elk River. Modern san
itation. Mature leadership. Tutoring. 5 or 8 weeks. Catalog. 
H oward Acuff, Box C, 381 0  W h itland Ave., Nashville 5, Tenn. 

Castle Heights Summer Camp 
For boys 7-14. Offering all facllltles of Castle Heights 
Military Academy's 250 acre campus. All athletics includ
ing boating, fishing, swimming in filtered water in modern 
pool. Nurse, physician, well-equipped hospital. For booklet 
address : Colonel H. D. Armstrong, Pres., Lebanon, Tenn. 

Camp Whooppee 
A camp tor boys 4-14 operated by Junior Military Academy. 
Wholesome rood from our 200-acre farm. Sports, pool, ponies, 
crafts. Men, women counselors;  nurse. 8 weeks' camp, 
regular school term provide 12 months' program. Catalog. 
Major Roy DeBerry, Box CC, Bloom i n gton Springs, Tenn. 

Lake Pocahontas Camp 1n virginia 

32nd Season. Boys 6-16. Located on large private lake in 
Southern Appalachians. Modern equipment; cabins and 
lodges. Trained Counselors. Swimming, canoeing, archery, 
riding, crafts. Tutoring. Nurse. Cat. 
W m .  H. Edmondson, Dir., Box 3 1 0, G lade Spring, Va. 

Culver Summer Schools A 
,
b�%������ai 

1,200-acre wooded campus on Lake �faxinkuckee. Emphasis on 
posture, initiative, courtesy, character. Naval and Horseman
ship Schools. ( 14-18).  Woodcraft (9'h·l4 ) .  Exceptional hous
ing, dining, health facilities. Regular Academy personnel. 
All sports. Spectfy catalog. 43 lake Shore Court, Culver, Ind. 

Howe Military Camp 
A summer or constructive fun for Juniors (8-14} on lake. 
June 26 to Aug. 6. Completely modern equipment and facil
ities. Staff from Winter School faculty. All sports ; boating, 
swimming, Review studies it desired. Low rate. Catalog. 
Surrett B. Bouton, M.A.,  10 Academy P lace, Howe, Indiana 

Wentworth Camp & School 
Boys Slh to 19. Fun plus character training under regular 
Academy personnel. Optional tutoring. Indian •rribe. Ozark 
Mountain Camv, riding, canoeing, sailing, swimming, fishing, 
crafts, riflery, military. Also H.S. & Jr. College, Write: 
Wen·�worth M ilitary Academy, 245-C Main St., lexington, Mo. 

Lake Geneva Naval Camp 
Boys 8-14 have nautical tun. 85 acres on picturesque L. 
Geneva, 75 mi. Chicago. 2 8 sailboats. cutters, etc. Swimming, 
riding, galt. fishing, etc. Naval and Indian lore. N.\V. Naval 
A cad. fireproof dorms. June 29-August 7.  IV rile tor Catalou. 

24 S. Share Drive, Lake Geneva, Wisconsin. 

Rio Vista g���t 1�'�,!'18'.:'��h���� 
TEXAS HILL COUNTRY. Est. 1921. 160 boys (7 to 14) 4 
age groups. 5, 8, 10 week terms. Unsurpassed for climate, 
camp site, improvements, counselor staff' and programs. 
Expert riding instruction, swimming, all land, water sports. 
crafts. Write tor catalog. George T. Broun, I ngram, Texas. 

CO-ED SUMMER SCHOOL 

Carteret Catnp 
& SUMMER SCHOOL 

"ATOP O R A N G E  M O U N T A I N " .  Boys & girls 7-18. Grades 
2-12. Accredited. Elementary and high school. Make-up or 
advance credits. Remedial reading. Combined with all 
sports, swimming, riding, golt. tennis. crafts. Large home
like dormitories. Choice of camp without studies; camp and 
studies; or all day studies. Twenty miles to N. Y. Booklet. 

• CART E R ET SC H OO L, Box 42, West Orange, N. J .  

BOYS' CAMPS 

ST. JOHN'S 
23 sports and activities to choose from. 
Expert coaching, Emphasis on character 
building. Complete land and lake facil
ities of ST. J O H N ' S  M I L ITARY 
ACA D E M Y  Including modern hospital, 
gym, golf course. Basic mllltary train· 
lng. Optional tutoring. Boys 9-18. Par
ent guest house. Write tor Catalog. 

C-24 Do Koven Hall,  Delafield, W isconsin 

Kooch-i-ching Minnesota�Canadian Border 
Heart of the "Canoe Country" 

Superb Canadian Canoe Cruising. All water and land 
sports. Crafts or the woods. Sailing. Unsurpassed fishing. 
Four separate camps by age-boys 9-18. Brilliant mature 
staff'. Excellent toad. Brochure. 
John L. H olden, 2530 Salem Ave., Cincinnati 8, Ohio 

F airwood ����h J;,��e.
7 �we���11B::ai�£'o�8���h�.i 

water sports. Riding, sailing. Superior sta.tr, program 
and tacilittes. Separate unit tor boys 7 -s·. Special fea
tures for older boys. Four-Way Lodge for girls amllated. 
Booklet. Give boy's age. M. C. Eder, D l rector·Owner, 
5699 Bolmont Avenue, Cincinnati 24, Ohio. 

SCHOOLS 
GIRLS' SCHOOLS 

Mary A. Burnham School fs�� �!��� 
Graduates are mature, poised, tully prepared tor college. 
Also '"general and post-graduate courses. Music, Art. Secre
tarial. Traditional campus Ute. National enrollment. Bid
ing, skiing, swimming. Summer School. Newport, R. I. 
Mrs. George Wald� Emerson, Box 43-C, Northampton, Maos. 

Howard Accredited college preparatory and general 
courses tor girls. 80th year. Grades 7-12. 

Po�t graduate. Art, music, speech .. dramatics, secretarial. 
Small classes, friendly atmosphere, attention to individual 
needs. All sports, riding. Endowment permits moderate tee. 
Catalog. Mrs. VldaC.Ciough, Box24, West Bridgewater, Mass. 

Linden Hall �':,'/i�;af01��gJ a��.���<::>;/0\�����: 
Home Economics, Secretarial Studies. Fine and Commer
cial Art. Dramatic Art. Preparatory and General Courses. 
Beautiful Campus. All Sports. Riding. Swimming Pool. 
Endowed. Moderate Tuition. Catalogues. Address 

Byron K. H orne, D . O . ,  Box 14, Lititz, Pa. 

Charles E. Ellis School 0��A. ����:���;J.2· 
College preparatory, art, music, home economics, secre .. 
tarial. Individual guidance. 300-acre campus, stone build
ings, suburban Philadelphia. Separate dorms tor younger 
girls. Sports, riding, gym, J)OOI. Est. 1010. Catalog. 
Arnold E. look, Ph.D.,  Pres., Newtown Square 10, Pa. 

Radford School for Girls t:;;:eg::�:r
a
���� 

in ideal year 'round climate. Open air classes. Mulde, art, 
dramatics, secretaryship. Character and personality devel
oped in friendly home Ute. Sports, riding. Endowed. Lim
ited enrollment. Catalog. Lucinda de l. Templin, Ph.D., 
Principal, 4201 Austin Terrace, E l  Paso, Texas. 

COEDUCATIONAL SCHOOLS 

West Nottingham Academy 
Coeducational. Grades 7-12. Post-graduate. Excellent col
lege preparation. One subject plan or Htudy. Uemedial work. 
Music, drama, art, sports, galt, hobbies. 80 acre campus. 
Located midway between Phlla. -Balto. Est. 1744. Catalog. 
C. W. B laker, T h . M . ,  Headmaster, Box 29, Colora, M d .  

Ann Arbor School g�:S."' F�;8·
ch�3::n 7�tt.; 

educational or adJustment vroblems in school or home. 
Small classes. Individual tutoring. Remedial reading. 
Active social and recreational J>rograms. Combines educa
tion with therapy, Brochure. Address : 

Allee A l len, 1 700 Broadway, Ann Arbor, M ich. 

Elgin Academy 
College prep. Coed, grndes 7-12. Small classes. Strong fac
ulty. Students achieve indiddual PAR goals through person
alized guidance. Balanced activities, sports for all. Gym, 
pool, art gallery, music, drama. Modern dorms. Endowed. Est. 
1839. Catalog. M. L. Brett, 221 Academy Pl., Elgin, Ill  • 
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JUNIOR COLLEGES 

t5'�� 
Accredited Junior College & Iligh School. 
Near Natural Bridge. Cultural environ
ment or old Virginia. 
Academic and Career Courses, combined 
to meet today's nocds : Music, Art, J. ... an
guagea, Drama, Speech, Home Econom
ics, Merchandizing, Physical EdU<:ation, 
Secretarial. Kindergarten Training, E<tui
tation. Own stable or tine horses. 
Well·balanced social life. All sports. 
Indoor Swimming Pool. Students from 
38 States. for 89 years one of Amer

Ica's outstanding Schools. Ilhtstratecl Catalou,. ad(lreRs: 
Margaret Durham Robey, Pres .. Box 914, Buena Vista, Va. 

V E R M O N T  J U N I O R  
C O L L E G E  

On hilltop campus In outskirts or Vermont's 
upltal cit;r. Terminal, transfer courses. 
A!!Hoclate Uegrees. Liheral arts. Pre-pro
fessional. nuncry teaching, journalism, art. 
Secretarial, IIH'llitnl secretarial, medical 
technhtues. home economics. Music, speech, 
dramatics. Radio studio. Jo;xcellent social 
program. 14 seasonal sports. \Vlnter carni
val. ski tow, basketball. tennhl. Vatalog. 
R. C. Noble, Pres., Montpelier. Vermont 

192 acres 
In the foothills 

of the beautiful 
Blue Ridge Mts. 

Junior College and Preparatory School with separate in
atruction & J)ri\'lleges tor each. Terminal or transfer Jr. 
College courses in Lib Arts. Home Ec .• 1\lusic, Art, .Mer
chandising, Radio. Lab Tech, Sec'l, Med Scc'l. Unusually 
well-equipped bldgs & labs. Own swimming pool, riding 
ring, golf course. 90% I•rep students enter major colleges. 
Sarah W. Brlgga, Ph.D., Pres., lor N, Chambersburg, PL 

Green Mountain !�cr�Jtt���
u
�u�1';,';n

o
�.;11�� 

otrerlng A.A. degree In Liberal Arts, sciences, home eco
nomics, medical secretarial, exec. sec., ruudc, drama, art, 
radio, journalism, retailing, pre-nunlng. 17 buildings on 
�Oo·:�� cc��ueskle��-par�1f.�s I �

kl6�fl'eg0:11St.,8pp�
t�itn�;�alvt 

Fairfax Hall An old Vlrglnla School tor glrls 
in the famous Shenandoah Valley. 

Accredited 4 yeara high school. ::! years college. Liberal 
arts, secretarial, music, art, dramatics. home ec .• tnt. dec. 
Spacious grounds. Sports, gym, indoor pool. Private stable, 
riding rings. Catalog-mention grade a1uJ interests. Wm. 
B. Gates, Pres., Bor C·554, Park Station, Waynesboro, Va. 

Stratford College Accredlted Junior College and 
Preparatory. Develops aptitudes 

and abilities. Liberal Arts, li'ine Arts, Vocational Courses. 
Healthful location foothills Hlue JUdge Mts. Campus 15 
acres-all sports. Social program. \\'rite tor .. Intimate 
Glimpses" and catalog. 
John C. Simpson, LLD., Pres .. Box C·4, Danville, Va. 

Averett Fully accredlted Junior College tor girls. 
Liberal arts, music. art, speech and dra

matics, secretarial, medical secretarial, Hbrary science, 
merchandising, physical ed., home economics. Sports. 
Planned social program. 96th year. Endowed. Catalog. 
Curtis Bishop, Lltt.D., 402 W. Main St., Danville, Va. 

William Woods College 
Accredited .Junior College. Balanced academic, rellgious, 
social 11ro..:ra111. l-Ien's 1·ollege same town. A.A., A.F.A. de
grees. ltadlo, mu:o�ic, home cc., sec'l, pre-journalism, pre
med. �I>Orts, stables. ::! lakes. 125 acres. 65th yr. Catalog. 

Dr. T. T. Swearingen, Pres . •  Box B, Fulton, Missouri 

GuU Park By-the-Sea Strong Llb. Arts pro· 
gram emphasizing high 

academ lc �:�tandw.rds, prepares young women for college en
trance or transfer. NatJoual patronage. li�ully accred. Jr. Col
lege and 2 yrs H.�. Mulde, art, dance. home ec., sec'l, speech. 
Sail inK. water ballet, skling on Gult or Mexico. Trips. Cat
alo�. William G. Dwyer, Ed. D., Box K, Gulfport, Miss. 

All Saints' Episcopal 
For glrls. Accredltod 2·yr. college, 4 yr. hl�h school. High 
academic standards. In historic Vicksburg National Park 
Near Natchez. Separate music and art departments. All sJ>Orts · 
riding. For • •  All Saints' Today•• and bulletin; address ! 
The Rev. W. G. Christian, Rector, Box C, Vicksburg, M iss. 
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JUNIOR COLLEGES 

NICHOLS 
J U N I O R  COLLEGE 

F O R  M E N  
DUDLEY7, MASS. 

James L. Conrad, 
Pres. 

BUSINESS ADMINISTRATION & 
EXECUTIVE TRAINING 

Conservation & forestry Courses. 
1 500-acre forest. An investment in 
Education. Degree g ranting. Inter
national clientele. Small classes. 
Unexcel led l ocati o n .  200-acre 
campus. Modern dormitories. Al l  
sports. 
Opportunity for Military Training 

with E.R.C. unit on campus. 

A r e  Y O U  a 
H A R C U M  Girl? 
Education for gracious adult 
living. Est. 1 9 1 5  on Phila.•s 
Main Line, famous cducattonul and cultural community, 2·Yenr Academic and Voca· tiona! specializations in Liberal 
Arts. Uance, Drama. Music, P:tlnting, Bus. & Med. Secty., Merchandising, Journalism 6: 
Advt., Med. Tech. Personal & vocational guidance. Catalog. 
HARCUM JR. COLLEGE 

Bryn Mawr, Pa., Box C 

COLLEGES 

B!ienaa 
FULLY ACCREDITED A.B. de· � 
Kree and B.S. tn Elcm. Educa-tion; all;o 2 year career courses 
Liberal Arts, .Journaltf'm, Sec-
retarial, Physical Ed . . Home Ec., 
Nutrition, Hetailing, Music, Art, Drama, Speech, Broad
�.asting. 78th yr. Near Atlanta. Invigorating climate. 6 national sororities. Social life co-ordinated wtth 4 nearby 
men's colleges. studcnts-36 States. For catalog address: 

Brenau College, Box 204, Gainesville. Georgia 

Seton Hill College �;.���ol!�:�';,"� •• ·��:tn'f��
e
f�� medicine, social service, law. Elementary and secondary 

teacher education. Campus nursery school. 200-acre campus 
in roothllls or Allegheny Mountains east or Pittsburgh. All 
sports. lleglonal and national accreditation. For catalog 
address : Box C, Greensburg, Pa. 

Rider College �:ritce�t. �c��:�
i
i��ct rif.s.M:� A�l� 

degrees. Accountancy, business administration, medical sec
retarial, secretarial, journalism, ttnancc. teacher training. 
l<'raternitles, sororities. Dormitories. Athletics. Counselling 
and Placement Service. 90th year. Approved tor veterans. 
Catalog. Rider College, Box C, Trenton, New Jersey. 

FINISHING SCHOOLS 

�wers School� 
For Poise and Self-Assurance 

Individually planned coursfJ}:; for career & professional women, homemakers, students including pos-
��fkt�:�r�r�i�C w;:��r?�: s����t��ctrr':�.

e-ug>ho�.�:� 
hudget·wise courses conveniently arran�ed. Evening 
nnd Saturday classes. Special teen age programs. Special Spring and Summer Courses 

Visit, write or phone Ann Crane, 
POWERS SCHOOL, 247 Park Ave., New York 17, N.Y. 

Phone PL 5-0165 

BOYS' SCHOOLS 

Tilton School �:;:.
ou:�.d��u

e7g_e12�"if�f�J!
on
ch!�� 

al't�r. responslbllity, leadership. Small classes. understand
ing masters, stimulating instruction. New gymnasium. 
Extensive sports program tor all. Outing Club, Glee Club, 
Oebating. Moderate Tuition. Established 1845. Catalog. 
J. Rolland Crompton, D.D .. Hdm .. Box C, Tilton, N. H. 

Worcester Academy ���.!��\ ��!d1���;:; 
prep. schools. Grades 8 thru 12. National enrollment. Grad
uates enter leading colleges and universities. Students utilize 
all cultural resources or progressive city. Teams in all sports : �i:!;., ��; t

��!. '};�
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p;����3:ng! ����
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Milford College Preparatory School tor Boys. 
Famous for its teaching since 1916. 

Notable record or achie'r·ement. Very small classes develop 
proper study habits. Optional acceleration for mature 
students completes I 'h years' work In 12 months. Spacious 
campus. Athletics and activities tor all. Grades 8-12 

Willam D. Pearson, Headmaster, M ilford 12, Conn, 
• 

BOYS' SCHOOLS 

EDUCATIOIAL 
TROUBLE SHOOTERS 

Individualized Plan
Each Student a Clast 

For those with ctlucatlonal problems 
-succctstul t'Ollcgc preparatJon and 

general education. Our tests discm·er causes or difficulties 
and we (1) devbe Individualized program to ovcrcomo 
difficulties ; (2) make up lost time; (3) Instill c'Onfldence; 
(4) teach etfectJvely tho art or concentration and science or 
study. Facultv 1 2 ;  Et�rollment 30 : �9 vears' e�perience. 

Wrlte Edward 11. Knlght., PhD .. Headmaster 

O X F O R D  A C A D E MY 
Box J-95 Pleasantville, N. J. �.!t!�.bl:�r,��9,Q,L 

White House Md. Box C. 
Wm. F. Bullis. Address: 

U.S.N.A. '24, Pres. _ Registrar 

ANNAPOLIS • · WEST POINT 
COLLEGE PREPARATORY 

Accredited. Outstanding success. Modern fireproof buildings. 
Rates moderate. Summer term-June 20. Write for catalog. 

P E N N S Y L V A N I A 
M I LITARY PREPARATORY-ESTAB. 1 821  

Prepare your son for college. Boys trained t o  b e  leaders. 
Develop sound minds, strong bodies. learn invaluable 
study habits. Emphasis on character building. lndi· 
vidual guidance. Sports, recreation, social program. 
Full accredited. Sr. R.O.T.C. Training for commission 
in Army. Enroll now. Write for catalog. 

General E. E. MacMorland. Dept. 4H, Chester, Pa. 

For younger boys 6-1• 
On private lake In mountains Mohonk 

Small classes. Sound, basic Instruction. Careful supervl· 
sian. Remedial reading. Scouting. llidlng, skiing. All sports 
activities fall, winter. spring on 7000 acre11, 1500 rt. alt., 90 miles N.Y.C. Excellent food. Accreditetl. Catalogue. 
Edward M. Laflerty, Box C, Mohonk Lake, New York 

Bordentown Military Institute 
Fully accredited. College preparatory. Business, general 
courses. Aviation. Outstanding record of college entrance. 
ROTC. Boys taught how to study ; small classes ; remedial 
reading. All sports. Junior S<:hool. 74th year. Summer ses
sion. Catalog. Registrar, Box 294. Bordentown, New Jersey 

Carteret School ���::Af[ed���1:'lfr.�i1�·�����.; entrance. Small classes. Proper study habits strcued. 
Remedial reading. Shops. Periodic aptitude teHts. llome
llke dormitory. Large gym. 40 acres atop Orango Mt. 
N.Y. trips 20 miles. Moderate rate. H.equest booklet. 

Carteret School, Box D-4, West Orange, N. J. 
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lege and ror lite. Grades 5·12. Endowed: tuli)' accredited. 
Individual guidance ; remedial reading; public speaking 
course required. All sports, golf, swimming. 240 acres otr if/ ·c.
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Admiral Farragut Academy 
fi�ully accredited t.:ollegc vrcvanllory. l'r�purcs tor all col· 
leges, government acadcrnlcl:i. Scvaratc Junior School. Test
ing, guidance for college and career. College Board center. 
Naval tralnlng. Sports, band, boats. Summer School. Ootolou. 
Admiral Farragut Academy, Box F, Tome River, N. J. 

Croydon Hall 
For boys, Grades 1 through 1 2. Sound college preparation. 
Small classes. Strong remedial education program. Individ
ual guidance and testing. Team sports. !tiding, tennis, 
golf. Field trlps. 45 acres. 40 miles from N.Y.C. Ootolou. 
Dr. John S. Carr, Pras •• Atlantlo Highlands, New Jersey. 

McDonogh ?.�� •;c��1;'���o�Y��·<IJ�! .. ��
e
����: 

Accredited. Prepares tor all colleges, service academies. 
Small classes. Individual guidance. Art, music. Dairy and 
;�o��:.�
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Cataloe. Robert L Lamborn, Ed.D., Box 102, McDonoth. Md. 



BOYS' SCHOOLS 

Our ONE SUBJECT PLAN of Study has Increased number of Honor Roll students by 50%. 
Develops capacity to concentrate. Strengthens foundation for college. Fully accredited. 
ROTC Highest Rating. 560 Acres. 16 modern buildings. 2 beautiful, spacious gyms. pool. 
splendid environment, excellent health record. Separate bulldlngs for Infirmary. Llbrp.ry, 
Chapel, Science Hall and Recitation Rooms. Effective personal . Guidance. Upper School 
Grades 8-12; Junior School 1-7, separate bldgs. and housemothers. All athletics. bands, 
Glee Club. 58th Year. For One Subject Plan Booklet ana Catalog, write 

Dr. J. C. WICKER, Box 104, Fork Union, Va. 

NTUCKY MILITARY ;..,.:::�_,...., I NSTITUTE A School with a 
winter home 

In Florida 
Preparation for college under ideal climatic 
conditions all year. Winter months at Venice. 
Fla. Oldest private MILitary School In .Amer
ica. ROTC. Land and water sports. For 
catalog and "Why Florida" folder, address: 

Col. C. B. Richmond, Pres. 
Bos C Lyndon, Ky. 

S TAU N T O N  
M I L I T A R Y  A C A D E M Y  
In l)eautlful Shenandoah Valley. 
Thorough college preparation � 
fullY accredited. Individual guid
ance ... Band. All sports. 2 gyms .• 
Pool. Fine health record. Fire• 
proof buildings. Separate Junior 
School. Illus. Catalog write SupL 
S.M.A. Box C-f, Staunton, Va. 

BASIC COURSE R. O.T.C. BY 
U. S. A R M Y  INST R U CTORS. 

Mercersburg Academy 
Graduates outstanding in leading colleges. Boys. Grades 9 
to 12. Remedial reading. Public speaking. Small classes. 
Beautiful campus. Gymnasium. Pool. Athletics for all. 
Established 1836. Write for catalog. 

Charles S. Tippetts, Ph. D . ,  Box C, Mercersburg, Pa. 

Carson Long. 
Boys' Military School. Educates the whole boy-physically, 
mentally� morally. How to learn, how to labor. how to Jive. 
Prepares for college, lite or business. 119th year of Charac
ter Building. Overall charges $1100.00. 

Box A, New B loomfield, Pa. 

St. Francis 
A college preparatory school of tradition and academic ac
complislunent. Graduates in leading colleges and universi
ties. Grades 9-12. 70 acres. Full athletic program. Conven
ient location. Est. 1847 by Franciscan Fathers. Catalog. 
Rev. G. J. Wuenschel, T.O.R., Box A F ,  Spring Grove, Pa. 

The Miller School of Albemarle 
Military. College preparatory plus industrial arts. includ ... 
ing iron and wood working, auto mechanics, machine shop 
and electricity. Endowed. Inclusive rate. Sports. New gym
nasium. 1500 acres. Near Charlottesville. 77th year. Catalog. 
Col. W. Hugh Flannagan, Dept. C, M i ller School P.O., Va. 

Augusta Military Academy 
"The Friendly School." Distinguished ROTC school In 
Shenandoah Valley. Jr. & Sr. Divisions. Boys 8-20. Ac· 
credited; graduates in leading colleges. AU sports-pool, 
gym. 1400 acres. Family owned since 1742. Rate $1250. 
Catalog. Col. C.  S. Roller, Box C, Ft. Defiance, VIrginia 

Fishburne Military School !,'11e��
c
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atory school with distinguished record since 1879. Grades 
9-12. Small classes. �,riendly, homellke influences. ROTC 
Highest Rating. All svorts. Golf. Hobbles. Indoor pool, 
2 gymnasiums. Varied social program. ·write for catalog. 
Col. John CJ Moore, Supt., Box C, Waynesboro, Virginia. 

Hargrave Military Academy 
Fully accredited. College preparatory, general courses. 
Grades 5-12. How-to-study training; remedial reading ;  in
dividual guidance. Wholesome Christian lnfiuences. Sepa
rate Junior School. AU sports. Summer School. Founded 1909. 
Catalog : Col. Joseph H. Cosby, Pres • •  Box C, Chatham, Va. 

Gordon Military College 
Accredited. Grades 8-12. Also two years college. ROTC 
trains for m111tary or civilian leadership. Supervised study. 
Stimulating activities program. 350 acres. Golf, all sports, 
pool. $895 Inclusive rate. Founded 1852. Catalog. 

Col. C. C. H arris, President, Barnesville, Ga. 

@LuMsn&g 
MILITARY ACADEMY 

Fully accredited. 14 buildings, 9 built by U. S. Gov't. Two 
gymnasiums. T!led pool. R. 0. T. C. Supervised study 
periods. Weekly reports to parents. Separate Junior School. 
All sports. 50-piece band. Orchestra. Glee Club. Summer 
School. \Vrite for Catalog. Dept, C, Columbia, Tennessee. 

FA R R A G U T  � STUDY AND PLAY IN FLORIDA SUN 
Fully accredited. Prepares for all 
colleges and government academies. l !fSeparate Junior Department. Naval-·� " t military. Near beaches. Guidance for 

college and career. Sports. Boats. 
• • Write for catalog. 

· t( Admiral Farragut Academy 
Park St., St. Petersburg 3, Fla. 

Georgia Military Academy 
Eight Miles from Atlanta-Mild Climate--Winter and 
Summer School-R.O.T.C. Highest Government Rating
Accredited-Prep School-Junior School-Aviation-Read
ing Clinic-Expert Athletic Coaches-Indoor Pool-Moder· 
ate Rates. Col. W. A. Brewster., Pres., College Park, Ga. 

Carlisle Military School 
.. Develops Manly Men" --cultivates physical, mental, spir
Itual qualities. 7th-12th grades. Pre-aviation. Band. Mild 
climate. Rate $790 (including uniform) .  School dairy and 
truck farm. For catalog and view book, address: 
Col. Jas. F. R isher, Headmaster, Box C, Bamberg, S. C. 

Bolles of Florida Fully accredited. Distin-
guished academic record. 

Upper and lower schools, grades 7·12. Conference-type 
classrooms. Guidance. Sports for all, including year-round 
golf, tennis. Sailing. Outdoor swimming pool. Military or 
naval training. Summer school. Write for catalog. 

Registrar, Box 5037-C, Jacksonville, Florida. 

Onarga Military School 
Trains for character. Individual study program ; healthful, 
homelike living. Accredited. College preparatory, business 
courses. Small classes. Guidance. 5th grade up. 2 gyms; 
indoor pool. Sports, activities. Low tuition. Chicago 85 
miles. Catalog: Col.  L. C. Adams, Box C, Onarga, I l l inois. 

Howe Military School Thorough ac�demlc 
training in spuitual 

environment. Accredited college preparatory, business. Po
tential Achievement Rating gives each boy individual 
goal. Small classes. Jr. School. Senior ROTC. Sports. New 
dorms. pool. Episcopal. Est. 1884. Summer camp. Catalog. 
Burrett B. Bouton, M.A., 445 Academy Place, Howe, Ind. 

Ohio Military Institute 
Brings out the best in your boy. Large faculty, small classes. 
Lower school for boys 7-11. Upper school certifies to colleges. 
Wooded 52-acre ca�pus. High, healthful location. 124th year. 
AU sports, band, arch .• rifle clubs. 1\foderate tuition. Write : 
5561 Belmont Avenue, College H ill, Cincinnati 24, Ohio. 

Western Military Academy 
Faculty accepts great responsibility for academic success. 
Integrated program based on individual needs: career 
analysis tor upper grades. Grades 7-12. Jr.·Sr. R.O.T.C. 
All athletics : boating, riding, pool. 77th year. Near St. Louis. 
Write Col. Ralph B. Jackson, Supt., Box C-4, Alton, I l l .  

Pillsbury Academy 
Endowed mllltary school. Grades G-12. Small classes; 
supervised study. Modern equipment. Accredited. All 
SDOrt-s. Swimming pool. Reasonable rates. 79th year. 
Summer School with Ret'reation Program. Catalog. Lloyd 
Holsinger, H eadmaster, Box 397-C Owatonna, M i nnesota 

BOYS' SCHOOLS 

�STLE HEIGIITS. 
M ILITARY Highest Standards 
Accredited. Preparation for College and Government 

Academies. Juntor School in separate plant. Boys taught 
to study and inspire<! to excel. Remedial reading. ROTC. 17 modern buildings. Every boy in athletics every day. 
��tt,���a�ro'�8 sK:it�e:0�C:,O. ��':t-Pc���. �����
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and catalog, address: 
Colonel H. C. Armstrong, President Lebanon, Tenn. (Near Nashville) 

A C A D E M Y  
St. Jolm's System gives boys resvonsi· 
bility, motivates study, ensures rapid 
academic progress. Exceptional teaching, 
small classes. Grades 1�12. Fully ac· 
credited. Reading Clinic. Sr. ROTC 
highest rating. Flreproor dorms. ; hos
pital, chapel. All sports, Inc. crew. 
Summer camp. Est. 1884. Catalog. D lr. of 
Admissions, Box 245, Delafield, W isconsin 

Kemper Military School 
Rounded educational. military, recreational nrogram. Cen
tury-old tradition; modern methods. Accredited. Small 
classes; versonal guidance. 8th Grade. B.S. and Jr. College. 
Approved ROTC. All sports, horsemanship. lllth yr. Catalau. 
D lr. of Admissions, 845 Third St., Boonville, M issouri. 

Roosevelt Military Academy �lull���� 
An outstanding educational institution. Fully accredited: 
Noted Guidance Department; small classes; personal super· 
vision; free tutoring ; all sports; band ; riding. Modem 
brick buildings. Moderate rate. Grades 3-12. Enter no\V. 
Catalog: Col. G len C. M l likan, Box C, Aledo, Ill.  

Culver Military Academy M��nt':.��ee 
8th grade. Thorough preparation tor leading colleges. Ac· 
credited. Develops initiative, stamina, courtesy, character. 
Leadership training. Exceptional facilities and guidance. 
Sr. Basic ROTC. Field Artillery, Cavalry, Inrantry, Band. 
All sports. Catalog. 43 Pershing Court, Culver, I ndiana. 

Williams Military Academy 
Accredited boarding school for boys ages 6·15. Full currie .. 
ulum. Inspiring military life. All sports. 18-acre campus. 
25 miles from Chicago loop. Moderate rates. Also summer 
camp. Write for Information or call: Col. P. E. Williams, 
Department C, Wheaton, I l l inois, Telephone W Heaton 8 · 1 048 

Morgan Park Military Academy 
Superior academic program under inspiring raculty. Fully 
accredited; 90% enter college. Small classes. Grades 4-12. 
Honor ROTC; Cavalry. Band. Art, music, drama. ShoD. 
Sports ; teams tor all. 82nd year. Write /or catalog. 
Col. C. L. Jordan, Box 245, Morgan Park, Chicago 43, Ill.  

Wentworth Military Academy 
Thousands of business and professional leaders started here. 
4-yr. High School ; separate 2-yr. College. Accred. Sr. ROTC. 
CAA flying. Modern bldgs .• country club. Sports for all; pool. 
Summer school; also younger boys' camp. 76th yr. Catalog. 
Col. J.  M. Sellers, 245 Washington Place, Lexington, Mo. 

Missouri Military Academy ;�g�o�W.�'!\� 
67th year. Grades 4-12. Fully accredited. SENIOR ROTC. 
Friendly and inspiring teachers. Small classes. Complete 
guidance program. All sports. Riding. Golf. 30 acre lake. 
5 athletic tlelds. 226 acre campus. Catalog. 
Col. C. R. Stribling, 245 Main Street, Mexico, M issouri. 

Northwestern Military and Naval 
Academy :;,o

g�f�a���Ps5��\M!!u�.".".'':!.�!��i:s� 'fJ: 
Fireproof buildings. Modern facilities. 85 acres on lake. Sr. 
ROTC Basic. All sports; salllng. Operates Lake Geneva Naval 
Camp. Catalog. 24 So. Lake Shore Rd., Lake Geneva, Wis. 

SPECIAL SCHOOLS 

VAN HOOK SCHOOLS 
Four sepa.rate sc1woZs founded and operated bu the Van 
Hook tamiZy /or teaching, training &/or care of tnentallu 
or physically handicapped children. 
SEA ISLE H OSPITAL & TRA I N I N G  SCHOOL, Sea Isle 
City, New JerseY-Claude Van Hook, Sr. 
VAN H O O K  SC H O O LS, I N C., New Castle, Delawar&
Reglna Van Hook. 
EL M A R  SC H O O LS, I NC., Newark, Delawar&-Martln 
Van Hook. 
VAN H O O K  S C H O O L  OF F LO R I DA, P . O .  Box 83, Do 
Land, Florida-Claude Van H ook, Jr. 
For I nformation, write Individual schools. 
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FINE � APPLIED ARTS 

STUDY ART IN CALIFORNIA 
J..earn from practicing professionals at outstanding non
profit school. Practical inaLructlon in advertising design, il
lustration, painting, product design, packaging. story illus
tration, lettering, graphic design, industrial design. fashion 
illustration, automotive design, photography. Aullemic sub
jects included. 4-year courses lead to degree. Coed. 700 
ttudcnts. 24th year. Catalog. Summer term begins May Sl. 

ART CENTER SCHOOL 
Edward F. Adams, D irector 

5353 West Third St. Los Angelos 5, Calif. 

New York Parsons School of Design Paris 
Professional training based on Fine Arts. Interior, Fashion, 
Advertising, Design in Industry. 3 year certificate. 4 year 
degree through N.Y.U. Veteran apprm·ed. \\�rite for Cata
logues. Summer and extension. 

Box D, 4 1 0  East 54th Street, New York 22, N . Y. 

Moore Institute of Art ���2ftc�s1�ri:{ ·sc���i 
for Career Women. Internationally known artist-instructors. 
Diploma and degree courses in Advertising Art, Art Ed . •  
li'ashion Design & Illustration, Interior & Textile 
Design, Painting & Illustration. Day and Uesldent. 
Catalog. 1 344 N. Broad Street, Phi ladelphia 2 1 ,  Pa. 

R. P. I. Dept. of Interior Design 
(College or \Vm. & Mary) Prot. training lending to certificate 
plus allied college work-B.F.A. degree. Jl�ield work, practice 
selling. l'laccment sen·ice. Dormitories. Minimum : H.oom, 
Board, Tultion-$750.00. For catalog and ,·tew book address : 
D irector, 9 1 9  W. Franklin St., Richmond 20. Virginia. 

Ringling School of Art i·�\1�,u�;��rin�stt�� 
tlon, Commercial Art, Fashion Arts, Interior Design in 
Florida year round. Faculty of outstanding artists. l:'se 
Ringling Museum and Circus. OutllOOr classes. Dormitories. 
Low cost. Write for catalog & folder "In }I., lorida Sunshine' ' .  
Address: George C. Kaiser, Jr . •  Exec. Sec'y, Sarasota, F lorida. 

Ray-Vogue Schools 
Commercial Art, Photography, Interior Decoration, Dress 
Design, Fashlon Merchandising with .M:otlcJlng, Fashion 
Illustration. Coeducational. Attractire residence for girls. 
Entrance 1st Monday each month. Write Registrar. Room 504, 
RAY-VO G U E  Schools, 750 N. M ichigan Ave., Chicago I I . 

American Academy of Art 
Practical courses in Commercial & Fine Art. Faculty ot in
ternational reputation. Story, Adrertlsing & Fashion Ill us. ; 
Adv. Art. Lettering, Layout, J'aintlng. Plat:cmcnt scrL Vet. 
'trfr�·cg��d

D���':i�5�e25 ��nja��s�n
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FChi�a�O ��ur1,: 

Chicago Academy of Fine Arts 
Enroll now-full day term, night school, part-time punch 
ticket in Commercial Art, Fashion-Magazine Illustrations, 
))ress Design, Interior Decoration, Cartooning, Drawing, 
I'ainting. Direct ProJect :Methods since 1902. \Vrite for 
freo catalog D. 720 Rush Stroot, Chicago I I , I l l inois. 

FINE � APPLIED ARTS 

Art Institute of Pittsburgh 
18 month Diploma Career courses in Commercial Art; 
lt�ashion Illus. ; Int. Dec. ; Dress Design. Lnusually active 
employment help before and after graduation. Veteran appr. 
Co-ed. 33rd year. For king size FACTBOOK. write : 
W i ll i s  C. Shook, Dir., 635 Sm ithfield St., Pittsburgh 22, Pa. 

The Art Institute of Chicago 
Summer School. Painting, Drawing, Sculpture, Advertising 
Design, Dress Design. Interior Dmdgn. Ceramics. Degrees. 
Accredited. Term begins June 27, Hl55. 

Box 203, M ichigan Avo., at Adams, Chicago 3, I l l .  

PHOTOGRAPHY 

Creative Photography 
Not a "school." A diff'erent KIND of learning-different 
in intent, method and results. 36th year. \Vrite today for 
booklet C0-2. 
Rabinovitch Photography Workshop, 40 W. 56, New York 1 9  

BUSINESS � SECRETARIAL 

BRYANT Get a head start! E A R N  Y O U R  
BAC H E LO R'S D E G R EE I N  2 
YEA RS. Save time and money. 
Prepare yourself tor a profitable 
career. Study Bt:SI:-;ESS AD· 
MINISTRATION (management, 
acctg., finance, retailing, salesC O L L E G E 

manship, advtg. ) ;  ADMINISTRATIVE SECRETARIAL 
(mdsg., adrtg., med. and legal sec'l ) .  Also 4-yr. degree 
course in Business Teacher Training : 1-yr. sec'l diploma. Coed. Tradit.ional college life. Dorms. 20 buildings. Fraternities. 
Sororities. Self-help program. Effective placement service. 
Graduates in demand. Approved for veterans. Early applica
tion advised. Catalog. President. Providence 6, Rhode Island. KatharineCJ·bb 
BOSTON 1 6  

2 1  Marlborough St. I S 
N EW YO R K  1 7  SECRETARIAL 230 Park Ave. 
M O NTCLA I R, N . J.  

33 Plymouth St. 
P R O V I D E N C E  6, R. I .  

155 Angell St. 

Outstanding training for high 
school and private school gradu
ates. Special course for college 
women. Resident facilities. 
Catalog : Assistant Director. 

Wood Secretarial School 
Courses tor H.S., Prhate School grads and College women. 
Approved by State Education Dept. Excellent guidance 
and placement service. Dorm. 76th year. Enroll now for 
.July or September. Catalog. Assoc. Dean, 125 Park Ave., 
( 1 00 E.  42 St. opp. Grand Central ) .  N . Y .  17. OX 7 - 1 290. 

HOTEL TRAINING 

"How I Became a "Can I, At My Age 
Hotel Hostess" Become a 

Mary M. Benson Becomes Hostess• 
Housekeeper Though Without 

Previous Hotel Experience 

"I answered a Lewis ad, and 
then enrolled for their course. 
Soon I was Hostess-Housekeeper 
of a beautiful Inn. I am inde
pendent, secure, earn three times 
my previous salary, and work 

amidst luxurious surroundings. All this despite 
the fact I knew nothing about hotel work be
fore taking the Lewis Course." 

Hotel Executive?" 
"Yes. • •  says Harry G .  Barnes. For

mer Salesman, Who Succeeds 
As Assistant Steward 

"Lewis Training gave me a new lease on life. 
The Course gives one a foundation on which 
to build a lifetime of happiness in the hotel 
field. Thanks to the Lewis Placement Depart
ment, I secured a position of Assistant Stew
ard in a fine hotel." 

. STEP INTO A WELL-PAID HOTEL POSITION 
Important positions, increasing opportunities 
await trained men and women in glamorous 
hotel, motel, club, and institutional field. Lewis 
graduates "making good" as hostesses, mana
gers, executive housekeepers and in 55 other 
well-paid positions. Previous experience proved 
unnecessary. "Over 40" no obstacle. Lewis 
training quickly qualifies you at home or 
through resident classes in Washington. FREE 
book describes this fascinating field. It tells 
how you are registered FREE in Lewis Nation
al Placement Service. Mail coupon today ! 
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Approved for ALL Veteran Training 
r - - - - - - - - - - - ,. 

LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOL 39 sumssrut 
I Room AD-211, Washiagtoa 1, D. C. 

YEAR 

I Send me, without obligation, your Free Book. I want I 1 to know how to qualify for a well-paid position. J 
I 0 Home Study 0 Resident Training 1 : X arne (PLEASE· PRINT· >iA.;.;,.,; ·AND· ADDRESs) · · · · ·  : 
I Address . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . • • . . . . . • . . . . . . . .  • . .  • . . · · ·  1 
I cub" Check i,��.; ii ·.;Iieib�0�:� vete���·�;���i�ii · ·· I 
L - - - - - - - - - - �  

TECHNICAL SCHOOLS 

UNLIMITED OPPORTUNITifS IN ENG I N EERI NG 
BACH. SC. DEGREE IN 11  MONTHS I n  Meeh .. ' Civil, 
Elect., Cbem., Aero., Radio (TV). Adm. Engineer· 
lng; Bus. Adm., Acct. VIsit camous, see well· 
equipped labs. Heavy demand for graduates. Place
ment service. Prep. courses. Founded 1884. Approved 
for Korean Veterans. Enter June. Sept .• Jan .• March. 
Low cost. Write Jean McOarthu tor Catalog, View Book. 

TRI-STATE COLLEGE i!�.�:,'\��r.�ve. 

Indiana Technical College 
ENGINEERING. B.S. DEGREE IN 27 MONTHS. Aero· 
nautical. Chern leal, Civil, Electrical. Mechanical, and Radio 
}l;ng. (Inc. TV and }�lectronics). G.I. approved. Earn 
hoard. Demand for grads. Enter June, Sept., Dec., March. 
Catalogue. 745 E. Washington Blvd., Ft. Wayne 2, I nd. 

Coyne Electrical School 
Learn TV ·RADIO or ELECTRICITY at Coyne- largest, 
oldest. best-E'quipped school of kind. Established 1899. 
Practical Training-learn on real equipment. Easy Pay 
Plan. Vet &Pilroved. Send for Big FllBJ<; Book. 
Coyne Elec. School, 500 S. Paulina, Dept. 45· 1 4 H ,  Chicago. 

DRAMATIC ARTS 

R.P.I. Dept. of Dramatic Art < couege or 
Wm.& Mary) Prep for radio, television, theatre leading to degree. l)ra,:tice training. Experienced faculty. Many students succeuful in J>rofession. College activities, dormitories. Minimum : Room, Boartl, Tultion-$750.00, For catalog, \'lew hook address : D irector, 921 W. Franklin St., Richmond 20, Va. 

American Academy 70th Year. Thorough 
preparation for the 

o f  Dramati c  Arts 'f�fe".t1�1on.
R��io

se�i'�� Year publlc performances on B'way. 2 yr. day courses ap
proved for Korean Veterans. Part-time evening courses. Sat
urday teen-age grouos. Rm. 144, 245 West 52nd St .. N . Y. 1 9 .  

LABORATORY TECHNIQUE i MEDICAL TECHNICIANS 
X-RAY T E C H N I C I AN S  

A n  Approved College 
Attend one of the largest and best-equipped 
schools of Its kind In the U. S. College-owned 
dormitories. Co-educational. Free nation
wide placement; graduates in great demand 
nt excellent pay. Write now for Catalog C. 

COLLEGE OF MEDICAL TECHNOLOGY 
1900 LA SALlE AVENUE • MINNEAPOliS 4, MINNESOTA 

Carnegie Institute r:��;:to�ss������ci!��·ye�� 
joy prestige, security, high salaries. Comprehensive train
ing. B.S.. College grads. Coed. Dhtingulshcd faculty. 
Modern labs, equipment. Part-time work. Korean \'et appr. 
Dorms. Two schools. Catalog. Dept. C, 4707 Euclid Ave., 
ClevelanJ 3. O h i o ;  and 65 Anderson St., Boston, Mass. 

Franklin School of Science & Arts 
Nation'llly famous for excellence of training in Medical 
Technology-!� months ; X-Ray Technology-6 months ; 
Medical Secretary-!:! months. Top paying positions wait-

\��iteC?;r
d.
cat�l�eg '�a�51r11S.t�2n�Pit�"�hili0��1:�. 1919· 

Gradwohl School of Laboratory and X·Ray 
Technique. Big demand for 

graduates. Diploma t'Ourse includes Clinical Microscopy. 
Hematology, Bacteriology. Basal Metabolism, Electrocardi
ography, X-Ray Techniques. Accredited. Coed. Enter any 
month. H lgh school required. Placement sen· ice. Catalog, 
R . B. H .  Gradwohl, M . D ., D ir. ,35 1 6 LucasAvo.,St. Loula3, Mo • 

Dell School of Medical Technology 
Complete courses in Laboratory Technique. X-ray & Medi
cal Lab. Asshltants, EKG, BMn.. Great demand tor grad· 
uates. }l�ree J)lacement. Registration. Girls Dormitory. 
Co-educational. G.I. Approved. New Clas�;es January, April, 
July, October. 66 Haywood Stroot, Asheville, North Carolina 

Albert Einstein Medical Center 
Laboratory Technicians Courses, Northern and Southern 
Didslons-18 months. Approred hy American Society of 
Clinical Pathologists. Albert E instein Medical Center, York & Tabor Rds., Phlla. 4 1 ,  Pa., Dlr. of Education. 



MODELING 

The Barbizon School 
Attractive. qualified gfrls prepared for careera as fashion 
or photographic models. Selective acceptance standards. 
Free use or Barblt'on Agency. Residence service. Request 
catalogue C. Helen Fraser, D irector, 578 Fifth Avenue, 
New York 38, N. Y. 

AIRLINE SCHOOLS 

Ward School of Airllne Training 
Accredited and Airline Endorsed Air Stewardess and Air 
Tratftc & Operations. Intensive 6 Week training course 
begins Feb. 23 and April 11.  Placement Service. Tuition $250. Housing available. Arthur P. Ward, Dlractor, 240 
Main Street. Worcester 8, Mua. 

HOME STUDY 

Write 1 20 words per minute. 
Age no obstac:I-LOWEST COST 

Famous SPEEDWRITING shorthand. No symbols, 
��'f:���::tl��

e
!�������!::t��J�'ft�n:f: .:':a 

In leading oftlces and Civil service. 120 words per 
minute-50% FASTER than Civil service require
menta. Over 250,000 taught at home or through 
classroom Instruction. The very low cost will sur
prise you. Typing available. 32nd Year. Schools In 
over too cities In U. 8., Canada, CUba and Hawaii. 

WRITE FOR FREE BOOKLET TO SCHOOL OF 

�'!�!.�«. 
FOR REAL JOB SECURITY-9ot a• t.C.S. cllplomal 

:� -::': p�O:. =�n��e:re':t�:'S..,l:h '::-k -::re .O:t�
e
itt:� 

I. C. l !:!�:.��c�::.��:s,1����t�f:.
e
·��:fn:J=!· ::_� 

demlc, high school. Direct, job related. Complete lesson 
and anawer service. No scrimping. Diploma to graduates. 
Eaay pay plan. Wrlte for 3 tree booka-'"How to Succeed" 
gold mine plus Career Catalog. (Mention field of training 
deatred) and tree sample lesson (Math.). 

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Write todar: Box 1115%-C, Scranton 9, Penna. 

HOME STUDY 

Homemaker Sells 24 Stories 
After ComplotlnCJ N.t.A. 

TralninCJ 
"The Saginaw News published 24 of 
my articles and tea.tures. My earn· 
!ngs have paid tor the Course and the 
ledger shows a growing profit. My 
success Is the result of N.I.A."
EIIen Perry, RFD 3, St. Louis, Mich. 

To People 
who want to write 

but can't get started 
DO YOU have that constant urge to write but fear 

that a beginner hasn't a chance? Here is what 
a famous editor said:-
"There is more room for newcomers in writing than 

ever before. Some of the greatest of writing men and 
women have passed from the scene. Who will take 
their places? Fame, riches and the happiness of 
achievement await the new men and women of 
power.·� 

A. Chanee to Tut Yourself-FREE 
I::it�:

s
t;.��� ftt!

t
1!�}:cr ���i�aC::�� ���eEEm!'r!"

it
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women who can add to their Income by ftctton and article 
writln

ft
. The Wrlting Aptitude Test is a simple but expert 

:��:,:�r��! i:'c� T��!!'
t 
w�':.11�t,!'ss Ytit� ��r�:e �u�fr::J

n
:; 

take the famous N.J.A. course based on the practical New 
Yorlr: Copv Desk Method which teaches you to write by 
writing. You work at home, in leisure time. constantly 
guided by experienced writers. Soon you aequlre the 
coveted "professional" touch. Then you are ready to 
market your stories, artteles and news itema. 

Mail the Coupon Now 
Taking the FREE Writing Aptitude Test requires but a 
few minutes and coats nothing. So mall the coupon now. 
Take the first step towards the moat enjoyable and prof-
i:s���u��P.::��i;_�����:" Av��

b
���

to
:�rll �

e
B':

s
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(Founded. t 925). (Licensed by State Of N. T .) FREE - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - ·  
Newspaper Institute of America 0110 Park Avenue, Now York 16, N.Y. 

Send me. Without cost or obligation, your Writing 
Aptitude Te11t and turther Information about writing 
for profit as promised in COsmopolitan_ April. 

=�=� l . . .. . . . . . . 0 • 0 • •  0 • • • • • • • • • • • •  0 • • • • • •  0 .  
Mr. s 
Adctress . • • o . . . .. . . . . . . . .. . . . . .. . . . .. . . o . . . . . . . .  .. 
City . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Zone . . . . State . . . . . . . . .  . .  
(All correspondence eonAdentlal. No salesman will 
eall on you.) C C.heclr:: here If Veteran. U;•D•785 

· · · · · · · · · - - - - - - - - - - - · - - - - - ·  
Copyright 1965 Newspaper Institute of America 

FOR HELP IN YOUR SELECTION 
OF A SCHOOL 

The directors of the schools listed on these pages will welcome your inquiry. Write 

to them direct for catalogs or if you need help in selecting schools meeting your 

requirements, fill in the coupon below and mail to : Johanna Shedd, Director, 
Cosmopolitan Education Department, 572 Madison Avenue, New York 22, N. Y. 

4-55 
Preparatory Schoo.._ ____ College, Junior _____ ,Senior ___ _ 

Professional Schoo.._ _______ ...,ength of course. ______ _ 

For Boys. ___ ·Girls ___ .Coeu.d ___ Boarding ____ Duay __ 

Age __ ->JSex ___ Now in Grade __ -.�:For entrance ill------

Locatio•'-----------------..l' ee Range _____ _ 

Special courses or activities--------------------

Nam.�----------------------------------------------

StreeL------------------------------

CitY-------------.r..one ____ ,State: ______ _ 

strike 
back 
at 

CAN CER 
man's 
cruelest 
e n e my 

G IVE 
AMERICAN 
CANCER 
SOCIETY 
How Much 

EXTRA MONEY 
Do You Need? 

With living costs now at an all-time high, 
many families dependent on fixed salaries 
are finding it increasingly difficult to budget 
their incomes to cover all their expenses. 

Hundreds of men and women have found 
the ideal answer to their problems in spare· 
time subscription work for Good House· 
keeping and other leading magazines. 

Let us tell you more about the great 
money-making opportunities in this con· 
venient and pleasant spare-time work. 

You will be agreeably surprised when 
you discover how easy it is to add many 
generous commissions to your present earn· 
ings or the family income. 

The coupon will bring you complete in
formation and supplies to start earning ex· 
tra money. Mail it now ! 

� - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - ... 
I Good Housekeeping, Dept. CM-455-A 

I 250 W. 55th St. New York 19, N. Y. 

I Please send me complete details of your 
1 money-making subscription plan. 

I 
I Name: ______________ _ 

I 
I St. & No. __________ _ 

I 
I City & Zone•------------
1 

I State ____________ _ 

� - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -127 
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Here are the pro's and con's of one 

of the most vital questions now being 

debated in the medical profession. 

Where does a doctor's responsibility 
end and a patient 's begin? 

BY AMBROSE B. KARTER, M. D., 
AS TOLD TO RICHARD L. FREY 

I am about to sign the rleath certificate of Donald 
Hammer. My name wi l l  appear at the bottom as the 
doctor attending him. But, ever since they called me 

to try to save him, I have been asking myself whether 
my name should not be written on another line-the 
line that is captioned, "Cause of death." 

Something that went wrong while I was taking care 
of him ? No, that was j ust the trouble. Nobody was 
taking care of him-least of all  Don himself. But some· 
body should have, and my conscience is charging : 
"Who else but you.?" 

He Wasn't Really My Patient 
You might say that Donald Hammer wasn't my patient 

-wasn't really any doctor's patient. Oh, I had a card 
for him in my file. But in the seven years I had taken 
care of his fa mily, his card had j ust two entries on it. 
Some shots when he went abroad, and an X ray and 
strap-up of his ankle when he li mped in one day after 
falling off a stepladder. Then, last May, he came into 
my office looking worried. He was spouting symptoms. 
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My Patient Just Died (continued ) 

·' I need something to pep me up, Doctor," he said. 
" Been feeling a little heavy and tired lately. And I get 
a kind of stuffed feeling of indigestion once i n  a while 
afler meals. Need to take off a few pounds, I guess. 
But right now I've got a business trip coming up and 
I have to be on the ball. Got any new wonder drug that 
combines bicarbonate of soda with a supply of new 
energy ?" 

"Who has been taking care of you, Mr. Hammer ? "  
I asked him. 

He looked blank. Then he said, "You mean who's my 
doctor ? Why, you are, I guess." 

It was news to me, but he sure needed a doctor. His 
weight was way over two hundred and his blood pressure 
made my gauge shoot up like a geyser. Just hoisting 
himself onto my examining table made him puff and 
pant, and I was pretty sure that his "indigestion" wasn't 
coming from what he ate. True, my stethoscope heard 
no sounds of heart trouble, but I told him I wanted to 
take an electrocardiograph. 

"When I come back, Doc," he promised. "Just fix me 
up for my trip." 

That wasn't ideal, but he'd been getting along without 
medical advice for years. There was no urgent reason 

for me to insist that he postpone his trip. I read him the 
riot act about his weight and blood pressure, put him 
on a strict diet, and gave him some medication to  make 
him feel better. I told Hammer, "I am prescribing only 
enough to take care of you while you are away. 
Remember, I want you to come in and see me as soon 
as you get back." 

He didn't, of course. Last night, when I examined 
him, he looked as if he had tried to follow some of my 
advice. I'd guess that he had managed to take off 
twenty pounds. Maybe he'd brought his blood pressure 
down a few points, too. By the time I saw him, it was 
too late to measure. 

Hilda Hammer will find it hard to take. Her hus
band had never hi nted at trouble, never mentioned his 
visit to me. "Why didn't you warn me ? "  she will ask 
bitterly. 

A nd I will be able to answer only, "I told h i m  to 
come back." 

He Was an Ostrich 
Was that enough ? What right have I to say that I 

expected him to be sensible, to behave like an adult, 
to come and be checked as I asked him to ? Donald 
Hammer was no different from a lot of other people I've 
treated. He was j ust the opposite of a hypochondriac
an ostrich. He j ust wanted something to get him past 

this trip, this month, this year. If anything was really 
wrong, he wasn't anxious to know it. Since he was feeling 
better, why see the doctor ? 

Technically-and it so appears on the death certificate 
-Donald Hammer died of natural causes. Actually, I 
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believe he died of neglect H is own, of course ; but how 
much was mine ? 

Legally, none at all. The law requires far less of a 
doctor than most of us require of ourselves. We aren't, 
as some suppose, compelled to treat anybody and 
everybody who needs or thinks he needs a physician. 
We can l but seldom do) drive past the scene of an acci
dent, or refuse to leave the office on a call, even if it's 
an emergency and no other doctor is available. 
We can refuse to treat a patient who comes or is  
brought to us. 

But once we accept a case, we're bound to see that the 
patient can get the medical service he needs-and that 
goes whether he pays for it or not ! A doctor can be 
sued-and soaked-because he didn't come back to see 
a bedridden patient, even though the patient did not 
ask him to return. The courts have held that in any 
case of serious il lness, the doctor, not the patient, 
has to j udge whether or not his services are still 
required. He cannot force treatment upon a sane adult, 
however. Having warned Donald Hammer, I had dis
charged my legal duty. 

Doctors' Dilemma 
Yet I think that most doctors feel as I do-that our 

moral responsibility goes further than that We've 
allowed ourselves to be held back by concern that some 
patients, or perhaps some of our fellow-doctors, may 
think we're chasing fees. 

There is no single solution to this problem. That was 
proved recently, when the doctors' magazine Medical 
Economics asked twelve hundred doctors, including 
both general practitioners and specialists. "Do you 
think it is a good idea to send reminder notices ? Do 
you think it is ethical ?" 

Two out of three answered "Yes" to the first question. 
Yet only one doctor in three actually sent reminders to 
"some patients" and only one in ten routinely sent 
reminders to all. 

When I raised this question with the Medical Society 
of the State of New York, the Committee on Questions 
of Ethics answered, in part : "A physician may ethically, 
and should, make a reasonable effort to follow up a 
patient for the purpose of administering needed treat
ment . . . .  " 

I myself now believe that mere routine reminders to 
the patient are not enough. If the routine reminder 
gets no reply, that fact should be brought to the 
doctor's personal attention so that he can decide 
whether the case demands a more urgent follow-up. 
From now on, that's my system. 

If any of my colleagues think that's unethical, or 
if  some of my patients think it's fee-chasing, I can 
stand that better than I can stand the way I feel today 
about signing Donald Hammer's death certificate. 

THE END 



WHAT MEDICAL AUTHORITIES SAY ABOUT IT 

THE MODERN VIEW of ethical follow-up, as expressed by the recent 
Statement of the Committee on Questions of Ethics of the Medical Society of 
the State of New York, makes it clear that a physician today is free to act 
in good conscience to save lives without fear of losing face; No code of 
medical ethics was ever meant to curtail a doctor's efforts to fulfill his 
responsibility to his patient. 

DAN l.UELLEN. lU.D •• President, Medical Society of the State of New York 

TO PROTECT THE PUBLIC from unethical practitio�ers, the Principles of 

Medical Ethics of the American Medical Association strictly forbids advertising 
or solicitation of patients in any way. In a local situation involving the sending 
of routine follow-up notices by a physician, it is the responsibility of the 
local medical society to decide whether such notices can be construed as 
advertising or solicitation. 

HO�R PEARSON. M.D •• Chairman, Judicial Council, American Medical Association 

A FOLLOW-UP on patients who have known diseases of a possible progres
sive nature is a part of good medical care and it is a practice that has long 
been followed in the profession. 

Although ideally each person should have a family doctor to whom he can 
look for advice and guidance, actually he often goes to a number of physicians 
for different types of medical service. Thus few doctors can, at any one 
time, be sure that their patients are not also patients of other physicians, 
and they are therefore hesitant to make a vigorous follow-up. 

WALTER B. MARTIN. lU.D •• President, American Medical Association 

MOST SURGEONS, including the surgical specialists, see patients who are 
referred to them for surgical treatment by general practitioners, internists, 
or other physicians who do no surgery. The surgeon, therefore, is not as. 
a rule concerned with routine health maintenance examinations. 

He is, however, vitally concerned with follow-up examinations at regular 
intervals after operation. In cancer and in certain other diseases the future 
well-being of the patient may depend upon his post-operative supervision. 

I. S. IlAVDIN. M.D •• F.A.C.s •• Chairman, Board of Regents, American College of Surgeons 

OUR CONCERN is to save more lives by detecting cancer in its early, 
eradicable stages. The effective way to do this is by periodic check-up. 
That makes the family doctor the spearhead in the battle ; the success of his 
efforts to bring patients back to be checked can mean the difference between 
life and death. 

NATHANIEL IlOBIN. M.D •• Chairman, Professional Advisory Committee, Nassau 
County (N.Y. ) Cancer Committee ( Division of the American Cancer Society) 

THE LINE OF DIVISION of responsibility in the matter of follow-up of 
patients seems to me to be rather difficult to draw. Certainly the physician 
should have reasonable concern for the health of his patient and should make 
a conscientious effort to see that proper medical care is not neglected. On the 
other hand, an effort for follow-up on the part of the physician should not 
give the patient license to place the e�tire responsibility for his health on 
the sho�lders of his busy doctor. 

THOMAS H. MeGAVACK. M.D •• Professor of Clinical Medicine, New York Medical College 
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OUR REA·OER S  WRITE 

The Last Word 
DIRTV-BIRD GOBEL 

Chicago, Illinois: Congratulate your As
sociate Editor, Harriet La Barre ["What 
Goes On at Cosmopolitan," February] 
for finding out what George Gobel plans 
to use after his "I'll be a dirty bird" 
wears out. ["Well, I'll be a filthy flamin
go."] I laughed harder at that one than 
I do at his TV punch lines. 

-EDWARD ARLEN 

Newark, New Jersey: I have listened and 
looked lit this dead-pan character and 

George Gobel 

haven't so much as smiled. As far as I'm 
concerned, Gobel isn't a dirty bird-he's 
a ·dead pigeon. -ROSE STERN 

BORS<:DT BONER 

Brooklyn, New York: Mr. Erik Blegvad, 
who did the charming illustrations for 
Mr. Kobler's "On the Borscht Circuit," 

[February] chose an unfortunate assort
ment of foods for the drawing of luncheon 
at the Concord [page 49] . The lobster 
and roast pig shown are specifically for
bidden under the kashruth laws. How
ever, thanks anyway for the delightful 
story. -VIVIAN SAFOWITZ 

CosMOPOLITAN tenders a gastronomical 
apology. There was so much food on 
that table we were overwhelmed. 

-The Editors 

""VIOLENT SATI TRDAV,. 

Spokane, Washington: I don't usually 
take time to write fan letters. but your 
suspense novel "Violent Saturday" [Feb
ruary] really deserves one. The author's 
description of Boyd's reaction to Emily's 
death was unbelievably real. I know be
cause I felt the same way when someone 
close to me was killed suddenly. I'm very 
anxious to see this story made into a 
movie. -LAURENE MARTIN 

WHISTLES FOR WHITCOMB 

Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania : Three cheers ! 
Jon Whitcomb is back on your cover. 
Ever since you stopped using his covers 
and switched to photographs something 
has been lacking. Keep him on the cover 
now that you have him there. 

-AGNES H. BALL 

AMISH BUNDLING 

Wheaton, Illinois : When reading "The 
Plain People" I came upon a reference 
to bundling [February, page 29] . I am 

Looking into May 

curious to know what is meant by this .. 
. 

. 
. 

-JOAN PERELL 

Webster's New lr�ternational Dictionary 
gives this definition of the verb bundle : 
"To occupy the same bed· without un· 
dressing ;-said of a man and woman, 
especially during courtship." According 
to social historians, the custom be·gan 
because frugal pioneer Americans banked 
their home fil·es early, and a swain and 
his sweetheart, if they wanted to see each 
other, had to bundle or freeze. In those' 
days a bundling board was placed down 
the middle of the bed, The Amish have 
abandoned this precaution, 

-The Editors 

AltiAZING DR. t:URETON 

Boston, Mass. : It is difficult to believe 
that "the amazing Dr. Cureton" expects 
people to take his exercise routine seri
ously. Is good health in middle age 
limited to people who have three hours 
a day to spend in exercise, plus an 
available swimming pool, outdoor track 
and gymnasium? Dr. Cureton is cer
tainly a remarkable man, but I think 
he has been carried away by his own 
specialty, and refuses to admit there are 
other, equally valid roads to health. 
Particularly good nutrition. 

- -cHARLES KAICH 

COSMOI'OLhAN JS l'UllLISHED MON'.l'BLY IIY 
THJo� HKAR!T CORPOllA'I'lON, 5 i'l'H S't'UNET AT 
Jo;hHITH AVENUE, NEW \'OUK 19,  N. Y., 0.8.4.. 
RICH A ltD E. BERLIN, PltBSIDBNT ; JOHN RAN
DOLPH HiAAUliT, \'ICE-l'UESIDENT ; GliiOUGIC 
HEAUS'r, VICE�I'JtESIOJ::NT ; FRED LlllWIS, VICS� 
l'llt.:SIDJo.:N't ; O. 0. M.AltKUHON, \'ICE�l'UESJDENT 
& 1'1tEASUHER ; ntCBAUD K. DlCKMB, VICE· 
l'ltl:-:81DB="J'l• FOU AD\'EUTHH NO ;  UOBERT IC. 
HAIG, net-:� PRESIDENT lo'OU CJUOOJ.ATJON ; 
R. F. MC CAULEY, BECUETAitY. SUU:i('ltll"l'JON 
J>IUOES : UNITED 8TA1'to;s AND PO�KEI:J8l0N8, 
AND CASAbA, $4.20 I'Jo;U YEAH ; ALL 01'HlCB 
COUNTRIES, $ 7.20 PER YEAH. WBli:N OBANO
INO ADIHtESS ntVE 01.0 ADDRESS AS WEJ.L AS 
THE NKW, AND 1'08'l'AL ZON E NUMDEU ; 
ALLOW Fl\'E WEEKS FOlt �HA NUE TO BB· 
COME 1'�1-.. Ft-:CTI\'E. )l A NUSClUP'rS �fUI:\1' JtiD 
TYJ'EWltiTTE!i AND WILL NOT BE UE1'URNKD 
UNLESS ACCOMPANIED 1\Y SUFFICIENT POHT· 
AGE. COSMOJ•QI,JTAN CANNOT A88UMB RE· 
SPONSIHlLlTY Jo,OR THE 8Ai'ETY 011' ONSOLIO· 
JTED MANfTS('RJPTS. 

BAFFLING BHANDO-To some critics, Marlon Brando is "the 
world's best actor." To some columnists, he's "The Slob." Now 
Richard Gehman, in the most revealing profile of this controversial 
star to date, presents the real Brando between these violent extremes. 
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POLIO, 1955-Should your child be given the Salk vaccine? What other safeguards 
do scientists now advise? Medical writer Donald G. Cooley separates proof from masses 
of conjecture in a vital report on the many-sided battle against infantile paralysis; 

FLESII AND THE BLOOD-Two brothers, one a cold-blooded, world-famous reporter, 

the other a carefree drunk, fight Russian secret police for the story of the century. Set 
in Italy, this suspense novel by Richard Himmel has everything-terror, tears, even laughter. 

PRINTED IN THE U. $. A. BY TH,E CUNEO PRESS, IHC. 



There's no stopping you . . .  when you start with . . .  

There's a new beauty . . .  a wonderful new confidence 

about you ! You can feel it in the luxury of the silk-soft water . . .  

sense it in the myriads of perfumed bubbles. You know it  in a glance 

• . .  show it  by a glow . . .  hint it with a delicate fragrance. But it's 

only the beginning . . .  an important beginning ! For there's no end 

to the loveliness you can achieve, when you begin your beauty 

care with Wrisley Bath Cosmetics. 

-

bath cosmetics 

(Shown here) Super be Beauty Bath Crystals, Superbe Bubbling Bath Oil and Bath Superbe Soap in matching fragrances, with Super be After 

Bath Freshner and Super be Deodorant Bath Powder for the finishing touches. (Not shown) Super be Bubble Bath and Super be Pine Bath Oil. 



CHOOSE THE THREE BOOKS YOU WANT AND MAIL COUPON I 
- - - - - - - � - - - - - - - · 

MAIL THIS COUPON NOW · 

Which 3 Books Do You Want for onlv s2� 
I F  Y O U  J O I N  T H E  LITERARY G U I L D  NOV/ 

Literary Guild of Amerlc:a, Inc:., Publishers 
Dept. 4C, Garden City, N. Y. 
Please send me at once the THREE books checked be· 
low as my Membership Gift Books and first selection, 
and bill me only $2.00, plus shipping, for all three: 8 ·lltt -Advtnturers 0 Lovt Is Etetnal . 

Around tho U.S.A. In 0 Mr. Maugham Himself 
1,000 Pictures 0 Not As A Stranger 0 Encyclopedia of Humor 0 Tho Power of Posltlvt 0 Katherine , Thlnkint O Ladies' Homo Journal 0 Tho View from 
Interior Decorotion Pompey's -Head 

Enroll me as a member of the Literary Guild and 
send me "Wings" every month so I can decide 
whether or not I want to receive the Guild selection 
described. My only obligation is to accept four selec
tions, or alternates, per year at only $2.00 each (plus t shipping ) ,  .regardless of the higher publishers' pnces. 
For ·each four book! I accept, l will receive a free 
Bonus Book-and I may .resign my membership at any 
time after purchasing four books. 

SPECIAL N O · R I S K  G U ARANTE E :  If not 
delfghted I will return all books In 7 days •I =�i, . . ��� . . :�:� . ��������:�. �:1: • •  � . ������:��: • • • • • •  

M los • (Please Print) 

I Street and No . . . . . . . . .  · . . . . . . . ... . . . . .. . . . . .  , . . . . . . . . . . . . 
'I City . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Zone . . . .  Slate . . . . . . . . .  . I Selection price In Canada, $2.20 plus shipping. Ad• 

dress LITERl\1\Y GUILl> <Cunndn) ,  105 Bond St., 
Toronto 2. Ont. OtTer good only In U.S.A. and Canada, 

THE Literary Guild wants you to share with irs 
nearly one million readers these advantages of 

membership: SAVINGS up to 50% on the impor
tant best-sellers you want to read; valuable FREE 
Bonus Books; your choice of the best books as soon 
as they are published. For example, during three 
months just past, Guild selections became the No. 1, 
2, and 3 best-selling novels nationwide! 

HOW THE GUILD OPERATES. Each month our editors 
select from all the novels submitted by publishers 
the one best book-which is then fully described in 
"Wings", the illustrated magazine members receive 
each month. These books are regularly priced at 
$3.50, $3.75 and even $4.00-yet as a Guild mem· 
bee you get them for only $2.00 each, plus ship· 
ping. ( Occasional extra-value selections are offered 
at $2.50.) If you don't want the selection, you 
choose an alternate or tell us not to send any book. 
You need not accept a book every month; you can 
take as few as four a year, and you will receive a 
FREE Bonus Book for each four books you accept. 
You pay postman nothing; your bill is due later
and you may cancel membership at any time after 
accepting four books. 
$END NO �ONEY-JUST THE COUPON.. Why no� 
join now while you .-can have THREE books ( a  
value u p  t o  $ 1 7 .90 i n  the publishers' editions) ·on 
approval! You may teturn them within 7 days and 
owe nothing, or pay only · $2.00 for all three and 
become a Guild member on a trial basis. Then you 
need accept only three more books at only $2.00 
each duri.ng the coming twelve months. So mail the 
coupon today! · 

LITERARY GUILD OF AMERICA, INC., Pl•llsMrs, Cudtl CIIJ, N,Y. 
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LOVE ! S ETERNAL by 

lNting Ston�. The fascin
ating true love story of 
Abraham Lincoln and 
�::�:i!d1 ;�:fl i:S0r1�h��� 
in this new novel by the 
author of Immortal Wife, Pub. edition, U.9), 
THE VIEW FROM POM· 
PEY'S HEAD by Ha111il· 
lon Basso. Never before 
has a story brought to vivid 
�f� :te '����

ou
:� t �h� 

''charm" of the South as 
fully as chis newest best
seller ! Pub. edition, $3.9S. 
AROUND THE U. S. A. 
IN 1 ,000 P) CTURE_S,. 

RunyDn and Btrgant, 
authors of the best-seller 
Around tht World in 
1,000 Piaurts, rake you 
on a leisurely "armchair'' ·  
vacation to 1 ,000 exciting 
spots in the U. S. A. t,odo 
spectacular photos, in
formative text, and 10 
regional maps help you see 
and understand our coun· 
tO: as never before. 
E N C Y C L O P E D I A  OF 
MODERN AME.RICAN 
HUMOit- .l!diud b; Bm· 

ntll Ccrf, A fabulous col· 
lection of the top laughs 
of our century • • • 704 
;a���e�ht fu1n'':o!a

:: 
ery comer of-the U.S.A. I 

. KATHIRholl by Anr.il 
Stton. Ntwest best-sel er 
by the author of Drago11 .. 
wyd:-a tumultuous novel 
about Katherine of Eng .. 
land and the love affair that 
changed history. Year's 
most fascinating reading I 
Pub. edition, $3 .9). 
NOT AS A STRANGER 

by Morton Tbompso�r. 
Top best-seller through· 
our the whole country ! 
Magnificent story about 
the making of a doctor • . •  
his loves. conflicu. ambi· 
_rions-and strange rem pta• 
rion. Pu_b_. edition, $4.75. 
MR. MAUGHAM HIM· 
SELF, The best works of 
the great ''story-teller to 
the world" that reflect gjo�rs:Il!mla��1fud�� �;: complete books, many fa· 
mous short stories. 704 
pages ! Pub. edition. S5 .. 9S. 
THE POWER OF POSI· 
TIYI �HINKINIP6y N�,. 
man Jlinttnl Ptalt. Our 
era"s most inspired writer 
and thinktr gives us the rilles that wor� to win 
!�dces�ip:t!fe�!�ri� • .::� 
that mly change your life. 
THE ADVENTURERS by 

Brntsl Hay<O>t, A breath· 
taking novel of American 
front1er life. by "the 
Wesr"s top story-teller". �f �ke ����

k/:�fr�: 
plot. exciting story. and 
��

de
:�f���: �m��Je 

T ht A.df!tntllrtrs i's one of 
rhe best of the year. 




