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* It creates a lovely
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* It helps conceal tiay

complexion faults

* It stays on for hours

without re-powdering

B (ol Ak

...creates a lasting, lovelier new beauty

Before your very eyes, you'll see how Pan-Cake Make-Up ereates
a beautiful new complexion...lovely in color, smooth as a pearl.
Modern and so utterly different, Pan-Cake Make-Up will do wonders
for you. Originated for Technicolor pictures by Max Factor Holly-

wood, Pan-Cake Make-Up has become today’s make-up fashion.

P.S...Remember, it’s easy and quick to use...try it today.
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. though the Higlt-is Magic

it takes two to make Romance

Romance fades when a girl is careless—Guard charm every day with Mum!

OMANCE seems in the very air tonight!
There’s a moon to inspire unforget-
table words, a lovely girl ready to listen.
But there’'s no man to whisper them to
Jane!

Too bad someone can't tell her that a
girl must be more than pretty—more than
smartly dressed to attract a man. Unless
she stays nice to be near, how can she win
his heart—how can a man stay in love?

The shocking thought that she’s care-

less has never entered Jane's pretty head.
She bathes each day, of course, before
dates, too—shouldn't that be enough? She
forgets that a bath’s job is to remove past
perspiration. To prevent risk of future
odor, so many popular girls rely on de-
pendable Mum.

With Mum your bath-freshness lasts for
long hours. Mum keeps you a charming
companion, helps your chances for ro-
mance! You will like Mum for its:

QUICK, CONVENIENT MUM KEEPS YOU BATH-FRESH FOR HOURS

EVEN AFTER A BATH, |
STILL USE MUM TO PREVENT
RISK OF FUTURE CDOR!

Keep informed—read Magazine Advertising!

SPEED— 30 seconds to use Mum! Even
when you're late for business or a date,
you still have time for Mum!

CERTAINTY—No guesswork about Mum—

because without stopping perspiration it
prevents odor all day or all evening.

SAFETY—You can use Mum even after un-
derarm shaving, even after you're dressed.
Mum won't irritate skin. Mum won't harm
fabrics, says the American Institute of
Laundering. Guard yourcharm with Mum!

FOR SANITARY NAPKINS—Yon need a
gentle, safe deodorant for sanitary napkins.
That’s why thousands of women prefer dependa-
ble Mum this way, too.

takes the odor out of perspiration
Mum is a Product of Bristol-Myers
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Published in
this space
every month

The greatest
star of the
screen |

The theatre is now the junction of the
Crossroads to Pleasure and Duty.

*x * *x * .
For, with bonds and stamps on sale in
all lobbies, you can buy your two tick-
ets—one to Joy, one to Victory.

x K k * .
The word “crossroads’ throws us into
a paragraph or two about Jack Conway.
“‘Crossroads” is this sure-fire director’s
latest film,

It

stars
WiLLIAM
PowELL

and
Hepy
LAMARR
no less.

But more about them anon.

Meanwhile
back to
Jack
Conway

Possessing the charm of a music-box
and the gallantry of a Walter Raleigh,
our hero Conway has worked side by
side with this leonine columnist for
many years.

*x * K K
He has been an M-G-M standby hav-
ing directed ‘“‘Honky Tonk”, ‘“Boom
Town”, “A Yank at Oxford” ‘“Viva
Villa” and a whole card-index of hits.

* * X %
“Crossroads” is his latest. And his most
different. But it is the same in one sense.
It is a hit. * * * *
William Powell gives a dramatic per-
formance that provides a complete
change of pace from hisequally brilliant
comedy-ness. It is something to see.

* * X %
And Hedy Lamarr is something to see,
too. We don’'t know about you, but
Hedy gets us. And if she doesn’t get
{ou there are a lot more like us than

ke you. * * * *
“‘Crossroads” is ably abetted by Claire
Trevor, Basil Rathbone and Margaret
Wycherly. John Kafka and Howard
Emmett Rogers wrote the original
story; Guy Trosper, the screen play.
Edwin Knopf produced.

* Kk Kk K
An incident to the
drama is a song by
Howard Dietz and
Arthur Schwartz, en-

A

titled “Til You Re-
turn”. It’s hum but
not drum. —Leo S
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Pityrosporum ovale, the strange ‘“‘bottle bacillus” regarded by many leading authorities as a causative agent of infectious dandruff.

EVERY WEEK WHEN YOU WASH YOUR HAIR,

Listerine

When defense work takes so much of
your time you’re likely to side-track some
important things. Well—don’t side-track
your hair and scalp.

Remember that neglect can help bring
about a case of the infectious type of dan-
druff, with the ugly flakes and scales, the
irritated, itchy scalp that so often accom-
pany it. Fortunately there’s a simple, de-
lightful precaution against this condition,
which takes only a few minutes at home
—Listerine Antiseptic and massage, as part
of vour regular hair wash. While there’s no
assurance, of course, that this guarantees
perfect protection, thousands find it very
effective.

Kills *Bottle Bacillus”

Listerine Antiseptic kills millions of
germs on your scalp and hair, including
Pityrosporum ovale, the strange “bottle

to guard
against

bacillus” that many authorities consider a
causative agent of infectious dandruff.

At the same time it gives your scalp
a feeling of freshness and invigoration.

76% Got Improvement In Tests

If you already have infectious dandrufl,
use Listerine Antiseptic and massage twice
a day. See how quickly it helps remove dis-
tressing flakes and scales, how quickly it
helps relieve that miserable itching and
inflammation. This is the treatment that
has helped so many.

Remember—in clinical tests, 76% of the
dandruff sufferers who used Listerine and
massage twice a day showed complete dis-

Infectious Dandruff!

appearance of, or marked improvement in,
the symptoms within a month.

Keep on doing your “bit” but don’t
neglect hair and scalp. Don’t wait for infec-
tious dandruff to get started. The Listerine
Antiseptic precaution is as delightful as it
is easy. Buy the large economy bottle to-
day. Bear in mind that Listerine is the same
antiseptic that has been famous for morc
than 50 years as a mouth wash and garglc.

LamBert Puarmacar Co., St. Louis, Mo.

A CHALLENGE

We'll make a little wager with you that
if you try one tube of the new Listerine
Tooth Paste, you’ll come back for more.

LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC

Keep informed—read Magazine Advertising! 3



Which Tampon
Can You Trust?

FIBS ~-THE KOTEX TAMPON —
merits your confidence! Enables you to
wear shorts, bathing suit, slacks or play
suit any day you wish! Worn internally,
Fibs provide invisible sanitary protec-

tion...no pins, pad or belt... no
chafing, no disposal problem.

e
o BuT 12 _.
g

FULL DOZEN ONLY 20¢. Not8...
not 10...but 12 for 20c. When you buy
Fibs, you pay for no mechanical gadget
to aid insertion .. . for none is needed!
Fibs are quilted... easy to insert with-
out artificial means. The quilting pro-
vides added comfort, and safety, too.
Yet Fibs cost less!

H BS L the Kotex* Tampon

NOT 8—NOT 10—BUT
12 FOR 20¢

(*Trade Marks Reg. U. S. Pat. Off.)

BY DON MOORE

WHO, in real life, is Hiram Holliday? We know
two newspapermen w ho modestly admit to their
friends that they’re the original inspiration of our
popular character . . . “I have posed for Hiram
through all of the three series and I almost feel
that I am Hiram,” says model Ralph Bancroft
(left). He was “Elmer,” the typical average Amer-
" ican of the 1940 World’s Fair . . . We’ve sometimes
" suspected that there was a little wish-projection on
the part of Hiram’s creator Paul Gallico, whose
career is almost equally colorful . . . Anyway, Hiram goes on to another
gloriously American adventure next month.

PRUETT CARTER was on the night shift of a California air-raid
sector headquarters when he wrote our art director, Ed Witalis, about
an amazing coincidence. He was getting authentic costumes in various
volunteer women’s workrooms for this month’s “Home Front” illustra-
tions when he ran into Viia Delmar, coming on duty. (She wrote the
story!) ... Carter is now illustrating next month’s serial, “The Long
Way Round,” by Nobel Prize winner Pearl S. Buck. It’s a novel of
women’s need for work, independence, self-respect—an urge which
drives the heroine to lead a double life . . . Mrs. Buck has led more
lives than that, as missionary, author, wife and mother, lecturer, and
ardent worker in many war causes. She has been making short-wave
broadcasts in English and Chinese to the people of China.

WHEN she got word that we’d bought her new
short novel, “Families Are Like That,” Nancy Titus
got excited, ran out to celebrate, started her jalopy
too abruptly . . . The engine caught fire, burned
up the car. (We refuse to comment on burning
enthusiasm or the spark of genius) . . . Her forth-
coming story is being illustrated by McClelland
Barclay (Lieut., U.S.N.R.), whom we ran into the
other day in the Navy Building in Washington,
delivering a Navy poster. Washington’s a small
world—as Faith Baldwin shows in her next short
novel in the series about our war capital.

REPORTING at random on just a few of many other authors who
are busy with war work, we’re amazed that they find time to write the
Cosmo stories and articles that help us to escape from our problems
these days . . . For instance, Libbie Block is working for the Interceptor
Command; so’s our Fashions in Fiction author Lee Russell . . . Like
so many writers, J. P. McEvoy practically commutes between his home
and Washington to cover Government and war effort subjects . . .
Mary Hastings Bradley, who’s working on a serial for us, is traveling
and making speeches selling War Bonds . . . Margaret Culkin Banning
has been doing war writing and lecturing. She just flew to England on
a war mission; hope she’ll bring back a yarn for us.

ADELA ROGERS ST. JOHNS got the idea for
her next story about a girl in a war plant from her
beautiful blond daughter Elaine—who’s working in
a New England aircraft factory . . . Marianne Bar-
rett makes her bow soon with an exciting aviation
story—she’s pinch-hitting for her writer son who’s
now in the Air Corps . . . Andrew Loomis, who illus-
trates the coming book-length novel of family life
by Kathleen Norris, works as a civilian defense
fireman,

Eric Knight just returned from a flying (literally) trip to his native
England, as assistant to the director, Major Frank Capra, making films
for soldiers. Knight brought back a new story for us ... Stewart Beach
has just been commissioned in the Army . .. And your correspondent
is going into the Army too; so long!

Keep informed—read Magazine Advertising!



A servant girl

swept along by a
riotous crowd in
the streets of Lon-
don, Emy is lost.
A gallant stranger
comes to her rescue,
starts her on her
amazing adventures.

e

Lo Ye

Hired to sing and pose in
Dr. Graham’s quack “Temple
of Health,” Emy’s famc
spread and her rise was swift.
Fortune brought her to Na-
ples, a guest of Sir William
Hamilton, the British Ambas-
sador. On a stormy night, in
the glare of erupting Vesu-
vius, Sir William knew how
much he wanted her. . . .

if you accept LITERARY
GUILD membership now

Literary Guild Membérship is FREE ...and You Save
Up to 509 —and More—on Outstanding New Books

make on the new books are your best rea-
son for joining the Literary Guild—espe-
cially since there are no dues or fees. You can
add to your library many of the latest, most
important books, both fiction and non-fiction,
at a fiat price of only $2.00 each, regardless ot
the higher prices (from $2.50 to $5.00) at
which these new books are sold at retail in the
publisher's editions.
There is no obligation en your part to accept
a hook every month after you have joined. Your
sole obligation as a Guild subscriber ix to ac-
cept, at $2.00 each, four Guild selections in
the course of a full year and thix means any
four. Kach month’s selection is chosen by our
Editorial Staff from the hundreds of manu-
scripts and advance reading proofs submitted
by the publishers long in advance of their pub-
lication date. Every selection is printed at the
same time as the publishers’ edition, which will
be on sale simultaneously at retail for not less
than $2.50 and often for as much as $4.00 and

$5.00.
How You Save Up to 50%

Every month the Guild manufactures for its
subscribers so large an edition of the book
chosen by the Editorial Staff that great sav-
ings in cost can be effected. These savings are
passed on to subscribers in the form of lower
prices, and in still another way : 1T'he Literary

THE extraordinary savings which you can

Guild of America, Publishers, Garden City, N. Y. I

Keep informed—read Magazine Advertising!

Guild gives each subscriber a FREE book as
soon as four Guild selections have been pur-
chased at only $2.00 each. This FREE book is
always a popular title, selling at retail from
$2.50 to $5.00!

Magazine ‘“Wings” Free
As a Guild member you receive FREE each
month the famous Guild magazine “Wings,”
which contains illustrated articles about the
current selection and its author, and includes
a special contribution by the author.
“Wings” is sent to subscribers one month in
advance so that it describes the book selected
for the following month. If you feel you do not
want to examine the book, merely notify the
Guild not to send it when the time comes. On
the other hand, if the selection sounds inter-
esting, you may have it sent for your approval,
“Wings” is also an invaluable guide to all im-
portant current reading, for each month it re-
views about 30 new books, any of which may
be purchased through the Guild at the estab-
lished retail prices.

Send No Money—Just Mail the Coupon
Guild service starts as soon as you accept Free
membership. “Bride of Glory” will be sent you
immediately absolutely FREE. But you are
urged to mail the coupon at once—this offer
may soon have to be withdrawn! Literary

“You spur me on!
Like a guardian
angel, you stand
pointing the way to
fame and glory.
Miledi—Emma—
will you give me one
real kiss—to re-
member in the hour
of battle?”

. . this gay tale of a beauty
whose pranks and passions
scandalized a nation!

963 Action-Packed Pages — One of the
Most Sensational Best-Sellers of the Year,
Selling at Retail for $3.00 — Yours FREE!

T FIFTEEN Emy Lyon was initiated in the arts of love by a
A British sea captain who plucked her out of a London riot.
When his shore leave ended be blithely passed her on to his
wealthy young friend Sir Harry—and Emy as blithely went. Her
breathless, enchanting beauty became the talk of London. England’s
foremost artist found in Emy Lyon his greatest inspiration. Through
a maze of love affairs, intrigues and betrayals, she fought her way upward
in the court society. She became the confidante of royalty, was entrusted
with great cares of state. Then, in her full maturity, the great love for which
every woman longs was consummated. As beloved mistress of Lord Nelson, “the
world’s greatest hero,” she took her in, bu e
to the end—a valiant and laughing spirit. This is the exciting and colorful story told
in BRIBDE OF GLORY, the great new novel by Bradda Field. 1t is unfolded against one
of the most dramatic and most eventful backgrounds of world history.

lace in history, but she remained Emy Lyon

“This Year’s Candidate for ‘Anthony Adverse’ Honors’’—Philadelphia Inquirer

Critics have accorded this romantic story the highest praise. “Bradda Ficld keeps
the tempo swift-paced from the beginning to the end, the reader fascinated. . . . Bride
Olf @®lory will become one of the year's best scliers because it, like its heroine, i3 irregist-
ible.”—Ohicago Tribune. “A rich tapestry
N. Y. Herald Tribune. Although this big
Puhlisher’s edition for $3.00, We will send you a copy absolutely free if you join the
Jiterary Guild now. Read details of Gulld membership below.

(Elj living . . . the very stuff of romance."—
963-page book sells at retail in the original

el L L T T T
MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY
FREE: "BRIDE OF GLORY"

LITERARY GUILD OF AMERICA, Publishers,
Dept. 8C, Garden City, New York.

Please enroll me as a subscriber of the Literary
Guild and send me “Bride of Glory” (963
pages, retail price $3.00) absolutely FREL.
I am also to receive free each month the Guild
magazine “Wings” and all other membership
privileges. In consideration of this, I agree to
purchase a minimum of four selections of my
choice at only $2.00 each (regardless of higher
retail prices of the publishers’ editions) within
a year.

Mr.
Mrs.
Miss

Street and Number.....

City and State. ..

BRI I I A Y

Occupation

If under 21,
Age please

For plan serving Cgnadian subscribers, write to
Literary Guild, 388 Yonge 8treet, Torento, Ont.



“Knickerbockers should be worn as lace petti-
coats produce falls.” Cosmopolitan, July, 1895.

“To women the bicycle is deliverance, revo-
lution, salvation.” Cosmopolitan, July, 1895.

Heads turned when Grandma went
whizzing by—and they will again
when this young siren in shorts
burns up the road this summer.




Score one for love!

Something old, something new
As youth starts from scratch
On a bicycle built for two.

“Moderate women will wear gaiters and a skirt
__ reaching to the ankles.” Cosmopolitan, July, 1895.

Riding is fun, but at the end
of a perfect day there is noth-
inglike time out for romance.



* FROM THE FIGHTING FRONTS *

eneral Douglas MacArthur

THE COSMOPOLITE OF THE MONTH

BY CLARK LEE

A.P, Correspondent Under Fire with MacArthur in Batsan

BY CABLE FROM AUCKLAND, NEW ZEALAND, via London: As the
air-raid siren atop Corregidor’s Malinta Tunnel screamed a warning
of approaching death from the skies, General Douglas MacArthur, with
shoulders back and chin forward at a fighting angle, walked from
behind the sandbag barricades at the tunnel mouth into the open air.
Bright midday sunlight sparkled on the calm waters of Manila Bay and
flashed from the gold braid of MacArthur’s jauntily tilted cap.
Soldiers racing pell-mell for safety in the quarter-mile-long tunnel
slowed to a walk as they noted their commander scanning the skies in
obvious unconcern. The late Melville Jacoby, the American corre-
spondent Kkilled in Australia, and I stood waiting the enemy raiders’
appearance. We knew MacArthur had been hoping for word that the
United Nations had accepted his plans for a major effort to reinforce
the Philippines, which he believed possible while the Japanese were
concentrating their principal drives against Malaya and Java.
As the General approached us, Mel said, “You look as if that good
news had come at last, sir.”
MacArthur flashed his brief grave smile and motioned us aside. “Boys,”
he said, pointing his cane at a near-by drainage ditch, “if I'd received
good news, I wouldn’t be standing here smiling. I would be prostrate
in that ditch from shock.”
Then the Japanese planes came over with load after load of bad news
for Corregidor’s defenders.
This characterizes one of the great qualities of MacArthur’s leadership.
He takes the burden of bad news on his own shoulders and shares the
good with his subordinates. His very appearance inspires confidence,
and after a word or a handshake from him the boys in Bataan felt
that through some miracle they would win through in the end.
MacArthur looks born to command. There is an aura of victory about
him, a self-assurance so supreme it is contagious. One feels Destiny
gave him superb confidence in his own ability and judgment. Other men
may doubt themselves; MacArthur never does. He has the training and
knowledge to back his assurance. He is a master of military tactics. He
knows every weapon of war and how and when to use it. He has a real
flair for movements on a big scale and a
love of combat. He has unbounded personal
1 _ courage plus a sense of timing which en-
. . ables him to outguess and outmaneuver his
2 opponents. All these qualities, plus a thor-
ough knowledge of the troops under him,
made Bataan’s long defense possible.
Time after time MacArthur outguessed
the enemy and saved Bataan by bold strokes
that kept the Japanese from realizing scores
of thousands of imperial troops were being
fought to a standstill by a mere skeleton
army.
You've read MacArthur’s communiqués on
Bataan—battle-brief, vivid, living words that
must have burned your nostrils with the ¥
bitter sting of cordite; made you sweat and KEEP EM HGH“NG '
bleed with those Filipino and American
youngsters though you were thousands of
miles away. You've read his congratulatory
message on Roosevelt’s birthday, his memorable words on Bataan’s fall.
You know he has a gift of stirring prose. His conversational style is
stripped of adjectives but is equally forceful, impressive and inspirational.
Every word, inflection and gesture builds to a climax. He has the knack
of making every man under him feel his own job is so all-important
the fate of the United Nations depends on that job’s being well done.
Jacoby and I thought of ourselves as hard-boiled reporters. We had
interviewed so many generals, so many important peo- (Cont. on p. 10)

Acme



Long ago Fisher Body acquired lead-
ership 1n an exacting trade through
the mastery of many skills and crafts.
Today this diversified craftsmanship
1s of indispensable value, as busy
Fisher plants turn out war products
1n a variety that ranges from aircraft
instruments to bomber assemblies

and from machine tools and jigs to

Vertical boring mill, buile
by Fisher expressly for tank
production, machines a tank
turret at a Fisher Body plant.

anti-aircraft gun mounts and tanks.
Master hands are busy at many crafts,
impelled not only by pride in their
work, but by the knowledge that in
the speed, the excellence and the
volume of their work lie the seeds of

final and conclusive victory.

PROUDLY FISHER FLIES THE «E” FOR EXCELLENCE—~
x highest service award in the Navy. Fisher, the first in the automotive
industry to receive this coveted for its ahead-of-schedule pro-
duction, is also the firstin the industry to fly the burgce with a star,

awarded every six months for continued excellence of production.
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“"WHO —ME?"’

Not right now, sonny. But you
just wait! This whole great countrvy
1s going to be needing you. Say about
15 years from now, when you've
acquired a little algebra, and a best
girl, and 100-odd morc pounds of
bone and muscle.

“What'll it need ME for then?"’

For lots of things. For jobs a grecat
dcal different and better than today’s.
You like airplancs, don’t you?

“Airplanes? You bet

Well, we'll need you to fly them.
Better planes than any we have now,
flying higher and faster. They’ll be
safer, and the whole world will be
safer, too, when you take to the air.
We're determined on that, and wc're
doing everything in our power to
make sure of it. What elsc do you
like to do?

“Well, we're buildin’aclubhouse...”

Building! Just the thing! We're
going to want your help with a lot of
building. Houses, and the things that
go into houses. Things like air condi-
tioning, and better heating and light-
ing, and refrigerators. 1 tell you,
you're going to be busy!

'y
!

“Bu—but | like to PLAY!"

And you’ll have some wonderful
things to play with! Radio such as
nobody knows today, and television,
and the results of new research 1n
clectricity and plastics and elec-
tronics—things that aren’t cven im-
agined yet. Things that you’ll have a
hand in imagining, and then making
real. And you’ll find there’s no play
in all the world that’s as much fun as
helping to build the world of the
future.

Yes, sonny, wc're all going to need
you. And wc're all of us—fathers
and mothers, soldiers, men and
women of American industry—work-
ing and fighting right now to make
sure that this world of the future will
be a better world. A world in which a
young man like you can find the full-
est opportunitics to work and build
and play. General Electric Company,
Schenectady, N. Y.

* Kk %

The volume of Gencral Electric war pro-
duction is so high and the degree of secrecy
required is so great that we cannot tell
you about it now. When it can be told we
believe that the story of industry’s develop-
ments during the war years will make one
of the most fascinating chapters in the
history of industrial progress.

GENERAL g ELECTRIC
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General MacArthur attends a ses-
sion of the Australian Parliament.

(Continued from page 8)

ple in so many countries that we con-
sidered ourselves unimpressionable. We
knew that losing a battle like Bataan was
not flags and drums but blood and guts
and the fear of terrible suffering. But
after listening to MacArthur for five
minutes, we’d gladly have charged over
Bataan’s No Man’s Land under fire.

We agreed that MacArthur doesn’t just
talk to you—he hypnotizes yo- Mac=
Arthur had his heart sold on the defense
of the Philippines, not only because his
own and his country’s prestige was at
stake, but for broad strategic reasons. He
wanted the islands held even at the tre-
mendous risk which reinforcement would
have involved, because the Philippines
were the last Allied stronghold inside the
Japanese lines.

MacArthur knows that the Pacific war
will be won by fighting, not by long-
range attrition nor by remaining on the
defensive. Immediately after he arrived
in Australia he started planning for a
northward drive which will someday end
in Tokyo. The spectacular American air
raid on the Philippines in April was
planned by him. Subsequently, from
northern Australia, his planes have been
reaching out for the enemy, ranging
thousands of miles across land and sea
to smash Japanese advance bases. Planes
and ships under his command, combined
with units of the Pacific Fleet, dealt the
Japanese a serious though not decisive
blow in the Coral Sea battle. In terms of
over-all strategy, the Coral Sea defensive
action, which at least temporarily kept
the Japanese from occupying bases closer
to Australia, was also an example of Mac-
Arthur’s tactics to smash and smash,
hammer and hammer the enemy wherever
and whenever possible.

If MacArthur is given sufficient forces,
such blows as that of the Coral Sea will
be followed through by overseas offensive
operations in the future. MacArthur
doesn’t underestimate the task confront-
ing him, nor the strength of a foe
who, in five short months, overwhelmed
three of the world’s great fortifications
—Hong Kong, Singapore and Corregi-
dor—smashed Allied sea power and air
power in the Far East and drove the
white man completely out of the Orient.

Japan hasn’t succeeded only through
numerical superiority, as popularly sup-
posed; in fact, the Japanese have won
many battles since December seventh
with inferior forces. The Japanese have
won because they are willing to take
risks and because they use their war
weapons superbly. The co-ordination of
their army, navy and air force has been
flawless. Sea-borne supplies have moved
over tremendous distances with express-
train regularity. The limited Japanese
air force has been shifted from front

Keep informed—read Magazine Advertising!



to front as needed and has performed its
job magnificently. The Japs have shown
imagination, daring and perfect planning.
Repeatedly they bluffed and won.

MacArthur knows the mettle of his
foe; he knows too that the United States
must win the Pacific war for itself and
that winning is going to cost us dearly
in blood and suffering. No one else is
going to win the war for us—not Russia
or China; nor will there be a revolution
in Japan. MacArthur knows the Jap isn’t
Superman—that the strongest Samurai
spirit won’t survive a well-aimed shot
from a Springfield.

His formula for beating the Japanese
can be put simply and bluntly: Go where
the Japanese are and kill them. Only
after hundreds of thousands, perhaps
millions, of Japanese are killed will the
lives of Americans be safe. MacArthur
has the formula and plans. He’s getting
the men and weapons slowly but surely.

But a general can only plan. He can’t
fight battles himself. Japanese fanati-
cism is a powerful weapon which can
be matched only by a determination on
the part of every American in uniform
to sell his life as dearly as possible, and
of the Americans behind the guns to
turn out war weapons and get them to
the fighting fronts as fast as possible.
For time, as MacArthur realizes, is now
on the Japanese side—time to solidify
the Japanese position in new island
strongholds, time to attempt to unite the
Oriental peoples against the beaten and
humiliated white man.

MacArthur realizes the value of time.
He won’t waste an hour or a second get-
ting the offensive under way. Mac-
Arthur’s Filipino forces regarded him
with a reverence close to idolatry. Aus-
tralians, traditionally hard-boiled, took
one look at the General, then handed
him the keys to their hearts and their
country. The Australians expected him
to do everything from settling labor dis-
putes to standardizing gauges on their
railways. They regarded him as a com-
bination Washington, Lincoln, Napoleon
and Paul Bunyan. In Australia you hear
dozens of times daily, “MacArthur will
straighten that out,” or “MacArthur
won’t let them get away with it.”

In fact, the Australians welcomed
MacArthur so enthusiastically that he
threatened to be overwhelmed with in-
consequential details which would dis-
tract him from his only job today: to fight

‘and defeat the Japanese. But he dealt
adroitly and speedily with political and
international problems and got down to
the task in hand. MacArthur knows the
details of military problems, knows men
and how to handle them, but he has no
time for details now. He does his plan=-
ning on a broad scale, maps out move-
ment and general strategy and leaves
details to his efficient, fast-working staff.

MacArthur likes men about him who
are tough in mind and body, such as
Major General Dick Sutherland, his
Chief of Staff, the late Brigadier General
George and the dashing Air Corps Gen-
eral Ralph Royce. He took an instant
liking to young Lieutenant John Bulke=
ley of the United States Navy, hero of
many long-shot night attacks in swift
torpedo boats against Japanese shipping.
The General affectionately nicknamed
Bulkeley “that buccaneer.”

If MacArthur has a motto in personal
life it is undoubtedly “Mens sana in cor=-
pore sano”—a sound mind in a sound
body. Regardless of conditions, Mac-
Arthur always manages to get daily ex-
ercise and at sixty-two is a picture of
health and energy. He believes the body
can do anything the mind wills it to,
and that mind and body can and must be

(Continued on page 15)
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First Aid to wartime food budgets

SOME HINTS TO HELP YOU KEEP FOOD COSTS DOWN

1. PLAN AHEAD!

1t is best to make
bering that what you eat
eat. The essential foods for

first, then whatever ex
news is often carried in ne
helps you plan meals ar
erate Pprices.

bake, fuel ma
at the same tim¢
next meal. Buy
There is Plenty of food.

up menus for. sever: p
is as importan

a balanced diet shou
tras your bud '

wspapers and radio
ound the
Leftovers should b
y be conserved by
e—for example,

what you need a

al days ahead, remem-
s how much you
1d be included
Latest market
broadcasts. It
foods in good supPply at mod-
e included, too. When you
cooking a second baked dish
a dessert or some food for the
nd can use, but do not hoard.

get allows.

h. Beer; 1

calves’ liver, Cereals
a

riched.

-3_._(3001( WITH IMAGINATIO

amb and p
nd bread ¢

NN

ork livers are
hould be Tha

g

'

Higher wartime food prices

cooks.
blest foods; poor
ordinary dishes can
seasonings, sauces an
zines suggest new
Don't waste anythin
fowl, and outsi
The water fro
tendency is to over
harms food values.

m vegetables

Good cooking can mak
cooking can
be made most a
d ,‘mgimtion:' Coo
w and intere
g! Trimmings a
de leaves of vege

cook most foods.

our ability as

llenge to
are & chi 8 t of the hum-

asterpieces oUW
iu?n even the best _foods. Mar;\;:

ttractive with just the rig
k books and r;agda-
ing ways of preparing foods-
g5 ndybones from meat and
tables, may be added to soups.
ups and stews. The

- doe 2o g fuel and

is goo!
o This waste

OTHER HINTS: Home canning can save
money, when vegetables and frui.ts are
available in good quantity at low prices. A
home garden is excellent—if you have the
space, the good soil, the time and knowl-
edge necessary for success. Every fal:m fam-
ily should have a home garden. Wild be.r-
ries and wild greens sometimes are avail-
able—your state department of agriculture
may issue a pamphlet on wild greens.
Metropolitan will send you a free book-
let, 82-B, “Three Meals a Day,” coqtaining
directions for budgeting your food money
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. What state did John
Hancock, Declaration of
Independence signer,
represent at the Con-
tinental Congress?

2. What is the principal
substance from which
glass is made?

3. Who wrote “Hedda Ga-
bler” and “Peer Gynt”?

4. What three states in the
U. S. have four letters
in their names?

5. Who was the first Amer- MOTHER
ican to win the Nobel
Prize for Literature?

6. What noted American statesman was born in the
West Indies?

7. Give the last six words of the Gettysburg Address.

8. Is the piano a string or a percussion instrument?

9. Is lagniappe a French dish, a disease or a gratuity?

0. Is a case of plumbago similar to a case of lumbago?

1. What four important words are written on the
three-cent postage Defense stamps?

12. Who discovered X rays?

(Answers on page 76)
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1. What state legislature
is bilingual?

. What Cabinet member
was once a newspaper
reporter?

. Where is the world’s
] largest collection of fin-
¢ gerprints?

. Distinguish between
Flying Fortress, flying
buttress and Flying
Dutchman.

. Do you know what a
fathometer is?

N 6. How is the Governor of
Alaska chosen?

7. What is the commonest chemical element in the

earth’s crust?

8. What is the nearest United States port to the

Orient? °*

9. Why do savages listen with an ear to the ground?
10. What is the franking privilege of Congressmen?
11. From what general region does briar for pipes

come?
12. What does the word “khaki” really mean?
(Answers on page 98)
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1. Name the eleven Con-
federate States.

2. If you were a peda-
gogue, to which profes-
sion would you belong?

3. Where are the Falkland
Islands located?

4. What color are the
blossoms of each of the
following: (1) mustard,
(2) onion, (3) okra, (4)

1. What is the motto of
the United States Ma-
rine Corps?

Name the only West

Point graduate to be-

come President of the

U. s.

3. You know what a U-
boat is and what an
X ray is. What is a
Y-gun?

N

Lo\

strawberry? 4. What was the earliest
5. Which state in the i metal used by man?
SISTER Union has no counties? . What is a manta ray? BROTHER

6. Who wrote Poor Rich-
ard’s Almanack?

7. Was Victor Herbert born an Irishman, an English-
man or an American?

8. What was Rembrandt’s last name?

9. What republic was founded as a home for freed
slaves?

10. Name five words of five letters or more that spell
the same backward as forward.

11. What did Paul Revere do for a living?

12. Tagalog is the official language of what peoples?

(Answers on page 88)
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6. What is a scupper?

7. In boxing, which is
heavier, a bantamweight or a featherweight?

8. Distinguish between a brace and a leash of dogs
or other animals.

9. Where is the wake of a ship located?

10. What is Alaska’s most important industry?

11. Is the baby grasshopper a grub, a poult, a nymph
or a caterpillar?

12. Of what material is the top of the Washington
Monument made?

(Answers on page 115)
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We will pay $2 for each original question submitted which the Editors find accept-
able. Please give the source or proof of your answer. All questions submitted will
become the property of Cosmopolitan. Address FAMILY QUIZ, Cosmopolitan, 959
—8th Avenue, New York, N. Y. T

12



Copyright 1942—Philco Corporation

“DIG’EM OUT!”

“More! Better! Sooner!” is the war-cry of Philco’s
soldiers of production. In this cartoon, C. H. Sykes
interprets the spirit that spurs them on. Posted on
the walls of the Philco factories, it is one of a series
being drawn for Philco by America’s leading edi-
torial cartoonists as an inspiration to the workers
who are helping to produce the weapons of victory.

* * *

E HAVE a job to do . . . the biggest job that

has ever faced the minds and muscles of
American industry. This is the time for our workers
to prove that we have earned our reputation as the
world’s masters of mass production! This is the time
for the genius of our industrial scientists and engi-
neers to preserve their gift to America, the world’s
highest standard of living! And preserve it they will,
gloriously and decisively. Production, in the Amecri-
can way, is the key to victory!

And with that victory another triumph will come.
Peace, yes! Freedom, yes! But a vastly greater enjoy-
ment of both. The new and deadlier swords that men
fashion with fierce inspiration today will be beaten
into plowshares of untold happiness for tomorrow.

Here at Philco, our engineers and scientists are
devoting their toil and their genius to the weapons
of war . . . communications equipment, airplane and
tank radios, artillery fuzes and shells. Already in their
laboratories and assembly lines, the fruits of their
efforts hold undreamed-of promise for the future.
American industry will deliver the implements of
victory to our valiant forces ... and with them, new
and abundant joys for the tranquil years of peace!

Free Limited Offer . .. While available, a full size re-
production of the original drawing by C. H. Sykes will
be furnished gladly upon request. Address Philco Corpo-
ration, Philadelphia, Penna., and ask for Cartoon No.7P.

PHILCO CORPORATION

America is conserving its resources for Victory. As you save on sugar, rubber, gasoline [fg
and all products of peace-time consumption, remember too to preserve the use of the
things you own. Through its national service organizations, Philco offers, at reason-
able and uniform charges, the means of prolonging the life of Philco products.

RADIOS, PHONOGRAPHS, REFRIGERATORS, AIR CONDITIONERS RADIO TUBES * * INDUSTRIAL
STORAGE BATTERIES FOR MOTIVE POWER, SIGNAL SYSTEMS, CONTROL AND AUXILIARY POWER

WICTORY

Keep informed—read Magazine Advertising! 13



America Responds to:

From a Foreman's Wife:

“I have just finished reading ‘Even One
Is Too Many’ in your June copy of Cos-
mopolitan. I felt T had to write to you.
My husband and I came here from an-
other section of the country two years
ago. He went to work in a new factory
making parts for airplanes. He stayed
there three months and he had to quit.
He had to work much harder trying to
work slow as the author of your article
explained. We stayed there a year as in-
spectors. He received an opportunity for
a much better position in a near-by city
in the airplane plant. He is foreman now.
He tries to keep the men busy but he
can’t watch all of them at the same
time. There are over 400 men in his de-
partment.

“Production is up—yes—because more
men are working longer hours. Some-
thing must be done to change this dis-
tressing situation. Perhaps if the rates
were lowered and the standard number
of pieces were raised, it would help. I
know of hundreds of men, directly or
indirectly, who have made claims that
they could put out anywhere from 14
to twice as many pieces as they are doing.

“It turns me cold to think my brother
died for men like that. He was in the
Navy and only 22 years old. He’s been
dead a month now.

“I have an adorable little girl, three
years old. I've been going to school since
the first of February. I've finished my
course now. The salary will go for bonds
and half of my husband’s does now. I
hate to have other people take care of
my baby but I can’t stay idle. My broth-
er's time was up in the Navy January
7th, a month after Pearl Harbor. He
was going to be married on the 16th.
He re-enlisted though. The girl he was
going to marry is coming to live here and
work in the defense plant. My father is
selling his business and coming too. We
can’'t bring him back but he put his
country first. It is the least we can do
in his memory. Life and death seem un-
important now. If we go he’ll be there.
All that’s left is work. Our country and
way of living has to be preserved for my
baby and her babies and all future
babies. We aren’t kidding ourselves that
this is a war to end wars. Freedom—it’s
a lovely word and worth fighting for,
again and again.” :

An Automotive Executive Writes:

“There has come to my desk a re-
moved page, evidently from one of your
publications, entitled ‘Even One Is Too
Many’ written by a defense worker.

“Since we are running a plant en-
tirely on defense work, we are very much
interested in this article. I would like to
ask whether it has been reprinted, or can
be reprinted, so that we can place it on
our bulletin board as I believe it will do
many of the workers good to read such
an article.

“I will await your early reply.”

From a Defense Council in an
Eastern State:

“We were deeply impressed by the ar-
ticle ‘Even One Is Too Many’ which ap-
pears in the June, 342, issue of Cos-
14

mopolitan. Would you grant us a permit
to have this article reprinted to be sent
to factories throughout the state?”

From a Company Making Tanks:

“I am employed by and as you
know we are building tanks, etc., for our
country. I have just finished reading a
story in your June issue of Cosmopolitan
called ‘Even One Is Too Many’ which I
thought was very good. I do not know,
but I think we people of are not
like those people in the story. I would

e
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In the June issue of Cosmopolitan
appeared an article By a Defense
Worker describing his personal experi-
ence with the “slow down” in a plant
engaged in vital war work. “Slow
down” means that the individual |
worker is not permitted to produce at
normal speed: that his output is held |
to an arbitrary low daily average.

Donald M. Nelson, in a foreword to ‘
the article. stated that such practices
were not prevalent, but deplored them
where they might exist and called on
every worker to correct them.

Response to this article was instan-
ianeous and gratifying. Letters and tel-
egrams poured in from all parts of the
country, and all shades of opinion were
represented. We present a few of the
letters here so that you may observe
public opinion at work in a democracy
and judge for yourselves how very in-
telligent, sound and loyal the average
American is.

P e, 9 W W e o e}
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like to have your permission to be able
to have this printed in our own com-
pany magazine. Thanking you for such
a wonderful magazine . ..”

From a Business Executive

“There is going over my desk today for
circulation among people who are in
charge of defense work an article taken
from one of your issues entitled ‘Even
One Is Too Many.

“May I ask if you know positively that

this did not emanate from our enemy’s
propaganda machine? I don't like this
kind of literature being circulated in any
way so that soldiers might read it. I know
from experience that this kind of stuff
doesn’t do a soldier any good.”
EpiTor’'s NoTE: The proper authorities
were supplied with all names, dates and
places for checking before we published
the article,

A Lowly Private’ Writes:

“This is my first offense at throwing
my two cents’ worth at a mag, but then
this is the first time anything rubbed the
wrong way so much. Incidentally, there
are a few thousand of us here putting in
twelve hours a day almost every day. The
grousing is at a minimum. Could be that
it is impressed on us every day that we
are playing for keeps that accounts for
it.”

EprTor’'s Nore: Thank you, Private!
Please read the next letter. It demon-

strates how public opinion works to cor-
rect such conditions.

A Worker Writes:

“The wife of one of our foremen
thought she recognized the plant. She
showed the piece to her husband and
he has been cracking down on any lag-
gards. When I got to work the other
day I was tipped off that everybody had
to be on his toes or they’d be kicked .out
fast.” .
EpiTorR's NoTE: A number of workers,
foremen and managers “thought they
recognized”” the plant. None guessed
right.

Another Worketr Writes:

“The company employing me, and its
workers, were proud of their work record
before December T7th. Yet on the week
following that Sunday, one department
of the plant nearly doubled its usual
production.

“The company had made no appeal
to those men. The flag hadn’t been
waved. The gang felt the time for
speeches and flag waving had passed.
Flags are grand in a parade. But when
the fighting starts they belong on top of
poles, while guys keep their eyes on the
gunsights.

“Our gang didn’t slow down. They sort
of took charge of things themselves!

“If Boss Don Nelson finds any plant
where men are lying down on the job,
tell him to farm groups of those slack-
ers out to plants that are getting things
built on time. Give us a crack at them.
We'll kick their pants for the boys on
Bataan. And keep on schedule, too.”

A Thoughtful Citizen Says:

“The defense worker who wrote the
article must be one of these people who
are too shy to stand on their two feet
and speak up for themselves. I am won-
dering how he can salve his conscience.
Did he tell someone in authority about
the conditions? Did he tell their names?
Or did the article do the trick? When
he says that he was afraid of being
called a flag waver, did he mean that?
Why should anyone be afraid of that?
For heaven’s sake, please tell me how
this country can win a war when people
are afraid? Certainly common sense is
needed in these times, but it is not com-
mon sense to be afraid of being called
a flag waver. Just think what it would
mean to not have a flag to wave or a
country to fight for, or a body to call
your own, or a home, or a friend, or a
President, or an America. How could
this defense worker have the courage to
write the article after waiting so long
to bring the condition to light?

“If this war is to be won every Ameri-
can must be tough, he must use his good
common sense, BUT if there is any
doubt in his mind as to his duty, he
should do any one of a thousand things
BUT HE MUST NOT STAND COM-
PLACENTLY IDLE. It would be far bet-
ter to make a mistake while doing than
to stand aside, do nothing, and lose the
war. In the case of doubt, shoot first,
then ask questions.”



(Continued from page 11)
trained to the brutal nerve-shaking
shocks of war.

MacArthur knows his own abilities but
dislikes hero worship. He knows he’s been
placed on a pedestal which can be blasted
from under him as readily as it was
erected. He feels he still has to earn the
Congressional Medal, the honor which
was voted him for the defense of the
Philippines. He isn’t a tin god but a
human being with human qualities
which, in some people, may be faults, but
which are virtues in a fighting leader.

MacArthur fiercely resents any insult
to his honor or challenge of his soldier’s
courage, and consequently is occasionally
disturbed by comparatively unimportant
affronts which another man might ig-
nore. His instinct, inherited from Scot-
tish clan ancestors, is to reach for his
sword and fight to the death against the
man who dares question his bravery.
Seeing him in those moods, you can pic-
ture his ancestors with flashing dirks
and swirling kilts, locked in mortal com-
bat with enemy clansmen beside some
lonely Highland lake.

MacArthur’s disregard of his personal
safety often causes him to take extreme
risks, to the despair of his staff. At Cor-
regidor he insisted on remaining without
shelter in the target area during the first
of the Japanese air raids which were
to make Corregidor share with Malta the
dubious honor of being the world’s most
air-blitzed islands. With only his orderly
and his chauffeur—both Filipino scouts—
MacArthur stood in front of his house
while thousand-pounders rained on Cor-
regidor’s “topside” area.

Zero fighters followed the bombers,
diving so swiftly that MacArthur had
time only to lean back against a grass
embankment in front of the house. More
bombers came over, and one large bomb

hit near by, showering the house with |
fragments. The General’s orderly instinc- |

tively took off his tin hat and held it in
front of MacArthur’s face. A flying piece
of shrapnel hit the orderly’s hand hold-
ing the helmet, cutting a finger deeply.
Except for the helmet, MacArthur would
have been killed or wounded.

During the crucial days on Bataan
in early January, when the Thirty-
first Regiment was fighting desperately
against at least one division of Japs, Mac-
Arthur visited the Thirty-first’s front-
line positions and gave weary and bat-
tered American troops the inspiration
to go on. Once in Bataan, while we were
smoking a cigarette during an air raid,
I remarked to MacArthur that I had
interviewed Lieutenant General Masa-
haru Homma in Tientsin in late 1939, at
which time Homma said Japan would
probably have to fight the United States.
I remarked that Homma was “widely
traveled, well-educated and well-in-
formed. He’s more like an admiral than
a general” I meant the comparison to
apply only to Japanese admirals and
generals; I didn’t realize how it would
sound addressed to an American general.

MacArthur laughed heartily and said,
“I'll be happy to meet the gentleman
someday and receive his sword when he
surrenders to me.”

Today MacArthur is more than ever
eager to meet Homma if the Jap general
is still alive, as Tokyo claimed after Mac-
Arthur reported his suicide at Manila.
Under his warrior’s code, Homma alive
is an affront to MacArthur, and Mac-
Arthur will never be satisfied until he
returns to Manila at the head of a con-
quering army and receives Homma’s
sword in token of surrender. Then, with
Bataan avenged and the Philippines
freed, it will be “On to Tokyo,” for Mac-
Arthur has a date with Destiny.

@ Catch on, too, to the latest big news about delicious / W
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Rice Krispies!

In keeping with Uncle Sam’s nutrition program, they f
are restored to the Vitamin B (thiamin), niacin and iron
values of whole-grain unpolished rice. These are your f
assurance that Rice Krispies will aid growth, digestion
and nerve tone. .. help make good red blood.

Crispness? It’s the same you have always cheered.
Just listen to that snap! crackle! pop! Flavor? It’s
mellow and tantalizing.

Order zesty, crunchy Rice Krispies today!

“Rice Krispies” is a trade mark (Reg. U. S. Pat. Off.) of
Kellogg Co. for its oven-popped rice.

Every Kellogg Cereal is made of WHOLE GRAIN
or is restored to WHOLE GRAIN nutritive values




A wee swim-suit is a great hig reason to
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Welcome the sun! But welcome, too,
the special beauty carve of this soap that's
made with Olive and Palm Oils!

T’S THE sun-kissed girl who steals the summer spotlight. Her

graceful arms, her slender legs, seem carved of smoky amber.
Her hair, her lips, her eyes...all borrow new enchantment from
her tawny gold-brown skin.

Yet, the summer sun tends to rob your skin of needed oils
and moisture . .. and often leaves your skin dangerously dry,
flaky, and brittle.

That’s when your skin needs gentle Palmolive . . . the one
leading beauty soap made with Olive and Palm Oils, those
time-proved beauty-aids. No wonder Palmolive’s lather is differ-
ent! See how it helps your skin keep soft and dewy-fresh ! Learn
why women have made Palmolive the largest-selling beauty
soap in all the world !

You'll find Palmolive the beauty soap your skin itself endorses!

Remember
PALMOLIVE'S BEAUTY OILS...

olive and palm oils —
no others —go into the
making of Palmolive.
Look for the olive color.
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When you were a little boy, remember how you went to
Fourth of July celebrations and fidgeted through those star-
spangled speeches about Independence? And you said, “That’s
all very well except I'm not independent. I've got to get away
from this farm and go to the city and make a lot of money—
then I'll really be independent and have something to cele~
brate.”

So you left the farm and went to the city and worked for
your independence, and the harder you worked the more peo-
ple you hired—and the more people you hired the harder you
had to work to pay them, and instead of being independent
you found you were entirely dependent on them, because you
were so busy earning money to pay them you forgot how to do
things for yourself. You couldn’t write unless you had a secre-
tary to dictate to, or drive without a chauffeur, or mix a drink
without a butler, or keep the house warm without a handy
man in the cellar. You couldn’t raise your own potatoes with-
out a gardener, or peel them without a cook, and all these peo-
ple had to eat and you had to work seven days a week to feed
them. If there was anything left, that’s what you got.

Something was wrong, but y~u couldn’t figure out what it
was. One week end Otto Kahn invited you out to his estate
on Long Island. His house—it was really a castle—stood in
the middle of a private golf course deep in the heart of a
wooded park slightly smaller than Texas. One little item that
stuck in your mind was the thirty-five assorted automobiles,
domestic and foreign, in the garage. As butlers, maids, valets,
golf professionals, trainers, hostlers and jockeys came and
went all over the place, you realized that you weren’t earning
enough money. Here was a man who was really independent.
So you went out to Hollywood and worked five times as hard
and made seven times as much, which enabled you to have a
house eleven times as big with thirteen times as many people
working for you. When they all lined up on payday, they
looked like the entire cast of “Gone with the Wind.”

Now your secretary had secretaries. Your agents collected
your salary, which your business managers divided up and
passed around, accounting to your auditor who faithfully re-
ported to your attorney that you were now spending twice as
much each week as you were making but not to let you know
about it because it might worry you and interfere with your
work and then what would happen to all of them?

“This can’t go on,” you’d say now and then, but it did.

A LETTER TO MYSELF

Then one day on your way back from Hollywood you stopped
off and visited your home town. There you met many of your
boyhood friends, now grown-up. They envied the independence
which they thought you had. But you envied them the inde-
pendence which you could see they had—for they did every-
thing under the sun with their own capable hands. They
built their own houses and barns, raised their food—their
meat and grain, their fruit and vegetables. They tapped their
maples for sugar, their hives for honey. Fuel? Coal cropped
out of the ground, wood grew for the cutting. Did they worry
about gasoline and tires? In their barns were buggies for the
summer, sleighs for the winter, and they bred their own
horses that could pull a plow or sport a saddle. Snug from the
storm, they nestled beneath their own tight roofs, and under-
foot the good black earth was theirs and the fullness thereof.

“This is It,” you said. “This is that independence you left
in the country and went to the city to look for, only to find
it back here in the country.” But is it to be found only in the
country? Maybe you could find it any place where there are
people who haven’t stopped doing things for themselves—who
have real independence because they are not dependent.
Simple as that!

You had always thought of independence as something won
by George Washington and handed down intact as a national
heritage; something that you would never have to do any-
thing about, personally. But now you know it can’t be handed
down intact. That it isn’t national but individual, and that if
isn’t a right you are entitled to but a privilege you must con-
tinue to earn by making it work in your everyday life.

Maybe the war will help you by forcing you to do—as well as
do without. Servant problems will vanish with the servants—
who will be serving their country, not you. This morning your
gardener problem disappeared with the gardener and you got
out yourself and mowed that lawn.

And did you notice how neatly your secretarial problem was
solved when you dictated this on the typewriter to yourself?
Soon you will be back where we all started in 1776—doing
everything the old American Way—doing it yourself. And
then every day will
be Independence Day
—for you. Sincerely, / M@

L4 L
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The Relum of Hiram Holliday

e of him?*
cial asked.

Princess

18

K
5\?‘1 knew an American

By PAUL GALLICO

ILLUSTRAYED BY WALTER BAUMHOFER

Our readers sent out an SOS for Hiram

Holliday. Here he is! In the first of a new

series of thrilling novelettes Hiram finds

Heidi and his inspiration to earry on a

one-man crusade against the Fifth Column

THE FRAGRANT dusk of spring de-
scended upon wartime Washington. A
hundred thousand lights blossomed in
the windows of the government build-
ings down by the Potomac. Night was
approaching, but the desperate work in
the hives of offices continued.

In one of these sat a lean, tired official
of the Department of Justice, haggard
from work and strain and worry. At a
near-by desk a young assistant pored
through sheaves of documents.

The older man had been reading a
small tabloid newspaper black with head-
lines and uneven smudgy type. He ut-
tered an exclamation of anger and, when
the assistant looked up, turned the paper
so that the young man could see the
name across the top in pseudo-Gothic

GGH

in romance and

type: THE AMERICAN FREEDOM
CRY; the four-inch headline below it:
DEFENSE BONDS BLOOD MONEY!
and the sprawling subheads: “American
Youth Sacrificed’—“Germany Wanted
Peace!”

“Ugh!” grunted the assistant. “An-
other?”

“Right from Berlin,” growled the offi-
cial. “Goebbels could have written it. And
that is published right here in the United
States, which is at war.” He studied the
sheet for an instant. “Clever, like all the
rest of them. Goes right up to the bor-
derline of treason—and doesn’t step over.
Sedition, defeatism, Axis propaganda,
poison in every line. Published by an
American; financed by German money.
Benedict Arnold had many heirs, and

I: TERROR LEAVES PORT SHERIDAN

“Return the dossier of Hol-
liday to the active file,” the
Gestapo officer ordered.






until they cross the line we can't touch them. Wanted—more
of that old breed of men who loved freedom and hated slavery
so much they couldn’t think of anything else. We had them
a hundred years ago. Rough, tough, hard, but by God, they
loved their country and hated tyrants! That’s what all
Americans used to be like.”

The young assistant sucked at his pipe. The words of the
other man had awakened memories. He said, “You know,
chief, some years ago when I was in Europe, attached to the
Embassy in Berlin just after Munich, I knew a man like that.
He was an American correspondent, an insignificant-looking
guy. You wouldn't take him for what he was. He hated
Fascists and everything they stood for. It used to boil up in
him and get into his eyes and his face until he’d shine like
a crusader. One night, during the big November pogrom in
Berlin, he went into a melee where a bunch of Nazis were
wrecking shops and beating up Jews, walked up to a Storm
trooper and smacked him right between the eyes.”

“He did?” said the other man. “What happened to him?”

“They half killed him, but he got away. He was mixed up
in a lot of funny stuff. I only got part of the stories. Trouble

for Nazis. The Gestapo was after him, but he managed to
get out of the country. His name was Holliday—Hiram Holli-
day. A stoutish guy with mussy hair and goggles; looked soft
and sort of tame. But if half the stories they told about him
over there were true, he was a one-man war when he got
started.”

The chief’s eyes gleamed. “Really? What became of him?
That’s the kind of man .

“Darned if I know. He’s dropped out of sight.”

The chief appeared to be lost in thought again. He was
doodling idly on the margin of the Nazi-loving propaganda
sheet with a pencil. He printed: “H-I-R-A-M H-O-L-L-I-
D-A-Y.”

The white-haired General, the breast of his full-dress jacket
blazing with decorations, caught a snatch of cross-boards con-
versation out of the hubbub at the brilliant head table of the
Royal Canadian Air Force Relief dinner in progress at the
Chateau Victoria Hotel in Montreal. He said to his left-hand
neighbor, an Austrian Princess in exile, “My dear Princess,
forgive me, but we have purged ourselves of the sin of self-
delusion, at least. We admit
things are going damned badly
for us.”

He was surprised to find him-~
self speaking so earnestly to her,
because she was so completely
feminine. She had the delicate
beauty and caloring of a Meissen
figurine, slim and youthful with
a childlike mouth. Her hair, the
color ot strained honey, was
bound around her head in thick,
gleaming braids. So did the Vien-
nese of long ago conceive a wom-
an: eyes the color of young field
violets, porcelain-clear translu-
cent skin through which glowed
the vibrant stream of blood royal.

The General had been con-
scious of the beauty of his dinner
partner. Nov’, as she turned to
him, he became aware likewise
of strength within her. Beyond
the sweet, proud tilt of her head
and the gentle expression of her
eyes, there was the quiet poise,
the regal carriage of one who
has earned from life the knowl-
edge of how not to be afraid.

The Princess inclined her head
gravely. “Yes, things are going
badly. They will not be better for
us until we have found our souls
again.”

“Hmph!” grunted the General.
“Well, of course. But give us
planes and tanks and guns and
men—"

“With souls to man them,” in-
terrupted the American diplo-
mat who sat vis-a-vis. He was a
writer, an elderly distinguished-
looking man who had been Am-
bassador to many countries.
“Souls,” he repeated, with a smile
and a nod to the Princess, “and
romance.”

“Romance!” The Princess drew
a quick breath. Color came to her
cheeks.

A wing commander with a
fighting face joined in: “There’s
dashed little romance in war.”

“Perhaps that is what is the
trouble with us,” said the Ameri-
can. “Or at least with many of
us in the United States. It has
been a theory of mine that we
tend to lose sight of the fact that
the quest of liberty is essentially
romantic. It has been the great-



est continued epic the world has ever known. Down through
the ages, the great romanticists have been the men who
engendered the words ‘Freedom’ and ‘Liberty,” who dreamed
of being free; who fought and died for those dreams.

“To love a woman is natural and poetic. But to love liberty
enough to die for the attaining of it is divinely romantic.
There is no sweeter gorge than that which rises against a
tyrant. If the men of our country ever again feel it as they
once did, God help those who stand in their way! You see
our attitude, those boys of ours who feel about this terrible
war that ‘they must go out to do the job and get it over
with.” They've shut out the romance of the eternal struggle
of good against evil, the spirit that conquers. Our citizen army
must burn with it, like—-"

“I knew an American once!” The Princess hardly realized
that she had interrupted. Her voice was throbbing with excite-
ment. “The fire in him burned so brightly one could hardly
bear to be near it. He was a shining sword against evil and
tyranny.” She was conscious that they were all staring at her.
She hesitated and continued, “I—I met him in Europe a few
years ago. He.believed in—in romance and good. The Fascists
were afraid of him and tried to kill him. He was America.”

The wing commander said, “Well, well. Stout fellow,” and
then asked, “Who was he?”

“His name was Hiram Holliday!” the Princess replied.
Somehow, she made the name ring like a trumpet call.

“Holliday?” said the General. “Can’t say that I've—"

The American was reaching back into a voluminous mem-
ory. “I remember the name,” he said. “I believe he was in
London for a while. I recall hearing some fantastic story in
connection with him. What became of him? Where is he
now?” He addressed his question to the Princess.

And she replied slowly, “I do not know. It has been several
years since I have heard from him. I often wonder where
he is.”

On the Alexander-Platz, a busy square a short distance
from the former Imperial Palaces in Berlin, there stands an
ugly four-story building of brick and gray stone with a
sloping roof. Two black-uniformed S.S. men with black-
painted steel helmets coming almost to their eyes, bayonets
affixed to rifles, stand guard ceaselessly at the bronze doors
that give entrance to a small courtyard. The citizens of Berlin
give the building a wide berth.

For it is here that the Geheime Staats Polizei, the Gestapo,
is housed.

Brigade-Fuehrer Gunther von Diehlse, uniformed, belted,
booted in black and silver, sat at his desk in a grimly furnished
office on the third floor, studying dossiers. Having read them,
he placed them on the desk to his right in a neat pile,
whence an S.A. man removed them. Every so often, another
orderly brought in a fresh pile.

The files of the Gestapo were undergoing spring house
cleaning. Those names*in which the Gestapo no longer had
any interest were being removed from the active files and
destroyed.

Von Diehlse was approaching the bottom of a pile, scanning
each dossier with a particular eye to the last sentences. He
checked them off: “Fritz Heisemann—suspected of connection
with the Strasser underground movement. Executed April
twelfth, Moabit Prison.”

Finis! He placed it to the right. “Samuel Hochschildt—Jew
—department-store owner. Sentenced to twenty years at
Dachau, May sixth. Died there July ninth, causes unknown.”

Von Diehlse was bored. They were all of a pattern. “Hoff-
man—Iliquidated; Hogasch, Prague, executed; Hokanisch, shot
attempting to escape from Concentration Camp Egenhaus;
Holliday, Hiram, American: suspected of being secret agent
in the pay of British and American Intelligence . . .”

Donnerwetter! This was something different! The Holliday
dossier was a long one. Von Diehlse read on, no longer bored.

He went back to the beginning: “October, 1938. Hiram Hol-
liday, American citizen. Correspondent New York Sentinel.
Age: thirty-nine. Height: five feet eleven. Weight: one hun-
dred and seventy pounds. Hair: sandy. Eyes: blue (wears
steel-rimmed spectacles). Dangerous!”

The dossier swung into high. “Exposed Vinovarieff plot,
Paris, 1938. Suspecied of liquidation of agent Mikoff. Berlin,
1938, suspected of complicity in unsolved killing of Dr. Hein-
rich Grunze, Minister der Auslands Propaganda, and disap-
pearance of Grafin Irmgarde von Helm. Vienna, March, 1939,
implicated in the escape to Italy of Austrian Archduke Peter

Hiram pointed. His voice was
trembling with anger. “Here is
the poison sac, Heidi, more dead-
ly to us than bombs or bullets.”

and the Princess Adelheit (Heidi) von Fiirstenhoff of Styria.”

Von Diehlse’s eyes began to pop. He turned the page:
“Paris, 1940, killed Gestapo agent Fritz Rau. Assigned to
British Expeditionary Force. Present at retreat to Dunkirk.
Suspected of instigating the kidnaping of General Helmuth
von Dobelitz by the British.” Then: “Crossed to London.”

He came to the final page. “May, 1941, flew London to Lis-
bon. In Lisbon, evaded agents Schippe and Krehaus, sent to
intercept him. (There was a footnote here to the effect that
Schippe and Krehaus had not been heard from since.) Es-
caped to the United States via transatlantic Clipper. Agents
in United States report no further activity. Case closed.”

Case closed! Von Diehlse sighed. L'affaire Hiram Holliday
had not been one of the Gestapo’s most conspicuous successes.
He shrugged, closed the cover of the dossier and placed it
atop the pile on his right. He was glad that he had in no way
been involved in the case.

The orderly stepped to the desk, clicked his heels, picked
up the pile and marched toward the door. His superior ap-
peared to be sunk in thought. The slamming of the door
roused him.

“Hola! Kuffke! Come back, blockhead!”

The door reopened and framed the orderly with the dossiers
clamped under his arm.

“Come here, Junge. Give me that Holliday dossier. The last
one.”

“Zu Befehl!”’

Von Diehlse held the fat dossier in his stubby hands for an
instant. Then, in the manner of a man who is acting on a
hunch, he called to a subordinate (Continued on page 67)
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| Escape from the JAPS

BY 1. EPSTEIN

A firsthand report on the horrors
of life in a Japanese prison camp
by a famous American correspond-
ent who escaped from Hong Kong

KWEILIN, KWANGSI PROVINCE,
CHINA (by Wireless): The swirling wa-
ters of the Kwei-kiang seem to sigh with
me as they surge south to join the west
or main river in its rush to the China
Sea. Sitting in the morning sun in the
peace of this ancient walled city, I find it
difficult to believe I have escaped the
savage monkey-men. My festered wounds,
sustained in the defense of Hong Kong
(in which action I was reported killed),
are healing. My body is recovering from
the ravages of exposure and near-star-
vation. Best of all, my mind is slowly
being cleansed of the horrors of Hong
Kong—rape, murder and worse-—and of
the Jap prison camp on the Stanley
Peninsula.

As I write of the siege and fall of Hong
Kong, of the devastation, the looting and
the prison camp, life moves on here as
it has moved for more than a thousand
years. Junks, braving rapids and whirl-
pools, move up and down the river. Mist
hangs on the mountain peaks—peaks
which rise immediately from the plains,
apparently without connection with one
another. The poet Fan Shin-hu com-
pared these peaks to young bamboos,
shooting out of the ground. As I survey
{he picturesque scene I'm glad I am
alive, and free again!

But on with my story. It has its proper
beginning on December eighth when war
—the war nobody in the Hong Kong
Colony believed was coming—burst over
Hong Kong!

In the early morning twenty-seven
Japanese dive-bombers wheeled in neat
formation over the undefended airfield
from which Kurusu, Tokyo's *“peace en-
voy,” had flown to Washington only a
few days previously. They blasted the
historic old Hong Kong Clipper and seven
other passenger planes on the ground,
and made off just as the air-raid sirens,
which sleepy officials had only then put
into operation. sounded. At the same
time wave after wave of squat, yellow-
clad infantrymen began charging into the
advance defense line of the colony's land
frontier, constantly being mown down
but ever coming on.

in homes and streets incredulous Hong
Kong residents were still in hot de-
bate as to whether this was the real

thing or an exceptionally realistic air-raid
)

practice. The
Government, as
throughout the
hostilities, failed
to find a prompt
way of notifying
the population of
what was going
on. But many
had seen war in
other parts of
China and they
knew. I knew. At
sunup I awoke
and heard the
familiar belly-
tingling crrump-crrump of bombs. By
noon planes over the city itself were
dropping missiles in plain view of all,
on dockyards, harbor shipping and points
of defense.

Looking back, I remember it all as a
kaleidoscope picture. I see again the lob-
by of the famous Peninsula Hotel during
the first air raid on the urban area; the
blank faces of the guests who only that
morning were 1o have left by the now-
destroyed Clipper; a fantastic. dapper,
tweed-dressed little old man beating back
with a riding crop the crowds of Chinese
seeking shelter in this safesi building
in the colony.

I think of the Royal Scots and the
Rajputana Rifles at the front line, half-
starved as a result of the incompetent
food and other services, holding on forty-
eight hours instead of the anticipated
twelve. I think of Kai-tak Airport and
the most danger-hardened commercial
pilots in the world shuttling ceaselessly
between Hong Kong and Chungking with
passengers.

The Japanese, outflanking the defend-
ers’ first line by sneaking around the
coast in inflated rubber boats which they
first carried on their backs, landed silent-
ly near the main fortified lines to which
the British had hoped to retire. Parts of
those lines were blasted by mines which
fifth columnists had laid long before the
war. Strategic pillboxes were put out of
business by hand grenades daringly
tossed down airshafts.

I remember the sudden panic of the
civilian authorities, the wild outbreaks of
looting, the bewildered faces of the In-
dian constables milling in the compound

Dyawiig by Herberi Roese

of the Police Training School, repeating
again and again, “Our officers have gone
without giving us orders. They have left
us rifles but no ammunition. What shall
we do?” I see the rapid retreat of the
dog-tired British and Indian troops
across the harbor in Kowloon, with the
Japanese appearing suddenly at points
supposedly far in the rear; the wild-eyed
boys and girls of the A.R.P. service
slaughtered by cross fire in the Kowloon
streets.

On December twelfth the inhabitants
of Hong Kong who had slept awoke to
find themselves on ihe front line with
the enemy plainly visible across the nar-
row harbor. Their hearts were heavy.
The smoke pall over Kowloon was black
but the news of the sinking of the
Prince of Wales and the Repulse was
blacker, spelling the end of the colony’s
hopes of naval relief.

A close-range artillery duel was under
way. Shells were bursting on Connaught
Road along the water front, on the
cricket grounds, in Aberdeen Street, Al-
bert and Hollywood roads, close to the
Club Germania, and were shaking the
foundation of the Queen Victoria Monu-
ment in Chater Road. But at noon of
this day everything suddenly became
quiet while the Jap mission came over,
under a flag of truce, to ask the uncon-
ditional surrender of Victoria Island, all
fortifications and utilities—intact! Sir
Mark Young, the Governor, refused to
see the plenipotentiaries. Though Hong
Kong was supplied with provisions for a
siege of six months, it had only 8,000 troops
to man the forts and defend the thirty-
mile coast line. But Hong Kong settled



down to hold out the best it could with
the expectation of relief.

The appearance of the city changed
completely. Although damage from the
bombardment was not yet obtrusive, the
streets rapidly assumed the littered and
unkermpt appearance which everywhere
attends war and pestilence. Private cars
no longer were seen. All had been com-
mandeered by auxiliary services. Many
of the better-dressed civilians had arm-
bands, gas masks and tin hats. The tin
hats hung carelessly over their backs. On
the chairs of Bessie’s Bar in the Hong
Kong Hotel were hundred of shirkers,
including some in uniform, who drank
ceaselessly. Meanwhile many members of
essential services not provided with hel-
mets were declining work in the danger-
ous areas, while thousands of Chinese
stood in endless queues outside the rice-
distribution centers, absolutely unpro-
tected, wordlessly and patiently refusing
to give up their places in line even under
heavy fire.

On the night of December eighteenth
Jap shells ignited oil tanks separated
from the mainland by only four hundred
yards of water. Taking advantage of the
dense smoke overhanging the entire dis-
trict, the Jap command sent a small
group of shock troops over Causeway Bay
to establish a bridgehead. A British po-
lice officer telephoned Regional Head-
quarters. A bored colonel told him to stop
seeing life through the bottom of a
whisky bottle—and presumably returned
to bed. British troops, finally sent down
hours later, found the enemy had already
landed over a thousand men, horses and
a profusion of automatic weapons, moun-
tain guns and five-inch trench mortars—
these last responsible for the deadliest
execution in the battle. This force was
too great for the British to deal with,
so they retired.

Before daylight, the Japs had estab-
lished invasion headquarters. Camou-
flaged sharpshooters had swarmed up the
hillsides and now commanded the Wong-
Nei-Chong Road—the main military
road running north and south across the
island. Below the sharpshooters was the
Happy Valley Race Track. To the west
was Hong Kong proper. Worse, they had
seized Hong Kong’s only power station
and the Tytam Reservoir which supplied

They shot the medical staff at Saint Stephen’s Hospital.

water to the city’s 1,000,000 inhabitants.

The Jap tactics were not original. Dur-
ing previous general maneuvers, the Brit-
ish had learned of a “blind spot” whereon
Hong Kong’s fixed artillery was unable
to fire. The Japs knew of this and copied
every move of the British ‘“practice”
attack on Hong Kong. With equal pre-
cision the British repeated the method
of defense which they had tested—and
found wanting! The only thing changed
about the picture was that the skilled
and veteran troops who had participated
in the maneuvers had been removed else-
where and replaced by Canadian recruits
totally unfamiliar with the terrain.

Twice before the final collapse head-
quarters was ready to give in, causing a
terrible slump in the city’s morale. But
each time the troops had different ideas
and launched successful local counter-
attacks. As a result the colony held out
six days following the invasion of the
island. The Japanese lost heavily at a
new landing in the Stanley Fortress area.
But the end came. The troops were ex-
hausted, the civilian services broken
down, and despite the Governor’s con-
tinued opposition, headquarters surren-
dered at a moment when the relieving
Chinese army was already poised.

Christmas Day I saw a white flag go
up—for the first and last time in my life,
I hope. The Japanese had 10,000 dead and
wounded, compared with our 4,000. They
did not get the island’s heavy artillery,
which had been destroyed or spiked, but
they did get the colony’s great supply of
materials and the naval and civil ship-
yards, virtually intact.

Hong Kong’s conquerors lived up in
every respect to the traditions of the
Imperial Japanese Army. Singing paeans
to the brotherhood of the Oriental peo-
ples, they raped, robbed and slaughtered
far more Chinese than members of the
hated white race. Talking unceasingly of
Asiatic co-operation and prosperity, they
shipped off in the first fortnight of their
occupation more than a hundred thou-
sand tons of metals, machinery and rice
—the people’s food. Harping on how they
behaved much better than the perfidious
British, they performed marvels of mass
pocket-picking, leaving hardly a wrist
watch, fountain pen or camera in the
whole of Hong Kong. In addition, the

Mikado’s incorruptible officers, as persons
of superior culture, politely solicited gifts
of pianos, rugs, pictures—or else. In one
respect only the Japanese lived up to
their promises. Within ten days of the
surrender all British, American and
Dutch men, women and children were
locked up. Germans, flocking in from
Macao and Canton sporting swastika
armbands, were treated with scant cour-
tesy.

The Japanese had no reason to love
me, so I took care to keep out of their
way. When the white flag was hoisted, I
was in a Hong Kong hospital, hiding be-
hind a fake name, flesh wounds and a
luxuriant growth of beard, plus the story
of my death which a few friends told so
vividly that even now I run across people
who pale and falter at sight of my grin-
ning ghost. I'll not forget for a long while
the first night of the defeat. Only the
evening before patients were joyfully eat-
ing Christmas pudding. Now all were
silent. Some people were discussing in
whispers the quickest method of suicide:
Chinese nurses were clustering in corners
with the whole war-long ordeal of Chi-
nese womanhood smoldering in their tor-
tured eyes; English doctors and nurses
were hiding their nervousness.

Then next day new people came in.
Fugitives from Stanley Peninsula who
had seen the shooting of the medical
staff and wounded at Saint Stephen’s
Hospital, the merciless bayoneting of
Canadian prisoners against the wall of
Maryknoll Mission. A soldier from Re-
pulse Bay who, with twenty comrades,
was shot in the back of the head and
pushed into the sea, somehow survived
and swam to safety. Each of these ar-
rivals cast a new pall over the hospital.

Hong Kong’s atrocities were committed
in the heat of the fighting. The Japanese
were now uninterested in revenge, only
in loot. The sole remaining atrocity was
the crowning one, the coldly planned and
calculated starving out of 1,000,000 Chi-
nese within a month.

In the middle of January American
and Dutch civilians, numbering three
thousand, were removed from previous
places of confinement and dumped on
the south side of Stanley Peninsula. The
area was entirely unprepared for the for-
mation of a (Continued on page 142)
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UNTIL THAT golden twilight when
she walked, incredibly elegant and ex-
quisite, into the small Virginia church,
Jinny Landis had thought little enough
of this event in which she was, as usual,
to play a leading role.

Mrs. Scott Landis, as everyone in
Washington knew, attracted the spot-
light by nature, heredity and beauty, and
while it had not often followed her into
church she would move there with the
same grace that made her outstanding
at horse shows, Embassy functions and
exclusive dinners.

When Mary Lou had asked her to be
godmother to the very new Thatcher
offspring, Jinny Landis had said, “I'm
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She was given

another chance at love
in one short moment
of wishing happiness
for somehody else
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flattered, 1dmb, but why me? I've never
been a godmother.”

“Well,” said Mary Lou, “it’s my first
and a girl and you've had just about
everything and I thought maybe you’d
teach her how you 'do it. She’ll need a
personality like yours because I'm afraid
she’s going to look like her papa.”

Jinny Landis laughed. The adoration
Mary Lou exhaled had a familiar fra-
grance. Mrs. Landis knew' that a good
many girls in Washington copied her
swaying walk and her smooth shining
hair and her throaty laughter.

“What do I have to do?” she said.

“Just show up at the church and hold
the baby while they pour water on her

head,” Mary Lou said.
“And promise to look
after her morals if
Wag cracks up and I
get run over by a taxi,
which may happen any
day.”

“What are you go-

ing to call her?” said

Mrs. Landis.
“Victoria Alice, after

- Jinny knew what it ‘meant to love
completely—not counting the cost.

Wag’s mother,” said Mary Lou. “Isn't it
awful?”

That was two weeks ago. Mrs. Landis
had sent her prospective godchild her
own baby string of pearls and forgotten
all about the christening until the day
arrived and, at the Trines’ Sunday tea,
she found herself talking to that South
American ambassador who had been
madly in love with her ten years ago,
when she was twenty, the year before she
married Scott Landis.

In those two weeks she had had so
much of which to think. If she were
going to leave Scott, the time must be
now. Now.

The Ambassador was watching her
with wise eyes that knew all about
women, and why should they not, since
he had been Washington’s most eligible
bachelor for twenty years? People said
that he was still in love with Jinny Lan-
dis, but she said gently that he used the
legend of that romance as a shield from
Washingtol? debutantes bent upon pur-
suing the good neighbor policy to any
extent.

She hoped that the trembling of her




lips, which persisted in spite of her, was
not apparent to those wise, dark eyes.
Surely not even Mario could sense that
inner trembling which had not stopped
since last night when Scott said, “I prom-
ise, Jinny. You mustn’t do this. Can’t
you believe in me a little? I promise.”

People moved about them and Jinny
nodded to a Cabinet member, smiled af-
fectionately at her hostess, spoke to a
distinguished journalist.

All that she could do with the surface
of her mind and face, as smoothly and
effortlessly as she shifted gears in her
car. Jinny Landis was used to making
decisions, facing vital moments, experi-
encing great emotions in the midst of
crowds. In Washington, your private life
must keep step with the march of des-
tiny that pervaded all things.

None of the guests who glanced with
admiration or friendship or even envy
at the famous Mrs. Landis could have
guessed that she was torn and shaken
inside, that at last she was facing a
decision she had put off for heartbroken
months and years. Scott Landis’ wife had
survived in Washington because she

never confided. The news that she had
made up her mind to leave her husband
would have exploded in that room like
a bomb.

The Ambassador said, “Is Scott here?”

Mrs. Landis shook her head. “And I
must run now, myself.”

But she thought it strange that he
should have asked that. Mario knew
Scott’s genius for public relations—he
had seen it work in a South American
crisis—but he did not like Scott and sel-
dom mentioned him. The Ambassador
had reason to know something of
Jinny Landis’ capacity for love; there
had been a time when he hoped he had
won it—and then she had married Scott
Landis, a Pied Piper, a triumphant
mountebank.

She had never been able to get away
from Scott’s promises. They were artistic;
they found their way to the heart, but
they were discredited. They were like
the rich green bank notes of a country
which has been conquered and has
nothing with which to back its promise
to pay.

If she could not believe him, she could

not go on living with him. It was useless;
they would both sink.

A little secret smile touched her eyes.
If she were free would it destroy the
grace of Mario’s sweet sorrow? Or would
he find in her, after the years, still the
one woman he wanted to help him carry
the bright burden of diplomacy? Worth
doing, that would be; part of the vital
victory, the great future.

“Come and lunch soon,” she said.

“Where are you going? Can I take you
somewhere?” the Ambassador said.

“I am going to Virginia to become a
godmother.”

“A godmother?” said Mario. “In my
country we take that very seriously. At
the christening she is the most welcome
of all guests. We believe she brings the
one so priceless present which is to pro-
tect in the future from the evil ones.
Your godchild—she is fortunate. Touch
her with your magic and the best gift
you choose for her, it shall come true.”

As she drove across the white city
which was now hub of the world’s battle,
Jinny Landis found that Mario’s words
had awakened (Continued on page 119)
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Jim MaclIntyre finds that
women don’t drop all
their feminine character-
istiecs—even in war work.
It sometimes takes a man
to straighten them out

M MacINTYRE is over six feet tall
and he is neither thin nor fat. He is
strong, hard and healthy. He looks like
a man who can fight, and appearances
are not always deceiving. Jim MacIntyre
can fight. What’s more, he really likes
to fight.

After Pearl Harbor he craved to do
the kind of fighting he’d never done
before, but they wouldn’t take him. They
wouldn’t give him a gun.

“I don’t know exactly what Jim does at
the plant,” his wife said. “He tells me,
but I don’t listen much. What do I know
about machinery? Anyhow, it’s important,
I guess, because they call it essential
work. They told him he was more useful
here than fighting in the war. He’s build-
ing things for the Army—or maybe it’s
the Navy.”

It made Jim MacIntyre pretty - sore
that they wouldn’t take him. For days he
walked around with a sour expression on
his face, and he grunted instead of
speaking.

The other fellows at the plant took to
kidding him. “What’s a big healthy guy
like you doing toward winning the war?”
they’d ask him, and then they’d duck.

But nowadays Jim doesn’t swing on
them any more when they ask that ques-
tion. They’ve almost given up asking it.

It’s no fun now. Jim just chuckles. He-

doesn’t answer. Except once. Just once he
answered, and then it was in a peculiar
way. Not funny enough to be meant as a
gag; not serious enough to be taken on
the level. It was sort of funny, though.
20

Jim’s so powerful, so broad-shouldered,
and standing there at his machine, he
looks like a poster depicting the force and
greatness of American men and Amer-
ican industry. That’s why his answer was
kind of funny.

“What am I doing?” he asked. “Well,
I'll tell you. I'm seeing that pink and
blue flannel gets cut into them little

"

layette things, and I'm
also arranging a series
of teas.”

He didn"t explain.
Maybe what he meant
was sort of secret.

When Jim MaclIntyre
married Anna Flint he
took her to live in a
small cottage with a
square of lawn in front
of it. Neither of them
had ever lived in such a
nice place before. The
cottage had a tiled bath,
and there was red lino-
leum on the kitchen
floor. Of course the cot-
tage was small. Jim
couldn’t afford a larger
one, and besides, he
wanted Anna to have as
little housework as pos-
sible. She had worked
hard enough for her
mother.

Not housework, of
course. The Flint home
looked as though the floors had never
been swept. The look of that house had
almost kept Jim from going to call on
Anna a second time. Almost, but not
quite. He had gone back because from
the first moment he had seen her he had
known that no one but Anna would do
for him. And, he told himself, there was
plenty of reason why the Flint house was




dirty. Neither Anna nor her mother ever
had time to clean.

Mrs. Flint was a dressmaker. The sign
in the window said: “Madame Flint.
Original Designs. Repairs and Altera-
tions.” Jim didn’t know about the orig-
inal designs, but he knew that Mrs. Flint
accepted every job that was offered her
and turned it over to Anna to do.

Mrs. Flint would smile at Jim and coo
disgustingly. “I taught her the dress-
making business, but no one would ever
believe it. She’s so much cleverer than I
am at it. You won’t mind if she stands
you up tonight, will you, Jimmy-boy? I've
promised this dress to a lady for Mon-
day.”

Jimmy-boy minded very much indeed.
So he married Anna. as quickly as he
could and got her away from her mother,
the sewing machine and the huge shears
that her small hand guided so expertly.

Anna moved into the cottage and
settled down to the business of being
Mrs. MacIntyre. This consisted of chang-
ing her name to Anne, slamming the
door in the face of anyone who tried to
sell her a sewing machine and sitting all
day with a fluffy white dog and a box of
candy on her lap. Jim soon learned that
the unappetizing appearance of the Flint
house had not "been solely due to the
eternal sewing. Distaste for housework
had had a great deal to do with the case.

Anne MaclIntyre also disliked eooking.
Since she also disliked getting up in the
morning, Jim took te--eating his break-
fast out. When he’d had all he wanted of

cold cuts from the
delicatessen store
they ate dinner
out too. Anne liked
dinner out. It was
the only thing she
really seemed to
enjoy, except read-
ing the society
page.

" “Tootsie  Gra-
ham is going to
marry William
Dexter the Third,”
she’d say in won-
derment. “What
do you know?
Everybody thought
his engagement to
Wilhelmina Ran-
dolph would be
announced any
day.”

Jim would smilkc
He was an ex-
traordinarilygood-
tempered young
man, and he was
moreeasily amused
than irritated. He also had the gift of
sympathy. He was sorry for Anne be-
cause she couldn’t know her precious
Randolphs and Dexters and Grahams.
Poor kid! She didn’t get a lot out of life,
at that.

*“HE& never asked himself what he was
getting out of life. Jim MacIntyre was
a good man in the same way he had been

In the workroom Anne was able
to mingle with the society
girls she had dreamed about
—even when they were pho-
tographed for the newspapers.
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a good boy. He had been taught
many things by his hard-work-
ing parents, and they stuck
with him although he was not
aware of it. He would have been
desperately uncomfortable if
anyone had said to him, “You're
unselfish, Jim MacIntyre, and
forgiving and generous just as
your nice parents told you to
be.” But the fact remains that
Jim MaclIntyre was the same
obedient, kind-hearted child
that he had been at nine years
old, only now he was bigger.

It never occurred to him that
his marriage to Anne had been
a mistake. She was sweet and
pretty. Some men had wives
who flirted with other fellows.
Anne didn’t do that. Some men
had wives who were always
picking fights. Anne didn’t do
that, either.

Of course she wasn’t a good
housekeeper. But what the
devil? The poor kid had done a
lifetime of work for her mother
by the time she’d turned twenty.

It was Jim’s custom to come
home in the evenings and rest
a few minutes in the big chair
before showering and dressing
to go out to a restaurant. He
wasn’t really tired. He had got
into the habit of resting in
order to give Anne a start on
getting into her clothes. She
spent most of the day in a
flowered thing she called a
hostess gown, and it always took
her a long time to get dressed.

But one evening when Jim
came off his shift he found
Anne completely dressed sitting
in the living room with a satis-
fied grin on her face. It oc-
curred to him that probably
Reginald Fiddledeedee had
finally married Angelica Rab-
bitspaw, and Anne had had a
front spot in the crowd outside
the church. That would account
for her being dressed and for
the contented smile.

He kissed her and asked,
“What’s doing?” He saw that
she was bursting with some-
thing.

“Well, you'll never guess what
I did today!”

Jim looked about the living
room. No, she hadn’t cleaned.
“What did you do, honey?”

“I went downtown and registered with
a volunteer group that’s doing war work.”

“You did? Good for you! When do
you start? Tell me about it.”

“Oh, I started already,” she said loftily.
“I worked like a dog today.”

“Doing what?”

“Oh, all sorts of things. I sewed and
I helped pack a big box of old clothes
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that were going to some poor souls some-
where and I fixed a sewing machine that
couldn’t be used because none of the
dumb Doras could see that there was
nothing wrong with it except the tension
and I counted sweaters and——"

Jim laughed. “They’re going to have
to get another girl to help you. You can’t
take care of the civilian war effort all
alone.”

“Oh, there are oceans of girls down
there. Some of them drive cars and pick
up donations, and some of them—— I
think I'll go every day, Jim, from one to
five. You wouldn't mind, would you? Of
course it would mean neglecting the
house, but this is wartime and we must
do what we can.”

“Of course, honey.” He kissed her
again. He usually had only one reason
for kissing her. This time he had two
additional ones. The old reason was that
he loved her. The new ones were that
he wanted to hide the smile her mention
of the house had caused and the other
was that he was touched by Anne’s de-
sire to help win the war.

She babbled all through dinner about
the workroom. She told him about the
uniforms of the workers, the stirring
posters on the walls, the organization’s
record of things already accomplished
and their aims for the future.

He kept saying, “That’s swell, honey,”
marveling at the excitement in her eyes.
Funny how you could live with a person
and not really know what they were like
inside. Who could have guessed that
Anne would feel the need to do some-
thing? She had seemed so complacent
about the war; so disinterested in what
was happening. Now here she was be-
grudging the hours that must elapse be-
fore she could be about her war work
again.

He felt a new something for her. He
wouldn’t have called it respect, because
that’s what a man always had for his
mother, wife and sisters. He thought he
was a little prouder of Anne tonight; a
little happier that she was his. It was
a great thing for a woman to want to
help. What did it matter if the bathroom
needed mopping?

He beamed at Anne across the table.
Something was coming to her for this
day’s work. “Movies tonight, baby?” he
asked.

“Oh, no, Jim.” She shook her head. “I
bought a uniform from the organization
—you have to have one—and it's too

girls
I've

“I appreciate what
are doing. I'm

my
SOrry

been rude,” Mrs. Graham said.

long, and it fits awful across the shoul=
ders. I gotta shorten it tonight and fix
the shoulders, to make it look trim. They
sell ’em at cost, you know. Do you mind
not going to the movies?”

“Of course not. I only thought maybe
you'd like to go.”

“No, not tonight. I can’t.” She looked
like a little girl playing at having grave
responsibilities.

Jim squeezed her hand and paid the
check. Then they went back to the
cottage.

While she sewed he read the morning
paper. He never had time for it at break-
fast. Now he read what the rest of the
town had read before noon. As he turned
the pages, his eye was caught by the
picture of a uniform that was identical
with the one Anne held in her hands.

Under the picture he read: “Social
leaders flock to serve in Mrs. Forsythe
Grahamn’s volunteer organization.” Mrs.
Forsythe Graham. She would no doubt
be the mother of Tootsie Graham, who
had married William Dexter the Third.

Jim looked at Anne. So that was it!
She only wanted the same old thing—
a glimpse of the big shots, a chance to
stand near them, the hope of touching
them. He thought maybe the veal cutlet
in the restaurant hadn’t been so good.
He didn’t feel quite right.




He got to his feet. “I'm going to bed,”
he said.

Anne looked at him in puzzlement. “I
thought you wanted to see how I looked
in the uniform when I get it fixed.”

“I’ll see it some other time,” he said.

He walked into the bedroom feeling
sore at himself for the acute sense of
disappointment that had descended upon
him. What the hell? Some fellows’ wives
were nuts about movie stars. Why
shouldn’t Anne be interested in the so-
cial page if it gave her pleasure? Where
was the harm? No harm at all.

But he would have given a week’s
salary not to have seen Mrs. Forsythe
Graham’s picture. It would have been
nice to go on believing that Anne really
wanted to do war work.

Anne did very well indeed with her
war work. It was no time at all before
she was wearing the special blue star
uniform that set her apart from the un-
inspired workers of the organization. The
blue star meant that Mrs. MacIntyre
was permitted to give orders, to accept
responsibilities and to be treated with re-
spect by women who frankly didn’t know
much about the workroom.

Anne MacIntyre knew practically
everything. The leaders of the organiza-
tion discovered quickly that they had a
woman in their midst who really under-
stood sewing machines. Of course lots of
women knew how to make them sew, but
only Anne MacIntyre knew what made
them stop. Anne knew all about sewing
machines.

She knew about figuring out patterns,
too. She knew how to substitute one idea
for another, thus making the garment
simpler for mass instruction and produc-
tion.

But the thing she did best was the cut-
ting. Until Anne had arrived in the work-
room the organization’s cutting had been
a problem. Some of it had been done by
tailors and dress shops when they had
the time. This often left the willing ladies
of the volunteer group with no garments
upon which to work. It was at such times
that the leaders of the organization had
dared to cut into the flannel. Weird
things had resulted, and the ladies had
found that it takes more than a good
pair of scissors to make a cutter.

“Honest, Jim, you should hear the
things that happened before I started
cutting for them. They’re lucky they got
me. I get eight garments out of the same
size piece of flannel that Mrs. Herrick
was getting six out of.”

“You must be a big help to them,
honey.”

“Oh, I am. They depend on me for
practically everything. Only yesterday
Mrs. Forsythe Graham herself said that
production had gone up since I'd been
around.”

“No kidding? Did she say that to you?”

“No. No, of course not. She never really
talks to us, unless she’s got an announce-
ment to make. She’s awfully busy. Mrs.
Stolz said she said it. Miss Green told
Mrs. Stolz.”

“Who is Miss Green?”

“Oh, she’s head of the donations-re-
ceiving department. Outside the place,
she’s social secretary to Mrs. Kinsley
Barton. Mrs. Barton lets her do the
volunteer work, even though it interferes

with the secretarial stuff. Isn't that nice
of her?”

“Very. Who’s Mrs. Stolz?”

“Her husband’s a druggist or a grocer
or something. There’s lots of women in
the organization who aren’t anybody.
They had to let all kinds of people come
in so—"

“So there’d be someone to do the
work,” Jim said mildly.

“That isn’t true, Jim, and I think
youre horrid! Mrs. Forsythe Graham
works very hard for the organization,
and her daughter, Mrs. William Dexter
the Third, was in there yesterday run-
ning a machine as hard as I ever did.”

“Did she come back today, honey?”

“No. She couldn’t. She had to see about
getting some bias tape donated to us.”

“Well, that’s a job too,” he admitted.

“You bet it is! Those society girls are
wonderful, Jim. I wish you could see
them work. Why, we had a day recently
—the day the news photographers took
those pictures that you saw in the paper
—when every single machine was being
used by a girl whose name is important.”

He kissed her and said, “That’s nice,
honey.”

“Of course it is. I wish you couid sege
them. They're such cute girls.”

“No cuter than you.”

She brushed his comment aside. “Jane
Van Orden is simply stunning, Jim, and
she’s so nice.”

“SO You got to know one of
them at last ”

“Well, I wouldn’t say I got to know
her. We're all too busy for that. But she
passed a box of candy around, and I took
one and of course I said, ‘Thank you,” to
her, and the way she smiled and said,
‘You’re welcome,’ was so—well, I can’t
explain. It wasn't what she said, but the
way she said it.”

“I'd like to ’a’ heard her,” Jim said,
and Anne glanced at him swiftly.

“Are you kidding me?” she demanded.
“I don’t know why I tell you things. You
don’t understand.”

“I guess I'm too hungry. Come on,
baby. Let’s go out and eat.”

Anne put her hat on in front of the
hall mirror. She hummed as she patted
the curls. behind her ears. She was very
happy these days. Jim was glad for her;
glad she was getting a chance to see
those precious society queens she had

always dreamed about. He wished one of

them would really get friendly with her.
It would mean so much to the poor kid.

After all, she couldn’t help it if she
was a little wacky on the subject. Prob-
ably her mother, who had sewed for the
lower middle class of the town, who had
copied the clothes of the Grahams and
the Randolphs for -the Smiths and the
Thompsons, had brought her up to be-
lieve that the society dolls were the
finest people in the world. Anne couldn’t
help it.

And there was an evening when Anne,
her eyes blazing with excitement, met
him at the door.

“What’s up, honey? You look like you’d
hit a jackpot.”

“Oh, no. I was just figuring something
when you came in. Mrs. Forsythe Gra-
ham called me into her office today, and
we were talking the work over together.
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I was doing a little adding when I heard
your step.”

“Mrs. Forsythe Graham! Gee, Anne,
that was swell, wasn’t it? Talking the
work over with her, were you? Well, I
guess that proves she appreciates you.”

“She does, Jim. She really does. It's
thrilling. She said I was to figure out on
the basis of what’s been produced this
month how much flannel we should buy
for the next three months.”

“Can you do if, Anne? Can you figure
it?”

“I think so. Golly, she’s nice, Jim. We
got real friendly. She said I was such a
help to her. You know what, Jim?”

“What, baby?”

“I bet I get invited up to her house
before long.”

“Oh, Anne, please——" He stopped. He
didn’t want her to set her heart on the
impossible. He didn’t want her to be hurt
and disappointed. But what was he to
say to her that would serve any purpose
aside from dropping a wet blanket on
her hopes?

“Plea.e what, Jim?” she asked, and
there was a touch of frost in her voice.

He laughed. “Please don’t get me into
anything I can’t handle.”

“Oh, you’ll get by,” she said. “I just
have a hunch we’ll be asked. That's how
friendly she was. And when I was leaving
her office she said, ‘Feel free to run up
here with any of your problems, dear.””

“Look, Anne, she meant problems of
the or-ganization.”

“Of course she did, you dope! Did you
think I thougit she wanted me to bother
her if I had a fight with my husband?
Of course she meant the organization,
but it was awfully sweet of her. If T was
a big society leader like Mrs. Graham I
wouldn’t have people running in and out
of my office with their tales of woe. I'd
tell them to beat it. But she’s gracious
and generous, like they said about her in
the paper.”

“Yeah, I guess so, Anne, but you gotta
remember she’s the head of the whole
works. Who would you turn to if you
couldn’t turn to her?”

“Oh, you just don’t understand, Jim.”

He supposed she was right. After all,
the organization, the society page and
Mrs. Forsythe Graham were all matters
he knew nothing about. How could he
understand? Anne was right, and he was
a fool to chip in his two cents’ worth.

So he said no more for quite a while.
As a matter ' of fact, he said no more
until the evening he said everything he
knew, everything he thought and a lot
of things he hadn’t known he had been
thinking.

It started off like a special sort of eve-
ning. Things were different. To begin
with, Anne was still in her uniform when
he came in. She looked funny in it, be-
cause she had a flowery cellophane apron
tied over it. You could see the uniform,
Anne’s merit award and the blue star
gleaming through the red-and-orange
flowers.

“What’s the idea?” he asked.

“Well, we won’t have time to go out to
dinner tonight. I'm fixing a snack here.
I've just opened some sardines, and I'm
toasting crackers. Look, Jim, will you
drive me back to the workroom? I've got
to be there by seven-thirty.”

“Sure, honey, (Continued on page 75)
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Inscription worn on fliers’
jackets which asks co-opera-
tion of all Chinese people.

FIRST, let me, Larry Moore, get one
‘thing off my chest. I want to shout it
through America to all those moony mel-
ancholics, those calamity-howling zombies
who are singing the blues:

Don’t worry; we can whip the Japs. It
won’'t be too difficult and it won't take
too long.

I know, because I've been fighting Japs
in their own front yard, as a member of
the American Volunteer Group—the Fly-
ing Tigers—in Burma and China.

The Japs aren’t so tough. They’re good
in gangs, like all gangsters, but lousy as
individualists. When you break ’em up,
split ’em into small groups, they go to
pieces. Keep it in mind, you fellows who
are going over.

What the Japs have won so far, they’ve
gotten through surprise. We were not
ready for them. But I've been around the
airplane plants and the tank factories
and the arsenals since I was invalided
home last spring (from fever, not from
any Jap bullet), and as I write this I
know we are almost ready.

When the time comes, when our big
drive begins, when we can meet them
man for man and plane for plane and
tank for tank—well, you don’t need to
worry about the outcome.

You can take it from me:
and hands down.

So settle back in your easy chair and
I'll tell you about the Flying Tigers, the
guttiest gang of angels that ever split a
cloud. I'll tell you how they started and
how they grew. Part of the story is going
to be told by my pal from the A.V.G.,
Sergeant Ken Sanger. He’s sitting here
beside me ready to take over. I'll let him
start. Come in, Ken:

we’ll win,

Okay, Larry; here we go.

I guess it starts at an Army air field
in California last summer. Larry and I
were sergeants in the United States Army
Air Corps, and we were roaring for ac-
tion. I'm a radio man, and one night I
was batting the breeze with a chum at
another field. He asked how things were
going.

“I’'m going nuts with nothing to do,” I
told him.

“You ought to go with me,” he shot
back. “I'm going to China.”

I knew the boys were listening to us
all over the area, so I shot him a code
signal to switch to another frequency
where we couldn’t be overheard, and then
I got the dope.
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Sgts. Larry Moore and Ken Sanger.

He said he was going over with the
AV.G. to fight for the Chinese govern-
ment. I'd never heard of the A.V.G. He
said if I wanted to go, to write a letter
to a certain man whom I'll call Mr.
Blank. Mr. Blank would take care of all
the red tape.

I got Larry out of bed and he wrote
Mr. Blank a letter. Nothing happened for
a couple of weeks. Then, all at once, our
Army discharge papers came through
and we got a telegram to report at a big
hotel in San Francisco. It was pretty
mysterious.

We walked into the hotel, and they
were expecting us. We really lived on
plush—suites and everything. After a few
days other men began checking in—pilots
from the Army and Navy and commercial
air lines, armorers, skilled mechanics.
Finally there were twenty-eight of us.
We sat around on the soft plush and
wondered what we were being fattened
up for. One night in August we got orders
to sail on a Dutch
boat.

We didn't go as ch

We Fight

A blow-by-blow
fliers who have

in the war, then, for they loaded us onto
a rattletrap railroad in the middle of the
night and shipped us to Toungoo, a
smelly town on the Burma Road. About
fifty fellows were waiting at the broken-
down depot, among them the chum who
had tipped me off about the A.V.G. They
set up a yell that must have rocked
Burma. We felt swell. They had cars and
took us to the field. We had to stop on
the way to let a herd of wild elephants
go by.

The first base of the A.V.G. was Kye-
daw Airdrome. It was a clearing about
ten miles from Toungoo, a collection of
grass huts spattered around a 4,000-foot
runway. The whole thing had been carved
out of dense jungle.

Except for our planes and station wag-
ons and a portable generator for the
radios and old-fashioned flickering elec-
tric lights, there was no semblance of
modern conveniences. Sometimes, when
the generator could be coaxed to run
smoothly, we had movies in one of the
grass huts—old ones, like “Ben Hur” and
“The Covered Wagon.” Natives would
stand in the windows to watch. The bugs
and smells were bad, and every night we
heard beasts howling in the jungle.

Not many of the pilots had flown com-
bat ships. Many were transport men, ac-
customed to lumbering cargo planes, and

Orders of the Day from Colonel C. L.

I, C der of the A.V.G.

soldiers; we went as
tourists and business-
men. I was listed as
an embalmer. Larry
went as a hardware
salesman. The tough-
est, hairiest guy in
the gang, whom we
called Bull, went as 0
a ladies’ milliner. The
boat was blacked out

American luxury lin-
ers going along with
all lights blazing and
orchestras blaring,
but otherwise it was
de luxe. We visited
at Honolulu, Manila,
Batavia and Singa-
pore, and finally they
threw us off at Ran-
goon.

We knew we were
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with the Flying Tigers

account in typical Americanese by two young

been fighting the Japs in their own front yard

many others never had been in anything
better than a trainer. We had no train-
ers, nothing but fast P-40 fighters, and
the boys nad to learn the hard way. At
night, we set kerosene lanterns around
the runway and covered them with buck-
ets. When we heard a plane coming in,
we’d run like hell and take off the buck-
ets, but you can imagine this didn’t make
for accurate landings or take-offs. It was
really flying by the seat of your pants.

We had our share of washouts, but the
Lord had His hand on our shoulder; we
lost few men in training. The second
night we were there, a pilot we called
Eddie came roaring in. We saw he was
too far to the left. All we could do was
stand on the sidelines and give him body
English, like a line of kibitzers in a bil-
liard parlor. He saw what was happening
and tried to correct it, but too late. One
wheel hit and buckled and he skidded
down the mat like a dopey bug, crashing
into the wall of jungle.

I remember somebody next to me
moaning, “Oh, mamma!” We thought he
was a dead pigeon, sure. But when we got
there Eddie was walking around looking
at the wreck and cussing a blue streak.
Our pilots seldom got hurt if they could
get one wheel on the ground.

A thing we like about the A.V.G. is
the absence of formality. There are no

A group of Flying Tigers and one
of their shark-painted planes.
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ranks, grades or ratings, no castes or
salutes. Each man is supposed to be an
expert in his line, and the only orders
are to be capable, efficient, self-respect-
ing and courteous. Each man is the equal
of all others, and we call each man by
his name or nickname, for there is no
military formality. We didn’t even have
uniforms. Some of us went to Toungoo
and got a cross-eyed native tailor to whip
up khaki shorts and blouse which, with
riding boots and topee, looked pretty
fancy. We only used them to impress
visiting native nabobs.

The only man who rates a salute is the
chief, Colonel Claire L. Chennault, and
believe me, he gets it gladly. He picked
Larry for his personal secretary, but the
rest of us didn’t see him very often. He
had been railroaded out of the United
States Army with Billy Mitchell for dar-
ing to believe that airplanes were im-
portant in warfare, and had gone to
China to train native pilots. This was a
big headache, and he’'d been there a long
time and had plenty of grief, so he had
wound up with a bum heart. But what a
heart it was!

You fellows who are not in the service
because you've got flat feet or hangnails
might remember that the commander
and organizer of the Flying Tigers is a
sick man, so sick he can only leave his

quarters at intervals. Yet he has created
a fighting force known and respected all
over the world. Especially, I imagine, in
Tokyo.

We lacked almost everything in the
way of fighting tools. No sidearms were
issued, because the A.V.G. had none.
Most of us had taken some sort of shoot-
ing iron, and a few had hunting knives.
I had a 45 automatic and Larry had a
.38. There were perhaps a dozen .22 rifles
scattered among the 200 men. Yes, that’s
all there were. We never had more than
200 Flying Tigers,.including pilots and
ground crew. Their average age was
twenty-four. We had only fifty-five
planes in commission at the peak—all
pursuits, no bombers.

The Japs came over every Sunday
morning, regularly as clockwork. They
knew we didn't work Sundays and slept
late, so they circled around very high
and took pictures and went away. The
first few Sundays Larry and I ran out to
watch them, but after that it got mo-
notonous. They were based about sixty
miles east, over a range of low moun-
tains. It made us sick to realize we
couldn’t conceal our ships. The jungle
was too dense to run them under the
trees. We had to leave them on the apron
in plain sight. We tried to cover them
with leaves and (Continued on page 141)

Relaxing between flights at A.V.G.
headquarters somewhere in China.
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Meet Cosmopolitan’s newest fiction detective,
handsome young Dr. Paul Standish

who as medical examiner of his home town

shows the police that he has as keen an eye for erime

as he has for a lovely girl

{DDIE TYLER, the night operator
at the Mansfield Arms, opened the
door of Jay Arnold’s apartment for
Doctor Standish and pointed a trem-
bling finger at the still figure on the
floor.

“He was like that when I came in,”
he said. “I thought maybe he’d passed
out and I shook him a little only”—
he swallowed fast—“only he don’t
seem to be breathing.”

Young Doctor Standish knelt be-
side the man, his swift gaze absorbing
details as he opened his bag. The
moment he touched the face and felt
its lifelike warmth he reached for his
stethoscope. Opening the tan flannel
sport shirt, he applied the instrument
to the heart area of the chest,
listened, moved it over the larynx and
listened again. There was no sound
in the room now and there had been
none in the stethoscope.

“Dead?” Eddie whispered. When
Paul Standish nodded, the boy broke
into a rapid explanation that made
up in earnestness what it lacked in
unity and coherence.

“I come up with that.” He pointed
to a wrapped bottle on the desk. “The
guy from the corner store brought it.
Scotch, he said, for Mr. Arnold. I

come up figuring I might rate a tip,
and knocked. I knew he had a dame
up here, but when nobody answered
I tried the door anyway. It was un-
locked and I stuck my head in and
there he was . . . Only the dame——"

Paul Standish, listening with half
his brain while the other half con-
sidered the dead man, brought his
thoughts into sharp focus. “What
dame?”

“That’s what I'm tellin’ yuh,” Eddie
said. “She came up maybe five min-
utes before I did.”

“There’s a back way, isn’t there?”

“Well—sure. You figure she shot
him or somethin’ and scrammed?”

Doctor Standish did not know just
how he was figuring at the moment.
He knew why he had been summoned.
He lived only a block away and since
he called here fairly often to see a
patient on the fourth floor, it was
natural that Eddie should think of
him. Now it occurred to him that this
was the first time in his two years’
experience as medical examiner that
he had beaten the police to a homi-
cide. That this was homicide, he was
fairly certain even now.

“Look, Eddie,” he said. “Close the
door when you go out. And stay by

“In the bedroom,” Dr. Standish whispered, and pushed her along.
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that switchboard. I'll be calling the
police.”

Eddie registered disappointment, but
he went, and Paul Standish surveyed his
surroundings. The room was quite ordi-
nary, though the divan was oversized,
and there was a leather-topped kneehole
desk and a fireplace with a black com-
position hearth, raised an inch or so
above the floor. Later, waiting for the
police, he would make a rough sketch of
the room; now with the layout clear in
his mind, he began his inspection of the
body.

At the very first he had noticed the
bruise on the side of the jaw, and when
he found no mark on the torso, he ex-
amined the scalp, finding a contusion
easily discernible above the ear.

The man, in life moderately tall with
a soft, well-fed look about him, lay near
the center of the room, his head about
three feet from the edge of the hearth.
The surface of this was shiny and as
Paul Standish moved closer he saw that
a decorative design had been etched here,
in the hollows of which was some liquid
substance.

With the help of a medicine dropper,
he retrieved two or three drops, put the
dropper in a test tube. When he had
sealed it, he went to the telephone and
asked Eddie to get Lieutenant Ballard at
police headquarters . . .

The girl might have made it if she had
been more careful of the doorknob. The
doctor was standing with his back to the
foyer, and the clinking sound as the knob

was released made him turn. By that
time she was out of the foyer closet and
reaching for the outer door and he
uttered a startled, “Hey!” When she
didn’t stop, he started to run after
her.

He caught up with her as she darted
into the hall. “Wait a minute,” he said,
grabbing one wrist, and though her face
was white and panic-stricken, he saw
that she was young and very lovely. He
drew her back into the doorway.

“Let go!” Her voice was ragged, stiff.

“When we get inside.”

“Let go, I said.” And then she slapped
him.

He pulled her into the room and heeled
the door shut. “You'd better sit down,”
he said quietly. (Continued on page 95)




Mr.

denly remembered. “Any news from Edgeville?”

AS THE tall young man entered the
Palace of Flowers, Inc., the salesman up
front stepped back and said, “Miss Den-
zie—Mr. Preene.” So Denzie Markell left
the centerpiece she was making and
came to meet the customer. A small dark
girl, Miss Denzie, certainly not pretty,
but so quick and sleek and with so en-
gaging a smile that no one had ever
called her plain.

“Hi, Denzie,” said Mr. Preene, but his
voice was not gay.

“Good morning, Mr. Preene,” said Den-
zie, and waited.

“I want something—something propiti-
atory. Something guaranteed to square
a mistake. Not too obvious, though.”

“Corsage, loose flowers, or a little ar-
rangement?”

“I leave it to you, Denzie; only send
them round as soon as you can.” He
turned to go, then turned back as if he
had suddenly remembered that Denzie
was real. “Any news from Edgeville?”

Denzie’'s gyes sparkled. “The high-
school Nine has licked everything in the
34

county. And the Methodist ladies are
having a bake this week.”

“Mm-m-m-m-m—Miss Pinner’s orange
layer cake and old Mrs. Smithers’ spice
cookies! I know! What wouldn’t I give
for a taste of those spice cookies!”

“I could send an order down for you—
the ladies would be pleased to pieces.
And maybe——"

“Maybe what, Denzie?”

“Maybe Mrs. Preene would enjoy some
cookies. Maybe she’d like them better
than flowers.”

His mouth gave a hopeless down
twitch. “Oh, no; Maggie’s on one of these
ninety-year diets—no sweets, no starch,
no fats, no nothing.” He glanced at the
clock. “I'm late. Rush those flowers,
Denzie, please. G'by.”

Denzie took a square glass tile and
filled it with yellow rosebuds at one side,
giant white pansies in a ruffled rosette
at the other, bits of baby’s breath and
maidenhair and rose-geranium sprays to
trail. When it was done she was satisfied
but not happy. That ought to suit her,

Precne looked at Denzie as if he had sud-

she thought. That ought to look all right
in those queer white rooms. Why can’t
she quit clawing at his feelings all the
time? Dick Preene was the grandest fel-
low in Edgeville, and the brightest. His
folks were grand, too. Who is she, for
goodness’ sake? Just because she was a
swell debutante and all the papers print-
ed pieces about her don’t give her leave
to be highhanded with Dick Preene. I'd
like to tell her something.

She summoned a delivery boy. “Jimmy,
carry this up to Mr. Preene’s. Skip!”

The Palace of Flowers was furiously
busy. Three church weddings, a lunch-
eon, special decorations for a fraternity
dinner plus their regular orders. No one
on the Palace staff had any lunch ex~
cept chocolate malteds from the druge
store. Denzie’s hands were grimed and
scratched, her legs ached like toothache,
but she toiled on. Flowers, flowers, flow-
ers! She reached for them blindly, clipped
stems, twisted wires, tied ribbons in a
fantastic weary haze.

The proprietors, Mr. Alec and Mr. Vic,
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When a girl risks her love on a Man-«

hattan romanece it’s well to have

a sweetheart in the old home town

worked as hard as anyone, and at the
end of the day when the porter at last
closed the front door, Mr. Vic dealt out
a handful of dollar bills. “Supper’s on
the house,” he said, “and we thank you
heartily, one and all, for your co-opera-
tion. What a day!”

Denzie and Miss Kettner, the cashier,
went out together into the twilight, and
Miss Kettner turned south toward Grand
Central, for she lived in White Plains.
Denzie stood waiting for the light to go
across Park Avenue, wondering if her
tired feet would carry her the three
blocks east to her one-room home.

The light changed and she started
over, limping. Someone stepped beside
her. Someone spoke: “Why, hello, Den-
zie. You look dead-beat.”

“Good evening, Mr. Preene,” said Den-
zie wearily. “Were the flowers all right?”

“Perfect! Maggie sent a telegram to
the office to tell me. Denzie, you're all
in. Come along, I'm going to buy you a
drink—you need it.”

“I don’t drink liquor,” said Denzie,
“and I can’t go any place looking like
this. Thank you just as much, Mr.
Preene.”

“A drop of sherry isn’t liquor.” He
seized her arm and steered her into a
welter of blue and scarlet leather, shin-
ing chromium, mirror panels and not-
too-bright lights. He pushed her into an
easy chair beside a low table. “La Ina
for the iady, Chico,” he told the waiter,
“and make mine a double Scotch.”

Denzie tasted La Ina and made a face.
“I thought it would be sweet.”

Dick Preene pushed crackers and nuts
toward her. “Eat something to cushion
it. You're an idiot to let them work you

so hard, Denzie. What do you do it for?”

“Today was an extra rush. Three wed-
dings.”

“H'm, yes, weddings. People keep right
on marrying.” He said it angrily.

The wine, the food, made Denzie feel
better, but she could see herself in the
mirror and that made her feel worse.
“I must go home,” she said. “I look like
a bunch of old dustrags.”

“Don’t run out on me, Denzie. I can’t
go home yet. There’ll be a mob scream-
ing the place down, and it will smell of
cocktails and perfume, and all the women
will have bloody lips and bloody nails,
and all the men—never mind what the
men will be. Home, sweet home. Drinks,
match-games, jazz and double talk!”

“Doesn’t sound much like Edgeville,”
said Denzie drily. She thought with a
thrill: This bar looks like the movies,
only not so big. She pushed her hair be-
hind her ears, straightened her hat, ad-
justed her collar. The mirror approved.

“Does Edgeville really exist, Denzie, or
is it just a dream? Is there any place
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with peace and quiet and no—no worked=
up emotions over trifles?”

“It’s just like it always was—people
rocking on the front porthes, Wednes-
day-night prayer meeting and Saturday-
afternoon ball games and full-moon
dances.”

“What on earth made you leave, Den-
zie? You don’t belong in New York. You
don’t look New Yorkish. I don’t believe
you feel New Yorkish, either.”

Denzie felt baflled. She might resemble
a bunch of dustrags at the moment, but
her dress was new, and Miss Alice, the
French lady who lived across the hall,
had copied her hat—for two dollars—
from a thirty-five-dollar model. If she
didn’t look New Yorkish, it wasn’t the
fault of her clothes. She must ask Miss
Alice about it later.

She answered Preene’s question as if
he had made it without comment. “Oh,
you know Pop married again, and his
wife and I didn’t get along. Then Aunt
Theresa wrote and offered me a home—
she lives in Queens—but it was pretty
crowded there, so as soon as I got a job
I moved out. I'm not lonesome. I've made
some nice friends. Sundays, I go out to
Aunt Theresa’s.”

He wasn’t listening; he was hearing
something going on inside of him, some-
thing sad and destructive. It was that
wife of his, Denzie knew. She might look
glamorous in the Sunday picture section,
but that was all there was to her. She
hadn’t any idea how to treat a fine man
like Dick Preene.

A great temptation seized Denzie. She
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would ask Dick Preene an indirect ques-
tion, a question that meant everything
to her—if he gave the right answer. She
would never have another such chance.

“You liked Edgeville, didn’t you?” she
said. “I mean, the river and the trees
and going to high school and et cetera?”

“Of course I liked it, especially the et
cetera.” He was laughing at her, but she
didn’t care.

“School was fun. I mean, we had nice
teachers. And we used to have nice
picnies and entertainments.” Her hand
gripped the sherry glass. “You used to
be in some of the entertainments.”

Dick Preene laughed again. “You don’t
do me justice. I was a great actor in
those days. I must have been a scream.”

“No, you were awfully good, really. The
school gave Shakespeare’s ‘Tempest’
cnce, and you were Ferdinand. My, you
were good in that!”

“Don’t, Denzie, or I'll be crying on your
shoulder. I hadn’t thought of that in
years. I had blue tights and my mother’s
silver evening cape and a squashy hat
with a feather. That girl who played
Miranda—who was she?”

“It was Jeannie Royde, the redheaded
Royde girl.”

“I remember now! A mean little wench
she was: stole my lines; stood in front
of me so the audience couldn’t see my
blue tights. I hated that girl. But one
person in the cast I do remember.”

“Who?” asked Denzie, holding her
breath.

“Chuck Blake! He played Duke Pros-
pero, with false whiskers, the funniest

WHAT is wrong with women? May I
answer that question by asking, “What is
wrong with women?” I am speaking now
of American women—Japanese women ex-
cluded.

Was there ever a more definite answer
than the song of yesteryear, “My Mother
Was a Lady”?

Women in Russia are fighting side by
side with the muzhiks and giving a mighty
good account of themselves. There are a
lot of women fighting here at home too.

I remember several years ago when I
was a tot my father ran an elite café on the
outskirts of Philadelphia. They were called
saloons in those days, Family Entrance on

_ the side. A woman named Swampoodle
Sadie éntered the swinging door one sultry
afternoon, approached the bar, placed her

A dainty foot upon the rail and said to

| Father, “Rat qut straight.” Rat gut, may I
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explain, was the sobriquet bestowed upon
five-cent whisky, also known as “a shock.”
é Father suggested somewhat firmly that
" . o
Sadie repair to the rear room and seat
herself. Sadie was not amenable to the
suggestion. Father was adamant. Sadie
made a bad noise with her mouth right in
his face, suggested he pr d to Gehenna
and emptied the dregs of aglass in his face.
Father leaped over the bar, got a firm

hold on Sadie’s Adam’s apple and dragged
her to the vestibule, feinted her with a left,
then clipped her on the chin with a mighty
right, dropping her to the floor. He then
applied the boots to her stomach, a great
mistake in those days. Sadie was wearing
a tightly laced Elvira corset. Father broke
his great toe.

He called the gildersleeves and Sadie
was dragged off to durance vile and
charged with disturbing the peace. She re-
turned about a week prior to the Natal
Day. Father’s toe was out of the splints. He
whistled as he polished the glasses with
his apron. He was admiring a rococo rural
winter scene, a snowscape a traveling
artist had just finished in soap with some
gold and silver tinsel added. A snod old
farmhouse, a lady and gentleman snug.
gled together in a sleigh. Even the old Chic
Sale with the crescent air vent in the door.

Sadie entered, picked up a partly con-
sumed quart of Monongahela rye and let
fly. The bottle patted Father on the sconce
and ricocheted off into the great mirror,
scattering flies to right and left. Father
always had great respect for women after
that and could never see anything wrong
with them. We children probably inherited
this instinct. There is nothing wrong with
women. I'm sorry.

thing I ever saw!” Dick laughed so loud-
ly that everyone in the bar turned to
look, startled. His laughter even startled
himself. “Lord, I haven’t laughed like
that in I don’t know when! But those
whiskers were a riot.” He laughed again
softly. “All the same, that’s a gorgeous
play, full of gorgeous poetry. Things
like, ‘Come unto these yellow sands, and
‘Where the bee sucks there suck I, in a
cowslip’s bell I lie’—somebody sings that
in ‘The Tempest,” but I don’t remember
who. A lovely song.”

“Ariel sings it,” said Denzie, very low.

“Of course. Ariel, the sprite Ariel. I
had some swell lines! ‘Though the seas
threaten they are merciful. I have cursed
them without cause.’ Isn’t that great?
And earlier I said, ‘I am, in my condi-
tion, a prince, Miranda. I do think, a
king.”” He repeated wryly, “‘I do think,
a king.’ I felt like a king in those days.”

“You needn’t talk as if you were Me-
thusaleh,” said Denzie. She rose. “Thank
you very much for the treat, Mr. Preene.
It made me feel a lot better.”

“Please don’t go, Denzie. I shall have
to stay here by myself, and I'll probably
drink too much and—"

“You're a little on the tight side now,
Mr. Preene. You'd better not take any
more.” She wanted to add: “And if you
don’t like the people whore at your
house, show your spunk, let ’em see

they’re not welcome. You’re too easy.”
But she dared not advise Richard Preene.
She just said, “Well, thank you again
and good evening.”

She was gone before he could reply.
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The night had come on, and there was
air from the East River, brisk and cool.
At Third Avenue, Denzie stopped and
bought half a dozen apricots—an ex-
travagance—and two oranges—a neces-
sity. She lived still farther east in an old
tenement, its face lifted with stucco and
paint and its interior cut into square
cells, each with two cubbyholes fitted
respectively as bath- and Kkitchenette.
Denzie’s cell was the third-floor back,
and when she reached it all the splinter-
ing pain of the day was again in her
ankles.

She undressed and bathed and put on
a nightgown and over it her pink-and-
white housecoat and prepared her sup-
per. She had made potato soup the night
before, so that could be reheated. Yellow
snappy cheese melted on brown bread
under the flame while the soup was get-
ting hot. There was a red tomato to slice
and touch up with salt and sugar and
vinegar. When all was ready on the table
beside the window Denzie put coffee in a
tiny biggin and left it to drip.

She ate absent-mindedly, her thoughts
full of the last exciting hour. Mr. Preene
wasn’t happy with his Maggie, that was
all too plain. But how good-looking he
was, happy or unhappy!

When Denzie had finished the soup
and the cheese toast and the tomato she
cleared away the dishes, put the apricots
on the table in a blue bowl and set out
her coffee cup and biggin on a blue tin
tray. And then from the top drawer of
her bureau she took a box.

Opened, it revealed an old photograph
and a sheaf of newspaper clippings. The
photograph was a group picture of young
people in home-contrived costumes. In
the center was a tall boy in tights and
doublet and long cape. At his right was
a gangling girl dressed in what Denzie
recalled as Mrs. Payson-the-principal’s-
wife’s old crepe teagown. “He didn't re-
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MEN are simply men. While that is their
greatest charm, it is also their principal
drawback. It is too bad we can’t cancel all
their other faults with their virtues, But
we can't. If you try it, you always end up
with the real man and a lot of minuses
left over.

Please remember this—if anything good
or bad I say about men applies to my hus-
band, it is purely coincidental. Men may
not be really stubborn, but why is it that
after you marry a man for what he is, you
find out that you wanted what he wasn‘t?
In all fairness, we women are to blame for
spoiling men. When a man'’s grouchy, dull,
lazy. egotistical or childish we say, “Oh,
well—he’s just a big grown-up boy.” When
he’s not we think he’s sick. Saying a man
is a grown-up boy is doubly bad—it's bad
for the man and it gives growing boys very
little to look forward to.

In some ways a man is hard to under-

stand, Out in the world he discovers the
secrets of steam, electricity, radio and
aviation, but at home he ean hardly ever
find his hat. He builds bridges, skyscrapers
and automobiles—but ask him to tack
down a corner of the carpet! I'll admit that
a man is broad-minded. He has to be to
blame all his weaknesses on his mother
and his wife and take all the credit for
the virtues he thinks he has. If men always
do the wrong thing at the right time it's
only natural. They spend their boyhood
hurrying the day when they can shave—
and when they reach the point where they
ought to they‘re too tired.

Of course, these aren’t just my own opin-
ions. Any woman will tell you the same
thing. So there’s nothing radically wrong
with men. There’s nothing radically wrong
with green onions, either—except they give
you indigestion, The trouble is we women
can’t leave men and green onions alone.

—
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member you, Jeannie Royde,” Denzie
said to this girl. And there was Charlie
Blake with those comic whiskers of
raveled gray yarn. “Chuck was funny!”
Denzie admitted. “We all thought we
were as good as anything on Broadway!”

Then her eyes sought Ariel at the end,
slight and slim, with a mop of curls and
a pair of plaited paper wings that didn’t
match. “He didn’t remember me either,”
she said, “but he remembered the song
I sang. He didn’t remember that he
laughed and said I was the cutest thing
he ever saw. He didn’t remember that he
kissed me. Of course, he didn’t kiss me
like I was a girl; he kissed me like a big
fellow kisses a child, I know that. But
he kissed me.” She put her finger on
her cheek. “Right there, a nice sweet
kiss. Oh, my, was I a set-up kid! I was
set up anyway, being in the play with
the big girls and boys—and scared to
death, too. Everybody said I did fine,
and Pop and Mom were proud as Punch.
‘Come unto these yellow sands and there
take hands.’”

She hummed the tune. “I was nine and
he was sixteen, going on seventeen.” She
picked up the clippings. “Edgeville High
School presents ‘The Tempest,” by William
Shakespeare.” Denzie read it through,
smiling. “I wasn’t in high school, but
they had to have somebody little for
Ariel, and Mr. Payson came over to the
third grade and asked for somebody who
could sing. I wish I could show this to
Mr. Preene.”

Now she looked at the other clippings.
They were all about Richard Preene, go-
ing away, coming home, entering college,
graduating, getting a job in New York,
coming home for Christmas. Then: “Mr.
and Mrs. Henry Dill Russell, of New
York and Tuxedo, announce the engage-
ment of their only daughter, Margaret,
to Mr. Richard Preene, son of the late
Judge and Mrs. James J. Preene.” There
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were pictures—Richard in profile, gay
and ardent; Maggie in a big hat beneath
which her wide-eyed gaze was so angelic
that the petulant lips and determined
round chin were forgotten, except by
Denzie. “She was a hard one even then,
I say,” remarked Denzie slightingly.

There was a wedding picture from a
Sunday paper, and Denzie looked at its
date. That was four years ago, two years
before I came to New York, she thought.
I never would’ve come if it hadn’t been
for him. I'd’ve stayed home and married
Chuck Blake, sure’s the world, and lived
in a six-room bungalow, not jammed in
like this. But I said no, I'd try New York.
I knew he was married and all, but it
was like being blown along by a wind.
Then when I got the job at the Palace
and found out he dealt there I thought
the hand of fate was surely in it. And
when I got up the nerve to tell him I
came from Edgeville, he wouldn’t let
anybody else wait on him! I was glad he
looked so happy, honest I was. Glad even
when it hurt. And now he’s not happy—
and it’s all her fault. It’s a shame!

There was a knock at the door, and
she closed the box and slipped it into
the drawer. “Come in, Miss Alice,” she
called.

Miss Alice was fortyish, short and
plump and very French. Her black dress
fitted like a million dollars, and she had
a silly smart hat in her hand. “I thought
we might go to a movie,” she said.

Denzie laughed. “You didn’t think any-
thing of the kind or you’d have your hat
on. You smelled my coffee and you want-
ed a cup so’s you could tell me how much
better French coffee is. Come in and
have an apricot.” While she spoke she
placed another cup, a plate, a napkin.

Miss Alice laughed. “I don’t fool you.”
She tasted an apricot. “Sweet as heav-
en! It will make that bad coffee better.”

They ate (Continued on page 121)
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Mrs. Parkington

BY
LOUIS BROMFIELD

ILLUSTRATED BY TOM LOVELL

In all her fabulous years Mrs. Parkington
had never heen touched by scandal. Now she

faces one from which there seems no escape

THE STORY SO FAR: Susie Parkington, at eighty-four, had
a curious feeling that she must go on living because of some
impending tragedy in which she was to play a part.

It was not new, this sense of foreboding. She had had it
many times since that first occasion, more than sixty years
before, when, back in her birth place, Leaping Rock, Nevada,
both her parents had been killed in a mine explosion.

Avugustus Parkington, the wealthy Easterner who owned
half the great Juno mine and who boarded with Susie’s par-
ents when he came West on business, broke the news to her.

“Major” Parkington’s years had totaled almost twice Susie’s
seventeen, but when he said, “I'm going to take care of you
now. You're going away with me—to New York,” she asked
innocently, “Do you mean, will I marry you?” '

“Yes, why, yes—of course,” he replied, and coughed as if
astonished . . .

Susie and the Major spent their honeymoon at the famous
old Brevoort Hotel in New York, and there young Mrs. Park-
ington was introduced to two women who greatly influenced
her life.

There was Mademoiselle Conti, a French actress who had
once been the Major’s mistress. She taught Susie many
things: how to put on a hat or a frock; how to make con-
versation about nothing; how to destroy the slight nasal
quality in her voice. There were French lessons which went
remarkably well and books which Mademoiselle Conti gave
her to read, sometimes in French. She also taught her about
music and the opera.

Harriette Thornton, a lady in reduced circumstances, was
engaged by the Major to teach Susie about conservative “Old
New York” which did not live in public but behind closed
doors in great houses on Washington Square, Lower Fifth
Avenue and Murray Hill.

The years that followed had been rich years—rich in ex-
perience as well as in material things. The Parkingtons had
traveled all over the world and met many important and
interesting people.

Mrs. Parkington was still enjoying her wealth, but the
Major hadn’t lived to see this new America with laws which
would have put him in jail for acts which in his day had
been called “developing the country.”

Mrs. Parkington was thinking of all these things on Christ-
mas night, as she chatted with Mattie, her masseuse, hair-
dresser, secretary and friend through forty-one years.

Mrs. Parkington’s old beau, Harry Van Diver, was coming
to the family dinner that night. So was Mrs. Parkington’s
daughter Alice Sanderson, still called the duchess, although
twice married since her divorce from the duke.
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The old lady never felt quite comfortable in her daughter’s
presence. In fact most of the family bored her—her grand-
daughter Madeleine who came with her fourth husband, a
“cowboy,” Al Swann; Madeleine’s sister Helen, and her broker
husband, Amory Stilham; their son, Tommy.

Rumor said that Amory had been gambling with securities
belonging to his firm, and that disturbed Mrs. Parkington
because, if true, it might spell tragedy for Amory’s daughter
Janie, who was in love with a splendid young government
employee, Ned Talbot. And Janie meant more to the old lady
than all the rest of the family together.

Janie herself was painfully aware of the decadence of the
world in which she had grown up, and had spent most of her
time trying -to escape from it by keeping “on the go.”



‘/\T THE British War Relief office there were things to do
and other women to talk to. Some of them, like Janie, came
there to escape from themselves. And Janie thought again:
This is a cursed world in which to be young, for it seemed to
her that it was a world in the process of disintegrating be-
fore her very eyes. Only small broken pieces of it remained,
integrated and held together by illusion and hatred of all
that was superseding it. -

Their big gloomy house was like that, and her father’s firm
and Wall Street itself. One found the shattered pieces of that
broken world in clubs on Long Island and at dinner parties
in big houses—a world corroded with hatred and defeat.
Without knowing quite what she did, she avoided these
broken fragments, searching for the new world which was to

At the foot of the stairs Gus
picked her up tenderly and for
a moment she forgot all about
what happened at the party

take the place of the old one without ever seeming to find it.

Ned, she knew, was a part of that new world. He talked
to her about it—a new world which would be a great step
forward in civilization and the development of Democracy.
But it was not yet here.

She did not talk about these things to the other women, for
she had discovered that most of them did not understand.
They simply grew angry and called her a Red. It was not in
this background, she knew, that one would find the begin-
nings of the new world.

So she talked about trivial things until five-thirty, when
she said good afternoon and went in search of her great-
grandmother. She had need of her great-grandmother’s tre-
mendous sense of peace and security.
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Janie had not called earlier to say that
she was coming, because Mrs. Parking-
ton was always at home at teatime. As
she stepped out of the taxi, she was
troubled to discover at the curb a bat-
tered station wagon with “Dutch Har-
bor Farm” painted on the side. That
meant her great-uncle Henry would be
there, and he always made her feel un-
comfortable.

For a moment she debated the ques-
tion of going away, but finally thought:
Perhaps he will be leaving soon, and
Granny will ask me to stay to dinner.

Taylor opened the door, and when
Janie asked, “Is Mrs. Parkington alone?”
he said, “No, Miss Janie. Mr. Henry
Parkington is here, and Lord Haxton.”

She said, “Perhaps I'd better come
back tomorrow.”

“No, Miss Janie. I'm sure Mrs. Park-
ington would like you to meet Lord Hax-
ton.” Taylor added with the faintest
glint of a smile, “Mr. Henry is very quiet
today.”

“You’d better announce me.”

He went away, and while she was
making up her face, Mrs. Parkington
came out of the sitting room. The old
lady kissed Janie, and suddenly the girl
felt warm and secure again.

“My dear, I'm very glad you came,”
her great-grandmother said. “I tele-
phoned your house, but they didn’t know
40

The hysterical voice of the
maid came over the phone to
Mrs. Parkington. “There is
somethingthe matterwith Mrs.
Sanderson, madam!”’

where to find you. There’s an old friend
of mine here I wanted you to meet.” As
they walked along the hall, Mrs. Park-
ington added, “It’s Lord Haxton. He’s in
America on some mission that has to do
with the war.”

In the sitting room Uncle Henry was

.standing with his back to the fire, a big,

heavy, bearded, vigorous man of nearly
eighty. He was dressed in rough farm
clothes—corduroy trousers, plaid flannel
shirt and woolen jacket. The flames be-
hind him lighted up his thick white
hair, so that he appeared to have a halo
about his sunburnt face.

Seated in a big chair by the fire was
the stranger who must be Lord Haxton.
As the two women came into the room
he stood up. )

He was old too, with silvery-white
hair, but very thin and straight with a
look of extraordinary distinction. His
face was handsome, with finely cut nose
and chin, high forehead, flat temples
and high cheekbones. His eyes were
bright blue.

Mrs. Parkington said, “This is Lord
Haxton, a very old friend. I haven’t seen
him for years.”

Lord Haxton shook hands with Janie
and said he was glad to know her. Then
she had to kiss her great-uncle because
he always expected it and might be
angry if she refused. She hated the feel

of his beard, but she liked the
smell of soap and horses that
hung about him.

“As T was saying,” continued
Uncle Henry, addressing Lord
Haxton, “if England would adopt
proper agricultural methods she
could feed herself. But get an
Englishman t{o change his ways!
Never! That’s what is the matter.
Now, I've got only four hundred
acres—none of it too good, and
ninety acres of it in timber—but
I produce enough to feed a vil-
lage.”

As he talked, Lord Haxton
seemed to shrivel. Beside Henry,
he seemed delicate and very old.

Mrs. Parkington, watching
them, thought: James is bored,
and he is wrong to be bored.
Henry is talking sense. He should
listen to Henry, who loves his
acres and likes common people,
and had married again at seventy
and produced a son at the age
of seventy-one.

She sighed, thinking of Henry’s
other four children by his first
wife, who was the daughter of
his farm manager, and of his
grandchildren and how different
they were from her own descend-
ants. And her mind wandered
back a long way to the time
when she had first seen Henry,
when the Major brought his
brother to the Brevoort, a rug-
ged, awkward lad of fifteen,
twenty years younger than the
Major, with a different mother.
And she remembered the news of
Henry’s marriage ten years later
to the farmer’s daughter, and
the scandal it had caused and the
Major’s fury. But Henry had
been right, and the Major wrong.
The Major had wanted to “be
somebody”; to know kings and have his
daughter marry a duke; to have a great
house on Fifth Avenue and a yacht. The
Parkingtons were common and earthy,
and the Major had tried to escape his
own destiny. He had remained common,
thank God, until the sordid end in the
hotel in Cannes. That was his great qual-
ity and he had not been able to escape
it, as none of us can escape the molding
thumb of destiny.

But Henry was right. People called
him eccentric and even crazy, but he
was not in the least crazy. Like Mrs.
Parkington herself, he had lived long
enough to see all the others who had
called him crazy decay and disappear,
along with their fortunes and ambitions.
He had lived through the whole of the
indecent era, going his own way like a
peasant, beyond destruction. And look
at him now, standing there like a young
man! His children and grandchildren
hadn’t made “good matches,” watering
the blood with each generation. He
hadn't allowed them to.

Janie, listening, felt bored with Uncle
Henry’s talk of “concentrated farming”
and rotations and fertilizers and soils.
Yet she could not help feeling the stim-
ulus of his vigor and masculinity. She
suspected that perhaps he had spoiled
her great-grandmother’s afternoon by
bouncing in without warning. Granny



had meant to have tea alone with an old
beau, talking about the old days, and
now that was all spoiled.

Mrs. Parkington, behind the tea tray,
had virtually ceased listening to the
discussion between the two men. She
managed to hear enough of their con-
versation to follow its trend, but her
mind lingered in another world of bore-
dom and disillusionment. She was aware
now that James’ call had been a failure
even before Henry arrived. To be hon-
est, Henry had made it better by bounc-
ing in, ruddy and smelling of horse
manure.

She supposed one should never try to
take up old friendships after so many
years. Too many things happened in be-
tween—to yourself and to the world.
Certainly too many things had happened
since she had last seen James—things
which he seemed unaware of, upholstered
in his conceit and trust in his own se-
curity. He still talked as if there were
no danger; he still talked as if this war
was not serious, but only an annoyance.

She saw now that he was a fool and
that he had always been a fool, for all
his record at Oxford and his brilliant
career. She wondered suddenly what
that career would have been if James
had had to make it on his own as the
Major had done, without privilege and
position and friends.

Henry was really going to town now,
in his blunt way. He was saying, “In fact,
there has really been no British Empire
since the Statutes of Westminster. It is
dead, but it has refused to lie down.”

She heard Lord Haxton protest, “But
my dear sir, you don’t understand the
intricacies of British politics!” and she
felt contempt for him. Those damned in-
tricacies they always fell back upon!
They had talked the same way forty
years ago.

Something was loose in the world,
something exasperated, which would
snuff all the Lord Haxtons and the in-
tricacies out of existence. It was loose
in Russia, in Germany, in England, in
America, in India and the islands of the
East. Even before the Major died, he
had known it, the way he had known
“when it was a good time to sell wheat
or cotton or railroad shares. That was
why he put everything into nontaxable
securities and left it all to her.

And for no reason at all, she suddenly
wanted to cry, partly because she re-
membered the Major as he had been in
the red-and-gold room at the Brevoort.
Henry always made her think of him.
And with the memory came the knowl-
edge that out of all the women the
Major had known, he had loved her
best. He had loved her and trusted her.
It was there in every sentence of the
long and intricate will. Again and again
he had written: “To my beloved wife,
who will understand my purpose.” Or:
“To my beloved wife, who may be trusted
to carry out my wishes.” And she wanted
to cry too out of cosmic sadness at the
vanity and folly of the human race.

She wanted James to go away and
never return, because, while he sat there
arguing feebly with Henry, he had be-
come a symbol of all the years in her
life which might have been rich, but
were empty and wasted. Henry had done
a much better (Continued on page 110)




irst Line of Defense

BY 0SCAR SCHISGALL

ILLUSTRATED BY STEVAN DOHANOS

Sam Dobhie thought there was nothing he

could do to help win the war. But one

night the war came to his gas station

SAM DOBIE, at his desk in the shanty
of the gasoline station, tried hard to con-
centrate on the ledger; but his mind was
so full of other things that he scowled
and turned page after page without see-
ing any figures at all. It was a month
after Pearl Harbor and Sam was think-
ing about the war. Whenever he thought
about the war he lost patience with him-
self.

There ought to be something a man of
forty-seven could do, he reasoned, aside
from putting his money into defense
bonds. Forty-seven wasn’t old. Thousands
of men older than that were in the Army,
in the Navy, in the factories. Yet here
sat Sam, not doing a thing; just running
a gas station, same as usual, as if noth-
ing had happened in the world. It was
enough to make a man squirm.

“I know how you feel,” Mrs. Gillespie
had sighed. Mrs. Gillespie owned the
house where Sam boarded. “The Govern-
ment says every man and woman has to
do his part, so you go around, kind of
desperate, asking yourself, ‘What can I
do? How can I help? And when you
can’t find an answer, it’s enough to drive
you crazy. Yes, I know.”

Sam had growled, “Troubie is they
won’t give me a chance. They take one
look at my leg and mark me No Good.
Don’t see as my leg ever hindered me
from operating a gas station, did it? I
can work!”

Still, he had to take his leg into ac-
count. A man who leaned on a cane when
he walked could hardly expect the Army
to use him. But if he couldn’t be in the
Army, he could at least work for the
Army. That was all Sam asked. That’s
what he’d had in mind when he’d gone
down into the valley for a job at the mu-
nitions plant.

“T'll rent my gas station or sell it,” he’d
said to Joe Herrick, who did the hiring.
“I'm a fair mechanic, Joe. I could keep
machines oiled or——"

Big, bald Joe Herrick, making a point
of ignoring Sam’s twisted leg, had tried
to ease things with a friendly smile. “I
wish I could do it,” he’d said. “But I just
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wouldn’t know where to fit you, Sam.
Sorry.” And then, coming around his
desk, Joe had put a hand on Sam Dobie’s
shoulder. “Why don’t you forget it and
go on running the gas station? Some of
us have to keep the normal things going,
Sam. That’s part of fighting the war,
too.”

“Sure. I know. But I want to feel I'm
in the fight.”

“What the hell, Sam, aren’t we all in
it?”

Sam Dobie grunted at the memory of
the interview. “A nice friendly brush-off,”
he thought. He lighted his pipe and bent
over the ledger again—a lanky figure in
overalls, wearing a greasy windbreaker
and a shapeless felt hat. His face was
gaunt and his eyes were unhappy. It
wasn’t much fun selling gas and oil when
you knew you ought to be sweating in
some kind of war work. This business of
piddling around with five gallons here,
ten gallons there——

Sam forced himself to look at the fig-
ures in the book.

They used to be important. Not only
accounts of the sums he had taken in
and spent, but definite money-earning
records. For example, he had always set
down the mileage at which he changed
a car’s oil and grease. By watching the
customer’s speedometer for a lapse of
fifteen hundred miles, he knew when it
was time to suggest, “Better change your
oil. You're just about due.” It was good
business. It proved to a customer that
you were giving him individual service
and interest.

Sam had kept other records, too. He
never failed to jot down the amount of
gas a man bought. Often this had
brought carburetor, valve-grinding or
spark-plug jobs—when his gas-sale rec-
ords, on comparison with speedometer
readings, indicated that a customer was
using too much fuel for the mileage he
got. Things like that had all seemed
shrewd and important before the war.
They had given Sam Dobie a comfortable
pile of savings to put into defense bonds.
But now . . .




A horn sounded loudly on the road.

Taking the pipe from his mbuth, Sam
turned to see the Fraley brothers’ farm
truck rattle into the driveway. The
Fraleys were comparatively new custom-
ers, but he had a page in the ledger for
them. Because the book lay open under
his hand, he gave their account a quick
glance before going out. A hundred and
forty gallons of gas in the past twelve
days. Probably doing a lot of carting. He

hadn’t yet sold them an oil and grease
job, but the day he’d started their ac-
count he had set ‘down the mileage on
their speedometer—12,197. They must be
about due for oil, Sam figured.

He got his cane and limped out to the
gas pumps. It was windy up here on the
hill. If you glanced down the road, you
could look over the whole town of Ryer-
son, with its factory chimneys smoking
and the munitions plant going full blast

by the railroad tracks. When you remem-
bered that every streamer of smoke
meant materials with which to win the
war, Ryerson was a pretty inspiring
place to see. That was where he belonged
--down there.

“Fill her up, Ed Fraley called. He was
the big blond one at the wheel. He sat
blowing on his hands while his brother
Steve, leaner and smaller, with bright
little eyes, lighted a cigarette.

While the gas gurgled.
Sam twisted his head for
the usual look at the truck’s
speedometer. It registered
12,457 miles. And that sur-
prised him.

“Anything wrong with your
speedometer?” he asked.

“Not that I know of,” Ed
Fraley said. “Why?”

“Well, according to the
amount of gas you been
buying, you should’ve made
about two thousand miles
since you started coming
here. The speedometer shows
only two hundred and sixty.
Two hundred and sixty miles
on a hundred and forty
gallons. Something’s gone
wrong.” And Sam, grinning.
added what he intended to
be a little joke. “Unless you
boys are storing gas away
for a rainy day. Better be
careful or TIll report that.”

He saw immediately that
he had said the wrong
thing. Ed Fraley stiffened.
He stopped blowing on his
hands and gripped the wheel
and looked at his brother.
Steve forgot the match he
was holding. He let it burn
between his fingers, watch-
ing it. After a moment he
said in a careful way, “Yeah.
I guess the speedometer
must be wrong. Didn’t know
you kept such a close check
on us.”

“Do it for all steady cus-
tomers,” Sam answered.
“Helps keep their cars in
shape. Want me to look at
that speedometer?”

“Not now. We’ll come
around when we got more
time.”

The Fraley brothers drove
away, and Sam limped into
the shanty to ring up their
money. If it hadn’t been for
the queer way Ed and Steve
had behaved when he’d men-
tioned all the gas they’d been
buying, he might have for-
gotten them. As it was, he
had to wonder. They’d acted
as if he had given them a
jolt.

The longer he considered
it, the queerer it seemed

(Continued on page 59)

“You can’t make the po-
lice think 1 was killed
by thieves,” Sam said.
“They know about the gas.”
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Gas House Gangster and harmonica champ, Pepper Martin.

Cardinal player and table tennis champ, Robert Blattner.

Good-by, Medwick! Only time player was ever
ordered from a Series game by Judge Landis.

The Passing

GENTLEMEN (and Ladies),
do you want your baseball
rough and tumble, or with ten-
nis etiquette? This article
gives you something to think
about. The author has to live
with the Cardinals. We do not!

BASEBALL’S once famous “Gas
House Gang” is better known today
as the “Campus Kids.” The once
notorious ten-man riot has gone
soft. Gone are the days when a team
bearing the colors of the St. Louis
Cardinals, with spikes flying high,
tore wide apart everything in the
National League, defied the author-
ity of Ford Frick, the league presi-

Billy Southworth—pres-
ent Cardinal manager.



Frankie Frisch argu-
ing with an umpire.

Maestro Pepper Martin leading his Musical Mud Cats.

Dizzy Dean after winning
argument with Ford Frick.

of the GAS HOUSE GANG & so c keonen

dent, cuffed umpires, battered opposing
players, and even slugged it out among
themselves in the clubhouse. For one pur-
pose: to win a pennant.

Call it the march-of-events on the dia-
mond, or the end of the bare-knuckle
type of baseball, but anyway, the Gas
House Gang is no more.

You can score an assist for this trans-
formation in the personnel of the Cardi-
nals to the club’s builder-upper, Branch
Rickey, the old professor, himself. And
the put-out to Billy Southworth, the
current manager.

They engineered the double play that
snuffed out the Gas House Gang. Re-
member ’em? Let’s see, there were Frankie
(The Flash) Frisch, Jerome Herman
(Dizzy) Dean, Paul (Daffy) Dean, John-
ny Leonard (Pepper) Martin, “the wild

Handsome Ray Sanders who re-
placed Jimmy (The Ripper) Collins.

horse of the Osage,” Joe (Muscles) Med-
wick, Leo (The Lip) Durocher, Ernie
(Showboat) Orsatti, Jimmy (The Rip-
per) Collins, Bill (Kayo) De Lancey,
Wild Bill Hallahan and Bill (Lefty)
Walker.

They were members of that famous
1934 team—the tough mugs that won the
National League flag, and then went on
to crush Mickey Cochrane and his ultra-
gentlemanly Detroit Tigers, American
League champions, in the World Series.

It is a matter of record that the Car-
dinals have not since won another title.
Whether Rickey, and his employer, Sam
Breadon, are satisfied with this new set-
up is not known, but it is a fact that
those old knock-down-drag-out tactics
were more successful on the ballfield
and, more important, at the box office.

Now it's bridge and hearts instead of poker and dice.

Sports Editor, St. Louis Star-Times

This writer has been an eyewitness to
Cardinal activitics since the poverty-
stricken days of 1919, when Cardinal
owners did not have money with which
to send the team South for training. This
observance has continued throughout the
years of pennants and prosperity on to
this new deal. Your Gas House Ganger
of today is—well, he would crash Holly-
wood with little effort; he is the type
who marries a banker’'s daughter and
feels right at home in the drawing room.
And get this: they have a world’s cham-
pion ping-pong player on the squad!

This 1942 cast really astounds those
who vividly recall the old days. There’s
Robert Blattner, for a starter. He’s an in-
fielder. He’s twenty-one years old, stands
exactly six feet, weighs 175 pounds, has
dark, wavy hair. (Continued on page 75)

A college touch — Cardinals
Jurisich and Beazley harmonizing.



YOU’RE a lawyer,” George Wilder
told himself gloomily. “Find yourself a
loophole.”

Instead, George Wilder lost his soap
in the bathtub. When he finally retrieved
it, he applied it vigorously to his scalp.
This didn’t seem to stimulate his brain
much.

George ran through a couple of the
best engagement-breaking lines that oc-
curred to him. “It is indubitably true,
Dolores, that we have entered into a
verbal contract to marry . . .” No, that
sort of thing wouldn’t do at all. Too legal
Might put ideas into her head

The simple, manly approach, possibly
Something like: “Let’s face it, Dolores. A
man is a man. A woman 1§ a woman.,
And . . .” No, that was terrible.

George sighed. Suppose, just suppose,
he reflected, he told her the truth. That
when you are called into the Naval Re-
serve and spend close to a year of your
life among icebergs, with nothing more
enticing than sea lions around, it does
things to your emotional setup. That you
are then likely to go overboard for the
first non-tobacco-chewing female who
swings into view. That this was exactly
what had happened when, furloughed
from the Navy, George had taken a va-
cation.

And that, summing up for the defense,
if Dolores hadn’t crooned a song at him
on the first night—if, for instance, the

Dogoed His

When Herbert got his teeth into

George’s romance it was all over!

old lady in the wheel chair had spoken
a kind word to him first—why, he would
have become engaged to her instead.

“So you see, Dolores,” he would tell
her, “it was just an ill-advised, momen-
tary infatuation.”

George stopped, discouraged. A small
shudder ran through him as he thought
of the consequences of telling Dolaeres
she was a momentary infatuation. The
fury ratio of a woman scorned, even an
ordinary type of woman, is well known
And Dolores Darrell was the sultry,
flashing-eyed singer of a top-flight band,
whose lofty opinion of herself was shared
by a large public. Furthermore, her press
agent had an easy time of it publicizing
her in gossip columns, just by featuring
her temper.

Gloom closed in on George. Suppose
he just said—

His train of thought was derailed at
this moment by a deep-throated, rum-
bling noise. It sounded much like a lion’s
roar.

Lions, George reasoned to himself ner-
vously as he ducked under water to get
the soap out of his eyes, do not normally
come into people’s bathrooms. Yet there
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Footsteps

it was again—a low, ominous rumble.
Closer, this time.

George opened his eyes reluctantly and
peered over the tub’s side. Lions don’t
come into bathrooms. But evidently,
George realized with a start, English
bulldogs do. There was one right there,
not three feet away from him.

The dog was enormous, and all of him
appeared delighted that George’s atten-
tion had been gained. He immediately
assumed an attitude of joyful expectancy,
his rear end high in the air. From that
point, the rest of the animal sloped
downwards, head between his front paws,
flush against the floor. His eyes rolled up
roguishly.

He gazed expectantly at George for a
moment. Then he approached the bath-
tub, waggling his entire latter half in a
sort of mincing prance.

The dog rested his chin on the tub and
gazed at George soulfully. George gaped
back, his nose only a few inches from
the dog’s. George was the first to break
the silence.

“For Pete’s sake, say something,” said
George.

The dog replied with direct action. His
tongue shot out and‘sluiced George’s face
from chin to forehead with a joyous
caress. He then barked happily, gave
George a Last-One-Out’s-a-Big-Sissy
look and beat a noisy retreat, pausing
only to take the bath mat with him.




ALBERT RICE

George scrambled out of the tub, seized
his towel, whipped it around his middle
and gave chase.

As soon as he reached his living room,
George realized what had happened. The
doors leading in from his terrace were
open. The bulldog had obviously come
from one of the three other apartments
that bordered on the same terrace.

George stretched out one dripping arm
toward the dog and made low, cluck-
ing noises. “Here, boy,” he said in a
wheedling tone. “Right here, old fellow.”

The dog was on the sofa, panting hap-
pily, the bath mat in shreds. George
started toward him. The dog leaped from
the sofa, dragging a pillow with him as
he did so. He growled furiously and be-
gan shaking the pillow. In no time, the
room was full of flying objects, among
them clouds of feathers, George and the
dog.

The dog made the tactical error of re-
treating behind one of the portieres, evi-
dently convinced that if he couldn’t see
George, George couldn’'t see him. George
crept up on the portieres and made a
flying tackle. There was a loud ripping
noise and the portiere descended. A mo-
ment later, George and the dog were
locked together in an embrace on the
floor.

“Broafff!” the dog protested, trying to
get his head free of the confining folds
of drapery. Then a new voice spoke.

George, wrapped in a towel,
and Herbert, wrapped in
the portiere, were in a
hopeless tangle when the
pretty girl appeared,

ILLUSTRATED BY GEORGE EVANS
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“Herbert!” it said. “Herbert, if you
don’t come here this minute, I—ooooh!”

The voice belonged to the girl who had
just appeared outside George’s terrace
window. She was wearing a red house-
coat and carrying a leash in her hand.
Her original comment had turned to
something midway between a gasp and
a scream as she caught sight of George,
still dripping, and saved from total ex-
posure only by the towel.

She turned and began to flee.

“Hey!” George called after her des-
perately. “Come back, I need you!”

This didn’t seem to reassure the girl,
although she stopped running. “I can’t
come back,” she said. “You’re not de-
cent.”

“If I had known you and your dog
were going to drop in,” George said bit-
terly, “I would have worn my new blue
organdy.”

She giggled. “We’re sorry,” she said. “I
never dreamed Herbert could crawl
through that hedge between our apart-
ments.”

“Herbert could crawl through a battle-
ship hull,” said George with conviction.
He was still lying on the floor, with
Herbert clasped firmly in his arms. “If
you’ll chuck that leash in, I'll snap it

A slim forearm appeared. “Here,” she
said. “Catch. But be careful. He's ter-
ribly quitk.”

George managed to get Herbert’s leash
on. Then, dragging the dog after him, he
went to his closet and got a bathrobe.

“Okay,” he called. “You can come in
now.”

She entered, looking contrite. You
couldn’t call her beautiful, George de-
cided. Her nose was slightly too short,
her mouth a little too large for perfec-
tion. On the other hand, these features
managed to blend pleasantly with honey
hair and blue-green eyes.

“Oh, dear,” she said. “He did a lot of
damage, didn’t he?”

“Mostly to my nervous system. It was
love at first bite.”

She smiled. It did attractive things to
her whole face. “I'll fix that portiere, of
course,” she said. “And I'll replace the
pillow and everything else that——" She
stopped short. Herbert, who had been
busily investigating the closet, suddenly
become aware of the fact that she was
there. Before George realized what was
happening, Herbert, a loyal type, broke
away and went hurtling toward his
owner.

His idea was evidently to leap into her
arms. Because she backed away hastily,
however, his sixty pounds succeeded only
in reaching a point just above her knees
—just high enough to knock her off her
feet. She fell, amid a sound of splinter-
ing wood.

The girl looked up at George from the
floor. “I will also,” she said, “replace the
end table.”

Her name was Janet Starr. She was an
Interior Decorator.

George discovered this when she
started to talk about buying him new

N draperies.
Dolores kissed George soundly. “Mama’s “I'd recommend ceiling-high beige,”
home to protect her wandering boy!” she said professionally. “Those maroon

ones you had underdramatize this whole
side of the (Continued on page 136)




One Disease Everyhody Has

Nine-tenths of all deaths of pérsons above the age of ten
are caused by aging. It’s our greatest medical problem today.

Here’s . . . NEWS ABOUT YOUR HEALTH
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PUT yourself in my shoes. I had been assigned to survey the
entire field of medical knowledge and research in order to
bring to Cosmopolitan readers news of scientific advances
which might mean life or death to some of them. These
readers were old and young, sick and well, men and women
in all walks of life. What single field of research offered news
which should reach into every home in the country, touch
every man and woman reading the article?

I wondered—until I discovered that there is a disease which
causes nine-tenths of all deaths of persons older than ten. It
is a disease which claims more than a million lives a year.
Beyond that, it is a disease from which you and I are suffer-
ing today.

The name of that disease is growing old!

Growing old does not begin somewhere in the sixties or
seventies—it doesn’t wait for the first white hair to appear. As
soon as we have passed our tenth birthday, age becomes the
chief cause of death for all of us!

Dr. Henry S. Simms of the College of Physicians and Sur-
geons in New York City is a leader in this field of research.
He is no visionary, but a scientist who has received grants
from the Josiah Macy Foundation and other sources to con-
duct his investigations. And these are some of the things
which Dr. Simms told his colleagues in a medical congress
on aging:

If we retained, throughout our lives, the ability to fight off
disease which we poscess when we are ten, our life expectancy
would be 550 years, instead of the present sixty-three!

Last year, 1,770,000 persons over ten years old died in this
country; if they had been able to resist disease as successfully
as the average ten-year-old, 1,646,000 of them would still be
alive.

Age kills most young and middle-aged persons, as well as
the really old—nine-tenths of all deaths of persons above the
age of ten are caused by aging!

This is, I believe, the foremost medical problem of the day.
Many of our leading medical men think so: they have
founded the new science of “gerontology” or the study of why
we age. Practicing physicians, for the first time, are stressing
the allied specialty of “geriatrics” or care of the aged. Geri-
atrics aims to give men and women added years of healthy
life, in their prime, and to remove many of the disabilities
which we now associate with old age. Dr. Oliver H. P. Pepper
of the Pennsylvania Medical School promises that physicians
will soon be able to prevent ill health, loss of teeth, baldness
and whitening of the hair in their aged patients!

Can you imagine a world in which the average man or
woman works with full vigor at eighty-five? In which death
comes, after a brief old age, at around 115? Such a world
seems very close, after the conversations I have had with
eminent gerontologists.

While we wait for the research men to isolate the age
virus and thus double or triple our life span, we can study
what medical knowledge today tells us about warding off the
symptoms and maladies that usually afllict the old:

Would changes in our environment ward off deterioration
through age?

The world has been made a good deal safer for all of us

BY GRETTA PALMER

by such changes in the environment as the control of water
supply, which eliminated tyrhoid fever as a common threat.
But the world is still safer in scme sections than in others,
for reasons not clearly understood. Why has New Zealand a
life expectancy five years longer than ours? Why do Ameri-
cans in the prairie states tend to live longer than those on
the Eastern Seaboard? For that matter, why do the married
live longer than the single or the divorced?

Does heredity decide the age at which we die?

You know of families in which all the members have lived
into the eighties. You know of others where death at sixty
seems to be the rule.

Dr. A. J. Carlson of the University of Chicago offers one
ingenious explanation of this: he says that heredity is im-
portant in giving some of us “the capacity to overcome, resist
or adjust to unfavorable external factors.” He believes that
there are many unhealthy elements in our present way of
living and that the long-lived among us are those who can
best endure these strains. Remove the strains, he says, and
the rest of us will live as long as they, and longer.

Dr. Carlson believes that four of the prominent enemies of
long life today are faults of diet, working habits, infections
and poisons. He suggests that we should study how the de-
terioration that acccmpanies age is speeded by gases from
factories and automobile exhausts; by the effects of pre-
servatives used in some foods; by our habits of smoking and
drinking; by the aftereffects of diseases from which we have
“completely recovercd.” The only one of these factors which
has been seriously studied so far is diet—and the results
in that one field come close to magic!

Do we “dig our graves with our teeth”? We probably do.
At least one series of experiments suggests that if we ate
much less, we might prolong our lives.

Dr. C. M. McCay of Cornell University took a colony of
rats whose normal life span was 600 days. He experimented
with the diet of several groups of young rats, giving them
enough food to support life, but not encugh ta permit them
to grow normally. Different sets of the rats were held back, on
the reduced diet, for 700 and 900 and over 1,000 days. Then,
at an age when normally fed rats would have lived, aged
and died, Dr. McCay gave the retarded animals enough food
to permit growth. The rats grew and lived out their normal
lives; some of them became old and died when they were
twice the age at which rats of this stock usually die. None
of the retarded rats grew to full size, but otherwise they
seemed quite normal and the females had litters at an ad-
vanced age. Does this indicate that a very lean diet will
prolong life.

If Dr. McCay's experiment were performed on human
beings we would give children too little to eat for them to
grow beyond, say, the eight-year-old size. After sixty or
seventy years we should give them a more generous diet
and expect them to grow up, lead normal lives and finally
die at a ripe 110. It is not likely that any parents will offer
their children for so cruel an experiment, but it shows that
we can, even today, double the life expectancy of a living
being, if we are willing to pay the price.

Within the limits of the present (Continued om page 99)
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I‘OBERTA WALKED to the window
and stood looking out, her back to Pete.
Her glance swept unseeingly across the
unfamiliar, shadowy front yard. Behind
her, the house seemed very quiet, the
patter of children’s feet, the sound of
their voices stilled tor the night.
“Hold on, Bobbie!” she was saying to
herself. “You haven’t yet had a real
quarrel with Pete. It’s his brother and
his brother’s wife, and you're visiting in

He put his arms around her and for
a moment Bobbie forgot her prob-
lem—forgot everything but Pete.




their house. It never does any good to
lose your temper, anyway.” But this wise
counsel did not quiet the quickened beat-
ing of her heart.

She had known Pete for two years be-
fore they had become engaged; and long
before he had broached the subject of
marriage, she had admitted to herself
that she loved him. But even in the midst
of the happiness of the early days of
their engagement, they had both recog-
nized that there might
be difficult adjustments.
With their jobs and
their friends, they had
both been self-sufficient
for so long; they had
both lived alone, he at
his club, she in her small
apartment. .

“When it comes to big
things,” Bobbie had con-
fessed, “I am pretty
calm, but in little things
I go off the handle very
easily.”

Pete had answered
with a grin and a Kkiss.
“To tell the truth, dar-
ling, before breakfast
I'm fit to be thrown out
of the house!”

“Well, we haven’t any
in-law problem, any-
way,” she had laughed.

Her mother had mar-
ried again and had gone
to the Coast, and Pete’s
parents were both dead.
His nearest relative was
a married brother, liv-
ing upstate.

“No woman in the
family to look me over,”
Bobbie said gaily, “and
tell you all my faults!”

ILLUSTRATED BY
R. G. HARRIS
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But there was a woman in the family,
she had just discovered, and a very im-
portant one, at that—Janice, Harold’s
wife.

Pete had come into the apartment one
evening looking troubled. “I'm afraid,
Bobs, we’ll have to drive up to Harold’s
some week end before the Great Event.”

She had smiled. “Oh, a family inspec-
tion? All right, I'm game!”

But he hadn’t smiled back.

She had put her arms around him,
brought her face close to his. “What is
it, Pete? Not afraid I won’t like them,
are you?”

“Oh, no! Harold’s a fine fellow, and
Janice—well, Janice is a remarkable per-
son and the most beautiful woman I've
ever seen.”

There was a little silence. Then:
“You’re afraid they won’t like me?”

“Oh, of course they will. But you ‘see,
darling, Janice is so domestic and
maternal and——"

Roberta had laughed. “And you think
I may not quite fit into that atmosphere?
Don’t you worry, Peter, m’lad! I won’t let
you down. I'll ask her for her recipe for
pie, and I'll rave about the youngsters.”

At that, Pete had given her a fleeting
smile. “Well, they are cunning children,
bright and lively—three little girls, you
know. I don’t see how Janice does it.
Harold doesn’t make much, and she
hasn’t any regular help, but she manages
somehow. And the children are so well
trained. She’s wrapped up in them, just
giving up her whole life.”

And now Bobbie had not been twenty-
four hours in the house, and she was
holding on to herself to keep from telling
Pete what she thought of Janice and her
precious children!

The week end had started out well
enough. After a pleasant drive Pete and
his fiancée had arrived in the middle of

Mar

the evening. The children had already
gone to bed and Bobbie had had to admit
that Pete’s verdict on Janice’s looks was
correct: she was very pretty, with limpid
brown eyes, curly golden hair and a
charming smile. She and Harold were so
very cordial that Bobbie began to like
them right away.

But the next day—this day that was
now drawing to a close!

As she stood at the window, the day’s
events passed before her in quick, mad-
dening succession.

First of 'all, she had been awakened by
whispering in her room. Near the bureau
stood two little girls, one thin, dark-
haired, the other golden-haired and
plump. They were busily exploring her
jewel box and experimenting with her
cosmetics.

“No, Stookey, that isn’t for your lips;
that’s for nails.”

“Oooh, Helen, look at those beads!”

‘“Hi, there, kids,” Bobbie had said.

They swung around, not at all abashed.
Stookey ran to the bed, poking her
pointed face close to Bobbie’s. On each
cheek was a glaring red spot.

“Aunt Bobbie, have I enough rouge
on?”

Before she could answer, the door had
opened without even a hint of a knock,
and Jan had walked in, the eldest girl,
scrawny, gray-eyed.

“Are those two shrimps here?” she de-
manded in a loud voice, without any
greeting to Bobbie. “Helen, you’ve got to
come right downstairs. Daddy says so.
T’'ve squeezed the orange juice, but you've
got to help set the table.” Then: “Oh,
Aunt Bobbie!” It was a squeal of delight.
“May I have some lipstick too? Ple-ase!”

At last Bobbie had got rid of them,
dressed and gone downstairs.

Janice, it appeared, was not yet up.

(Continued on page 100)
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His brother’s marriage was so successful

Pete wanted Bobbie to learn the formula,

but ‘““‘the perfect wife and mother*

was just a pain in the neck to Bobbie
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* FROM THE FIGHTING FRONTS *

Jle Lary Brrds

The fliers who made yesterday’s headlines

are writing new and glorious records

"Wrong-Way" Corrigan

NEWS note for Ireland: “Wrong-Way” Corrigan is flying
the right way now.

The Flying Irishman, who “read his compass wrong” and
landed at Dublin, has joined the Army Ferrying Command.
For a man who flies his oceans by mistake. this seems little
short of a miracle. But the Army hasn’t gone haywire: no
more than Corrigan did, that day in ‘38,

Douglas Corrigan got his “wrong way’’ start while helping
assemble the Spirit of St. Louis. Lindbergh’s flight to fame
fanned the spark: the dream grew through the years. At
last he had his secondhand ship. He built up hours, taught
himself navigation. But:

“Fly the Atlantic in that crate? Not a chance!” said Air
Commerce officials.

Smash an Irishman’s dream, would they? A dream that
had kept him going for ten years. They didn’t know Corri-
gan. So he took off for California—and landed in merry
Ireland. The world laughed at the “flying clown.” And Cor-
rigan laughed at the world, while back in Washington dis-
gruntled officials called him (off record) a stubborn fool.

Perhaps it was pure stubbornness that made Corrigan
stick to his story. after official forgiver.ess. But he must have
been dubious about that ““wrong way’’ course when he came
to the Ferrying Command. For the Army wants the best, when
it comes to flying bombers and fighters across oceans, jun-
gles and deserts. There were many questions to answer , ..
Previous transocean experience? ... Give full details . . .

Corrigan’s twisted smile was a trifle uncertain before he
was through. But he needn’t have worried. The Army was
the first to laugh at that “wrong way” alibi. And if he got to
Ireland without even trying, what couldn’t he do if he tried?

Acme



Clyde Pangborn

WHEN it's “done again,” perhaps you'll be hearing the
name of another old-timer: Clyde Pangborn, aerial globe-
trotter, daredevil of early days. For flying over Jap bases,
“Pang” was once jailed as a spy: the Jap army wanted to
shoot him.,

Until recently attached to the Ferrying Command, he is
now on secret assignment. Quiet, wiry, determined, “Pang”
is a skilled engineer. Any attack he maps out will be planned
with slide-rule precision.

A native of Wenatchee, Washington, Pangborn was—
briefly—a forester, deputy sheriff and college student, be-
fore April, '17. He enlisted—and was made an instructor.
Pangborn later became “Diavolo,” daredevil wing-walker.
His only disaster, in 18,000 hours of flying, occurred when he
missed a rope ladder, making a car-to-plane change.

“Pang” carried passengers, tried testing, in the late ‘20°s,
but found it dull. Teaming with Hugh Herndon, he started
to circle the globe. In Russia, they received a telegram from
a Tokyo paper: “Come try for $25,000 prize, first transpacific
flight,”” They flew to Tokyo—over Jap forts—and were sen-
tenced on fifty-five counts. Washington got them free, after
a fine, with the ban: “Never again fly over Japan!” “Pang”
promptly took off, flew the Pacific and collected the $25,000—
by way of indemnity.

Back home. Pangborn pioneered in mid-air refueling,
stayed aloft eight days.

Meantime

The stern Jap edict still stands: Never again must Clyde
Pangborn fly over any part of the Imperial Japanese Islands.

But—who knows, if he took the notion? He wasn’t called
“Diavolo” for nothing.

Return

in the war-skies of today

BY DONALD E. KEYHOE

Jimmie Doolittle

WHEN Jimmie Doolittle led the Tokyo raid he was mak-
ing up for lost time, for he was cheated in ‘17,

Stocky. genial. young ‘at forty-five, Jimmie grinned when
the Army ordered him to Washington last January.

“Desk job for the old man,” he told Jim, Jr., then sprouting
Army wings. He had reason to grin: he had secret orders.

Doolittle spent his early years in Alaska. He was a semi-
pro boxer at fifteen; a pilot-instructor at twenty. First man to
fly the continent in a day. he later won the Schneider Trophy
Race. and became Army’s ace test pilot.

In Chile, before a competition, he did gymnastics on a
second-story ledge. A pillar broke, and Jimmie broke both
ankles. Next day he hacked off his casts, had himself lifted
into his ship. With feet tied to the rudder he literally drove
his German rival out of the air.

At the Cleveland Air Races in ‘29, the wings sheared
off his fighter in a practice stunt. He bailed out, landed, wrote
his report: “Wings broke. Thrown out.” Then he borrowed
another ship and repeated the identical stunt—a sharp pull-
out at 400 feet—before the crowd.

In 1930, after pioneering blind landings, Jimmie “retired”
to commercial aviation—to win the Harmon, Bendix, and
other trophy races. Demonstrating American planes abroad,
he became familiar with twenty European countries.

With more decorations than he can wear, Brigadier Gen-
eral James Doolittle is still the same “Jimmie” who gave
first hops to awed youngsters back in the early days.

As a general, Jimmie now has charge of a fast-growing,
long-range attack force. Hundreds of pilots, bombardiers,
navigators and radio men will get the benefit of his Toyko
experience. When will the next raids be? General “Jimmie”
just grins.

“It will be done again,” he says.

Press.
Associotion

Bernt Balchen

REMEMBER Bernt Balchen—the shy blond Viking who flew
Byrd across the South Pole? Who brought Byrd's fogbound
America down to a safe landing in the surf at Ver-Sur-Mer,
France? Look behind the raids on Nazi-held Norway, and
you may see a blond Hercules.

Balchen is the world’'s most experienced pilot in Arctic
and sub-zero flights. To the United Nations, his experience
has been priceless, in ferrying and war operations.

Balchen has a strange love for cold. At twelve, he would
tunnel a hole in the snow. to sleep. An Olympic skier and
boxer, his strength is phenomenal; he once worked in a
lumber camp to pay for technical school.

A natural pilot, Balchen soloed in four hours, While with
Amundsen at Spitzbergen, he met Floyd Bennett and Byrd.
returned with them to America. He tested ships for Fokker.
flew gold in Canada, became the guiding genius in Byrd's
expeditions,

For a while, Balchen ran an air line in Norway: then he
joined the Finns in ‘39. Afier his return to America, he was
made a reserve captain in Air War Plans; he has been a
citizen since 1931. Even before we went to war, Balchen
could have had the Army office assignment. But the Nazis
were in his homeland, shooting men and women he had once
known.

Bernt Balchen is married: his son, Bernt, Jr., is only ten.
But he joined with British forces, in their fight to free Norway.
The name of Bernt Balchen is a talisman in that Northern
land. Once, years ago, he carried food, supplies, medicines
to stranded Norwegians when a transport system failed. His
blond head, bare in bitterest weather, has come to be a sym-
bol to that hungry and suffering people.

When the American Air Forces reach to strike the Nazis’
bases in Norway, they’ll find Balchen waiting to guide them.
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Cornelia was sitting there stunned and
frightened when someone came in. “An-
drew?” she asked. “No,” Jay said, “it’s L.”

CONCLUSION: Cornelia wakened slowly
to bright sunlight across her eyes. Her
body felt curiously light, her head ached
and her mouth was full of a bitter taste
like quinine. She thought: What has
happened?

“Andrew!” she called. And again: “An-
drew!”

The door opened, and Dr. Marston
came in. “Good morning,” he said coldly.
“Do you feel like living today?”

Then she remembered. She had swal-
lowed almost all of a bottle of sleeping
tablets which Dr. Marston had prescribed
for her when she had been unable to
sleep after her last illness. She hadn’t
had any intention of committing suicide.
She had only wanted to frighten Andrew
and bring him back to her. And now she
perceived that Dr. Marston knew that as
well as she knew it herself.

“I don’t feel well, if that’s what you
mean,” she told him. “I feel wretched.”
Weak tears of self-pity began to flow.

Dr. Marston said, “You came close to
dying, Mrs. Stanton. And you risked your
life just to get your husband back with
you.” Cornelia began to protest, but Dr.
Marston waved her explanation aside.
“You were delirious last night. You ex-
plained a good many things to me.”

“Youre a doctor,” Cornelia said.
“Youre supposed to forget the con-
fidences of you. patients.”

“Sometimes 2 doctor has to heal sick
minds as well & sick bodies. Mrs. Stan-
ton, all over the world people are trying
to get and hold things by force, and it
can’t be done. You can’t hold a country
or a husband oy u child by sheer force
or ruthlessness. I'd advise you to be sen-
sible about this. These are difficult days,
and there’s no longer time for selfish-
ness. Doctors no longer have time to take
care of women like you, Mrs. Stanton—
women who play at committing suicide
in order to scare their husbands into
coming back to them.”

Cornelia turned her head away. “Did
you get in touch with my husband?”

“Yes. He telephoned last night. He’s
on his way home, very upset, very wor-
ried.”

“Doctor, will you tell him—anything?”

“Oh, no!” Dr. Marston said wryly.
“Professional ethics. But for heaven’s
sake, Mrs. Stanton——"

“Will you please give me whatever
medicine I need and go now?”

Dr. Marston’s impulse was to shake the
lovely woman lying there between pale
blue silk sheets. He had been outraged
by the things which her babbling had re-
vealed. He wished there were some way
he could teil Stanton what he had
learned as he sat at Cornelia’s bedside
trying to save her, not knowing why any-
one should try to save her. She was
spoiled, pampered, idle, vicious.

“The nurse has instructions about
medication. I'll be back this afternoon
about three. Good day, Mrs. Stanton.”

When he was gone, she relaxed. Noth-
ing mattered except the fact that her
plan had worked; that even now Andrew
was hurrying home to her. Hilda came
upstairs with a tray, and then the nurse
came in and gave her medicine to make
her sleep again and at the same time
said that Mr. Stanton had phoned from
New York that he would be home about
three that afternoon.

Cornelia’s heavy-lidded eyes closed.
She did not sleep for a while, but lay in
that pleasant half-state between sleep
and wakefulness thinking over the things

"that had added up to this moment of

her triumph over Andrew and that other
woman.

Ever since he had walked out on her,
she had thought of nothing but how to
get him back. Because life without him
had proved to be as bad as she had
imagined it would be, and Jay had been
no help. Jay, in fact, had depressed her
horribly. Jay and Edith Barlow, between
them.

Jay had lost everything now except a
small annuity from his mother’s estate.
He was living on in the big old mansion
simply because the creditors had no idea
what to do with the place.

“I don’t mind losing the money so
much,” Jay had said a day or so ago
when he had dropped by for a cocktail.
“It’s this awful feeling of uselessness
when everybody else is busy. If there
were only something that I could do—but

the service has turned mc down cold.”

Cornelia had looked at his handsome
face—so much thinner and older than it
had been last spring—and she had the
strangest feelinz about him. It had
seemed to her a.s though Jay, along with
the rest of the country, had grown up.
And that disturbed her, because it in-
tensified her feeling of aloneness. Now
even Jay didn’t mind giving up the lux-
uries "e had thought so essential a few
month: ago.

“You sound sophomoric,” she had told
him irritably. Of coursc everyone wants
America to win the war, but we don’t all
have to run around giving away our
shirts, do we?”

“Speaking of shirts,” Jay hac. said,
“reminds me, oddly enough, of your hus-
band. What do you hear from him?”

“Nothing,” she had replied. And then,
aware of the mocking glint in Jay’s eyes,
she had become defensive. “He’s on some
secret government work. I don’t know
when he’s coming back.”

“Look, darling,” Jay had said, “why
not be a good sport and admit that the
guy’s left you?”

“Because he——" She had stopped;
flung out her hands in a surrendering
gesture. “All right, so he’s gone,” she had
admitted. “It’s partly your fault that he
left, so why shouldn’t you know about it
and have it on your conscience if you
have a conscience!”

“It’s a little out of practice, but maybe
I could whip it up into a frenzy of re-
morse for you.” Then his mood had
changed. He had become tender, thought-
ful, as she once had dreamed he might
be. “I'm terribly sorry about that acci-
dent, Nelia,” he had said gently. “And
I'm sorry too that you and I between us
lost your husband for you before you
realized you loved him and needed him.”

“I never did anything that gave An-
drew the right to walk out on me!”

“No, darling. You just wished you had
the courage to be unfaithful to him. You
never were, though. Never mind. I
shouldn’t pick on you like this. You can’t
help what you are.”

The words had had a familiar ring.
Where had she heard them before? Why,
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Andrew, of course. Andrew had said to
her, just before he went away, “I'm sorry
for you rather than angry with you,
Nelia, because you can’t help what you
are.”

What couldn’t she help? she had asked
herself angrily. What was she, for heav-
en’s sake?

But she had brushed the words aside
and said, “Never mind; he’ll come back
to me someday. When he and that dark-
haired femme fatale he’s probably run
off with realize that I'll never give him a
divorce, she’ll send him back to me.
Neither of them is the kind who can live
in sin for very long!”

And her words had been truth, for if
Andrew had been sublimely happy, if
that other woman had fought to keep
him with her, he would probably not be
coming back even now, when his wife
was ill and needed him.

The house pulsed around her. Muted
noises slipped up from the kitchen. Once,
the telephone rang and Cornelia heard
Hilda answering it.

“Yes, Mrs. Barlow, she’s feeling much
better, thank you. No, you can’t talk to
her now. She’s sleeping.”

Cornelia buried her face against the
cool pillowslip. Even the thought of Edith
Barlow and the wretched life she had
been living lately—the life into which
Cornelia had felt herself being pulled,
little by little!—could make Cornelia
shudder. Edith had begun to drink too
much.

Without a husband and a normal life
around which to schedule living, it was
amazing how you found yourself sleeping
late into the day; killing the long after-
noon at cocktail bars with other idle, un-
attached women and filling your home,
evenings, with crowds of people who
helped banish the terrible emptiness of
a house that didn’t have a man in it.
Cornelia had found herself spending
more and more time with Edith and
Edith’s questionable friends, and one
night, eating at a restaurant before going
to a movie, they had both felt sharply
the pointlessness of their lives.

“At least,” Edith had said, “you’ve got
a husband coming back to you. Mine’s
gone for good, and it’s amazing how
many men would like week-end trips to

~
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Atlantic City and how few want a trip
to the altar.” She had added, “Everyone
thinks it’s so funny for Andrew to have
quit his job and gone away. When is he
coming back?”

“I don’t know. Soon, I hope.”

“I know,” Edith had agreed grimly. “Is
there anything worse than being a lone
woman in a suburb full of married men—
unless you want to play around with mis-
understood husbands, which I don’t—yet!
Hal’s cut my alimony to the bone, though
his new wife doesn’t want for anything.
Honestly, Nelia, sometimes I almost go
out of my mind thinking about the fu-
ture. If I had the courage, I'd kill my-
self rather than live on like this.”

“What good would that do?” Cornelia
had asked. “That wouldn't bring Hal
back to you.”

“No, but it would make him feel rot-
ten! He’d know it was his fault. But I'll
never do it. Oh, I've tried; but at the
last minute my courage fails me, and I
go on living! Once I did swallow some-
thing and got pretty sick, and Hal came
tearing over and hushed it up and made
me promise never to do it again, and
believe you me, he looked scared! I'd like
to do it, though. I'd like to make him
suffer for a change!”

Cornelia had stared at Edith, and all
at once her heart had leaped at the
daring idea that came to her. If it could
be done safely!

And when she got home from the
movie, she had read over the printed in-
structions on the bottle of sedative Dr.
Marston had once prescribed for her.
“Four tablets taken within two hours will
induce heart attack,” she read under

WarNING, “and a larger dose may prove
fatal. Follow your physician’s instruc-
tions carefully.”

Even now, when it had worked, when
she had come through safely, she could
remember vividly the terror that had
made her hands tremble so that she
could hardly raise the glass of water
to her lips. If she took too much! she
had thought. But she had not. She had
been frightened when the terrible pain
clamped down on her heart like a vise.
She had screamed for Hilda; had told
her to call Mr. Ingram and ask him to
get in touch with Andrew immediately.
Beyond that, she remembered nothing.

But she had been right in her estimate
of Andrew. His loyalty and his innate
kindness—the homely virtues she had
mocked and derided, and which she now
thanked God he possessed!—had come
to the fore and he could not turn away
from her when she needed him.

Her thoughts deepened, drifted off to
the back of her mind. She realized
vaguely that it was half past one. And
then she slept.

Andrew looked at his watch. It was
half past one. He and Leslie stood be-
side the tall wire fence that enclosed the
airport and the landing field, and he said,
“This is where we part for a while. What
are your plans, Leslie?”

“New York for a few days, and then
Washington. I wired last night I'd take
that job if it’s still open, and I imagine
it is.”

The sunlight was very bright. Cruelly
so, she thought. It showed up all the im-
perfections of their lives—the worry lines,
the laugh lines, the fatigue, the general
letdown because so many things had
failed them—and it glittered against
their eyes so that Leslie half closed hers.
When Andrew asked quickly, “You're not
crying?” she said, “No, darling, of course
not. It’s just this bright sunlight.” And
he pretended to believe her.

“Leslie,” he said, “before we say good-
by I want you to know you’ve made me
happier than I ever thought I could be.
Thank you for that, darling, and for
everything.”

That helped. It steadied her smile. She
said, “I hope (Continued on page 92)
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“Back to your corral,
me Boundin' Bedouin!”

keePer: Now listen, me maunderin’ Mo-
hammedan, ye are nothing but an ordi-
nary city zoo camel, an’ it’s back to yer
cage ye go!

cAmeL: But Master, I am not one of your
zoo camels! I am the Paul Jones camel!
The living symbol of—

keePER: Whoosht! Wurrooo Clancy, we've got hold of a
symbol! Put some rivirince in your pullin’ there, Clancy
me lad, 'tis a symbol ye’re draggin’ around!

cameL: But Sahib, I am a symbol! I am the living symbol
of dryness in whiskey! The qual—

9

keeper: So! Ye've befuddled yerself, me Boundin
Bedouin! This dryness you talk of has to do with
fancy champagne! It has no connection with whis-
key at all!

e very best buy
is the whiskey thats dry

i o

cAmeL: But Master, it has/ Have you never heard of that
magnificently flavored whiskey, Paul Jones? Do you not
know, O Watcher Over Lions, that it is the dryness of
Paul Jones—its lack of sweetness—which permits its
full flavor to come through ...clear and undistorted,
for your greater enjoyment?

Keeper: Me greater enjoyment, ye say, Camel? Shure I'm
thinkin’ t'would be me greater amazement if all this were
true!

cAMEL: But Master, it is true! Go to any liquor store, and
you will find this truly magnificent Paul Jones—at a
price so modest that it does not tax the purse!

keeper: Wurroo! Clancy, ye gape-faced gossoon, what
the blazes are ye pullin’ that fine camel for? Can ye
not distinctly see that he is an old friend of ours? Be-
lay,Clancy,an’bring him the finest hay in the house!

Yol Jonea

A blend of straight whiskies—90 proof. Frankfort Distilleries, Inc., Louisville & Baltimore



First

You'd think a couple of men would notice
that their speedometer hadn’'t worked
for almost two thousand miles. Besides,
Sam couldn’t understand why they were
doing so much driving. They owned the
old Judson farm which they’d bought a
year ago, and considering how run down
it was, you'd imagine there was enough
work to keep them tied to the place.

After a while, with other customers
pulling up for gas, Sam quit thinking
about the Fraleys. But not for long . . .

It must have been almost ten o’clock
when he decided to close for the night.
He switched off the outside lights, then
went into the shanty to check receipts
for the day. Business had been slow; the
cash register held less than fifty dollars.
Sam was counting the bills when he saw
the lights of a car pull into the side road
a hundred yards below his station.

That puzzled him, because few people
used that road this time of year. It led
only to Wilcey’s Pond. Now and then
a young couple might drive in there to
park, but they generally went all the
way to the lake. This car stopped and
put out its lights a few yards from the
highway.

Sam had never been troubled by
thieves. With the money in his hand,
however, he felt a little uneasy. He
shoved the bills into his pocket and
dropped an uncertain glance to the tele-
phone. It was on the desk, against the
other wall of the shack. He reached for
his cane.

Then he saw two men walking up the
road. They came quickly. Even by star-
lisht he recognized the Fraley brothers.

That stopped him. The Fraleys, he was
sure, wouldn’t be coming here to rob him
of fifty dollars. Why they were coming
at all, he couldn’t guess. Something
coiled up tight inside him.

Steve Fraley stayed outside the shanty.
He stood at the door, looking up and
down the road. It was the big blond one,
Ed, who came in; and Ed was pale.

Sam Dobie, leaning on his cane, asked,
“What’s the matter, Fraley? Trouble
with the truck?”

Ed didn’'t answer. He drew his right
hand out of his Mackinaw pocket, and it
held a gun. It was a big gun—a Luger.

From outside Steve called sharply,
“Hold it! Car coming!”

Sam’s throat went {ry, and he could
feel sweat ooze out of his skin. Through
the window he saw a pair of lights
speeding up the long hill from Ryerson.
He couldn’t understand what was hap-
pening but he began to pray the car
would stop.

Ed Fraley spoke in low tones. “If he
pulls in for gas, you stay where you are.
Steve will take care of him.” Then Ed
pushed the gun back into his pocket, out
of sight. The bulge showed he was still
aiming at Sam’s heart. He looked at the
open drawer of the cash register.

“Where’d you put the morz2y?”
asked.

Sam said, “In—in my pocket.”

“Let’s have it.”

“Look here, Fraley——"

“Let’s have it!”

Sam groped in his pocket, dragged out
the bills. He let Ed snatch them from his
fingers. He was watching the car on the
road, praying harder than ever that it
would slow up, swing over . . .

He didn’t know what to do. There
didn't seem to be anything he could do.
He watched the car in agony—and all
but groaned. It wasn’'t going to stop. He
saw it drone past the gas station. He
stared in dismay after its tail lights.

Sam’s mind began to flounder for

he

Line of Defense

words. Any words. Words to delay a shot,
words to give himself time. If he knew
why they had come, it would have been
easier. All he knew. was that he had
jolted them with talk about their gas.

He forced out, “Why you doing this,
Fraley? What is it? Shooting won’t do
any good.”

Ed was drawing out the gun. “No?” he
said.

“Even taking the money—it won’t
make the police think I was killed by
thieves. They’ll go right after you, Fraley.
They know about the gas. I told ’em. I
told Cap Rogers of the State Police only
an hour ago.”

It was strange how your mind, once it
started, could spin faster and faster,
grinding out words, thoughts, ideas. Sam
could see that what he’d said about the
gas disconcerted Ed. He pressed his ad-
vantage.

“You can shoot if you want to, but
they’ll have every road blocked.
They' 11—

“Steve!” Ed called. And when Steve
came in, he asked, “Hear him?”

“Yes,” said Steve. “I heard him. He's
lying.” Steve’s tiny eyes were black and
angry and penetrating. He asked Sam,
“What d’you mean, you told the police?
What did you have to tell them?”

“Just about the gas!”

“What about the gas?”

Sam Dobie let the ideas drop off his
tongue as fast as they came. “I told ’em
you must be hoarding it. Buying lots of
it and not using it to drive with.”

“And just why,” asked Steve, “should
we be hoarding gas?”

“I don’t know. Cap Rogers couldn’t
figure it, either. That’s why he went over
to your place. To investigate. I—I guess
he must be there by this time.”

STEVE and Ed looked at each
other. It was an uneasy look, and Sam
knew he had struck at the right spot.

“Time of war,” said Sam, “no man’s
got a right to hoard gas. That's what
made Cap Rogers go. When he don't find
you home, chances are he’ll head over
here for a talk with me. Guess he won’t
have much trouble figuring out who shot
me.”

Steve repeated in a whisper, “You're
lying!”

“You can check that easy,” said Sam.
He nodded to the telephone. “Just call
the State Police.”

Again Steve and Ed looked at each
other. This time they were definitely
worried.

“What do you think?” Ed said.

Steve didn’t answer. His lean face was
gray. He walked toward Sam slowly.

“What the hell made you call the po-
lice?” he demanded. “We told you our
speedometer was wrong!”

“That’s what you told me, all right,”
said Sam. “But you acted so scared I
knew you were lying. If you’d been using
that gas in an honest way, what was
there to be scared about? There must be
something crooked about you.”

That made Steve Fraley lose his tem-
per. He swung his fist. He swung it with
all the fury in him, straight at Sam
Dobie’s face. Sam tried to dodge, but he’d
never been very spry with that bad leg.
The blow crashed against his jaw, just
under the ear. He staggered, hit the desk
and fell to the fioor behind it.

Sam lay there for quite a while before
his senses returned. When at last he
opened his eyes, the shanty rocked and
swayed over him like a ship at sea, and
he felt sick. But after he shook his head

(Continued from page 43)

a few times he saw that the Fraley
brothers were gone. That made him feel
easier. He propped himself on an elbow
and reached up for the phone.

Captain Rogers of the State Police
telephoned the news to Sam just after
midnight, at Mrs. Gillespie’s house. The
Fraleys had been seized, the captain said,
driving along a side road sixty miles
from Ryerson.

That was fine. But Sam still felt puz-
zled. He couldn’t understand why the
Fraleys had bought so much gas. It
bothered him, and he talked to Captain
Rogers about it, but the captain, too,
seemed perplexed.

In the morning, however, just after he
opened the gas station, Sam learned the
truth.

That was when Captain Rogers’ car
swung into his driveway. Captain Rogers
had a couple of newspapermen in the
back seat. Behind him came another car,
and this belonged to big Joe Herrick of
the munitions plant.

It was Joe himself, his eyes excited,
who strode into the shanty first to tell
Sam what had happened. The police, Joe
said, had given the Fraley brothers a
thorough going-over; and they’d got
some amazing information.

“They siphoned that gas into beer kegs
at their farm,” Joe reported. “Kept the
kegs hidden under hay in the barn.”

“But what for?” asked Sam, bewildered.

“The idea was to put fuses into the
kegs and roll ’em down the long hill to
the munitions plant’s grounds. The kegs
would be stopped by the wire-mesh
fence, of course. But the Fraleys figured
the things would blow up by that time.
And then burning gasoline would fiow
down to the buildings. Burning gasoline
could raise quite a bit of hell in a muni-
tions plant!”

Sam leaned on his cane. His eyes were
wide as he looked from Joe Herrick to
Captain Rogers. “Gosh,” he said.

“The Fraleys,” Joe went on, “planned
to do it at night, when nobody would see
them. Only, it happened you noticed
they were buying too much gas for the
amount of traveling they were doing.
They were afraid you’d remember and
report that after the explosion. The only
way they saw of being sure you wouldn't
do it was to kill you. It seems, though,
you talked them into thinking even that
was useless.”

Sam couldn’t speak at all just then.
He was awed.

“Their real name’s Graumann,” Cap-
tain Rogers said. His tones were choppy.
“The farm was bought for them last year
with Nazi money, so they could be near
the munitions plant.”

Then Sam saw that big Joe Herrick
was grinning. Joe took a cigar from his
vest pocket and began to clip its end.

“Remember, Sam,” he said, “how I told
you sometimes a man can help the Gov-
ernment best by tending to his own busi-
ness? If you hadn’t been up here, run-
ning your gas station, God knows what
might have happened.”

Sam Dobie blinked a little at that. He
looked at the fioor and nodded. “I guess
youre right, Joe,” he said after a mo-
ment. “I guess maybe I did do more for
the plant up here than I could have done
down there. Still, I did want to get into
war work. You know how a man feels.
T'll bet you'd have given me a job if it
hadn’t been for my leg.”

One of the newspapermen asked,
“How'd your leg get hurt, Mr. Dobie?”

“Oh,” said Sam, “that happened a long
time ago. Back at Chateau-Thierry.”
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After you...SoHier!

ULLMAN'S job today is moving troops

and moving you. Sometimes, the num-
ber of sleeping cars needed for troop trains
leaves less than enough to handle increased
wartime travel on the trains yox want to
take. That’s why three things happen:

1. Youwaren’t ahways able to get the kind
of accommodation you ask for.

2. Occasionally, you can’t get any ac-
commodations and have to postpone
your trip.

3. Your cooperation becomes mighty
important. Early reservations help
decide how many Pullmans will be
needed. Prompt cancellations, should
your plans change, permit other war-
time travelers to sleep in space that
otherwise would be empty.

% BUY UNITED STATES WAR BONDS AND STAMPS x
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Fortunately, surprisingly few of you are
having any real difficulty actually getting a
bed—a comfortable, full-length Pullman
bed of one kind or another—on the night
you need it.

That’s what counts, for all-in men can’t
do the all-out jobs that face us now. You
have to sleep going to keep going. And sleep
you do—on a Pullman—whether you
punch the pillows and stretch luxuriously
in an upper, a lower, a section or a room.

It may not be the accommodation you
requested, but those extra Pullmans that
used to be available are attached to troop
trains now. And the cheerful way you
accept what sleeping space there is seems
to say what all America is saying:

29

“After you, soldier!

Keep informed—read Magazine Advertising!
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True stories that made nationwide headlines, when news-
papermen turned detective and made their own “breaks”’

WE SAT in the dining saloon, three weary correspondents,
returning home from European war fronts. We had all been
blitzed. I had been shot—four times. We were spinning
yarns concerning the adventures of reporters in this war,
unconscious of the fact we were actually living one of those
great adventures. '

The saloon of the M. S. Lochkatrine, an old British
freighter, was a shambles. Tables were overturned and
chairs smashed. German submarines, in wolf-pack forma-
tions, had chased our convoy north of the Arctic Circle and
we were facing a new menace—a full hurricane with wind
velocity of 110 miles an hour. As we spun yarns, the voices
of the hurricane screamed with demoniac fury. Water
seeped through tightly closed portholes. Wind-borne sleet
—pellets of ice that could burst an eyeball—hammered and
popped. The old Lochkatrine, groaning from bow to stern,
staggered under battering blows. of the North Atlantic’s
mountainous seas. We knew our lifeboats *had about as
much chance in those seas as an eggshell.

Our convoy, fifty-odd merchant ships, tankers and whal-
ing vessels, and our escorting destroyers and corvettes, had
long since been scattered like sea gulls and we were on our
own, alone in the North Atlantic. We had been at sea ten
days and it would be fourteen more before we moved into
Halifax harbor. So it was, on a night like this, with our port
Diesel pooped out and the skipper doubting we would be
afloat at dawn, that we sat in wkat remained of the saloon
yarning.

We talked a great deal about Pete Huss, Bob St. John,
Pat Robinson, Larry Allen, Clark Lee (and not a little about
ourselves) and over deck-chilled ale came to one very posi-
tive conclusion: While war correspondents do stick their
necks out and ask for it, their big adventures are accidental.
They do not plot and scheme to have ships shot out from
under them, get ambushed in the desert, be arrested as
spies, have enemy troops surrender to them, get stymied
on Bataan with General MacArthur, or get themselves
wounded. We agreed the “big breaks” were made for the
correspondents.

As the Lochkatrine battled her way through the North
Atlantic, our conversation turned to star reporters at home
—the newspaper guys who made their own breaks and in
making them, came up with glorious scoops, or beats, for
their newspapers. Many tales were unfolded. I told one:
How I became a full-fledged doctor of medicine and master
of surgery in fifty-seven days and in doing so, exposed a
nationwide medical-diploma mill ring. Another yarn was
spun about a reporter who, singlehanded, tracked down and
caught a kidnaper and held him captive while his news-
paper published a daily installment of the abductor’s con-

fession—while spokesmen of the police department yelled
bloody murder and threatened all sorts of dire consequences.

While waiting to drown in water of near zero tempera-
ture, we continued to spin “'star reporter” narratives. Ten
or more were told throughout that night. I have selected
five, which are herewith presented.
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'DEFENDANT
CHARGE

lUNE NIGHT in Chicago. Twinkling
lights and a star-studded sky. Carl Oscar
Wanderer, handsome former Army of-
ficer, sat on a Lake Shore bench with
Ruth, his pretty young wife. An arm
drew her close to him, as they talked
of the future, of the expected baby.

Halsted Street. Panhandlers and down-
and-outers. Place of forgotten men. A
young bum, withdrawing from a group
of bums, looked at the clock on the wall
of a greasy spoon and started walking
north.

Harry Romanoff, star reporter, idled in
the city room of the Herald-Examiner.
He complained that nothing ever hap-
pened any more.

At ten o’clock on this June night pistol
and revolver shots in a North Side apart-
ment disturbed the peace of the neigh-
borhood, the police, and of Harry
Romanoff. They found Ruth Wanderer
slumped against the inside door of the
apartment-house entrance, dying of bul-
let wounds. They found Wanderer strad-
dling the body of a ragged stranger,
beating him furiously with his fists.
Wanderer’s blows had drawn blood from
the stranger’s nose, but bullet wounds
were pouring blood from his heart.

The distraught Wanderer, muttering,
“I got the dirty dog as quick as he shot
Ruth,” aided officers in carrying his wife
upstairs, where a few moments later she
was dead. The ragged stranger died in
an ambulance. Wanderer made a state-
ment to the police in which he said:

“We had been to a movie and had
paused in the parkway to talk about our
happy future. We were very much in
love. Later, as we strolled toward home,
I noticed this ragged-looking fellow fol-
lowing us, but thought nothing of it. As
we entered the vestibule my wife had
difficulty unlocking the door, and I asked,
‘Can’t you open it, sweetheart?” She
laughed and said, ‘Wait until I turn on
the light.” At that moment the stranger
appeared and ordered, ‘Don’t turn on
that light. Then he fired at Ruth, and
I heard her sob, ‘My baby,’ as she slipped
to the floor. I had been held up some
months ago and since then had been
carrying the small revolver with which
I shot the intruder.”

A coroner’s jury exonerated Wanderer.
Chicago idolized him.

The hard-bitten Romanoff had been
the first reporter at the scene of the
shooting and had openly said he did not
believe the husband’s story. Mrs. Wan-
derer had been killed by bullets from an
expensive automatic pistol; the ragged
stranger by slugs from a cheap revolver.
Romanoff wanted to know why the
stranger had such a pistol in his posses-
sion while wearing rags. Wanderer, he
argued, had only a cheap weapon. But if
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the motive for kill-
ing Ruth was not
robbery, what was
it? Romanoff was
determined to find
out—even though
the case was closed.

There had been no identification of the
stranger, although hundreds had viewed
his body, and Romanoff decided to trace
the dead man’s pistol, in the hope of
identifying him. In this he was aided by
Police Sergeant John Norton. Romanoff

.and Norton followed the trail of the pis-

tol, No. C-2282, and finally traced it to
the home of one John Hoffman. He was
shown the pistol.

“Did you ever own this?”

“Yes, I owned it for seven years.”

“What did you do with it?”

“I sold it to a fellow named Fred Wan-
derer—he’s a letter carrier working out
of the Edgewater station.”

They dashed to Fred Wanderer’s resi-
dence, taking Hoffman along. Wanderer
was home.

“Is this your pistol?”

“Yes.”

“What did you do with it?”

“Gave it to my cousin, Carl Wanderer.”

“When?”

“The day of the shooting.”

Whereupon Fred fainted.

“That was the first break in the case,”
Romanoff told the writer. “But the end
was not yet. Wanderer, arrested, had a
plausible excuse for everything. No man,
he asserted, could be expected to make
a sane statement following such an ex-
perience. In his overwrought condition
he had claimed ownership of the wrong
weapon. As he looked back upon it all
now, he realized there had been a ter-
rific struggle between the stranger and
himself and wild shooting. He believed
he had had both guns in his hands dur-
ing the fight, and it was even likely his
wife had been killed accidentally by a
bullet from his own pistol. Why should
he have killed his beloved wife? What
could have been the motive? Where did
the ragged stranger fit into the picture?

“I was certain Wanderer had killed
Ruth and also the stranger. I had a
hunch that somewhere in Wanderer’s
bedroom was the key to the mystery. I
decided to search that room. But how?

“The shootings had taken place in the
Summerdale district, but Wanderer was
being held by the homicide squad. I
knew Lieutenant Mike Loftus of the
Summerdale district was rankled because
he was on the outside of the case. I told
him I had an idea for solving the mys-
tery and would let him in on the glory if
he co-operated. The plan was this: Loftus
was to call on Ruth’s parents, with whom
Wanderer was living, and smooth things
out for me. I would arrive, chat for a
few minutes and ask to use the phone,
which was in Wanderer’s bedroom.

Harry Romanoff

“The plan worked.
While Loftus engaged
Ruth’s parents in con-
versation I searched
the bedroom. I found
a number of cheap
photographs of Wan-
derer posed with different girls. Most of
the pictures had been made in Chicago
amusement parks. A number of pictures
showed him with one girl in particular.

“Pocketing the pictures, I turned to
the wastepaper basket. There I found
torn bits of a letter.

“Back in the office, I pieced the frag-
ments together. It proved to be a letter
written by Wanderer. Dated fifteen days
after the shootings, it read:

“Sweetheart: I am very lonesome
tonight. I am thinking of you ... I
am longing to have you close to me.
If you don’t want to meet me alone
you can bring Hilda with you. Please
Julia! Good night little love.

“I had only the name of Julia to go on.
Amusement-park photographers failed
to identify any of the pictures. So I
called on Wanderer, alone, in his cell.

“‘What do you want? he asked.

“*Julia sent me. She’s coming to see
you.

“ ‘Not here—don’t let her come here.’

“‘T’1l try to head her off. I'll phone her.
What’s that number? I've forgotten.’

“Wanderer gave me the telephone num-
ber and I found Julia. She was a pretty
youngster of sixteen. Wanderer had
courted her as a single man and had
proposed marriage. I called Loftus. He
took Julia into custody, and an hour later
Wanderer confessed both murders. Loftus
got his glory. I got my story.”

Yesterday’s hero became Chicago’s
“Butcher Boy.” His confession was a
blood-chilling narrative. He disclosed he
had been a gay Romeo throughout his
short married life and that when he de-
cided marriage was not for him he began
plotting a perfect crime. He wanted to
get back into the Army, he said, and felt
Ruth was a handicap. Slowly he worked
out the details of his crimes until at last
all he needed was a ‘“holdup” man. He
found that man among the bums of Hal-
sted Street, and hired him.

He explained to the innocent down-
and-outer that he merely wanted to play
a holdup joke on a girl friend. Complete
instructions were given the stranger on
the role he was to play. Even as Wan-
derer sat on the park bench with two
loaded pistcls in his pockets, making love
to Ruth, the ragged one was loitering in
the shadows. In the vestibule of the
apartment Wanderer shot the-stranger,
and then killed his wife.

Carl Oscar Wanderer was but one of
many who plotted the ‘“Perfect Crime”
and who realized while on his way to the
gallows there is no such thing.



THIS strange tale has to do with the
affable William S. (Bill) Brons, regional
director of International News Service,
with vast offices in Chicago, and how he
came by the sobriquet “the Wizard of the
Wires.” While Brons’ newspaper exploits
are legend, as his friends are legion, the
particular achievement which pinned
the WOW on Brons was a journalistic
masterpiece. It will be discussed as a
classic so long as good reporters get to-
gether to yarn over “inside stories,” for
often as not the “story of the story” is
far more interesting than the printed
matter. It’s an old tale that is to be uri-
folded, but it is told in print for the very
first time on these pages.

Brons sat at his desk in the offices of
the old Chicago American one hot July
day a long time ago, cursing fates re-
sponsible for making a good reporter a
wire chief. For Brons had been one of
the brightest stars in the reportorial
firmament. One of his great stunts in
the pre-wire chief days, when reporters
on out-of-town assignment depended on
telegraphic communication, was to “hog”
all outgoing wires and prevent his com-
petitors from getting their stories back
to their respective papers. Brons’ method
was simple. The moment he arrived on
the scene of a big story he would go to
the telegraph offices and tie up the out-
going wires by telegraphing to the Amer-
ican chapters from a novel, the Bible, or
the full contents of a newspaper. He
kept the wires busy until ready to tele-
graph his story. Then, having gotten it
off, he would order the operators to con-
tinue sending the text of the novel, Bible,
newspaper, or whatever was at hand,
until the last deadline of his competitors
had been ticked off by the clock.

Brons, sitting at his desk that hot July
afternoon, was thinking of those more
exciting days, as he watched the world
move by. Then a brief dispatch caught
his eye. He read:

BOSTON, Mass., July 15.—Police
today identified the body of the
woman found yesterday on the Ar-
lington golf links as that of Mrs.
Marianne Schidlowska, bride of John
Schidlowska of near-by Brockton.
The woman had been beaten into
unconsciousness and her throat
slashed. She had withdrawn a large
sum of money from a savings ac-
count a few hours before she was
murdered. The woman married Schid-
lowska in February, this year. She
was ten years the senior of her hand-
some husband. Police are searching
for the husband who is believed to
have fled the city with the money.

Bloodhound blood surged through the
former star reporter’s veins. “Wonder if
a newspaperman could catch a murderer
without leaving his desk,” he mused.
“Ought to be worth a try. Wonder what
direction Mr. Schidlowska picked for his

flight. Not east, if
he departed on a
train. Not much
east of Boston
but the Atlantic.
Doubt if he’d go
north—not much
sanctuary in that direction. Mr. Schid-
lowska is moving west or south, for my
money. Well, let’s see what a good re-
porter can do while office-bound.”

The wire chief began to yell for office
boys.

“BOY! Bring me a big map of the
United States.

“BOY! Get me every railroad time-
table at the stations.

“BOY! Bring me a flock of telegraph
blanks.”

Brons wrote the first of the forty-three
telegrams. It was addressed to the chief
of police of Boston.

PLEASE WIRE COLLECT COMPLETE DE-
SCRIPTION SCHIDLOWSKA.

Within an hour he received the reply.

MEDIUM BUILD. TWENTY EIGHT YEARS
OLD. FIVE FEET SIX INCHES. LIGHT COM-
PLEXION. LIGHT BROWN HAIR. DARK BLUE
EYES. SMOOTH SHAVEN WHEN LAST SEEN,
RUSSIAN BY BIRTH.

The former star reporter went into a
huddle with his map and his timetables.
With Boston as the focal point, he drew
a fan-shaped map of railroad trains in
movement in the United States in which
it was possible Schidlowska might then
be riding. He began firing telegrams at
the conductors of those trains—forty-one
telegrams.

The text of each included a descrip-
tion of Schidlowska and added:

MAN WANTED FOR MURDER PROBABLY
ABOARD YOUR TRAIN. PLEASE LOOK AT
YOUR PASSENGERS AND IF MAN OF THIS
DESCRIPTION IS ABOARD WIRE CHICAGO
AMERICAN COLLECT. REWARD,

With the telegrams dispatched, Brons
sat back and waited. Hours passed, but
he remained at the office. Then, early the
next morning, July sixteenth, he received
a telegram which read:

HAVE LOCATED MAN IN SMOKING ROOM
ANSWERING YOUR DESCRIPTION. S. M.
KISER, PULLMAN CONDUCTOR, SANTA FE
TRAIN No. 1.

The telegram had been sent from
Lakin, Kansas.

Brons turned to his timetables. Santa
Fe No. 1 would reach La Junta, Colo-
rado, about noon this same day. The wire
chief yanked a reporter out of bed by
telephone, told him to catch the first
train for La Junta, and then sent his
forty-third telegram.

CHIEF OF POLICE OR TOWN MARSHAL,
LA JuNTA, COoLO. WE ARE INFORMED MAN
ANSWERING DESCRIPTION JOHN SCHID-
LOWSKA IS ABOARD SANTA FE TRAIN
REACHING LA JUNTA NOON. HE IS WANTED
IN BOSTON FOR WIFE MURDER. SEE

William S. Brons

KISER, PULLMAN
CONDUCTOR. PLEASE
ACT AND INFORM
CHICAGO AMERICAN.

While the reporter

was en route to La

Junta, Brons received

a telegram from George Barr, sheriff of
the county. The message:

HAVE ARRESTED YOUR MAN. ADMITS
HIS IDENTITY. HOLDING HIM PENDING
YOUR INSTRUCTIONS.

A few minutes later the American was
on the streets of Chicago with a story
recording Schidlowska’s arrest. But the
name of Bill Brons did not appear over
or in the article. The reporter arrived
in La Junta and obtained a complete
confession from the man.

The reporter learned that the train
upon which Schidlowska traveled west
from Chicago had been searched by po-
lice in Chicago and again in Kansas City.
Schidlowska’s confession was brief and
to the point:

“When I married Marianne she told
me she had eight hundred dollars in the
bank. I wanted to move to California
and farm. When she drew her money
out of the bank she had only two hun-
dred and thirty. I was furious. I was in
a frenzy. On the way home I picked up a
rock and beat her over the head. Then
I slashed her throat with my pocket-
knife. As I cut her, she kept saying, ‘Why
are you doing this, Johnny?’ That made
me more furious. I picked her up, threw
her over the fence of the golf links and
started for California.”

It was just the other day this writer
sat with Brons in his Chicago office and
went over details of “The Case of the 43
Telegrams.” We had been talking for
hours. The regional director of Interna-
tional News Service leaned back in his
swivel chair and grinned.

“It was a long, long time ago,” he said,
“but it was a lot of fun—for an office
man.”

“What was the aftermath?” I asked.

“Well, let me see. Maybe——"

Brons opened a drawer of his desk,
found an envelope and pieced together
the four quarters of an old telegram. It
read.

THANKS. I CAUGHT SCHIDLOWSKA AS
RESULT OF YOUR TELEGRAM WHICH WAS
THE ONLY INFORMATION I HAD FROM
ANY SOURCE.

“I received that from Sheriff George
Barr,” Brons told the writer. “What else
happened? Oh, yes, the American paid
Sheriff Barr and Conductor Kiser a re-
ward of five hundred dollars each. The
reporter who obtained the confession was
given a bonus.”

“What happened to Schidlowska?”

“Schidlowska? Oh! He was returned
to Boston and executed.”
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A NOVEMBER wind rattled doors and
windows in the little hotel in Ardmore,
Oklahoma. It was after midnight. Sam
Abdill Blair sat in a room of the hotel
pondering two threats against his life.

One block from the hotel, Jake L.
Hamon, millionaire oilman, financial and
political dictator of Oklahoma, was liv-
ing his last hours. He had been shot un-
der mysterious circumstances. He claimed
to have shot himself accidentally. Blair,
star reporter of the Chicago Herald and
Examiner, was in Ardmore to learn the
truth.

Hours earlier Blair had learned “a
beautiful girl, with big brown eyes, a
slim figure and delicate hands” was in
Hamon’s apartment when the shooting
occurred. It took Blair less than an hour
to identify the girl as Mrs. Clara Smith
Hamon, lovely protégée of “Uncle Jake.”
Blair knew Clara had facts he wanted to
know.

As Blair pondered, the door of his room
rattled. As he opened the door a masked
plug-ugly jammed a six-shooter into his
abdomen and said, “You've been warned
twice before. This is the last warning.
Get out of Oklahoma. If youre here for
breakfast you’ll never eat another.”

Blair went to bed and to sleep. He
breakfasted with his back against a wall
of the hotel dining room and then went
out to continue his investigation.

At the railroad station, Blair picked
up Clara’s trail. He learned she had
shipped two trunks to Kansas City, Mis-
souri, on the day after Hamon staggered
out of the apartment with a bullet in his
stomach. The bloodhound in Blair urged
him to follow the trail of the trunk, but
Scotch caution suggested that it was a
“plant” to send him away on a false
scent. He remained in Ardmore and with-
in a few days established that Clara’s
parents were named Smith and lived in
El Paso, Texas. It was a hot tip. The
Smiths of El Paso. The Smiths of any
town! Blair went to El Paso, learned ex-
actly nothing and returned to Ardmore.
Digging again, he found Clara had ac-
tually gone south in an automobile.
Burning with a hunch that Clara was in
or near El Paso, Blair went back.

With a city directory under an arm,
Blair started a house-to-house canvass
of the Smiths of El Paso. At each Smith
home he would say, “I have an important
message for Clara. Where can I find
her?” For fifteen days and nights Blair
made the rounds of the Smiths, without
result. On the fifteenth night, he found
an interested Smith.

“What is the message?” a man asked.

“It is for Clara’s ears alone.”

“Who are you?”

“A friend of Clara. I must get in com-
munication with her, How can I?”

“You can't.”

A week later Blair sat in the lobby of
the Paso del Norte hotel. A bellboy
handed him a telegram. Blair read it,
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folded it and put
it in a pocket.

It was one A.M.
when the report-
er aroused the
Smiths,for hereal-
ized the dramatic
value of that eerie hour. Smith, wearing
a long, old-fashioned nightgown, opened
the door. “You again? What do you mean
by getting me up at this hour?”

Blair handed him the telegram. “I just
received this. You ought to read it before
I return to Chicago.” Smith read:

SaM BLAIR, PAsO DEL NORTE HOTEL,
EL Paso, TEX. HERALD-EXAMINER TIRED
OF YOUR EFFORTS TO BEFRIEND CLARA.
UNLESS FAMILY CO-OPERATES IMMEDI-
ATELY AND PUTS YOU IN COMMUNICATION
WITH HER, RETURN HOME. DO NOT WASTE
ANY MORE TIME OR MONEY ON THIS,

As Smith finished reading, Blair said,
“Well, good-by, Mr. Smith.”

“Wait a minute,” said Smith. “I'm
Clara’s father. This is important. I will
show the message to my wife.”

Blair agreed it was important, but he
had to wipe a grin from his face—for
Blair was the author of that telegram.
He had telegraphed it to Chicago, to be
retelegraphed to him. But the ruse
worked. Blair and Smith made a deal.

“It was agreed Clara’s brother Jimmie
would take me to Clara, who was hiding
in Mexico City,” Blair told me. “He was
to keep her address a secret until we
reached our destination. A carnival pho-
tographer made pictures of us for the
immigration authorities, three pictures
on each strip. Only two were needed, and
I put the others in my pocket. We board-
ed a train for Mexico City.

“On the train Jimmie confided that
Clara had been spirited away from Ard-
more, on advice of Hamon, after shipping
two trunks to Kansas City to cover her
trail. She had been driven to Fort Worth,
Texas, where she took train to El Paso,
then had gone on to Mexico City, to find
sanctuary in the home of a Mexican
friend of Hamon.

“At Chihuahua City we stepped to the
platform to stretch our legs. A minute
later a Mexican, about to board the train,
stopped and embraced Jimmie. ‘Where
are you going?’ the man asked.

“*‘To Mexico City.’

““To see your lovely sister?’

“‘Yes, sir.

“‘She is not there. She is here in Chi-
huahua City at my brother’s home.’ ”

“The stranger boarded the train; I re-
trieved our baggage and joined Jimmie
on the platform.

“Early next morning I located the Mex-
ican’s brother, a state senator, but he
declined to talk. Remembering the pho-
tograph of Jimmie, I showed it and asked
the senator to tell Clara her brother and
her unknown friend were waiting for her
at the Robinson Hotel.

“Hours later a Mexican, covered to

Sam A. Blair

the eyes with a serape,
handed me a note. It
was from Clara.

“Clara saluted me as
her wonderfulunknown
friend, thanked me for
my interest and asked
me to return home and keep her where-
abouts a secret. T wrote a note in reply
and enclosed the telegram I had shown
to the Smiths. I told her I would waste
one more day.

“A day passed and I received a tele-
phone call. A woman’s voice said, ‘A mes-
senger will call for you in an hour.” Was
this a trap? Frankly, I was thinking
about all those threats in Ardmore. But
I was in too deep. The messenger called
and I followed him to an automobile.
He drove me to a public park and led
me to a bench where a woman, wrapped
in a black mantilla, was seated.

“The woman was Clara Smith Hamon.

“Clara begged me to go home and
‘leave poor little Clara to her sorrow. I
told her I knew she had shot Hamon and
could prove it, but would be on her side
if she would tell the whole story.

“Suddenly, as I talked, a brilliant me-
teorite burst in the sky. ‘It’'s a sign!
she exclaimed. ‘T'll tell you everything,’
and she did. She said, ‘Hamon domi-
nated me from the first time I ever
looked into his eyes. I was seventeen
years old then, working behind the coun-
ter of a store in Lawton. I hated him in
those first meetings—hated him just as
I did years later, when he would beat me.’

“Clara told me about her eleven-year
romance with Hamon. She related, too,
how she became a Hamon. Hamon took
her to a Texas town, married her to one
of his nephews and, following the cere-
mony, paid off the nephew and ordered
him to ‘beat it.’ Clara’s story of the fatal
shooting was brief. Hamon, regarding
himself as presidential timber, decided to
clean up his life and after eleven years
was telling Clara good-by for the last
time. There was a fight. Hamon struck
Clara, and she clawed him. He picked up
a chair; she obtained a small pearl-han-
dled revolver Hamon had given her. In
a struggle for possession of the weapon,
Hamon received the fatal wound.

“Clara went to the hospital an hour
after the shooting. Hamon forgave her,
arranged for her departure and insisted
she be kept out of the case.”

Blair hurried to El Paso with his scoop.
Keeping Clara’s whereabouts a secret, he
wrote her story in three installments,
then arranged another scoop. He sur-
rendered Clara to Sheriff Buck Garrett
at the Juarez—El Paso border. Clara was
indicted and tried for murder. On the
stand she reiterated the story she had
told Blair and finished with the asser-
tion: “I wanted to be free, but Hamon
held me a prisoner of love.”

The jury walked out, and walked right
back in with a verdict of acquittal.



W OMEN have intuition; dogs and chil-
dren have natural inward impulses, and
reporters have hunches. Frank Winge,
star reporter for the Chicago Times, will
lay nis money on the line in favor of
hunches.

On a day in May, not so long ago,
Winge (Win-gee) sat at his desk in the
newsroom, looking over an old file. Mike
Fish, the city editor, reading a dispatch,
had one of those hunches. He sent an
office boy for Winge. Winge, affection-
ately known as “the Bashful Norwe-
gian,” reported at Fish's desk.

“Take a look-see at this,” ordered Mike.

Winge read the dispatch:

OREGON, ILL, May 20.—Am-
bushed by a swarthy, cursing gun-
man who stripped her of her jewels
and then attempted to kidnap her,
Mrs. Bessie M. Tallmadge, wife of
Guy Tallmadge, Rockford under-
taker, was shot through the head and
died in a muddy country lane while
her husband looked on. This was on
her fifty-fourth birthday. Tallmadge
owner of a farm near Oregon, ha
gone to the farm to collect the rent
but had been unable to locate the
tenant. He said a man leaped onto
the running board of the car, bran-
dished a gun, took a small sum of
money from him, tore a glove from
his wife’s left hand to obtain two
diamond rings, took her purse and
wrist watch. “The bandit ordered
my wife to get out of our car and
get into his automobile,” Tallmadge
said. “She screamed and began run-
ning in the opposite direction from
his automobile. Without a word the
man raised his pistol and fired one
shot. Bessie fell and lay in the mud,
moaning. The man ran across the
highway, jumped into a dark blue -
coupé and sped away. From the way
the car started, almost as soon as he
stepped in, it looked like he had a
partner waiting.” The bullet entered
Mrs. Tallmadge’s head behind the
left ear and emerged through the
right eye.

Winge finished reading. “What about
it?” he asked.

“Scram to Oregon,” said Mike Fish.
“Find out who really killed this dame and
make it snappy.”

Winge did not go to Oregon. He went
to Rockford and within an hour became
the buddy of Sam Dailey, brother-in-law
of Tallmadge. Dailey took Winge to the
Tallmadge home. Poor Tallmadge, a
squat little man with blinking eyes, shed
tears as he told Winge the low-down on
the holdup and murder. Tallmadge gave
Winge a minute description of the killer.
He stood about five feet five inches,
weighed around a hundred and sixty,
wore a suede jacket, baggy pants and a
slouch hat. Tallmadge told Winge about
the glove torn. from his wife’s hand, and
said she was shot from behind while
running south down the road.

Leaving Dailey
and Tallmadge,
Winge went first
to Orzgon and
then to the scene
of the crime. He
studied the ter-
rain and then returned to Rockford,
where he examined the body of Mrs.
Tallmadge. )

After that Winge sought Tallmadge
and found him in his undertaking estab-
lishment.

“Did you ever own a Dpistol?” Winge
asked.

“Never,” replied Tallmadge.

As Tallmadge talked, Winge noticed
the first, or trigger finger, and the sec-
ond finger were missing from Tall-
madge’s right hand!

Leaving Tallmadge, Winge went back
to the home of Sam Dailey, to ask one
question:

“Did your brother-in-law, Tallmadge,
ever own a pistol?”

“Yes. He owned an automatic. On the
day following the murder of his wife he
handed the pistol to me and said, ‘You
better do something about this—hide it—
I might do something.’ I presumed he
meant that in his grief he might Kkill
himself.”

Dailey gave Winge the pistol. Winge
established the fact that Tallmadge had
purchased it from a Rockford pawn-
shop.

Winge telephoned Fish.

FisH: “Okay, lug, what gives?”

WinGe: “Listen, Little Tuna. I know
who killed who. But I don’t know why. I
need some hell-up. How about sending
Frank Smith down to give me a hand?
. . . What? . .. Okay—T1 tell you. I
was fascinated by Tallmadge’s eyes.
When I questioned him I learned he
couldn’t distinguish an object a yard
away. He couldn’t even describe me. Yet
he gave me a complete description of the
murderer. His sketch was much too good
for a near-blind guy. Listen, you big Cod.
Tallmadge told me his wife was shot
from behind while running south. Had
she been shot as Tallmadge narrated she
would have pitched forward and fallen
on her face, and her body would have
been lying with the head to the southeast.
But the body was found with the face up
and the head to the northwest. Do I get
Frank Smith? ... Thanks.”

Frank Smith joined Winge. The pair
of bloodhounds learned domestic troubles
had haunted the Tallmadge ménage.
Then a beautiful widow raised her pretty
red head into the mystery. Winge and
Smith discovered Tallmadge was infatu-
ated with the redheaded cosmetic clerk
in a drugstore. He had given her an en-
gagement ring and for months before the
murder of his wife had been sending her
tender messages concerning his contem-
plated divorce.

Winge and Smith put the facts before

Frank Winge

State’s Attorney S.
Donald Crowell. Crow-
ell ordered the arrest
of Tallmadge and at
the same time wired
Fred E. Imbau of
Northwestern TUniver-
sity’s Crime Detection Laboratory to
bring a lie detector to Oregon. Imbau
arrived with M. E. O'Neill, also of the
laboratory. Tallmadge readily consented
to submit to the test. Up to the moment
he had maintained his innocence.

The lie detector was rigged.

Tallmadge was “tuned in.”

Imbau asked a question: “Do you know
a red-haired woman named Mrs, —?”

“NO!” shouted Tallmadge.

“Did you murder your wife?”

“NO!” shouted Tallmadge.

Imbau studied the lie detector. The in-
dicator showed a violent emotional dis-
turbance on the part of Tallmadge.

“Our subject is not telling the truth,”
said Imbau.

“No-—I'm not!” exclaimed Tallmadge,
and his full confession followed.

In his statement, the undertaker told
how he took his wife for a ride, from
which she was to return in another un-
dertaker’s dead wagon. For a long time
the elderly Romeo had been thinking of
“killing Bessie” and had purchased a
pistol for that purpose.

Finally, he plotted the “Perfect Crime.”
He took his wife out to dinner, then for
a ride. On a lonely strip of road, he
stopped the car and, pretending motor
difficulties, got out. Cold, unemotional,
Tallmadge dictated:

“I asked my wife Bessie to bring the
flashlight, telling her I had dropped my
watch . . . When she came with the
flashlight I shot her . . . I tossed her
left glove into a ditch, pocketed her
rings, purse and wrist watch, removed
the currency from my wallet, tossed it
aside and started shouting for help. Two
cars passed without stopping. Then Mr.
and Mrs. Abe Molzahn of Chana, Illinois,
stopped.

“ ‘They’ve
shouted.

“They went with me to my wife’s body.
I asked them to help me take her body
to Oregon. They demurred, pointing out
it was against the law to remove a body
under such circumstances. They drove to
Oregon to notify the sheriff. When the
authorities arrived I told them about the
fake holdup. In the days that followed,
everyone except that reporter from Chi-
cago—that guy called Winge—believed
me.”

Despite his confession, Tallmadge en-
tered a plea of “Not Guilty.” The redhead
was the star witness for the prosecution.
Four jurors insisted that Tallmadge
should be hanged. After seven ballots the
jury returned with a verdict of guilty.
Tallmadge was sentenced to prison for
life.
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TRAGIC hours were soon to be ticked
off by the big clock in the attractive
dining room. Yet there was no hint of
this as A. D. Payne, prominent lawyer,
sat down to breakfast with his family
in their suburban residence in Amarillo,
Texas. It was going to be a gala day.
Payne was going to walk to the office so
his wife and three children could have
the automobile for a shopping excursion.

Payne kissed them good-by, but at
the last minute one of the little girls,
Bobbie Jean, begged her father to let
her walk to his office with him. Smiling,
he consented. Two hours later the auto-
mobile glided down the driveway from
the garage, and Mrs. Payne and Junior
waved farewell to the other girl, Lavell,
who had decided to remain at home.

Three minutes and ten blocks later
the Payne automobile exploded like a
giant firecracker. Mrs. Payne was blown
to bits. Junior, thrown forty feet by the
blast, was mangled and hovered between
life and death for weeks, but lived.

At first it was believed fumes from the
gasoline tank, ignited by a spark, caused
the blast. But inquiry proved that a pow-
erful explosive had been placed in the
car. Amarillo and the Texas Panhandle
were shocked. A fiend was in their midst.

Payne was questioned as a matter of
police routine, but everyone quickly
agreed that no guilt attached to him. He
was a civic and religious leader, a kind
husband and father. His devotion to Mrs.
Payne was such that their friends called
them “the Honeymooners.”

Payne had a $12,000 accident policy
on the life of his wife and $2,000 on
each of the children. But Payne was
wealthy, and city, state and insurance
detectives decided that collection of in-
surance was not a motive for the crime,

The police finally relegated the case
to the “unsolved crimes” file.

Gene Howe, editor of Amarillo’s two
newspapers, the Globe and the News,
wanted the crime solved and offered a
$500 reward. Payne thanked him for his
interest and added a $5,000 reward.

Weeks passed. Then Howe sent a tele-
gram to his friend, Roy Roberts, man-
aging editor of the Kansas City Star,
asking that the Star’s famous ace re-
porter, the aging A. B. Macdonald, be
sent to work on the mystery.

Macdonald arrived in Amarillo on a
Saturday night. He went to Howe’s of-
fice and asked for all the newspaper
clippings relating to the Payne family.

Macdonald took the clippings to his
hotel. He read every line that had been
published about Payne, his family and the
murder. There was no evidence the
Paynes had an enemy; no apparent mo-
tive for the murderous crime against
them. Macdonald was just about to agree
that here at last was the “Perfect Crime”
when a small clipping from the Amarillo
Globe, printed three months before the
murder, caught his eye. He whistled.
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Howe called for
Macdonald Sun-
day morning.
“Found a clue
yet?”

“I think so,” an-
sweredMacdonald.
“You do, eh? Where did you get it?”

“Out of your newspaper.”

“What is this clue?”

“You’ll learn presently. But first I
want to see Payne.”

“Okay, but you're barking up the
wrong tree.”

Payne, gracious and hospitable,
ceived Macdonald and Howe.

Macdonald went straight to the point.
“I noticed a clipping from the Globe re-
cording the fact that Mrs. Payne had a
narrow escape from death some months
ago when she opened the door of a
clothes closet and both barrels of a shot-
gun exploded. I would like to see the
closet, and the gun.”

Payne took him to the closet and ex-
plained his theory of the accident. Some-
one had placed the gun on a sewing ma-
chine in the closet, instead of standing
it in a corner. Mrs. Payne had knocked
it down when she entered to get a pair
of shoes.

“Shoes for you?”

“Why, yes.”

Macdonald examined the shotgun. “To
whom does this gun belong?”

“To my son, Junior.”

“How old is he?”

“Eleven.”

“Isn’t it a rather heavy gauge for a
small boy?”

“I wouldn’t say so.”

Macdonald moved with Payne to the
living room, sat down and asked, “Will
you please give me the names of all the
stenographers who have worked for you
in recent years?”

Payne smiled. “Find the woman, eh?
That will not be hard for me to do. I
have had only two stenographers in re-
cent years. Call on Mable ——. She’s my
stenographer. Then see Verona —, who
worked for me several years. Mable is
young, very attractive. You won’t find
Verona quite as interesting She is plain
and unattractive to men.”

Thatafternoon Macdonaldfaced Verona.
An hour later he conferred with police
and Mayor Thompson. Verona made a
hurried trip to police headquarters.

Mayor Thompson sent for Payne, who,
calm and cool, walked into police head-
quarters. The mayor, the chief, Mac-
donald and Howe led Payne to a private
office, where Verona faced him. Payne
whitened.

Verona screamed at him, “I have told
the truth! You murdered your wife on
my account. You know it's true.”

Payne said, “Yes. It is true.”

Twenty-two hours had elapsed Since
Macdonald arrived in Amarillo!

re-

A. B. Macdonald

Assisted by Mac-
donald, Payne dictated
a 54,000-word confes-
sion in which he char-
acterized himself “the
most fiendish individ-
ual in the annals of
crime.” He told of his love for Verona
and his desire to wed her. He confessed
the shotgun plot and described gadgets
he invented which caused the gun to be
discharged when Mrs. Payne, requested to
bring him a certain pair of shoes, opened
the closet door. He had pocketed the de-
vices immediately following the “acci-
dent.” Payne related how after the fail-
ure of this plot he decided to work out
a perfect crime to destroy not only his
wife but his three children. It took weeks
to work out all details of his bombing
crime and to make the infernal machine.

A mob tried to lynch Payne and did
lionize Macdonald. “How did you, a
stranger, solve so quickly a mystery that
had us all bafled?” he was asked.

“The clipping about the ‘shotgun ac-
cident’ was the most important clue,”
Macdonald explained. “The gun itself
was never intended for a small boy. My
conversation with Payne and examina-
tion of the closet convinced me both
shells could not have been discharged
in the manner explained by Payne. I
knew too that only a mad infatuation for
a woman would give Payne an urge to
slaughter his whole family. My big job
was to find the woman: Payne actually
disclosed her identity in trying to con-
vince me she was unattractive to men.

“When I called on Verona I looked her
in the eyes and said, ‘Verona, you are
highly respected and have many friends.
But tomorrow, after I write my story
about you and Payne, you are going to
need a friend. If you tell me the truth,
I}l be your friend. If you do not, I'll be
an old bloodhound on your trail. Do you
want to tell me all about it?

“She did. She unfolded the entire story
of Payne’s love for her and how he told
her he was going to divorce his wife and
marry her. He had sworn her to secrecy.
While Payne had never told her he had
murdered his wife, she knew in her heart
that he had. The next move was to take
her to police headquarters and obtain a
signed statement of the facts. That was
done. Payne’s confession followed.”

A few weeks later, while awaiting trial
for murder, Payne killed himself as he
had killed his wife. With a bottle of nitro-
glycerine and a percussion cap which had
been smuggled to him in the Amarillo
jail, he blew himself to bits.

Some months afterwards Macdonald
received a telegram from Roy Roberts,
his managing editor. It read:

YOU HAVE BEEN AWARDED THE PULIT-
ZER PRIZE FOR YOUR SOLUTION OF
PAYNE’S PERFECT CRIME.

Macdonald grinned happily. It was his
seventieth birthday.



The Return of Hiram Holliday (continued from page 21

working at a near-by desk: “Werner!”

“Jawohl, Herr Brigade-Fuehrer!” The
fellow was out of his seat, clicking to at-
tention.

Von Diehlse handed him the folder.
“Return the Holliday dossier to the ac-
tive file. Verstanden?” The man stared at
him. Von Diehlse spoke again, half to
himself. “With such men, the case is
ever closed. Who can tell where he is,

» that he will not appear again? Abire-
ten, Werner!”

The subordinate tucked the file under
his arm, saluted and went out of the
room.

At the very least, reflected Marlham
Snedeker, owner and publisher of The
American Freedom Cry, he would be
made Gauleiter of New England. He was
sitting with his feet on the desk in his
office on the third floor of the gloomy
brick building on Oak Street in Port
Sheridan, New York, that housed the
paper, indulging in the luxury of day-
dreaming.

Snedeker opened a drawer, took there-
from a letter that had reached him in
devious ways. It was headed: “Division
of Foreign Cultural Relations, Hamburg,
Germany,” and it read:

My dear Herr Snedeker:

The work of your brilliant news-
paper is highly appreciated here, and
with patience will accomplish its
noble mission to open the eyes of all
true Americans to the evils of De-
mocracy and a better understanding
of the aims and humanity of our
Great Leader. We need hardly cau-
tion you to remain within the frame-
work of existing laws, since it would
be a pity if through too much zeal
your good work were interrupted.
Rest assured that we are not un-
aware of your services and will con-
tinue to assist you as before.

“Not unaware of your services.” Snede-
ker licked his lips over the phrase. He
saw himself in gray belted uniform with
chest and shoulder straps, shiny black
boots and black-visored military cap, rid-
ing in an open car through Port Sheri-
dan, Steel Shirt troopers lining both
sides of the street, citizens, their hands
upraised, chanting, “Hail, Snedeker!”

The sallow-faced, mean-looking pub-
lisher had been conducting some noble
experiments with the Nazi technique in
Port Sheridan that went far beyond his
adoption of a short mustache beneath
his nose and the training of a forelock
to fall over one eye. And with exalting
results. The town was his, lock, stock and
barrel.

Combining crooked small-town politics
with a supply of money from unrevealed
sources, he had the city manager, a
majority of the city council, the chief
of police and the leading banker in his
pocket. He swelled with power the way
an adder puffs with poison. It all worked
like a charm. When the Bijou Palace
Theater scheduled an anti~-Nazi picture,
the chief of police closed it up for an
alleged ordinance violation. When Editor
Holt of the Clarion fought him, the lead-
ing banker foreclosed on the editor. And
when Holt continued to raise his voice,
the Steel Shirts put the editor in a hos-
pital.

The Steel Shirts had been Snedeker’s
version of the Storm Troopers. A state
law against uniformed groups, aimed at
Bundists, had driven them underground.
Now the make-up of the Steel Shirt gang
was Snedeker’s secret and gave him more
power than ever. When no man dared

trust his neighbor or associate, terror
came to Port Sheridan.

The door to Snedeker’s office opened,
and Small, his editor, came in with a
handful of galley proofs and laid them
on the desk. Snedeker motioned for him
to remain, picked up a pencil and began
to read. He clicked his lips in anncv-
ance, saying, “Small, you're a fool. Ix w»e
ran this as is, those Federal men parked
in the Port Sheridan House would be on
our necks in a minute. We don’t want
to incite the soldier boys—yet. That’s
treason, understand? Just stir ’em up;
make ’em dissatisfied. Here, like this.”
He crossed out several lines and penciled
corrections in the margins. “There. Can’t
touch us on that.” He read further and
made another correction. “When you
write about the progress Japan has made,
call it ‘irresistible’ progress, get it? I gave
you a list of the words I wanted used:
‘unconquerable,’ ‘overwhelming.’ Ding it
into ’em that we can’t win. Okay. I'll
wait to see the proofs on the corrections.
Then you can lock her up.”

Small handed Snedeker a paper. “Pelk-
er’s list,” he said.

It was a sheet of stationery from the
Port Sheridan House containing a list
of names—a copy of the hotel register
for the day.

Snedeker scanned it carefully: Smith,
Grayson, Nussbaum, O’Donnough . . .
Two drummers from Albany; a refrigera-
tor man from Schenectady; three tour-
ists from Boston; a clergyman; a couple
of engineers going out to the airplane-
parts factory. The usual miscellaneous
collection. There appeared on it also the
name “Hiram Holliday, New York City.”

Snedeker asked, “Who’s this Holliday?
There’s no information on him here.”

Small said, “I knovs. I called Pelker. He
said there was nothing to worry about.
The maen seemed to be a dope. Went
right up to h.s room and stayed there.
No telephone calls. He kept querying the
desk about whether a girl had been ask-
ing for him. You know!” Small winked.
“Joey left him a copy of the paper. He
took it without saying anything.”

‘Okay,” said Snedeker and dropped the
list into a drawer. His mouth curled with
pleasure. That was the way the Gestapo
worked it. It gave him that thrill of
power again. Pelker was the desk clerk
at the Port Sheridan House. He reported
all the comings and goings there.

Small picked up his proofs and de-
parted, stopping at the door to say, “One
of the printers got tough, chief. I threw
him out.”

“That’s your business,” said Snedeker
coldly. He was anxious to be alone again.
Things were going well. He could give
himself up to the delicious reveries of
the future and the New Order in Port
Sheridan.

Hiram Holliday sat in Room 602 of the
Port Sheridan House waiting. Where
was Heidi? Was she in danger and un-
able to get word to him? He read her
note again:

Dearest Hiram: I must see you.
Will you meet me at Port Sheridan,
New York, next Thursday after-
noon? Come if you can. It is impor-
tant. Heidi.

There was no doubt in his mind that
it came from her. There was her signa-
ture. It had been mailed from Montreal,
Canada, and sent to him care of the
New York Sentinel. It bore no return
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address, only the engraved crest of the
royal Austrian house of Fiirstenhoff.

But why Port Sheridan? As a working
reporter, he knew what was happening
in that city. Had her summons something
to do with this' fear-ridden town in
which he found himself for the first time
in his life? His imagination gave him
no rest. He had arrived in Port Sheridan
at two o’clock in the afternoon. It was
| now six. He would wait until seven. Then
he would go out and look for Heidi. He
remembered a day three years ago in
the ancient walled city of Prague when
he had gone out into the rain-swept
streets to search for her. Was he being
a romantic fool again?

It was the first time Hiram had heard
from Heidi in over two years. That had
been his fault. He had been in torment
ever since receiving her note.

There in the dingy hotel room, his
restless mind took him back to a night
in Rome before the war when he had
stood in a jasmine-scented garden and
said to the Princess Heidi: “I feel I must
rip and tear through this world, Heidi,
and by the force and urge of my mind
and body carve out a piece of it that
will be mine because I have won it. I
must go alone, Heidi, until I have done
those things which I must do . ..”

Such fine, brave-sounding words!

He remembered her answer and the
promise it implied: “When you are ready,
my dear.”

They had kissed each other then in
pledge. He had never forgotten the touch
of her hand on his cheek and the tender-
ness of her mouth.

No, he had never forgotten. But time
had passed so swiftly. A tortured world
had moved faster than he. He was lost
in a world that seemed to have no use
for him. He had put off writing to Heidi
until in some measure his promise should
have been fulfilled.

In the days when Hiram Holliday had
been a copy reader, a fourteen-year fix-
ture at the copy desk of the New York
Sentinel, he had as compensation skilled
himself in things that were romantic
and exciting to him; that hardened his
body and stimulated his imagination;
that made him feel he was a man. He
had learned how to pilot a light sport
plane; to box and wrestle Judo; to shoot
a rifle and heavy pistol with more than
usual accuracy; to fence with foil and
saber and épée.

Some of these things had stood him
in good stead in Europe, which he visited
before the war. But suddenly, with a
rush and roar of exploding bombs, the
world had swept ahead and left Hiram
Holliday a lost and confused anachron-
ism.

Youngsters of twenty were throwing
their ships through the skies at four
hundred miles an hour and bombing
battlewagons to death from thirty thou-
sand feet. Rifle and pistol were on their
way to the museums, replaced by the
submachine gun. Battle Panzers roared
across the face of the earth, piloted by
supermen with bodies of iron. The Com-
mandos called into being the greatest
all-round athletes and fighters the world
had ever known. Only youth was fit to
stand the strain of total war. And Hiram
was forty-two.

“we’ll get around to you someday,”
they had told him when he tried to en-
list.

What would Heidi ask of him when
and if she came? And what had he to
give her if she needed help? He would
die for her, but dying was not enough.

Nervously, he went to the window and
looked out on Main Street, black with
home-going traffic. There was a news-
stand.” High up as he was, he. could see

the big headlines of The American Free-
dom Cry and people stopping to buy, one
of them a soldier. In the distance he
could see the beginning of the endless
barracks of Fort McChesney.

He turned back to the table, on which
lay a copy of the same paper. Joey the
bellnop had deposited the copy there
with “Compliments of the house. Hot
stuff!” Hiram read some of it, and his
light blue eyes darkened with anger.
Patently clever and concealed behind
flag-waving though the context was, Hi-
ram smelled out the filthy. Nazi teéh-
nique of mind and soul corruption as
though swastikas had been stamped on
every corner of the sheet.

He picked up the sheet as though he
were throttling it. “If I could only do
something!” The sound of his own words
brought him up short, and he said to
himself bitterly, “A couple of years ago,
Holliday, you would have done some-
thing.”

Hiram had learned a lot about Port
Sheridan in the short time he had been
there. A good reporter coming into a
strange town acquires a good deal of in-
formation by the time he has run the
gantlet of station porter, cab driver, hotel
clerk and bellhop. With an Army camp
and a dozen war factories in the vicinity,
the decent citizenry was being throttled
and poisoned by a pro-Nazi. Hiram had
heard how the picture house had been
closed and the free paper suspended. He
had observed the fishy-eyed desk clerk
with his personal questions; the bellhop
who planted the copy of Freedom Cry
on his table—the first adjunct of the
secret police in the dictator countries
was the hotel help. And this in America!

There came a knock at the door. Heidi!
At last! Heidi, whom he had never
stopped loving. His heart batted violently
against his chest. He drew a deep breath,
went quickly to the door and flung it
open.

The individual who stood there was
tall, thin and untidy, with a long fur-
rowed face and a droopy underlip that
gave him the aspect of a tired cab horse.
A battered too-small derby perched on
top of his head. He exuded pure essence
of distillery. Weaving slightly, he held
out a hand and said, “My ol’ pal Hiram
Holliday! Put her there. Boy, it sure is
good to see you again, pal.” He came
into the room pumping Hiram’s arm.

Backing away, Hiram racked his brains.
He seemed reasonably certain that he
had never before set eyes on the in-
dividual.

The man removed his hat, displaying a
naked, lemon-shaped dome, and sat down
in the one armchair. His close-up smirk
revealed five tobacco-stained teeth with
the rest vacancies.

“Lovejoy,” he said. “You remember me
—Ike Lovejoy. Used to work together
back on the old Mail-Express. I was in
the composing room. Saw your name
down on the register. ‘By hooky,” I said,
‘it’s my ol’ pal Holliday. He'll be sore if
I don’t stop in and pay him a visit for ol’
times’ sake.’”

A glimmer of light began to dawn on
Hiram.

“Just quit my job here,” continued
Lovejoy, talking rapidly. “Had a little
tough luck, pal. Lost my poke. Got a job
waitin’ for me on a paper in Syracuse
if I can jus’ get the bus fare. I thought
maybe for old times’ sake you might
spare a fin, pal.”

Hiram had to grin. Now he recognized
it. It was a harmless grift, one of the
oldest in the country—the Printers’ Bite.
Tramp printers, drinking their way from
job to job, would recognize the name of
a reporter in a strange town and tell him
the tale of how they had worked to-
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gether 1in the old days. The victim, who
probably had known hundreds of men in
variou. newspaper composing rooms,
would usually fork over rather than ad-
mit that he had forgotten an old friend.

Anxiouc to be rid of him, Hiram pulled
out a doliar and held it up. “That’s it,”
he said. “Take it or leave it.”

Lovejoy took it with alacrity. “That’s
white, brother. I knew my ol’ pal Holli-
day wouldn’t let a pal down. Maybe I've
had a few drinks, but I'm gettin’ outa
town. I quit. I says to Small, I says——"

Hiram was edging Lovejoy toward the
door, listening with only one ear as the
printer rattled on.

“I says, ‘Nuts!’ I says, ‘I'm not settin’
any more of your stinkin’ stuff, see? I'm
a good American, I am. I was inna las’
war., I ain’t no Heinie lover,’ I says. I
says, ‘You can take this tripe an’—' So
he says, ‘You're fired, an’ shoves me,
so I was gonna let him have it, an’—"

Hiram was suddenly listening with
both ears. “What’s that?” he asked.
“Where were you working?”

“That phony Freedom Cry. I been set-
tin’ type on this stink sheet. Ya know
how it is, pal, a guy’s gotta eat, an’ I
figger it’s jus’ another rag. So pretty
soon I get wise to the kind of stuff it is.
Say, pal, I don’t got to eat thaf bad. Get
it? I'm no fifth column. Why, I was on
the other side in the last war. Them
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stinkers taking a rap at the boys in the
Army! So I ups to him with the copy
and tells him what to do with it and got
trun out.”

Hiram produced a ten-dollar bill. He
said, “Ride to Syracuse on a Pullman,
Ike, or drink it up. I don’t care. If you
walked out of that plant, I'm for you.
God bless you—and beat it!”

The telephone rang. With a shove,
Hiram boosted Lovejoy into the hall,
slammed the door, ran back and picked
up the receiver. “Hello . . . Hello!”

“Hello! Hiram?” It was Heidi’s lovely
voice. “My train was late. Oh, how good
to-hear you again.”

“Heidi dear!” Her voice brought him
such great joy. “Heidi, are you all right?”
“Come and see for yourself, Hiram.”

“But where are you?”

Her sweet laughter had all the old en-
chantment. “Downstairs in the coffee
shop. Will you come down?” i

“Will I? Right down the elevator
shaft!” Hiram charged down the hall at
full speed. He ran right over Ike Love-
joy, who was leaning, against the wall
gazing ecstatically at his ten-dollar bill.

Heidi and Hiram had met for the first
time in a London park in the feverish
days before Munich, and again in the
medieval city of Prague when that an-
cient stronghold was writhing under the
deathblow of the sellout. They had fled
to Italy with the young Archduke Peter,
heir to the Austrian throne. High ro-
mance and high adventure had dogged
their footsteps across Europe.

And now, after more than two years,
they met again and shook hands almost
shyly on the threshold of the noisy,
smelly Coffee Shoppe of an American
commercial hotel near the Canadian bor-
der. Here were no walls or towers, no
mysteries or dangers, but only the rattle,
bang and clatter of small-town America
at supper.

Short-skirted waitresses wove through
the aisles, laden trays swung high, de-
livering Yankee potroast, ham and beans,
pork chops and Java. Traveling men,
tourists, townsmen out with their wives,
plain American citizens with the stamp
of America on them and the swift, racy
language of America on their lips sat
at the tables. It was all familiar to Hi-
ram.

Yet there was something unfamiliar
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too, some undercurrent he could not
place. Was it that the presence of Heidi
overheated his imagination as in the old
days? Or was it that for the first time
in too long a while he was feeling again
the slow stirring of his queer, extra-
perceptory power to absorb moods and
feelings?

They looked at each other across the
small table. “Hiram! It is so good to see
you.”

“How wonderful you look, Heidi.”

A waitress came up. “What'll it be,
folks?”

Hiram studied Heidi as she examined
the menu. In her neat suit and small
hat she already looked Americanized.

“Hamburgers,” she said. “I love so
much your hamburgers. With everything
on them, please.”

Heidi studied Hiram too as he gave
their order. How greatly he had changed,
and how the change hurt her! He looked
smaller, stouter, less distinguished. He
still carried the same old raincoat, but
now it seemed to be just a raincoat. In
Europe, she remembered, it had seemed
to her almost a battle cloak. But the
thing that brought the heaviest weight
to her heart was what had happened to
his eyes. The fires had gone out of them.
Were those fires only banked, or had
they inexplicably burned out in this
strange man? He looked beaten.

Hiram turned to Heidi. “Tell me about
Peter. Is he all right?”

Heidi smiled. “He is wonderful. He has
grown so. He is in a military school near
Montreal. He wants to be a flier. He
asks after Uncle Hiram often.”

Hiram avoided her gaze. “And you,
Heidi? But I can see. You are lovelier
than ever.”

“There is nothing to tell about me,
Hiram. But I want to hear about you.
I have so often wondered——" Heidi
checked herself.

Depression settled on Hiram Holliday.
He must face it now. The queer feeling
of the room clamped down harder on
him. With a start, he recognized two
men sitting in one corner drinking cof-
fee. They were Strake and Benson, two
agents of the Federal Bureau of Investi-
gation working out of New York.

Heidi’'s sweet gaze was on him. Hiram
replied at last, “I have done nothing,
Heidi. I am a failure. I was in London
when the war broke out. I got mixed up
in some queer business, thought I would
be the greatest war correspondent in the
world and wound up playing the fool. I
did get to France and got chased out by
the Germans. I got back to London
through Dunkirk. But London was full
of better correspondents than I, so they
brought me home. Then there was South
America. I didn't do so well there.” He
sketched his travels, always on assign-
ments of less importance, and as Heidi
listened she could follow the slow damp-
ening of his spirit.

“Do you know where I was on De-
cember seventh? At the casino in Vifia
del Mar. In Chile, tossing pesos onto the
roulette tables. By the time I got back
to the United States all the correspon-
dents to the Pacific war fronts had been
assigned. When I tried to enlist they
said I was too old. I thought some of
the things I had learned in Germany
might be of help. They didn’t seem to be
interested in Washington. I stayed on as
a reporter. I didn't even sign my stuff
any more.”

Hiram leaned forward earnestly. “It
didn’'t seem to matter so much before
we got into the war, except for my own
pride. But you see, Heidi, now we are in
it. We're fighting for everything that is
honest and decent in humanity, as well
as for our very existence. It is the great-
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est crusade of all mankind. And I'm out
of it! I'm not good for anything. There
is nothing I can do. And this is my fight,
Heidi. I was in it from the start, long
before anybody over there knew what
Nazism meant. I tried to tell them from
Europe. I hit them where I could.”

Fires that had flickered for a moment
died again. He continued dully, “It’s dif-
ferent over here, Heidi. I don’t under-
stand what has happened to me. The
story has moved away from me. I haven't
kept up. I'm a newspaper hack, hanging
around New York waiting to interview
torpedoed survivors or write a story about
production curves in a factory. Yet I
love this country and what it stands for
with all my heart and soul. I'd be so
grateful if they would let me die for it.”

Heidi’s heart ached with sympathy for
him. For the first time she wished she
had not followed the impulse to write
him and arrange to see him. Once they
had loved each other so greatly that
they could bear to part for the high pur-
pose that dwelt within them. And then
he had given no sign. Did he suppose
that it had been only for his deeds that
she had loved him? As time passed, she
could judge only that he had forgotten;
that he no longer cared. Womanlike, be-
fore she made her final decision, she
had come to see him again. .

If he still loved her, he had given no
indication. That love seemed to have
vanished with the disappearance of the
man who was Hiram Holliday. And now
he asked the question she had been
dreading.

[
Hmm, why did you ask me
to meet you here?”

They had talked for a long time. The
coffee shop was nearly deserted, except
for the two FBI men. It was Heidi
now who bent her head so that Hiram
could not see her eyes.

She began haltingly, “I am not able
to come to New York often. This is so
close to the border, I thought if you were
free to come here it would—make it a
little easier. I—I must return tomorrow,
and there was something I had to say
to you.”

Hiram was watching her closely—the
bent head; the lovely curve of her neck.
Color had come into her cheeks, and his
heart was like a stone inside him because
he had half guessed what she had to say.

Yes, there went the last of his ro-
mantic dreams. Of the Hiram that had
been, only the deluded fool remained;
a fool who had paced a room and seen
his Princess in danger again, hearing the
ancient cry from the battlements: “A
moi, Hiram, @ moi!” She had sent for
him. A Holliday to the rescue! All delu-
sions.

Heidi was speaking again in a low
voice. “There is someone I have come to
know, Hiram. I—I am fond of him. He
has asked me to marry him.” Now she
raised her head and looked into his eyes
to see what she would find there. She
saw only the misery of self-reproach and
failure.

It had been this sense of failure that
had kept Hiram from Heidi. He had
grown much since he had left the copy
desk of the Sentinel to range the worid,
but not enough to know that all a wom-
an, even a princess, asks of a man is
love. Love was there as it had been from
the first time he saw her, but he felt he
had forfeited the right to offer it.

Heidi was young. In his mind Hiram
pictured the man who loved her—a
soldier in uniform, a leader of men,
stalwart, youthful, a flier perhaps, a
daring Commando leader, a new hero of
the world at war. They deserved each

other. And if Heidi had once seemed to
care for him, that had been long ago
when things were different. She was a
princess. He was a reporter. It never
could have been. Hiram was much too
blind to see that, first and last, Heidi was
a woman.

He smiled at her, though he felt more
like weeping. “Heidi dear,” he said,
“you’ll be happy.” Then he asked, “What
made you send for me?”

His smile made it easier for Heidi. It
would all be over soon. She could not
tell why her heart was so heavy. And
yet, if love was gone, he had in a way
re-established their old comradeship.

“In Rome one night,” Heidi told him
softly, “a long time ago, I—I made a
promise. It was——" She stopped. So
great was the hurt and misery in his
eyes that she could not finish.

But as though he understood, Hiram
reached across the table and took her
hand. He held it for an instant, look-
ing at her, then kissed i and put it
down. It seemed to Hiram at that mo-
ment that, long as he had loved her, he
was only now beginning to lcarn how
great the pain of loving couid }:. He
spoke finally,

“I failea in 7 promise, Heidi. It can-
cels out, .ny dJdear. And you—you are
matchless and magnificent. He must be
splendid too for you to love him. Take
happiness, Heidi. No woman ever de-
served it more than you. I'll pray for
your happiness to the end of my days.”

She should be happy, Heidi thought,
but all she felt was emptiness.

“We're closin’ up, mister,” said the
waitress. She was standing over the
table with the check in her hands. The
Coffee Shoppe was empty but for them.
Even the Federal men had gone.

Hiram came back to the world again.
He looked at his watch. The end of the
world had come exactly at midnight.

Arm in arm, they went out into the
deserted lobby. The night clerk dozed
behind the desk. They waited outside
the elevators a moment.

Heidi said suddenly, “Couldn’t we go
for a little walk, Hiram? I—I am not
sleepy.”

They walked in the spring night
through the streets of the sleeping city.
Because of blackout regulations, even
the lights in the show windows were
out. There was a half moon that kept
dodging behind lightly moving clouds.

They went in silence, aimlessly. The
oppression, the living feeling of oppres-
sion that had manifested in the dining
room, gripped Hiram again.

At first he refused to credit it. Here
was the typical small American city, so
like thousands of others the length and
breadth of the land; the same low
buildings with their square roof lines;
the bank, the telephone building, the
telegraph office; the plate-glass store
fronts. These were warm, familiar things
that Hiram had known all his life: the
drugstores with their long soda foun-
tains, the gaudy filling stations, now
closed and dark by virtue of gasoline
rationing, the Gas and Power Company
with its inevitable window display of
white enamel stoves and refrigerators.

And he knew the souls who peopled
them too—honest, gay, good, peace-lov-
ing, slow to anger, trying to live in honor
and decency.

All these, the animate and the inani-
mate, the very bricks and stones and
mortar seemed to be sending up a plea,
a cry for help and deliverance. For the
moment Hiram might have been walking
through the Europe he had known un-
der the terror; the crooked alleys of
Paris; twisted London with its ancient
dwellings; Prague, brooding beneath the



shadow of the massive Hrad¢any fort-
ress. He had heard the same cries there
too.

He felt it so strongly once that it was
as though someone had called him. He
shuddered and paused to look around.

“Hiram, what is it?” Heidi asked.

He did not answer her, and she
watched him as he gazed uneasily about
the deserted streets. The battered moon
had come out again and the sharp roof-
lines of the buildings were outlined
against it. Black trees flung their arms,
newly feathered by the spring, straight
to the sky. Then he spoke.

“The city! It’s trapped. I've felt it ever
since I came here. Do you remember
Europe? What it was like? How you
could feel the fear and the despair?”

Heidi looked about her. The power of
his emotion seemed to flow to her. One
moment the town had been a sweet,
sleeping American city; the next it had
taken on menace and mystery. Every
house seemed to have become a citadel.

Hiram said, “I can smell it! This city
isn’t free any more. The enemy has
taken it!”

Heidi shivered and- took his arm.
“Hiram! No. Not here. This is America.
We are at war.”

Hiram growled. “I heard a lot this
afternoon, but I didn’t believe it. Now I
know. They’ve taken the town.”

“But who? And how could they?”

He told her about the paper, crooked
small-town politics, officials bribed; the
hidden terror of the Steel Shirts, the
miniature Gestapo which had its grip
on the decent people of the city.

They found themselves beside a dark-
ened three-story building. Hiram stepped
close to read the lettering on a steel side
door with a mesh-glass upper half. A
street light down the block made it
legible: THE AMERICAN FREEDOM CRY.

Hiram pointed. His voice was trem-
bling with anger. “The American Free-
dom Cry! To use those words of beauty.
What a filthy snare! Here is the poison
sac, Heidi. From this building flows the
venom that has seeped into the veins
and hearts of the people here. Defeat-
ism! Distrust! Sedition! From here, by
misuse of the freedom of the press, the
enemy moves into war plants and Army
camps. This place is more dangerous
than the whole Axis army; more dead-
ly to us than bombs or machine-gun
bullets or gas. Destroy this, and the
power of evil that has taken this town
would be broken. If one but could! What
a service it would be to the cause of
freedom.”

Heidi sighed. “If one but could!”

In the darkness, Hiram flushed. Had
Heidi’s words been only an echo?

He said, “But you can’t, Heidi. This
is America. It’s different here. Some-
how, you can’t do the things you could
do in Europe.”

Heidi was wondering. Had the strange
do-nothing -until-it-is-too-late fumes
that seemed to have paralyzed all the
freedom-loving countries of the world
stupefied the brain of this man too;
robbed him of his initiative?

“Is freedom then less dear to America
than it was to Europe?” she murmured.

Hiram only looked at the building
again, shaking his head. Heidi felt his
anger, but even more strongly she per-
ceived his baflement. Hiram Holliday
was lost. What had happened to this
high adventurer whom she had loved?

The night was cool, but it was disap-
pointment that chilled Heidi and made
her shudder. She said, “It’s late, Hiram.
I am cold. Let us go back.”

They walked to the hotel in silence.
Hiram was conscious only of the defeat
that gnawed at his heart. They shook
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hands and said good night in the eleva-
tor when it stopped at the second floor to
let Heidi off.

Hiram said, “We’ll have breakfast to-
gether. Then I'll take you to your train.”

Heidi smiled and nodded, then turned
to go. But the operator was slow in
closing the gates, and Hiram caught a
glimpse of her face. It was a living mir-
ror of sorrow, disappointment and pain.
What a bitter, bitter night!

“What floor?” the elevator boy asked.

Hiram was about to say, “Sixth,” but
changed his mind. There would be no
sleep for him now. Better to walk the
streets all night. “Take me downstairs
again,” he ordered.

The clock in a church tower was strik-
ing one as he emerged once more from
the Port Sheridan House.

The moon had gone. The night was
black. Blacker was the turmoil within
Hiram. He stumbled through the streets,
yearning for the thing he had lost. He
hardly realized that by accident or sub-
conscious direction he had returned to
the plant of The American Freedom
Cry.

He had walked alongside the dark,
silent building for some seconds before
he looked up, surprised to see where he
was. Then he saw something else that
surprised him.

The steel-and-glass side door, which
had been closed and presumably locked
a scant fifteen minutes before, when he
had been there with Heidi, now was
open. He glanced upward, but there was
no light showing in the building.

Something long disused stirred inside
Hiram. It was an inner voice with which
he used to do business in Europe. It said,
“Steady Holliday. You've no call to go
poking into open doors in a strange
town.” In the old days Hiram was always
grateful for the voice. It cleared his
conscience for going ahead and doing
it anyway.

He went inside quietly and closed the
door. It was pitch-dark. The floor seemed
to be of steel. He groped along a plaster
wall to the beginning of a flight of
steel steps. And at this point he knew
that he was no longer alone.

The attack followed the realization so
swiftly that they were almost one, yet
his instinct of preservation was even
swifter as he threw himself to the floor
and against the wall.

He heard a lurch, a whistling grunt,
and a heavy object crashed against the
partition over his head; or rather, where
his head had been a moment before.
Simultaneously, Hiram began to roll, and
rolling, he encountered legs. A twist, and
the owner thereof was brought heavily
to the steel floor. Hiram seized a foot
with his right hand, and using his left
arm for a bar, an old Judo trick, ap-
plied pressure. There was one kick, and
then a terrible groan.

“Hold still or TI'll break it!” Hiram
pressed again. The man kicked no more.
Hiram thought: Well, this is pretty. Now
what do I do?

From the mouth of the man there now
issued a stream of fluent cursing. At
the same time Hiram was conscious that
the air which previously had suggested
only oiled metal and ink, that inescap-
able newspaper-plant smell, was sudden-
ly surcharged with the unmistakable
odor of ingested spirits. The voice and
the accompanying scent clicked some-
thing in his mind. He released the leg.

“Ike! Tke Lovejoy! What the devil are
you doing here? I thought you were
getting out of town. I'm Hiram Holli-
day!”

There was a painful stirring in the
darkness. “Oh, it’s you, ol’ pal. Say, pal,
you hadda narrrr ’scape. If you hadna
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ducked I mighta brained you. You
oughtna come creeeeeepin’ roun’ in dark
like that, pal.”

Hiram struck a match. The flare glint-
ed off the printer’s bald dome. He was
sitting on the floor rubbing his leg. A
quart bottle stuck out of the side pocket
of his coat. Next to him lay a short,
wicked-looking stonemason’s hammer.

“Youre drunk, Ike,” Hiram said.
“You'd better get out of here—quick.”

Lovejoy blinked fuzzily up into the
matchlight, which glowed for an instan®
and then went out. “I'm drunk, all right,
pal, but I ain’t gettin’ out.” Hiram heard
him groping on the floor for the ham-
mer. “I'm gonna go up an’ wreck the
joint; ’at’s what I'm gonna do. I'm
gonna wreck it with my 1i'l oI’ hammer,
pal. The lousy rats! Throw me out, will
they? I quit. I'm a good Amerrrcan. I
was onna other side. Buncha lousy trai-
tors, thass what they are. Pal, I like to
see ’em print their paper in this joint
when I get through with it.”

“Ike, you fool,” Hiram said, “you’ll
land in jail.”

Lovejoy’s voice came back from a
higher level. Apparently he had suc-
ceeded in getting up. “So what? I been
in jail before. Whadda I care? Okay, so
I'm in jail. But this stink-joint ain’t
printin’ no more. Beat it, pal. I got work
to do.”

In the silence that ensued, Hiram
could hear the pounding of his heart.
Then he said softly, “All right, Ike. Come
on. I'm going to help you.”

“Nix, pal, nix! You’ll land in the can.”

Hiram paraphrased the printer, “I've
been in the can before, Ike,” and he
added with grim satisfaction, “Only it
was a Nazi jail. I'm glad you reminded
me. I've been forgetting it too long.”

Ike groped with his free hand until
he found Hiram. “Follow me. You're a
white man, pal. I always said so.”

THEY sSTARTED feeling their way
up the stairs.

The combination composing room and
press room was on the second floor. Two
dim watchlights burned there. They
were not visible from the outside, be-
cause the windows of the plant had been
painted for complete blackout.

They moved cautiously past two long
flat-bed presses at the near end. Hiram
motioned toward them. “Old-timers.”

“Yup. It’s gonna be easy to bust ’em.
The forms are locked on ’em already.
They lock ’em on the night before. The
press crew comsh on at six inna morrrrn-
ing an’ rolls ’em. Are they gonna be sur-
prised?”

Two rows of six linotype machines
confronted them, the fan-shaped backs
with their metal type racks glittering
faintly in the dull light. There were two
machines for casting big headlines on the
right, type saws, racks of hand type for
special jobs, and two long make-up stones
or tables.

Here it was, thought Hiram, the ar-
senal of words. Words of hate were fed
into the hoppers of the chattering lino-
types to be cast into metal slugs more
deadly than bullets, locked into forms
carried to the longest-range cannon in
the world—the newspaper press.

Words had proved a more terrible
weapon than bullets in the fall of Eu-
rope. Here they were stocked to help
encompass the downfall of America and
the enslavement of its people. For a mo-
ment Hiram felt like a soldier who has
penetrated through the lines to an
enemy ammunition dump. He burned to
touch it off. He gave no further thought
to the consequences. He had decided
upon his course. There were more ways

of serving one’s country than by donning
a uniform; ways that might never be
known or recognized, ways that might
even be punished.

“Where are we going to start?” Hiram
asked. This was Lovejoy’s expedition.

The lanky printer, weaving drunkenly,
threaded his way to the linotype ma-
chine at the end of the row and in the
back. “Atsa one,” he replied. “Atsa one
I been workin’ at. I owe it a good bust-
in’” He went around it, hammer in
hand, looking for the place to begin.

Sabotage, Hiram thought. Hiram Hol-
liday—saboteur. No! Counter-saboteur.
That was it. Every word that issued from
this evil shop went forth on a mission of
sabotage. Sabotage worked underground.
It had to be destroyed underground.
That was where this battle of sabotaging
the saboteurs would be fought, if men
were willing to fight it . . . And he knew
now that he was willing.

“Here she goes,” said Ike Lovejoy, and
raised his hammer.

“Wait!” The force of the idea behind
the cry had made Hiram shout, and
Lovejoy, startled, paused with the ham-
mer in mid-air. -

What about the men behind these
machines; the men who fed them? Not
the printers who worked for a wage, but
the men who conceived the lies and
wrote them. Their work would go on.

“Ike! Wait! I've got an idea. Better
than the hammer.” The plan was formu-
lating rapidly as Hiram spoke. It could
be done. He had known it could be done
ever since he had seen the old-fashioned
flat-bed presses which printed directly
from the type forms instead of from a
plate cast from a matrix. If it was to
be counter-sabotage, then let the weapon
be the same as that used by the enemy:
that dangerous, powerful, high explosive;
those combinations of letters known as
words! “Put that hammer down, Ike, and
listen to me.”

Hiram told him the plan slowly. Love-
joy’s eyes kept roving longingly to the
hammer, but he waited for Hiram to
finish.

Then he said, “Ya know what I think?
I think ya nuts, pal. I didn’t come in
here to set no paper. I came to bust one.
An’ I'm gonna do it, pal.”

But Hiram was possessed by his idea.
He could see the consequences of it the
next day, pyramiding, the words rolling
like molten fire, unstoppable, unquench-
able.

“Ike, you’ve got to do it. Smash those
machines, and the men who own them
will buy others. They've got German
money to do it with—all they need. Come
on, Ike. Just a couple of galleys.”

But the stubbornness that comes over
drunks had laid hold of Ike. He stood
before the linotype machine, swaying,
the hammer clenched in one hand, an
unpleasant expression about his mouth.

He said, “Get outa my way, pal. I said
I was gonna wreck this joint. You said
you was gonna help me. You’re a hell of
a newspaperman what don’t know ya
can’t set type when the lead pots is cold.
This shop’s been down since six o’clock.
Ya couldn’t set a line for four hours.”

Hiram felt sick. When the linotype
machines were turned off, the pots of
molten lead that cast the slugs of type
cooled down. It took hours to heat them
to the temperature where the lead would
flow again.

“Damn it, Ike, there must be something
we can do! Can’t you understand? Put
that hammer down or——"

The printer lashed out—not with the
hammer, but with his right fist. “You
ast for it, pal!”

The blow took Hiram squarely in the

(Continued on page 116)
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Attention! The Flag!

By LEE RUSSELL

THE BANDS are playing. The boys are
marching. The Flag is passing in review.
Men uncover their heads; women and chil-
dren stand silently alongside in respect to
the American Flag. You love that Flag,
and rightly so. It represents so much—free-
dom of thought, word and action; tolerance
and justice to men of good will.

We have not been able to find a Federal
law which covers the manner of display-
ing, hanging, saluting or conducting cere-
monies in connection with the Flag.
Congress has provided penalties for mis-
using the Flag in the District of Columbia
only. But every state prohibits the use of
the Flag for advertising purposes and New
York State covers Flag handling in its
penal code. However, there is Flag eti-
quette which has come to be nationally
accepted as a code for all to observe:

The Flag should be displayed only from

sunrise to sunset on buildings and on sta-
tionary flagstaffs in the open. The Flag
should not be flown in wet weather. It
should always be raised briskly and low-
ered ceremoniously, and must never touch
the ground. The church pennant is the only
flag allowed to fly at the masthead above
the Stars and Stripes, and only during re-
ligious services in a military chapel or
aboard a ship of our Navy. During other re-
ligious services flags may be displayed on
a staff equal in height to our country’s
Flag, but the latter should be in the position
of honor, at the speaker’s right. Our Flag
should never be draped over the hood, top.
sides or back of a vehicle, and should
never trail in the water.

During a parade, when there is a flank
of various flags, the American Flag should
have the place of honor—the right. With
a line of flags, Our Flag must be in front of
the line at center. When used high up over
the middle of the sireet, the Stars and
Stripes should be suspended vertically with
the union to the north on an east and west
street, or to the east on a north and south
street. The Flag should not be carried flat
or horizontally but always aloft and free.

For interior display. if you wish to place
Old Glory in a vertical position the field of
stars should be to the Flag’s own right. The
union should be uppermost and to tke ob-
server's left if the Flag of the United States
is displayed against a wall in a horizontal
position. When used on a speaker’s plat-
form, the Flag, if displayed flat, should be
above and behind the speaker. Our Flag
should never be used to cover the speak-
er's desk nor to drape the front of the plat-
form. As a signal of distress the Stars and
Stripes may be flown from the mast upside
down. A wornout National Flag (to display
a torn, soiled or badly faded Flag is disre-
spectful) should be destroyed privately,
preferably by burning.

When the Flag is flown at half staff as a
sign of mourning, it should be hoisted to
full staff at the conclusion of the funeral.
Also, in placing the Flag at half staff, it
should first be hoisted to the top of the staff
and then lowered to position.

Last, but not least, don't let anyone em-
broider Our Flag upon a cushion or a
handkerchief, nor print it on paper napkins
or boxes.
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sleeping beauty in your
skin. For, like so many
other women, you may not
realize that you are cleans-

GO ON THE

Work Camay’s milder lather over your skin, pay-
ing special attention to the nose, the base of
nostrils and chin. Rinse with warm water and
follow with thirty secor.1s of cold splashings.

Keep informed—read Magazine Advertising!

Reg. U. S. Pat. Off.

MILD-SOAP DIET TONIGHT!

in look so lovely!”

ing your skin improperly. Or that you are
using a soap that isn’t mild enough.

Skin specialists advise regular clcans-
ing with a fine, mild soap. And Camay is
actually milder than dozens of other pop-
ular beauty soaps! That’s why we say
“Go on the Camay Mild-Soap Diet!”

Cleanse your skin with milder Camay
night and morning for at
least 30 days. Even the very
first treatment will leave
your skin feeling fresh and
glowing. In the days to
come, your mirror may re-
veal an enchanting, excit-
ing new loveliness.

Then, while yousleep, the tiny pore openings are
free to functionfornatural beauty. In the morn-
ing—one more quick session with this milder
Camay and your face is ready for make-up.
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THE lﬂ BEST WAYS T0 BE A PEST «d}

For wives exclusively. De-
frost the icebox the night your
husband’s gang is playing poker.

Qe

= Dr.Seuss

Q
4
)¢

Variation on No. 5. When the man who is telling

a story says, “‘Stop me if you've heard this one,”

don’t stop him if you’'ve heard that one. Let him shoot
the works. Then quietly say, “Now the version I like
goes this way ...”

For husbands exclusively. When your wife sur-

prises you with a dinner of noodle soup, lamb chops,

French frieds. cucumber salad and strawberry short-
cake, tell her that her effort is greatly appreciated, but it
just so happens you had noodle soup, lamb chops, French
frieds, cucumber salad and strawberry shortcake for
lunch!

Wives again. This one takes time, but to a subtle
pest the pay-off's worth it. Stage I. When you're first
married, explain to your husband that you always
keep your alarm clock set fifteen minutes fast. Stage 2.
Keep it set this way for about twelve years, allowing hus-
band to adjust his habits accordingly. Stage 3. Then one
night, without telling him, just set the blamed thing right.

For Willie. On the table next to Papa’s bed is a
book with a blood-red cover. called “The Murder in
Wilbingham Mews.” Papa is planning to finish it
tonight when he gets into bed. But never you mind that.
Didn‘t the Scout Master tell you to bring in old used books?

Newspaper readers. When you start reading a

paper next to me in the subway, naturally I read it

over your shoulder. I'm no pest: just a fellow seeker
for truth. But you’re the pest when you avoid co-oper-
ation and turn pages before I'm halfway through.

Husbands again. Discover
your wife’s new outfit on a Mor-
tally Homely Woman.

Any American. At the slightest
opportunity, pbrag about the condi-
tion of your tires,

Anyone may play. When the man who is telling
5 a story says, “Stop me if you've heard this one,” stop

him if you've heard that one. That always puts him
in a position where all he can say is, “Oh.”

] Husbands once more. Discover your wife’s new
outfit on a Mortally Homely Woman. (1 krow. This
was No. 4. But since starting to write this article,

Pve gone and done it again.)

| PLAY SAFE_-LUX
MY RAYONS !

_J

Wartime Washing Hints About Rayons

Wartime needs make rayon extra-precious—it’s needed to
help replace silk and nylon stockings and for military
uses, too. So be wise-—keep rayons lovely /onger the way
you do silk and wool—the new, quick Lux way. Don't
risk cake-soap rubbing, strong soaps. These may harm
texture, color. Anything safe in water alone is safe in Lux.

Ngw
Quick
LuXx

is thrifty_see 4
how mu¢h one ¢
box will do!

Squeeze lukewarm LUX suds gen- Rinse, then roll in Turkish towel,
tly through garment. Don’t rub, press moisture out, unroll, hang
don’t use strong soaps. Rayon is awayfrom heat. This gentle care
temporarily weak when wet.

keeps rayons lovely longer.

Keep informed—read Magazine Advertising!




The Passing

Not a scratch on his well-manicured
fingers as souvenir of his three-year
career as a ballplayer. Blattner teamed
with Jimmy McClure of Indianapolis, and
those kids captured the world’s doubles
championship at table tennis in London
a few years ago.

Then there is Ray Sanders, first base-
man, a mild-mannered chap who could
pass a movie test as a new heart-throb.

Howard Pollet, a twenty-year-old
southpaw pitcher from New Orleans,
is tall, dark and handsome; you should
see him stroll a boulevard in his assorted
ensembles. A fashion plate!

Stanley Musial, left fielder, is the
“rookie of the year,” and another “Cam-
pus Kid.”

These athletes are typical of the new-
comers of the reconditioned Cardinals,
destined to become great stars, matching
such frisky youngster “veterans” as Ernie
White, Frank (Creepy) Crespi, Howard
Krist and the Cooper brothers.

Who is responsible for scrapping the
Gas House Gang? Rickey’s the man.
The inside story is one of baseball’s best
sellers, and is unfolded for the first time
in this article.

Rickey is a college graduate, via Ohio
Wesleyan and the University of Michi-
gan. He’s been a Prohibitionist all his
life, and up to recent years a nonsmoker.
As vice-president and head man of the
Cardinals’ farm system, Branch dreamed
of the day when he’d win a pennant
with a varsity of fraternity boys.

What happened? Frankie Frisch was
appointed manager of the Cardinals in
July, 1933, and Rickey’s dream of the col-
legiate stuff went up in smoke. Frisch-of
Fordham was also a graduate of the old
John J. McGraw school. Frisch borrowed
pages from the McGraw catalogue, not
from Fordham, the moment he became
manager. The appointment of Frisch did
not meet with the approval of Rickey,
.but President Breadon, holder of seven-
ty-eight percent of the club’s stock, hires
and flres managers, with no questions
asked by Rickey.

The Gas House Gang was born the
moment Frisch became manager. He
mounted a bench in the clubhouse for
his first pep talk and blared:

“Now, listen, you guys, we ain’t gonna
let nobody run over us in this league. Get
me? You gotta win those ball games. I
ain’t gonna be no detective and watch
over you nights. Your nights are your
own. Your days belong to me. If you'd
rather go back to the mines and dig for
coal than travel in Pullmans, ride in taxi-
cabs and live in the best hotels at the
expense of this ball club, speak right up
now. We don’t have room for a sissy. No
holds barred on this team. That’s the
way were gonna play baseball.”

No dissenting vote was heard. “Dizzy”
Dean was the first to leap to his feet.
“You said more’n a mouthful, Frankie,”
snapped Jerome the Great. “If a guy

of the Gas House Gang (Continued from page 45)

ever gets a base hit offa me, he’ll get the
duster (bean ball) next time at bat.”

A new era arrived in baseball with the
advent of the Gas House Gang.

The Gang played the game the hard
way, not because they were ruffians and
rowdies at heart (they were a lovable
crew), but because they believed their
way was the short cut to the pennant.

Martin invented, mastered and all but
copyrighted the famous “belly-bustin’”
slide. He was one of those hell-bent-for-
victory and get-out-of-my-way players.
Frisch added amendments to the old
Baltimore Orioles’ book. No. 1 was the
breaking-up-of-the-double-play down at
second base, with the runner, or slider,
upsetting the fielder in any way pos-
sible. It was a duplicate of the take-out
spill in football. The opposing player
covering second base had no chance to
catch the runner at first. The fielder
had been knocked off his props.

In one of his numerous “I am the law”
skits, Dean was fined and suspended by
President Frick of the National League
for talking out of turn at a banquet in
a Midwestern city. “Dizzy” had lost a
tough pitching duel to Carl Hubbell and
the Giants, 2-1, with the winning run
scored by the New Yorkers after Umpire
Barr called a balk on the Great One.

“Dizzy” orated at great length that
night, chiefly about Frick and his um-
pires. J. Herman was the victor in the
showdown bout, thumbing his nose at
Frick’s office and refusing to sign a
specially written apology which Frick
had prepared for sports editors.

“I ain’t signin’ nothin’ even if I am
suspended!” shouted Dean in Frick’s
New York office. “And if you don’t rein-
state me at this moment, and lift that
fine imposed on me, I'll sue the National
League for a million dollars.”

Dean was restored to good standing,
and pitched the following day, knocking
over the Giants in a 1-0 thriller with
Pitcher Hal Schumacher opposing him.

The Gas House Gang was riding high,
on and off the field. They played poker,
with the blue chips running into im-
portant money. They rolled dice for high
stakes. One Gas House Ganger sloughed
off $1,200 at one session with the cubes.

Alcoholics had been legalized for the
gang. Highballs were sipped right out in
the open. Frisch always had a case of
iced beer in his room.

Stories about the offing of the lid even-
tually reached Professor Rickey. It was
terrible, but what could he do? Money
was rolling in for Breadon and the hold-
ers of the remaining twenty-two percent
of the stock. And Branch was receiving
quite a chunk of salary and bonus—a
sum approximating $75,000 each year.
The Gas House Gang was doing its stuff.

Rickey’s hands were tied, but he bided
his time. The major insult to his pride
occurred on a surprise visit to Rochester,
New York, to see the Cards play an ex-

hibition game with their International
League cousins, the Red Wings.

The Gas House Gang had long since
spread its wings. They had formed an
orchestra, a tin-pan contraption featur-
ing everything from mouth organs to
washboards. Martin was maestro of “The
Musical Mud Cats.”

On his arrival in Rochester, Rickey
saw the town plastered with huge signs
that announced: “Hear ‘Martin’s Mud
Cats’ at Red Wing Stadium tonight.”

That was too much for Rickey—Mar-
tin’s Mud Cats had top billing over the
ball game! Rickey agreed with himself
that the Mud Cats and the Gas House
Gang would have to disband!

This reel now shifts to the spring of
1938. Fading stars were replaced by
mediocre talent. Not intentionally by
Rickey, of course, but it is a fact that in
the spring of 1938, Frisch found a lot
of hand-me-downs in camp.

The Cardinals of 1938 were a complete
bust. Dean had been traded to the Cubs;
minor-league recruits failed to make the
grade, and the Cardinals finished in the
second division. Frisch was released. The
Gas House Gang was no more.

The Cardinals of 1942 now quench their
thirst with water and soda. Alcoholics
are barred. The boys play hearts for
their recreation. No rolling dominoes.
They gather around a piano, singing not
“Red-Hot Mama,” but “Trees” and “Alo-
ha.” These successors to the Gas House
Gang fulfill Rickey’s dream of years ago.

What happened to those colorful Gas
Housers? Dean is popping off again as a
baseball radio announcer in St. Louis.
Frisch continues true Gas House as
manager of the Pittsburgh Pirates. He
is Baseball’'s No. 1 Baiter of Umpires.

Durocher is bossing the Brooklyn
Bums, and also having his difficulties
with the umpires. “Muscles” Medwick is
busting leather for “The Lip.” Ernie
(Showboat) Orsatti is a Hollywood agent;
Bill De Lancey is manager of Asheville’s
team in the Piedmont League. Jesse
Haines (who wore the skin from his
right hand in more than one ball game
while hurling knucklers) is a politician
in Montgomery County, Ohio. William
(Lefty Bill) Walker is doing okay in
politics in East St. Louis, Illinois.

Paul Dean is pitching for Houston in
the Texas League. Collins is an attrac-
tion in the Eastern League as manager
of the Albany team. And “Pepper” Mar-
tin, known as “the one-man team,” is
thrilling the Pacific Coast League with
samples of his famous slide. He is man-
ager of the Sacramento team.

July isn’t over and you never can tell
what will happen down the stretch. But
our one prayer right now is that sports
writers will not have a chance to revive
that old classic about St. Louis:

Fust in shoes,

Fust in booze,
Last in the National League.

The Home Front (Continued from page

I'll drive you down, but what-—"
“They're opening the workroom spe-
cially for me tonight. I've got scads of
cutting to do, and two women are com-
ing down to help me. So many workers
came in today that we’ll have nothing
for tomorrow if I don’t cut tonight.”
Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes
shining with joy at her own importance.
He could smell the crackers burning out
in the kitchen. He didn’t say anything.
He didn’t want the crackers, anyway. In
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fact, he didn’t want the sardines. It oc-
curred to him that while she was cutting
the flannel he would go cut a thick steak.

He started for the shower.

“Oh, Jim,” she called, “I wish you
wouldn’t take the time to clean up now.
You can do it after you drop me.”

“Have a heart, honey! It takes me ten
minutes to bathe and change.”

“All right, Jim, go ahead. I didn’t ex-
pect you to help me. I'll go back to the
place by bus. That’s all right with me.

29)

The minute I ask you to do something
it’s always too much trouble.”

“Now, Anne, that’s a silly way to talk.”
He watched her as she tossed the burned
crackers into the garbage pail. “I’ll drive
you down, only you know a person likes
to clean up after work.”

“You have all evening to clean up. It'll
probably be ten o’clock before you can
come for me.”

“Okay, baby; anything you say.”

He was rewarded by a small, guarded

75



smile. Apparently he didn’t rate full for-
giveness yet. To refuse the sardines
would lose him the ground he had gained
with her, so he sat down and helped him-
self from the flat tin.

Anne ate three sardines, drank half a
cup of tea and began to look anxiously
at the clock. This business of opening
the workroom for her was evidently an
honor. She was eager to get going.

“Look, Anne,” he said. “If we go now
we’ll just have to sit outside in the car
till the janitor or whoever’s going to open
the place comes along.”

“It takes twenty-five minutes to get
there. I ought to know. I go every day.”

“You go by bus, baby, and you're
counting the walk to the bus stop. We'll
go in just a minute. Would I have time
to change my shirt, do you suppose?”

“Oh, I suppose so0.”

As he passed through the tiny hall it
occurred to him that it would take only
a minute to wash up, and that he owed
it to the clean shirt. Reluctantly he put
aside the knowledge that there was
plenty of time to shower. He splashed
his face and hands, combed his hair and
went into the bedroom.

When he got there Anne was doing
the last thing in the world he would
have expected. She was taking off her
uniform.

“What are you doing that for, honey?”

“Because I'm not going.”

“What?”

“Don’t you understand English? I'm
not going.”

“Why not? Do you feel sick?”

“No, I don’t. I'm just not going.”

“But you have to go! Theyre opening
the place for you. You said there won't
be anything to sew on tomorrow if you
don’t cut tonight.”

“Well, let there be nothing to sew on.
What do I care?”

He blinked and considered the mat-
ter. She was throwing the uniform care-
lessly on a chair—the uniform she cher-
ished as she had never cherished any
other possession. He saw her reaching
into the closet for her hostess gown.

“There’ll be two women sitting there
waiting for you, Anne.”

“Let ’em sit!”

He watched her as she dropped into a
chair by the window, her eyes hot and
sullen, her mouth twisted in anger.

“Baby, I don’t know what’s happened,
but you can’'t let people down when
they're depending on you.”

“Why can’t I? Who’s going to stop me?
I'm sick of being a slave for every dope
in the organization who can’t learn to
sew a straight seam. I'm fed up with
being that nice little Mrs. MacIntyre
who does all the work!”

“You got me dizzy, Anne. Not five min-
utes ago you couldn't get there fast
enough. What’s got into you?”

She seemed to think he had asked a
fair question. “I was glancing over the
paper while you were washing up. She’s
giving a party tonight.”

“Who?” '

“Mrs. Forsythe Graham. It made me
sore.”

“Why? Because she’s giving a party?
Gee, I'm sorry, honey, but I can’t——"

“I'm only good enough to cut the
damned old flannel and fix the sewing
machines and figure out how to get a lot
of droops making garments that can ac-
tually be worn! I'm only good enough to
be friendly with when they want me to
do something they’re too dumb to do. I'm
not good enough to be asked to her
precious house or to be treated all theé
time the way she treats me when she
wants something.”

Jim was beginning to see light. “Now,
wait a minute, Anne. You're being silly,
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aren’t you? Mrs. Whozis can’'t invite
everybody in the organization to her
house, can she?”

“But she did invite some of them. The
names are in the paper.”

“They’re probably people she always
knew, Anne, not just acquaintances
through the workroom. I don't like to see
you acting this way.”

“Don’t you? Well, that’s too bad! I'll
act any way I like. If I'm not good
enough to go to her house, then I'm not
good enough to cut flannel for her.”

“But you're not cutting it for her!”
Jim was aware that he was suddenly
shouting; that he was no longer on
Anne’s side. “Good God, don’t you know
youre cutting that blue and pink stuff
for women like yourself; women whose
husbands were called on to fight and die!
How’'d you like to be having a kid with
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Family Quiz Answers
MOTHER
(Questions on page 12)

1. Massachusetts.

2. Sand.

3. Henrik Ibsen.

4. Uiah, Iowa, Ohio.

5. Sinclair Lewis in 1930.

6. Alexander Hamilton.

7. “Shall not perish from the earth.”

8. Percussion.

9. It is a trifling present given customers

by tradesmen in Louisiana.

10. No. Plumbago is a form of carbon used
for lead pencils. Lumbago is a rheu-
matism of the muscles of the lower back.
Securitly, Conservation, Education,
Health.

12. Roentgen, in 1895.

Questions accepted from Mrs.J.J. Ladner, War-
ren, Pa.; Mrs. W. W. Pace, Nevada, Mo.; Mrs.
Pauline Schwartz, Brooklyn, N. Y.; Mrs. J.
Alma Balls, Hyde Park, Utah; Emelyn L. Peter-
sen, Chicayo, lll.; Grace A. Loudon, Coopers-
town, N. Y.; J. P. Callahan, Beachmont, Mass.;
Anne Krupelak, Elyria, O.; W. B. Davis, New-
kirk, Okla.; G. D. Peterson, Stevens Point, Wis.;
Wayne E. Mowris, Grand Valley, Pa.; Fred G.
Roberts, San Francisco, Calif.
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no home to raise him in and no clothes
to put on him?”

She hadn’t heard a word. “The way
she acted when she wanted me to meas-
ure out all them bolts of flannel I was
sure she’d ask me to her house next time
she entertained. It was ‘Anne deai’ this
and ‘Anne dear’ that!”

“Come on. Get into your uniform.”

“No. I'm not going. She can cut her
flannel herself or get one of her society
friends to do it. I'm just not going.”

“Oh, yes, you are.” He was amazed at
the cold rage that swept over him. How
could he feel this way toward Anne?
How could he long to grab her and shake
her? “Get into that uniform!”

She was as amazed as he. “What's the
matter with you?” she demanded. “This
is none of your business. It’s strictly be-
tween me and Mrs. Uppity Graham. It’s
got nothing to do with you.”

“Hasn’t it? It’s got plenty to do with
me. Plenty!” Suddenly he felt as though
a pinwheel was revolving in his head
throwing off scarlet sparks. “I made you
the lazy, selfish little brat you are. I took
it laying down when you made me live
in a dirty house and fed me on cold junk
that was no trouble for you to fix. I let
you get away with sitting around in a
kimono all day. I let you be that kind of
a woman, so you see I'm responsible to
the workroom, to Mrs. What’s-her-name
and to God knows how many women who
are expecting clothes for their kids.”

“Oh, pipe down!”

“Pipe down nothing. Maybe you don't
recognize the symptoms of a man who's
had all he can stand. Maybe you can’t
tell that this is one deal you're not going
to get away with.”

“Well, I'm not going down there and
cut for her, if that’s what you mean.”

“You're not cutting for her. This is
something bigger than you or your Mrs.
Graham. Get into that uniform.”

“Says who?” Anne asked jeeringly.

The pinwheel whirled faster in his
head, and he suddenly longed to grab her
not by the shoulders, but by her white
throat. He had not known that some-
where within himself he had painstak-
ingly listed every one of her -careless,
selfish actions. Now the long scroll of the
many times she had failed him unrolled
before his mental vision. Why had he
let her cheat him of the creature com-
forts he had worked for? Why did he
breakfast in a dank beanery? Why did
he live in a house he was ashamed to ask
other men to visit? Why did he eat cheap
restaurant cooking night after night?

And now she was going to fail people
who were waiting for her to deliver the
goods: women she knew and worked
with; women she didn’t know, who were
depending on someone like Anne Mac-
Intyre to send them the things that only
America could send, She was going to let
them down because her silly, useless soul
valued nothing but the Big Names, the
Big Money, the Big Lie that birth and
breeding make a gentleman or a lady.

He did not know that he was walking
toward her with slow, heavy steps. She
screamed his name in horror, and he saw
that her face was ashen and that his
hard hands were extended toward her.
He let them drop. What would he have
done with them had she not screamed?

Jim MacIntyre stood there trembling.
He might have Kkilled her. Why, yes. He
could see it plainly. The newspapers. The
courtroom. The electric chair. They’d call
it the “Volunteer Work<r Murder.”

“She wouldn’t go cut the material, so
I killed her.” It would say that under
his picture. He breathed deeply. It had
been a crazy moment, but it was over.

“Get into your uniform,” he said.

She did not argue. She got into her
uniform.

Two women were watching for her at
the door of the workroom. They were
married. They understood the tight lines
around the mouths of Mr. and Mrs. Mac-
Intyre. Anne’s apology for being late was
received with understanding nods.

Jim drove away. He was a free man.
A man who was not in the hands of the
police. A man who had not strangled his
wife. He felt a wave of excitement rising
within him. There was nothing he could
not do while this glorious sense of escape
raced inside him.

He was sorry now for Anne. Poor kid.
She must have been frightened almost
out of her wits. And after all . ..

On an impulse he swung the car to-
ward Imperial Boulevard. She had a
point too, Anne did, when you came to
think about it.

High on the knoll above the traffic
stood the Graham home. There were lots
of cars parked in front of it. Jim pulled
in behind a haughty limousine.

He walked up the stone steps. He rang
the bell. The door opened immediately,
and Jim MacIntyre was staring into the
pale blue eyes of . butler.

“I want to see Mrs. Graham.”

“Who's calling, please?”

“Mr. MaclIntyre.”

The butler withdrew. When he re-
turned his chin was tilted a trifle higher.
“Mrs. Graham can’t recall the name.”

“Tell her my wife’s Anne MacIntyre.
She’ll know my wife. Tell her Anne’s



something down at her volunteer place.”’

“Could you come back tomorrow? Mrs.
Graham is occupied at the moment,
and——" Perhaps the butler felt Jim’s
eyes resting on that uptilted chin. He
carried the message.

A moment later Jim was being offered
a chair in a small room off the foyer. And
a moment after that Mrs. Forsythe
Graham arrived. She was a blaze of dia-
monds and fluttering gray chiffon.

“Has something gone wrong at the
workroom?” she asked.

Jim took a moment to gaze at the ele-
gance of Anne’s Mrs. Forsythe Graham.
“Yes,” he said. “Something’s gone wrong.”

“Oh, heavens, what? Was anyone hurt?
Your wife? Was she—"

“Just her feelings, Mrs. Graham.”

“What do you mean?”

“Mrs. Graham, I got a lot of things to
say to you. Would you mind sitting
down?”

“I have guests. I—"

“And you have a volunteer workroom
too, Mrs. Graham. That’s pretty impor-
tant nowadays. Don’t you think so?”

“Why, of course I do. What point are
you trying to make, young man?”

“Just this. There’s a war going on.
What are we fighting for?”

“Why, for freedom, of course.”

“Sure. That’s a swell word, and an
awful big one. It’s big enough to cover
all the things that everybody’s fighting
for. To one person, it’s the right to go
to night baseball games. But you wouldn’t
fight for that, would you? To another, it’s
the right to lie in the sun on a crowded
beach. That wouldn’t excite you either.
You'd fight for other things. For this
house, maybe, and that’s fine. Everybody
must fight for what America means to
him, if it’s only having a slice of cheese
on his apple pie. And we gotta fight,
Mrs. Graham, in the way we can do it
best. Me at a machine; Anne with a pair
of scissors; you with your workroom and
your money and——"

“Of course. Of course, young man.”

“Anne’s using her knowledge of dress-
making.as a weapon, and you know what
she’s fighting for?”

“Why—to make this a better world.”

“That’s words again, Mrs. Graham.
Anne’s fighting for her right to read the
society page; for your right to be society.
That’s what America means to her. La-
dies like you who have big homes and
cars and horses and dogs and daughters
who marry guys in silk hats. Anne don’t
want an America where ladies like you
are liquidated because you're useless. She
wants you and people like you. So do a
lot of other women.”

“Well?” Mrs. Graham was amused now.

“Well, give them a break, those kids
who hang on every word you say because
you’re a big shot. Don’t drive Anne away
from your workroom by falling all over
her when you need something done and
forgetting her the minute she’s done it.”

Mrs. Graham flushed.

“Sure, you do. And you mustn’t. I can
tell in the evening how you treated Anne
during the day. Would you believe it? No,
you wouldn’t. You don’t understand how
women feel when you walk past them
without speaking. And why don’t you un-
derstand? You’re a woman.”

Mrs. Graham did not answer, and Jim
answered for her. “I know. It’s because
no one ever walked past you. You were
always big enough to do the snubbing
yourself. You can’t run that workroom,
Mrs. Graham, with women of your own
class. Somehow, they don’t know the
things my wife knows about saving ma-
terial and fixing machines.”

Mrs. Graham smiled. “You know a lot
about the workroom, don’t you?”

(Continued on page 80)
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'I'm Going
Back to FELS-NAPTHA...

. Dad’s shirts lasted longer than this. They stayed white,
too. Mother a/ways used FELS-NAPTHA soap . . .

. too much bargain-hunting, I

can't re-
member why I changed . .

guess. Well, this shirt’s no bargain, now . . .

the Golden Naptha Soap”

The way things are today, golden Fels-Naptha Soap is, more than
ever, @ real bargain. There’s no better—or safer—way to dislodge
ground-in grime, or remove destructive perspiration stains. The
Fels combination of gentle naptha and richer go/den soap does
a thorough job—in a jiffy—without harsh, ruinous rubbing.
This young woman will find Fels-Naptha a better soap
than she remembers. Making richer suds. Making them
quicker. More helpful in reducing
the wear and tear of washday . . .
By the way—have you tried
today’s Fels-Naptha Soap?

Golden bar or Golden chips_ FELS-NAPTHA banishes TattleTale Gray

Keep informed—read Magazine Advertising!
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M- G-M—)METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER

P.R.C.—PRODUCERS RELEASING CORP.

20TH—20TH CENTURY-FOX
F.S.A.—FEDERAL SECTRITY AGENCY

UNIV.—UNIVERSAL

YOULL WANT TO SEE

Cosmopolitan lists a few of the many fine pictures
now in production in Hollywood. Release dates
are approximate, but they will probably he shown
at your neighbhorhood movie during the next few
weeks. Titles are subject to last-minute change.

W.B.—WARNER BROS, COL.—COLUMBIA

PAR.—PARAMOUNT

TITLE AND COMPANY TYPE STARS WHAT IT'S ABOUT

Norma Shearer Fast-moving comédy about a lady who
Her Cardbhoard Lover M-G-M Comedy Robert Taylor hires one man, who loves her, to keep
Ceorge Sanders her from falling in love with another!
W f I Eael w.B D Dennis Morgan There’s a lesson in patriotgsm in this
i .B. rama Ann Sheridan story of men and women who make our
mgs or the ag e Jack Carson planes. Some sequences filmed at Lockheed.
. Richard Denning Hair-raising adventure with a difference
Beyond the Blue Horlzon Par. Adventure Dorothy Lamour —boy meets girl in America and together

Jack Haley they return to the jungle. Technico!or.
William Powell Paris, 1935. A diplomat, accused as a
CPOSSI’OﬁdS M-G-M Drama Hedy Lamarr notorious criminal, fights blackmail to
Basil Rathbone establish his identity. Smooth, heady fare.
. i Robert Stack A reporter, in Texas after the Civil War,
Deep in the Heart of Texas Univ. Drama Anne Gwynne scoops the country when he captures
Jackie Cooper a secessionist leader and quells rebellion.
. . Pat O’Brien A story of the regeneration of a once-
Fllgllt Lleutenant Col. Drama Evelyn Keyes great flier through his son’s determination
Glenn Ford to follow in his footsteps. Tense moments.
. N Do Americans really eat well? This short
Hldden Hunger F.S.A. Short SubJect Zoaltsrcgre;mann feature is part of the national campaign

y EEiga) to keep ‘“the home front” strong.
. Comedy- Lloyd Nolan A field day for baseball fans as the Brook-
lt Happened m Flathush 20th Dramz{ Carole Landis lyn Club, under the guidance of an explo-
Robert Ar.mstrong sive manager, brings the pennant home.
N " Lyle Talbot Led by an American captain, the Com-
Tlley Raid l)y nght P.R.C. Drama June Duprez mandos make a thrilling sortie into Nor-
George Neise way and win another victory.
*x * X *x *x %

TAKE A LETTER. DARLING (Para-
mount.) The clever title of this delight-
ful comedy barely hints at its charm.
The cast, headed by Rosalind Russell
and Fred MacMurray, play the laugh-
laden situations to the hilt.

The “boss” is a lady advertising execu-
tive—brilliant, beautiful Rosalind. She
fired four secretaries who couldn’t keep
their minds on work. When Number Five
appears she thinks he’ll prefer business
facts to her figure, but Fred is more than
a match for her.
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Three Good Bets

i

FOOTLIGIIT SERENADE (20th Cen-
tury-Fox). A bright musical, easy to take
as iced lemonade on a July day; with
Victor Mature, Betty Grable and John
Payne.

Betty and John snare parts in the
Broadway play starring Victor, boxing
champ, and at last they can plan to marry.
But Victor complicates matters by falling
in love with Betty. When she turns him
down he really fights John, who spars
with him in a boxing scene you shouldn’t
miss. There’s a happy ending.

MRS. MINIVER M-G-M). Lovely
Greer Garson surpasses herself in Jan
Struther’s memorable story of an aver-
age Englishwoman who faces war on the
home- front with quiet courage and faitl..
Walter Pidgeon co-stars.

Lightening the wartime background
are human touches that draw together
all people of good will. Ever worry about
your husband’s reaction to that hat you
shouldn’t afford but couldn’t resist? This,
too, personifies Mrs. Miniver. Unquestion-
ably one of the year’s great pictures.



I don’t know who or what you are

...deserter... Spy-...cowa rd... hero!

All T know is this—this, above all,

I LOVE YOU!”

Keep informed—read Magazine Advertising!




I. Glendora Donaldson, Holyoke, Mass., deb, 2. “I'm not immune to compliments, so I choose
takes a “kacial Cocktail” with Woodbury Soap.

Woodbury Soap to help keep my skin clear and
«I spread on a creamy lather of Woodbury. Pat it smooth. Woodbury gives such fragrant lather. It’s

in gently. Then rinse well to lift away drabness.

gentle, too. Feels soft as mist against my skin.”

“For Dating Glamour”
says Deb ™ Try my
Woodbury facial Cocktail”

P

&

Sociely reporter Cholly Knickerbocker (Maury Paul) says of her: «“She’s
slim as a reed, has camellia-clear skin. No wonder she’s popular!”
This deb’s beauty aid, Woodbury Facial Soap, is made by skin scientists for the

skin, alone. Pure, gentle, fragrant. A costly ingredient in Woodbury’s famous
formula contributes to its mildness.

Try Woodbury! Soon see your complexion glow with starry radiance.

FOR THE SKIN
YOU LOVE TO TOUCH

(@)

(Continued jrom page 77)

“A lot more than you do, lady. I know
that you take the bows and the girls do
the work. That’s all right. That’s fair.
You had the name and the money and
the contacts to get it rolling. But you
can get more out of it than you're get-
ting; you can produce more. You can
speak every day to your workers, even if
you don’t need something done. You can
send them home glowing. All you have
to do, Madam President, is remember
you’re not paying them.”

“Well], they’re not working for me.”

“Youre right. Theyre working for
something bigger than you, and if you
keep remembering that, it won’t be so
hard to smile and say, ‘Hello, there.
How’s that aching tooth today?’ or ‘How’s
the baby?’ or ‘We sure did a lot of work
last week, thanks to you kids.’”

Mrs. Forsythe Graham spoke in a tight
voice. “I like my girls,” she said. “I ap-
preciate what theyre doing. I'm sorry
if T've been rude. Tell your wife—"

“T’'ll tell my wife nothing, and if you
tell her I was here I'll sure be sore. But
I got a suggestion. Have the kids up to
your house.”

“Would they like that?”

“Like it?” Jim laughed. “They’d love it!
Show ’em the place. I bet you'd enjoy it
yourself. It must be a long time since you
showed this house off. As I understand
it, the same gang always gets invited.”

Mrs. Graham laid a hand on Jim’s arm.
“T’ll have a tea this coming week. In fact,
T'll have a series of teas. Every month
I'll have the girls up, and we’ll talk over
the workroom problems.”

“Now you’re cooking with gas, Mrs.
Graham! See? That’s the kind of thing
I meant.” He paused. “But that tea busi-
ness isn’'t to be a substitute for saying
hello on the other days.”

She laughed. “I promise.”

“Okay.” He stood a moment, not.cer-
tain how one took one’s departure from
a lady of high degree. Then: “So long,”
he said, and bolted out of the house.

Outside, he breathed the air that was
even nicer than Mrs. Graham’s perfume.
Gee, he’d had a nerve to talk to her like
that! he thought.

He picked Anne up at nine-thirty. The
other women had gone, and he helped
her lock the windows and put out the
lights. They exchanged no words till they
were in the car.

Then Anne said, “Jim, I'm glad you
made me go down there tonight.”

“Are you?”

“Yes. Mrs. Lambert—she was the plump
blonde—her husband was sore because
she came. He wanted to play bridge, and
he was wild because she had promised to
work tonight. Gee, I spoke right up and
said you almost hit me because I wasn’t
coming. I was kind of proud that you
were so set on me working tonight. And
I told them about you trying to enlist
and all. How come you’re so patriotic,
Jim? After all, just exactly what does
America mean to you?”

He grinned. “I don’t know unless may-
be it means the right to scold anybody,
no matter how big they are, and getting
them to admit they needed it.”

Anne was silent a long while. Then she
said, “I needed the one I got tonight,
Jim. I'll admit it with a clean house and
a hot dinner tomorrow.”

“That’ll be fine, honey.” They were
stopped at a traffic light, so he turned
and kissed her. It wasn’t part of his war
effort, but it was fun.

Pledge Yourself to
Buy U.S. War Bonds
and Stamps Regularly

80 Keep informed—read Magazine Advertising!






N ORTHEAST from the
Capitol stands the Senate
Office Building. It contains
ninety-nine rooms, numer-
ous busts of vice-presidents
and plenty of potential dy-
namite.

The fictional and cine-
matic fable of the beautiful
girl secretary who minis-
ters to the comfort of the
newly elected, bewildered, babe-in-the-
woods Senator is pretty, but inaccurate.
The majority of United States Senators
have male secretaries; when a female
secretary does emerge, she is apt to be
fortyish and strictly utilitarian.

But each duly elected Senator has at
least six staff members, one secretary
and the rest clerks, who file and type,
answer telephones and run errands. It
is not erroneous to report that many of
these clerical cogs are not only female,
but very attractive.

For instance, take Dina Bates. It would
be no hardship.

Dina was fancy free and dediermined (o
stay that way. So was the young naval
licutenant. But even in busy Washe-

iugton, there’s mo priority on love

ILLUSTRATED BY ALFRED PARKER

Dina was Southern. Dina had all the
attributes of jasmine and moonlight. She
was little and rounded, her hair was
black, her eyes were brown, her provoca-
tive mouth the color and texture of a
red camellia, while her skin possessed
the overtones of pink honeysuckle; her
voice was honey in the comb—honey with
a Southern accent.

The Senator’s secretary, Ike Lansing,
a happily married man with two ram-
bunctious children, had more than once
permitted his thoughts to stray in her
direction. But not for long. Ike was a
good egg, and no Tyrone Power. Besides,

his redheaded wife provided
all the excitement, uncer-
tainty and amusement he
needed.

Everyone liked Dina. She
was cheerful, she worked
hard and she could be ex-
traordinarily naive when
she wished to be. This
might deceive the innocent
bystander, but not for long.
Ike had been fooled for perhaps six weeks
and then awoke to the realization that
large dreaming eyes could veil a quick,
realistic intelligence and a voice of honey
could put a man properly in his place—
without stickiness.

This was an essential quality, as the
senatorial offices in which Dina worked
were usually a welter of strange men, all
wanting something. Cooling their heels
in the outer offices, they offered Dina
the sun and moon and stars, in case she
could expedite matters. The sun, moon
and stars usually boiled down to dinner
at the Shoreham or theater seats. It was

“Isn’t it wonderful,” said Dina, “that all four of us




very interesting, especially to Ike, to ob-
serve Dina’s demeanor on such occasions.
Occasionally she accepted an invitation,
and her host never regretted it despite
two frustrations—the first, that after
dinner, theater, or what have you, he
was permitted to escort Miss Bates to
her boardinghouse and say farewell on
the steps; the second, acceptance or no
acceptance, his admission to the Senator
had not been expedited by even ten min-
utes. After all, it wasn’t Dina’s job to see
who got to the boss and when. It was
Ike’s.

Dina was twenty-four. She had been
in Washington for some years. She was
an old hand and looked with under-
standing and commiseration upon the
wild influx of girls armed with Civil
Service jobs. In the boardinghouse, she
liked a group of them and felt singu-
larly maternal about their loneliness,
their heartaches, their ambitions and
disappointments.

Her residence in the boardinghouse
was, however, not of long tenure. For the

are so terribly happy!”

first two years of her employment in
Washington she had lived with her mar-
ried sister Elsie, in Georgetown, and
then Biff, her brother-in-law, got him-
self an elegant job in California, and
Dina was on her own.

So, up to the first of the year she had
been living in one of the big boarding-
houses. But she was fed up with it, she
confided to her current date, Jimmy
Ellsworth.

Jimmy worked on the WPB, serving
in some mysterious minor capacity. He
was a delightful person, a great friend
of Biff’s; he was forty pounds overweight
and on a depression diet.

“Why?” demanded Jimmy. “It can’t be
because you're completely surrounded by
women. You aren’t. I know how hard it
is to get a date——"

Dina had dimples, and she now dis-
played them. She said, “Well, for one
thing, I like to cook.”

Jimmy had an inspiration. “Why don’t
you team up with some other girls and
take an apartment?”

They were having coffee and cakes at
a Hot Shoppe following a movie, having
driven there in Jimmy’s ramshackle car.
Dina cried, “I wonder why I didn’t think
of that before?”

“You aren’t very bright,
Jimmy told her.

Dina wasn’t listening. She said, “There’s
five of them.”

“Five of what?” asked Jimmy. “In ad-
dition to being less bright than most,
you have a grasshopper mind, if any.”

“Girls,” explained Dina, “in an apart-
ment. It’s cute; I've been there. Clara
Linton—you know, she works with me—
and Betty Rogers, secretary with OEM.
You must know her, Jimmy.”

“Child, I have more to do with my
time than ogle every little tomato in
the new Social Securities Building.”

“And, Miss Thompson,” Dina went on.
“She’s got a good job somewhere; she'’s
older than the rest. I don’t know her
at all, but she’s Betty’s cousin. Then-
there’s Janet Carruthers, I think her
job’'s OCD, and Rose Dunning—in the
War Department.”

“Well, what of it?”
Jimmy.

“Nothing, except that Clara
said yesterday Janet was go-
ing to be married. So that
leaves her place vacant, and
maybe I could persuade
them——"

“Probably not,” said Jimmy,
“as you are much better-
looking than they are.”

“Why, sugar!” said Dina,
pleased.

“None of that, with ration-
ing,” said Jimmy severely.
“Dina, why hasn’t someone
married you? I would, only
I'm not the domestic type.”

“And also because I wouldn’t
have you,” said Dina. “Look,
I don’t suppose they pay more
than a hundred for the apart-
ment. That would be twenty
for me. I pay twenty now,
and twenty more for board—it
comes to a little more than
that, really. Jimmy, I believe
I could afford it.”

“You haven’'t told me why
you aren’t married,” Jimmy
reminded her.

She said, “I was engaged
before I left home, but it
didn’t take. And once since.
That was no good either. Be-
sides, I like my work, and I'm
having fun. There’s plenty of
time.”

‘“You're aging,” Jimmy
warned her hollowly. “You
used to look eighteen; now
you might almost be twenty-
one. Or don't you want to
marry and be the girl some-
one leaves behind him? You
know, anchors aweigh or the
caissons go rolling along.”

Dina’s expressive face be-
came grave. She said, “Funny,
but I think you've hit on it.”

“Why? Now’s the time when
most girls yearn for romance,
marriage, a war wedding and
all that sort of hoopla.”

Dina shook her head. “My
mother had a war wedding—
my father enlisted with the
Canadians in the autumn of
nineteen fifteen. I was born in
nineteen eighteen, and I never
saw him, Jimmy. Because he
was killed—after his transfer
to our Army.”

Jimmy said, “Sorry, Dina. I
didn't know.”
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“Of course you didn’t.” She smiled at him. “Mother had two
sisters. Both of them married during the war, and one be-
came a widow. The other one got her husband back, half
blind and crippled. She has taken care of him ever since,
and he resents it. They love each other, but theyre un-
happy. And my mother’s best friend married a Navy man—
they hadn’t known each other long, and when he came
back she’d fallen in love with someone else and it was all
pretty horrible.”

“Why should you assume that anything like that
would happen to you?” asked Jimmy.

She said after a minute, “It’s different if you’ve
known a man a long time before he goes away;
been in love with him; even planned to
marry. That isn't taking such a chance, no
matter what happens. But all this war
and excitement and the tomorrow-we-
die business!” She shook her head. “It’s
all just emotion, Jimmy, and being
sorry for someone and afraid for
yourself, perhaps; afraid you won’t
have another chance. So many
things can happen. He doesn’t
come back, or he comes back an
invalid--or there’s a baby. Or he
comes back and you find you are
strangers; or there’s someone else,
in the meantime.” She thought:
Like Carolyn. Her husband hasn’t
been gone two months and she’s
stepping out.

Jimmy nodded. “I get you.
You're young and life goes on and
it gets tough, waiting. But girls
don’t think of that before they
rush into a war marriage, Toots.”

“I’d think of it.” She added,
“I'm fickle—always have been.
Fickle and scared. I haven’t an
ounce of character, Jimmy.”

“You have plenty, or you
wouldn’t be the girl you are.
Every man you've met since
you've been here has made
passes at you, except me.”

“You, Ike, and a few others.”
she smiled again. “It doesn’t take
character to intercept the passes,
Jimmy, when you. aren’t—at-
tracted.”

“And haven’t you been, or
shouldn’t I ask?”

She said, “If I had been I
wouldn’t tell you. And it’s time
to go home. We both have
jobs.”

On the way back to the board-
inghouse they were silent.

At the door Dina said, “I think
T'll talk to Clara about the apart-
ment. It would be fun. I could
puddle around in the kitchen
sometimes. And they all seem to
get on well together.”

g

Next day Dina approached
Clara Linton with her suggestion
during their lunch hour, and
Clara was enchanted. “Not that
you wouldn’t be dangerous to
have around,” she said. Clara
was a small flat-chested girl with
brown hair and pleasant blue eyes,
“For my part, I don’t care. I'm going
home to be married next summer—sooner
than that if Frank’s called—and I'd take care
he never sees you! But you'd afford great com-
petition.” She eyed Dina thoughtfully. “Betty’s our
glamour girl], although Rose runs her a close second.”

“Idiot!” said Dina.

“In Washington, a girl who is lucky enough to have
dates has to be stingy,” Clara explained. “Did you ever
stop to think how many more girls than men there are
in this crazy town?” ;

“Often,” Dina admitted; “but it doesn’t worry me.
Also, I don’t go in for trespass.”

“That makes you absolutely unique.”

“Clara! Stop clowning. Ask the other girls, will you?

I won’t be any trouble. I'll pay my share, I can cook,
and I don’t sing in the bathtub.”

Clara grinned. “Look, Dina, I'd like to have you a lot,
but I'm warning you in all fairness. There isn’t an ounce
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of privacy in our flat. In the boarding-
house, you have a little—quite a lot if
you room alone. But at the apartment
we’re under one another’s feet. There
are two bedrooms, as perhaps you re-
member, and we share ’em. You’d be in
with me, as Janet is my roommate. The
fifth girl used to take the living-room
couch but that didn’t work out. It's a
funny old-fashioned place, and there
was one big closet with a window in it.
So we put a cot in there and a chair
and set up an extra dressing table in
Janet’s and my bedroom. Cynthia Thomp-
son has the closet now. She said she
didn’t care where she slept. It didn’t
seem fair, so we insisted on cutting her
share a little—the rest of us chipped in
an extra dollar.”

“Well,” said Dina, “you talk to the
others and report back. When is Janet
leaving?”’

“Next week, and we’ll miss her. But
she’s marrying an awfully nice boy. He’s
a marine.”

“Well, I wish her luck,” said Dina. “She
has more courage than I'd have.”

“It doesn’t take courage to marry,”
said Clara.

“What does it take?”

“Love,” replied Clara, “and believing
and wanting to be together, no matter for
how short a time.”

“Sez you!” Dina remarked. “You're a
romantic. I'm not.” She looked at her

watch. “Back to the treadmill. You will-

speak to the girls, won’t you, Clara? I'm
sick of the boardinghouse.”

“I'll .call a conference and report our
findings.”

A couple of nights later Dina had din-
ner with Clara at a teashop near the
apartment and went around afterwards
to see the other girls. The conference
had taken place, and Clara had reported
that the Ayes had it, only they’d like to
talk to Dina first. Everyone was at home,
including Janet, who was packing.

The apartment was a walk-up. The
living room was unusually large; the
two bedrooms were adequate. Cynthia’s
converted closet had probably been in-
tended for a small storeroom, because it
was almost as big as the ordinary hall
bedroom. The bath was bigger than most
apartment baths, and the kitchen was
just that—a kitchen, not a kitchenette.

The apartment had been rented un-
furnished. The girls had bought, bor-
rowed and begged the€ir furniture. Janet
was leaving hers to be sold if possible to
her successor. It consisted of her bed
and dresser, a slipper chair, a desk and
another chair, which graced the living
room, two occasional tables, some kitch-
enware and a towel rack.

When Clara and Dina reached the
apartment Janet was pressing blouses in
the living room on a folding ironing
board; Cynthia Thompson was lying on
Betty’s big couch, reading the evening
papers; Rose was washing her hair, with
Betty assisting, in the bathroom. She
came out with a towel around her head
to greet Dina. Betty followed her.

Rose was redheaded and very pretty.
She grinned at Dina and said, “If you
can stand us, we can stand you.”

Betty looked doubtful. She was a true
blonde with silver-gilt hair to her shoul-
ders, narrow turquoise-blue eyes and a
wonderful figure. She said, “We all get
along pretty well,” in a tone of inquiry.

Clara said, “She means she has more
dates than the rest of us and that two

Dina was closing the door softly
when Betty came out of the next
room. ‘“What do you mean by
going out with Cal?” she said.

BOOK 2 THE COMPLETE SHORT NOVEL

of them are serious. But she can’t make
up her mind; she can rely on us not to
make it up for her. But she isn’t so sure
of you, ducky.”

Dina made a face. She said, in her in-
effable drawl, “Tell her I'm harmless—
as I'm never serious.”

Cynthia Thompson sat up. She was a
slender young woman, twenty-seven or
twenty-eight. She had dark hair and
luminous gray eyes. She wore no make-
up. Her skin was pale and close-textured,
her unpainted mouth a faint rose.

She said, smiling at Dina, “We hope
you’ll like being with us as much as we’ll
like having you here.”

Betty’s mouth, an incredible fuchsia,
curved in a reluctant smile. She shook
her head at Dina. She said, “Don’t mind
Clara. She’s always picking on me.”

Janet folded the blouse she had ironed.
She said, in horror, “I spent a lifetime
over that thing, and it isn’t mine, after
all. It's yours, Rose. Remember, we
bought two just alike, and I spilled ink
on mine a couple of weeks ago.”

“Take that one,” said Rose, “a second-
hand offering, and put it in the hope
chest.”

Janet laughed. She said to Dina, “You
see, we're a nice gang, after all.”

Dina went over to the wood-burning
fireplace. She stood there looking at the
other girls: Rose with the towel slipping
from her red head; Betty, tall, wary,
done in pale rose marble; Cynthia,
friendly and quiet, her gray eyes steady;
Clara, her familiar face reassuring;
Janet, vivacious and attractive. She
thought: I'll like it here.

ALOUD, she said, “If you decide
I'll do, I'll be very glad. I can’t tell you
how tired I am of the boardinghouse.
Nights when the kitchen isn’t in use I'll
spend my time cooking and——"

“Can you really cook?” asked Rose,
staring at her.

“Of course. Didn’t Clara tell you?”

“We cook, after a fashion,” Cynthia
said. “Coffee, for instance. We can
squeeze orange juice, whip up a salad,
make sandwiches; but beyond that, we’re
helpless.”

Dina said, “Look, it’s expensive to eat
out. On the nights you haven’t dates,
any of you—any of us, I mean—I'd be
glad to bring something in and cook it.
We could share the damage, and it
wouldn’t be much. I'm thrifty,” she went
on proudly, “and I can do things with a
stew that will astonish you. And I love it.”
She added, “And if anyone wanted to
ask someone in for dinner——"

Rose fell into Dina’s arms. She said,
“Darling! My current heart interest
never gets enough to eat. He hates res-
taurants. If I could bring him home to
a really decent meal, I think I'd rate a
proposal—for which I've been working
for months,” she admitted shamelessly.

“Is it a bargain?” asked Dina.

“It is!” said Clara, Cynthia and Rose
in a chorus.

Janet said wistfully, “I'm going to miss
all the fun.” But she didn’t mean it,
dreaming ahead to her wedding day.

Betty nodded, her narrow eyes on
Dina. She thought: She isn't Win’s type.
She wasn’t sure about Cal. Win’s pref-
erence was certainly blondes, but Cal
played the field; Win was steady and
adoring; Cal was exciting and unpre-
dictable. She thought, further: If she as
much as looks at either of them, I’ll
scratch her eyes out. Aloud she said, “It
will be swell having you, Dina.”

So it was settled.

Dina had discovered a number of
things by the end of her first week in

the apartment. First, that Clara was
untidy and the orderliness of their shdared
bedroom would depend solely upon Dina
herself; second, that the more you knew
Clara, the better you liked her. Third,
she perceived that Rose Dunning was
amusing, fun to be with, generous and
gayhearted; and fourth, that Cynthia—
whom she liked and admired, even on
short acquaintance—did not approve of
her cousin Betty. As for Betty, Dina had
known from the first that Betty did not
like her. And that goes double for me,
she decided. Not that it mattered.

Things settled into a routine. If Dina
had a free evening and any of the other
girls were free, she knew it in time to
market and cook dinner. She liked that;
it reminded her of home---of fussing
around the kitchen, getting in her
mother’s way; smelling the good odors
of baking, of spices.

Sometimes the routine was upset. A
date would be broken at the last minute,
and dinner would have to stretch to
feed an extra girl, or an invitation
would come just when dinner was almost
ready, and Rose or Betty, generally,
would dash out and there’d be too much.
Now and then on such occasions Dina
called Jimmy and he came around.

Clara went out very little, except with
other girls or married friends or distant
relatives who came over from Baltimore
and looked her up. Now and then she
had a platonic date, but even these she
avoided as much as possible. Brushing
her hair, she confided to Dina that she
was scared of - dates.

“Why?” demanded Dina, who was
darning a run in a stocking. “You're
crazy!”

“No, I'm not,” said Clara. “Only, Frank
and I have been going together forever.
We just haven’t had other dates.”

“Is he jealous? I mean, doesn’t he
want you to go out with other men
here?”

“He wouldn’t mind, but I do.” Clara
put down the hairbrush. “I'm scared
green of meeting someone who might
attract me. I love Frank. I want to be
with him for the rest of our lives; I
want to keep house for him and have
his children. But I haven’t seen him in
over a year, and it will be summer be-
fore I see him again.”

“But if you love him, you wouldn’t be
attracted by anyone else,” argued Dina.

“Oh, yes, I might be. I have been;
once, about eight months ago. I ran like
the dickens. I never saw the man again;
I didn’t want to—attraction’s differ-
ent. It’s exciting and dangerous, and
youre curious about it. Loving Frank—
that’s something big and deep and
steady. I can’t explain it. But you get so
lonely here, Dina. At least, I do. And
there’s something in the air. I can’t ex-
plain that, either. It’s stimulating and
exciting too; there’s even something
reckless and desperate about it. So much
change from day to day, and people
wondering what will happen tomorrow;
where will they be next week. They get
—deflected. I don’t want to be. I want
to go along in my job, sewing on my
trousseau, saving my money and think-
ing of Frank. I don’t want to forget even
for a moment. For it would be just that,
I think—for a moment.”

Dina put down her stocking and went
over to the dressing table. She hugged
Clara. She said, “You're nuts; but you're
sweet.”

Clara and she were often alone,. eve-
nings. Sometimes Betty might ask if the
living room would be free. That was their
cue to go eat out, take in a movie, and
have a soda at a drugstore. Rose would
bring her dates home, not caring who
was there; sometimes she brought ogse



of them for dinner. Cynthia was out
often; she had a woman friend with
whom she usually dined and spent the
evening, but every so often Betty de-
manded privacy and the apartment.

It was therefore inevitable that Dina
should meet Win and Cal, though never
together. She liked Win, the little she
was permitted to see of him. His name
was Winthrop Patterson; he was a quiet
young engineer, with a defense job of
the hush-hush sort. He lived with his
people in Baltimore and came to see
Betty about twice a week. Calvin Burke
was a different type. He would take Betty
out three nights in succession and then
let her alone for a week.

Cal was in the Navy, a reserve officer,
stationed in Washington. He was a New
Yorker, with an excellent job in an ad-
vertising agency before he joined up. He
was incredibly good-looking, big, dark,
with extraordinary charm. He had looked
Dina up and down on the occasion of
their first meeting and inquired where
Betty had been hiding her. Betty hadn’t
liked that; nor had Dina, particularly.

She told Clara, and Clara shrugged.
“Cal’s all right,” she said. “Of course I
don’t know him well. Betty sees to that.
As far as I can make out, it’s this way
with her: Win’s got money, background,
a stodgy county family—well, not too
stodgy; his sisters married more money,
and his mother’s pretty formidable, I
fancy. Betty knows they want Win to
marry one of last year’s debutantes, not
an outsider with a job in the OEM. And
that gets her back up. Win’s doing won-
derful work, whatever it is; he’s a key
man, not likely to be called. If she mar-
ries him, they’ll live on Mt. Vernon Place
and have a farm outside the city and
raise horses, maybe—and she’ll be secure.
He’s insane about her, and he has his
job and a legacy from his grandfather.
Cal’'s terribly attractive. But he isn’t
going in for matrimony. That infuriates
her. She wants to marry Win—I believe
she likes him, at that.”

“She’d better,” said Dina. “He’s too
nice to be cheated.”

“She might even be in love with him,”
said Clara thoughtfully, “if Cal didn’t
keep turning up.” She looked at Dina
with speculation. “Your good deed for
the day,” she suggested. “Take Cal away
from Betty, and Win will fall heir to her.”

Dina remembered this on the night
Win came to take Betty out and found
that she had already gone. Cal had com=-
mandeered her company for dinner.

“But what am I to tell Win?” asked
Cynthia, who was at home.

“I don’t care what you tell him,” said
Betty balefully, “but I'm going out. I
haven'’t seen Cal in ages, and I'm bored.”

When Win arrived, Clara and Dina let
Cynthia break the news to him.

“He’s too nice,” Dina said hotly, after
he had gone, “to be treated as Betty
treats him. She’s downright ornery.”

Cynthia sighed. “I’'m devoted to my
aunt, Betty’s mother. I promised her I'd
keep an eye on Betty. I haven’t been
able to. Betty isn’t the type who takes
to supervision kindly, and I can’t pry or
advise gratuitously.”

“If,” said Clara, “she thinks she can
take Win as second best if she doesn’t
get Cal—well, she’s a fool. Win won’t be
kept dangling forever, and Cal has no
intention of marrying.”

“Jimmy Ellsworth says Cal won’t marry
till he’s fifty,” Dina remarked. “He says
it will take Cal that long to reconcile
himself to double harness.”

“How would Jimmy know?”
Clara.

“He knew Cal in New York; didn’t I
tell you? They worked together, same
advertising agency. He said even then
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€al was giving models, debutantes and
secretaries the run-around. He told Jim-
my once when they got tight together
that his parents had been divorced. His
mother remarried a couple of times, and
his father too. He said he was afraid of
marriage.”

Clara followed Dina into the kitchen.
She said, “It’s your duty to snitch Cal.
He can be had, you know. He isn’t in
love with Betty. He isn’t in love with
anyone but himself.”

“That’s even stiffer competition than
Betty,” laughed Dina.

“You could be of great assistance in
his serious love affair,” said Clara.

“Betty—or what?”

“The one with himself. You could show
him just how worthy is the object of his
affections. You know how. Betty’s tricks
are different. She’s in love with herself
too—it’s quite a foursome, isn’t it? It
would take you, Dina, to tell him how
wonderful he is, in a quiet sort of way.”

“Clara,” said Dina, “I hope Frank
doesn’'t know you as well as I do, you
conniving little so-and-so!”

But on the day that Betty announced
she was going out with Jimmy Ellsworth,
Dina’s objections were overruled.

Betty said, coming in after work, “I
met Jimmy Ellsworth—ran into him in
the office—and he’s taking me out to-
night. You don’t mind, do you, darling?”

“Why should I mind?” asked Dina. In-
deed, why should she? But Jimmy had
said he’d be working overtime all week.

It wasn’t Win’s night in Washington,
and Cal was evidently not available. Cyn-
thia was out. Dina and Clara were hav-
ing dinner when the buzzer sounded.
Dina released the downstairs latch and
was astonished to see Cal ascend the
stairs.

She said, “Betty’s out.”

“May I come in, or shall I be in the
way?” asked Cal.

ID:ixa thought: Well, why not?
Win’s nice. I'll do it for him—if I can.
Two can play at this game, or even three.

Aloud she said, “There’s some fancy
hamburger left, salad, coffee, dessert.”

“Lead me to it,” said Cal hollowly.

The hamburger was very fancy. Dina
could do things to hamburgers. She fried
more potatoes, the salad was just right
and the coffee close to perfection.

“Gosh,” said Cal, leaning back and
lighting a cigarette, “R.H.L.P.”

“Come again?” asked Clara.

“Rank hath its privileges.”

Dina looked at Cal’'s two stripes. She
said, “I used to cook for a big gun.”

“Is that so?” said Cal. “How come?”

“He was—still is—my uncle,” said Dina.
“Commander P. L. Rogers, U.S.N. You
wouldn’t know about that, as I take it
you came in through the cabin window.”

No man likes to have it suggested that
his commission has been obtained by
influence. Cal looked ferocious. He said,
“You don’t like me much, do you?”

Dina replied candidly, “Not much.
You're very good-looking, of course.”

“Thanks too much,” said Cal. “How
about taking in a movie?”

Clara said hastily, “You two go. I'll do
the dishes, Dina.”

Dina said, “You don’t really have to
pay for your supper. As a matter of fact,
I have a good book.”

Cal rose. He said grimly, “We’re going
to the movies. Then I'll buy you a drink,
and you’ll tell me why you don’t like me.”

They found a movie. Later, they went
to the Cosmos Room, where Cal had
three drinks and Dina had one. Cal talked
about himself, and Dina listened.

Once she said wearily, “You never run
out of conversation, do you? Let’s dance.”

He danced extremely well, and so did
she. She remarked as they returned to
their table, “Well, that’s one thing we
have in common.”

“Nothing else?”

“NO-"

“We’re young, and you’re beautiful.”

“You’re pretty too,” said Dina sweetly.

Cal’'s dark eyebrows drew together.
“Why do you go out of your way to be
nasty to me?” he asked.

“I don’t. I don’t have to.”

“Is this a new line?” he inquired.

Dina shrugged. “You ought to know—
Yyou’ve been around.”

“Look,” he said suddenly, “let’s call a
truce. Youre very pretty, and I like
pretty girls. We could have fun together.”

“Betty wouldn’t like it.”

“Betty is a great kid,” said Cal. “I'm
fond of her—but she doesn’t own me.”

“Who does?” Dina asked gravely.

“I own myself.” He smiled. “Are you
unattached?”

Dina nodded. “I aim to staythat way.”

“A girl after my own heart!” cried Cal.

Dina laughed. “Not at all. Set your
mind at rest.”

“It is. Why don’t you like me, Dina?”

“No special reason. I don’t dislike you;
I can’t get emotional enough for that.
But I don’t mind going out with you. I
like the way you dance, and in Wash-
ington a girl can’t. pick and choose.”

“Well, good Lord!” cried her escort.

Dina looked at her watch. “I work, you
know. So suppose you take me home.”

They taxied to the apartment. In the
taxi, Cal put his arm around her.

“Must you sit so far away?” he asked.

“No,” Dina told him, “but I'd rather.”

His arm dropped away. “Damnedest
dame I ever met!”

“Quite,” agreed Dina in her honey-and-
gall accents.

The cab stopped, Cal paid the driver
and helped Dina out.

She said, “Thanks. It’s been a lovely
evening.”

“Wait a minute! When am I going to
see you again? No, I don’t mean that. I
mean, I am going to see you again.”

“That will be nice,” said Dina indif-
ferently. “Call me up sometime.”

He took her hand, said, “You still don’t
like me much, but I'm someone to go
around with. Right? I don’t know whether
I like you or not, but you’re cute. And
I’'ve been looking for someone just like
you.”

“How come?” inquired Dina, startled.

“Someone who is pretty and fun to be
with; someone who dances well and
doesn’t drink much; someone with brains
as well as beauty, who doesn’t want to
play for keeps.”

Dina thought: If Betty heard that,
would it send her rushing off to Win, or
does she know it and hope to combat it?
Aloud, she said, “It’s getting late.”

After she had gone in, he stood look-
ing at the apartment house. He thought:
What a girl! I wonder what Betty will—
But he could manage Betty. He had been
crazy about her at first. Recently, he
had begun to be a little alarmed. Betty
was playing him against Win. Which of
them did she want? He didn’t want to be
wanted, because sometimes when you are
wanted enough you surrender through
sheer inertia.

He thought: Perhaps this is a way out.

The living room was dark. Only one
dim light burned. Dina went in softly,
but as she put her hand on the knob of
her door Betty came out of the next
room.

Without preliminary she said, “What
do you mean by going out with Cal?”

“Why shouldn't I? You aren’t engaged
to him, are you?”



“No,” said Betty, “I'm not. But——"

“m not engaged to Jimmy, either,”
said Dina. “I don’t mind his dating you.”

Betty said, “You might have told me.”

“That’s silly,” Dina said, “as I didn’t
know Cal was coming here tonight. Clara
and I were having dinner——"

“I know all that. Clara explained it to
me,” Betty said impatiently.

“Well,” said Dina, “the least he could
do was to offer to take us both out. Clara
wouldn’t go and I didn’t want to espe-
cially, but it was something to do. And
if you don’t want him to date me or any
other girl, why don’t you marry him?
That should put a stop to it—for a while.”

Betty went into her room and slammed
the door.

The next time Dina went out with Cal,
it was with a crowd. She saw to that,
maneuvering it with some brilliance.
Betty and Win; herself and Cal; Clara
and Jimmy. It was a highly successful
evening from Dina’s viewpoint.

Dancing with Dina, Cal asked, “Why
the mob?”

“I thought it would be fun. Youd
better dance with Betty, hadn’t you?”

“T’ll dance with whom I please. Look,
I'm free Sunday. Want to come out in
the country with me? We could drive out
in my car—Olney Inn for lunch; dinner
somewhere else. How about it?”

She said, “All right.”

Looking back later on that Sunday,
Dina wondered if that hadn’t begun it.
Cal told her a good deal about his family,
his lonely disrupted boyhood, his school
and university, his job thereafter. “I was
a pretty good advertising man,” he said.

“Only pretty good?” she asked, smiling.

“You think I'm conceited, don’t you?”

Dina looked at him. “Not to evade the
issue, I do.”

He said, “Maybe I am. At first it was
a cover-up. I felt—inferior. Oh, I was
bigger than a lot of kids and all that; I
could hold my own, in fights, on the
football field. But most of them had
things I didn’t have: security; a home;
people to go to. When my mother wasn’t
getting divorced, she was getting re-
married or traveling. She was very pretty,
very gay. She loved life.”

“She’s dead?” asked Dina softly.

“Automobile accident a few years ago.
My father remarried too—he’s busy, a
big shot. Occasionally I saw him; he
lived in Chicago. I felt I didn’t belong
anywhere. I had no one but myself. So I
had to make myself count. I had to be
my own booster. I took on a veneer. It
helped me through college; it helped me
get my first job; helped to promotions.”

Presently Dina said, “You know, Cal,
you’d be all right if you weren’t so sorry
for yourself.”

“Me? Sorry for myself?” he repeated,
astonished. “You're out of your mind!”

“No, I'm not. Lots of boys have come
from broken homes. It’s hard, but they
don’t let it throw them. They be-
lieve they have it in them to found a
home that will last. But you've used it
as an excuse for everything you want to
do—and to keep you from doing the
things you don't like.”

He said, shocked, “Funny, I thought
you'd understand.”

“I do. That’s the trouble.”

“Don’t tell me *you believe in the
hearthstone and the sanctity of marriage
and all that sort of thing!”

“You must have believed in it” she
retorted, “or you wouldn’t have envied
the boys who had all that. Yes, naturally
I do. My mother and father have been
happily married for nearly thirty years.
They’re swell people. I don’t say they
haven’t had upsets and quarrels and
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plenty of trouble. Everyone has. Mar-
riage isn’t like something in a book with
the happy-ever-after ending. Funny,
we're both afraid of marriage—you be-
cause you don’t believe in its happiness
and endurance, I because I do.”

“Explain that,” said Cal.

“I can’t,” said Dina. “Isn’t this chicken
marvelous?” She smiled at him. “Over at
that table, in case you're interested, is my
boss, his wife and a party. The good-
looking girl is Bettina Parker—Cave
Dweller and all that.”

Cal said, “I've met her,” and added, “I
wish you’d tell me more about yourself.”

“I've told you. I'm from South Caro-
lina. My father’s a small-town doctor,
my mother was a nurse. I have an older
sister who married and came to Wash-
ington to live. I came up later and took
a job—and now Biff and Elsie and the
two kids have moved to California.”

“I don’t mean that,” he said. “I mean,
about what you think and feel.”

“But that would mean a lifetime, Cal,
and we don’t go in for lifetimes, you and
1” She looked up. “Here’s Betty and
Win.”

“Hell!” said Cal.

“Hello,” said Betty. “How amusing to
find you two here!”

Win joined them, friendly as always.

Dina thought: Now’s my chance. It may
be crazy, but it’'s a way.

She put her hand across the table and
touched Cal. She said, “Cal darling,
maybe they’d have a drink with us—to
celebrate.” Her voice was all honey.

Cal stared at her, and his pulses quick-
ened. She had never called him darling
before. He said feebly, “Why, of course.
Sit down.”

Chairs were brought. Cal was flushed,
and Betty’s full scarlet lips were a
straight line. Dina looked demure. Only
Win was innocent of guile. He asked,
“What’s cookin’?”

Dina said quickly, “We weren’t going
to tell anyone—except you, Betty, and
the other girls and Win. I never could
keep it from you. After all, Cal and I
wouldn’t have met if—"

Cal said, “Dina, I think——"

“Honey, I know what you think. No
plans yet, with the war as it is and you
expecting to be transferred every day.”

This was news to Cal. He turned a
curious shade of mauve.

“I'm sorry. That’s secret too,” Dina said
hastily. “But Win is used to hush-hush,
and Betty won’t tell.”

Win said heartily, “That’s swell, Dina!”
He raised his glass. “You two,” he said.
“Lucky people.”

Betty was paler than usual. Damn
Dina; damn everything! But I'm not in
love with Cal, she told herself. I never
was. It’s Win I really want. Win’s safe,
settled, and he’s crazy about me. °

She said brightly, “You aren’t the only
ones! Win and I settled everything, just
today. We're going to be married as soon
as possible.”

Win was pale too. He had asked her to
marry him a dozen times. He had the
ring in his pocket. Not half an hour ago,
he had produced it and asked her
again. “I love you so much,” he had said,
“but a man can’t go on without hope
forever.” And Betty had wept, because
she was so terribly fond of him, she said,
she couldn’t bear the thought of losing
him, yet she couldn’t make up her mind.
She wanted to be free a little longer.

“Betty,” he said now. “Betty!”

Cal looked from one to the other. He
thought: The poor devil didn’t know any
more about this than I did. He looked at
Dina. He thought: If she thinks she’s
sprung a trap ...

“How marvelous!” Dina cried. “Betty,
Win, I'm so happy for you!”
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Betty said sweetly, “I'll wear my ring
now, Win. I want to.”

It was a beautiful ring. Dina admired
it extravagantly. She said, smiling, “Cal
and I haven’t had time—after all, this
was pretty sudden.”

“It must have been,” said Betty ven-
omously. “Why, you haven’t known Cal
nearly as long as I have, even.”

“Itisn’t the length of time that counts,”
said Dina dreamily. “You can know a
person all your life and still feel he or
she is a stranger. Then you meet some-
one, and it’s as if you had always been
together and you know that you must be
—isn’t that so, Cal?”

Cal gulped. He agreed, “Of course,
sweet!” He thought: When I get my
hands on her, I'll wring her neck!

“Isn’t it wonderful,” said Dina, “that
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all four of us are so terribly happy?”

Win was dazed. He couldn’t believe his
good fortune. When he and Betty had
gone to their own table, he said, “But
dearest—why?”

She said, “Win, I don’t know. Half an
hour ago I thought I couldn’t bear to
lose my freedom, and then, when I heard
that Cal and Dina . .. Well], I thought,
I do love Win, after all, so much more
than my silly freedom.”

It was a thin excuse but it served, for
Win’s head was surrounded by pink
clouds and he was incapable of logical
thought. Betty felt pleased with herself.

At Cal’s table, as Betty and Win left,
Cal said, “Dina, will you kindly explain?”

His eyes were angry; his mouth and
jaw were set. Dina giggled. “Thanks,”
she said. “You played up—not much, but
enough.”

He asked ominously, “Are you quite
right in the head, Dina?”

“Now, look, sugar,” said Dina, “I'm not
in love with you, nor you with me. This
isn’t a trap—except for Betty.”

“You'd better start explaining.”

Dina explained at some length. “Betty
was having quite a whirl with you, wasn’t
she? You didn’t want to marry her—or
anyone else. Meantime Win has al-
ways been in love with her. He could offer
her money and background, and a single-
track heart. Yours is like a terminal, Cal;
all lines meet there. But Betty was hold-
ing off because you attracted her. You

were hard to get, and she hates not
getting what she wants. If she could
have you for a little while——"

“Hey!” interrupted Cal warningly.

Dina said, “I don’t mean what you
mean—or do I? I have no interest in
Betty’s morals. I don’t give a whoop about
Betty. I think Win merits someone far
superior, but he loves her and I like him,
and I thought that if Betty believed you
were tabu where she was concerned,
she’d take Win out of sheer annoyance.
And curiously enough, I believe she’ll
make him a good wife. I'm sure of it.
Otherwise, I wouldn’'t have lifted my
little finger——"

“Your little finger!”

“Skip it,” said Dina. “I know some-
thing of Betty’s background from Cyn-
thia. She has a wonderful mother, but
her father drank, ran around with other
women, raised hell. Betty grew up in that
atmosphere; very sorry for herself, rather
like you. There’d been money in the fam-
ily, but Betty’s father saw to it that it
didn’t last. Still, she can remember mod-
erate luxury; but she also remembers the
struggle and her mother’s difficulties and
she swore it wouldn’t happen to her.

“She told Cynthia she got her job here
in order to meet some man who’d marry
her and give her a decent background
and financial security. Well, with Win,
she’ll have more than that. The Patter-
sons are old-line. Once Betty gets into
that outfit she’ll stick; she’ll be more a
part of it than if she were born to it.”

Cal said, “Quite the little psychologist.
Did you think this up all by yourself?”

“I have developed considerable powers
of observation,” said Dina modestly. “You
don't toil in a Senator’s office without
cutting your eyeteeth. Honestly, Cal, if I
didn’t think Betty would make Win hap-
py; if I didn’t think he’d never find her
out——"

“That’s silly. Of course he will.”

“No; because after a while she will be
Mrs. Winthrop Patterson through and
through, and then there won’t be any-
thing to find out.”

“All right,” said Cal. “I feel a little
blank, however. And it doesn’t explain
us.”

“I thought it did,” said Dina; “and
thanks for not spilling the jelly beans.
I'm afraid we’ll have to go on with it.”

“What!” shouted Cal.

“Pipe down,” said Dina. “Nix on the
quarterdeck voice. I mean, go on with it
for a little while. Then we’ll have a fight
and break the engagement. It never was
official, anyway.”

He said, “That’s good. Am I supposed
to dance attendance?”

“No,” said Dina. “I'll send myself flow-
ers when the budget permits. We'll de-
cide to wait for the ring. And it won’t
be difficult to be starry-eyed for a while.
It might, in fact, make me interesting
to other men.”

Cal put back his head and laughed.

“You're completely gaga,” he said, re-
covering his breath. “But I'll play—for
the duration. And remember there are—
er—certain prerogatives.”

“Oh, no!” said Dina in alarm.

“I might as well have some fun out
of this. T'll pay you back,” he warned,
“and with interest.”

“Entirely on your side,” she told him.
“Shall we go back t6 Washington now?”

“I thought we were going to the coun-
try for dinner.”

“Some other time,” said Dina. “I'm all
worn out emotionally.”

When they reached their car, they
found Win and Betty close at their heels.
“We hadn’t much appetite,” said Win,
grinning, “so we're heading for Baltimore
and a family conference ”



“Are you? How exciting!” said Dina.

“I'm scared,” Betty said.

Cal put his arm around Dina.

Betty stared at them, incredulous. She
still didn’t believe it, but if ever she had
seen two people in love . . . Cal hadn’t
looked at her that way, not ever. Yet he
had kissed her dozens of times. She
slipped her arm through Win’s. “Let’s
go before my nerve deserts me.”

They were off in Win’s car, and Dina
said, “You can let go of me now, Cal.
The rest of the audience consists of peo-
ple unknown to me . . . No, good heavens,
there’s my boss! He's seen us. Good
Lord, this will be all over the office to-
morrow if he remembers to tell Ike.”

Cal kissed her lightly and then not
so lightly. He said, as if amazed, “It’s
more fun being engaged than I thought,”
and opened the car door.

Dina got in. She was shaken. She said,
“Take me home, will you, Cal?”

“Mad?” he asked.

“No.”

“It’s only what you deserve. And I de-
serve something, for I could have repudi-
ated you and all your works, and then
where would you have been?”

Dina swung around. Her brown eyes
snapped. She said, “You know why I did
it. Perhaps I was a fool. Certainly I took
advantage of you, and I apologize for
that. I'm always doing idiotic things, and
Win’s such a nice person. I'll play up as
long as I have to when we aren’t alone,
but this sort of thing isn’t necessary. I
know it’s a punishment——"

“Sadistic, am I not?” he asked.

She said, “I was beginning to like you.
Now I've stopped.”

“It’s a bad start for a wonderful mar-
riage.” He grinned at her. “All right,
Toots, I'll see you through, although why,
I've no idea. But if I break out—or down
—now and then——"

“Cal, I'm sorry,” she said.

“You should be! A girl who thinks she’s
Mrs. God is always out on a limb.”

“Just the same, they will be happy. I
know it,” she retorted stubbornly.

“Good!” said Cal. “Sure you don’'t want
to find some little joint where we can
have dinner?”

“I just want to go home.”

“Okay, Garbo. But we started out hav-
ing a lot of fun.”

“We could go on having fun if youd
forget all this.”

“If I promise, may I turn around? You
owe me something. I had dedicated this
day to you. What shall I do with it if you
run out on me and every other girl I
know is busy? Betty, for instance. Look
how busy she is!”

Dina laughed. “All right,” she said, “as
long as we don’t even mention——"

“We won’t. That is, not now.”

When Dina came home, Betty was not
there. Rose and Cynthia were also out.
Clara was writing at the living-room
desk. She looked up as Dina came in.

“Dina, I've been waiting—I thought I'd
burst. Betty telephoned around supper-
time. She’s in Baltimore with Win;
they’re going to be married. She was so
excited she could hardly talk. He’s bring-
ing her back later, and——"

“Calm yourself,” advised Dina, casting
herself on the couch. “Cal and I were
present at the Birth of an Alliance. At
Olney Inn. The ring’s about four carats
—not the kind you eat for your eyesight;
this kind causes night blindness. Win’s
so happy he’s scared, and Betty’s taking
it very well.”

Clara said, “There’s more in this than
meets the ear. Give, Dina, give!”

Dina gave, and Clara became mildly
hysterical. “I'll die!” she prophesied.

Dina whacked her back, brought her
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some water. “And if you tell a living
soul . . . Perhaps,” she added hopefully,
“the boss will forget.”

“Not he! He’s an elephant in instinct
if not politics,” Clara warned her. “But
after all, what’s a kiss nowadays? Dina,
you’ve brought it off! Win should give
you an annuity.”

“Or have me arrested as accessory be-
fore the fact,” said Dina. “If I weren’t
sure he’d be happy, I'd—"

“Oh, he will be,” said Clara.

Dina went into the bedroom and got
ready for bed. She wished fervently she
could forget the way Cal had kissed her.

The flowers were there that afternoon
when she came home from work. After
luncheon Ike had drawn her aside. He'd
said, “Better watch your step. The boss
reports you had one too many at Olney’s
yesterday and were seen kissing a Navy
man with passion and abandon.”

Well, that wouldn’t do. Dina had said,
“Tell the Senator I was perfectly sober,
and the gentleman is my fiancé.”

“I've wondered when this would hap-
pen.” Ike had patted her head. “Good
luck, and when’s it to be?”

She’d said hastily, “We aren’t to be
married until after—after the war.”

She had thought, going home: Suppose
Cal never shows up again? How am I ex-
pected to explain that?

But the flowers were there—Rose had
arranged them—a great box of spring
bloom. Rose’s eyes were almost as red
as her hair.

“Rose, what’s the matter?”

“Nothing. Oh, it’'s Gus, as usual. He'’s
being transferred—I don’t know where
yet. He’ll be overseas before long, and
he hasn’t asked me to marry him.”

Dina said, her arm around the other
girl, “Look, if he loves you he’ll ask you,
unless he’s afraid to because of the un-
certainty of everything.”

Rose said, drying her eyes, “It seems so
petty to think of yourself with the world
the way it is, but I can’t help it, Dina.”

Dina said, “It isn’t unpatriotic to fall
in love, and Lord knows it isn’t un-
patriotic to be human. People can’t be
expected to dehumanize themselves be-
cause there’s a dreadful war in progress.”

“But,” said Rose, “I think of the peo-
ple all over the world suffering as they
do, and I hate myself because I seem so
important to me. I mean, the way I feel
about Gus seems so important.”

“Perhaps,” said Dina, “one difference
between us and the Germans and the
Japanese is that we have stayed human
and are able to suffer and be happy over
things that would be trivial to a his-
torian. Perhaps the difference is that we
can remain people with personal emo-
tions, and they can’t.”

She thought: But I've always been
afraid to feel.

Rose said, “I'm all right now.” She
tried to smile. “Silly,” she apologized,
“breaking up like this, but your flowers
were sc beautiful and you’re so happy
and—— Oh, I forgot. I put the card on
the desk.” She picked up the small en-
velope. “Here it is.”

Dina opened it. She had never seen
Cal’s handwriting before. It was like him,
very self-assured. The card read: “I am
mindful of the graceful gestures.” It
wasn’t signed.

The telephone rang as Dina was get-
ting dinner for Rose, Cynthia and Clara.
Betty had come home from work and
gone out again.

“It’s for you,” said Clara, answering.

Dina went to the instrument.

“Darling,” said Cal, “just to report. I'll
see you tomorrow night. Dine and dance.
Wear your green dress.”

He called for her about seven the next

evening. She wore dusky pink, and he
surveyed her with pleasure. “Just what
I wanted you to wear. That’s why I
specified green. I'm learning how to
manage you, angel.”

She could have slapped him. Not only
then but later, when he made himself
too charming; when he held her tighter
than was necessary as they canced.

She said, “You don’t have to do that.”

“Don’t I?” he asked. “Funny thing, I
like it. Look, isn’t that your fat friend?”

It was Jimmy, waving at them. When
they sat down, he came to join them.

“You might have told me,” he said re-
proachfully to Dina.

“Told you what?”

He gestured with a thumb. “You and
the Service here. I ran into Betty at
noon. She flagged me with that rock on
her left hand and told me about you.”

“It was just a gag,” Dina found her-
self saying. She couldn’t lie to Jimmy.

“Gag?” repeated Jimmy.

“That's what she thinks,” said Cal.

“Number three?” asked Jimmy. “Dina,
it’s none of my business, but isn’t it time
you settled down?”

When he had gone Cal said, “Make
up your mind, Dina. First it’s a secret
gag, and now it’s an open jest ... What’s
it to be?”

She said soberly, “It doesn’t seem
funny, just now. I don’t know why, and
Jimmy’s such an.old friend.”

“What does he mean by number
three?”

Dina smiled. “I told him in a burst of
confidence that I'd been twice engaged.”

“It—they—didn’t take?”

“No.”

Cal sighed, “We’re very much alike,
aren’t we? Why?”

“Why are we alike? Oh, you mean the
engagements. Well, the first time it was
growing up with someone: propinquity;
people expecting it. The second it was
excitement. He was older than I. He'd
been divorced; he was very attractive.”

“You haven’t said why they didn’t
last.”

“I suppose I wasn't in love,” she said;
“not really.”

“And you’d have to be?”

“Yes, of course.” She shivered. She
said, “I don’t want to be, not ever.”

“That suits me,” he said.

“Cal, we needn’t keep this up—I mean,
before other people—very long. Betty ex-
pects to be married soon. After that——"

“The big quarrel, en?” asked Cal. “Well,
I can work myself up to it without much
trouble, can’t you?”

“Of course.”

After a moment he said, “Look. Day
after tomorrow, how about a movie or
something? We might take in a show.”

She said, “I can’t, Cal. My aunt’s com-
ing to town. She’ll stay at the Willard
for a few days; her husband’s going into
Walter Reed Hospital for a while.”

“Oh, I see. Won't the girls think it
funny if you don’t exhibit me to her?”

“I never thought of that. Would you
have dinner with us day after tomorrow?”

She thought: I wish I'd never got into
this; it’s all so complicated.

Dina went directly from work to the
Willard and up to her aunt’s room. Mrs.
Ellis, a small thin woman, looked tired.

After the greetings, the usual ex-
change of home news, Dina asked, “Did
you get Uncle Bill safely to the hospital?”

Mary Ellis nodded. “He’s very ill. The
last hospitalization wasn’t—satisfactory.
It seemed wise to bring him here. There's
a specialist at Walter Reed who might
——" She broke off. She said, “I can’t
stay long, Dina. I can’t afford it, really.
I would have found a roominghouse, but
Bill wouldn’t hear of it. You know how
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he is. Perhaps when he’s better you'll go |
to see him?”

“Of course I shall.” Dina added, with
unusual fimidity, “I've asked a friend
of mine to come here for dinner. My
party. I—I wanted him to meet you.” *

“Who is it? Not your Jimmy?”

“No. His name is Calvin Burke. Navy.”

“Dina, is it serious?”

“Of course not. But I had a date with
him, and then I had your wire. You
don’t dare break dates here, unless you
never want another.”

“I see. I'd hoped . .. You're so young
and so pretty. I'd like to see you happy
as I've been.”

“You?” Dina stared. “You?”

Her aunt was astonished. “But of
course,” she said. “You didn’t think that
because Bill—" She couldn’t go on.
After a moment she added, “No, naturally
you wouldn’t understand. You thought
because he was ill; because sometimes 1
was tired and irritable—"

“I knew you loved each other,” said
Dina, “but——"

“Happiness,” said her aunt, “is some-
thing you have to build. It wasn’t the
sort of happiness we knew at first. It
couldn’t be. It was a growing together,
an understanding and a sharing. It took
a long time to come to that. Bill re-
sented everything so: the fact that we
hadn’t much to live on; that I had to
work; that he was so nearly helpless.

“He tried to get out of it, tried to set
me free. He took an overdose of sleep-
ing medicine. But we saved him. I told
him then that there was no freedom for
me without him; that I'd rather have
him just as he was than any other man
in the world. He belonged to me. We be-
longed to each other; it’s always been
that way. He’s il], Dina, and sometimes
he’s difficult. 'm not young any more.
There have been some bad times—want-
ing children, for instance. That’s past
now; we won through together. I some-
times think we have been happier than
anyone I've ever known.”

Dina’s throat was tight. She said slow-
ly, “It must have taken courage.”

“That’s not what you need,” said Mary,
much as Clara had once said. “Not
courage; just—Iloving, Dina.”

“I couldn’t,” said Dina in a whisper.
“I couldn’t love a man and see him
go to war and wait, wondering if I could
wait; wondering if we’d grow apart, be-
come strangers; wondering if he’d ever
come back, or if he did, how he’d come.”

“You say that,” said her aunt, “be-
cause you’ve never loved anyone. If you
ever had, youd know youd risk any-
thing. Because that’s: the way love is.
And I believe that more often than not
it turns out right—as my marriage did.”

Incredible words; incredible belief.
Dina looked at her aunt. Then the tele-
phone rang. She answered it. “Cal’s in
the lobby,” she said. “Shall we go down?”

At dinner, Cal was charming, atten-
tive. Mrs. Ellis looked at him with ap-
proval. She asked, “Will you be in
Washington long?”

Cal said, “My job’s been here for some
time, but I'm to be transferred soon.”

Mary said, “My husband was with the
Army in the last war. He came home
badly crippled, as perhaps Dina told
you. It is terribly hard on him that
he can’t do anything—now. He has, in a
way; when he feels well enough he
speaks over the radio, and he’s been sell-
ing war bonds. But it is a bitter blow for
him that he can’t—get in it again.”

Cal was grave. “You mean to say that
after his experience——?”

“What difference would that make?”
asked Mary. “He believes that if freedom
was worth fighting for once, it is doubly
worth it now.”
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“I suppose so,” said Cal. His quick
smile flickered. “I wasn’t spoiling to get
in on the fighting end. I had a lot of the
usual ideas, and I could be useful in the
job they gave me, but”—he looked at
Dina with some defiance—“I applied for
that transfer. Silly, isn’t it? A big brute
like me wanting special duty when I get
seasick in a rowboat.”

Dina didn’t hear much of what fol-
lowed. Later she remembered saying
good night to her aunt, promising to see
her the following evening. But she re-
membered how she and Cal went out on
the sidewalk and she said, “Let’s walk,
shall we?” and they walked.

She asked, “Is it true—sea duty?”

“That’s it. So you have a good excuse.”

“For what?”

“For forgetting me after I go away.”

She found herself saying in a loud,
unnatural voice, “I won’t forget you.”

They walked on silently. After a while
he beckoned a cruising cab, and they
drove to the apartment. He asked, “Dina,
may I come up—or are all the girls wash-
ing their stockings?”

“I don’t know,” she said, still dazed.
She thought: I'm crazy. I can’t be in love
with him. I won’t be!

“It doesn’t matter. Maybe they’ll van-
ish discreetly. After all, we're engaged.”

“Oh, please!” said Dina. She was close
to tears. They went up the stairs, and
he took her key and opened the door.

Clara was home, alone. She took one
look at Dina, another at Cal, and van-
ished. '

They stood stock-still in the living
room and looked at each other.

Cal said, in an astonished voice, “When
I asked for my transfer I thought: But
that means I'll be going away. I won't
see Dina again in God knows how long—
and then I knew. I've been in love with
you ever since you slapped me down the
first time we met. I didn't want to be.
I'm sticking my neck out now.”

“No, youre not,” Dina said. Without
volition, her arms went around him.
“Except this way. It happened to me
too,” she added, low. “I pretended it
didn’t. T know now. Perhaps after all, I
was trying to trap you, and Betty and
Win were just an excuse. I don’t like
her; I hardly know him. Oh, Cal—Cal!”’

After a while he lifted her face and
kissed her, not lightly, not just expert-
ly, not briefly. He drew a long breath.
He said, “We’re both crazy. I've been so

afraid. Didn’t you know that? Always-
protecting myself, picking the sort of girl
I wouldn't ever want to marry, really.
Hell! I love you, and I swore I'd never——
But I've been a damned coward, afraid
of getting hurt.”

“Me too,” said Dina; “afraid it would-
n't be perfect. I don’t want to let you
go; I don’t want to wait for you, being
terrified all the time. But it will be better
than not having had you, Cal. You can’t
analyze it after it happens; you can’t
weigh it, ask yourself: Will it last? Is it
good enough? You must believe it will
be; you know it’s good enough—better
than good. Cal, can we be married be-
fore you go? You see, darling, I'm afraid;
but I'm more afraid of being afraid.”

He said, with his cheek against her
hair, “If we love each other, nothing can
frighten us again—nothing.”

Kissing him, Dina knew she was sure.
She said, “Do you know what has been
wrong with us all along; why we’ve been
cowards? Aunt Mary told me.”

“Why?” he murmured. ‘“Never mind
why. Kiss me again, Dina.”

“Because,” she said, “because neither
of us has ever been in love until now!”

THE END

Coming soon: Another of Faith Baldwin’s stories of life today in Washington, U. S. A.

W Wal aF B 2V 2P

S T v, v

I’ll Never Let You Go (Continued from page 56)

you find Cornelia much better, Andrew.”

“So do I,” he said, and Leslie knew he
meant that gaining freedom through
Cornelia’s death would cast a shadow
over any future he and Leslie might have
together. He added, “I hate to leave you,
Leslie. I've taken up so much of your life,
my dear, it doesn’t seem fair. If you find
someone else, you must feel free——"

He stopped. Leslie smiled. As though
the fact that she had lost him could free
her of him! That kind of freedom would
have to come slowly, painfully, from the
inside. “Yes, Andrew,” she said. “And
let me hear from you, won’t you? How
Cornelia is, and everything.”

“T'll telephone you tonight,” he prom-
ised, and then an airport attendant came
over to tell Leslie that the car that would
take her to New York was ready to leave.
Mr. Stanton’s car—a private car that
would rush him to his home—would be
ready in a few minutes. Andrew said,
“Good-by, Leslie.”” He kissed her, and
muttered, “God bless you, darling, and
take care of you.” Then she was gone.

She did not look back as she stepped
into the waiting car. She knew that if she
she were to turn back, say, “Please promise
you won’t stay with Cornelia!” he would
promise, and he would keep the promise,
but he would not be happy doing it.

She knew many things about him now.
She knew that he could not run out on
a bargain he -had made and be happy.
She knew he had not been entirely happy
in exile. He loved work and had always
been proud of his business success. He
liked friends and solidity, and he had
found runaway love in a French-Cana-
dian village as lonely and guilty an affair
as in any middle-class suburb.

She knew he wanted the best of every-
thing for her and for himself and for any
children he might have. So she did not
look back, but closed her eyes against
the bright, hurting sunlight.

As Andrew stood looking at the sil-
vered wings of waiting planes, a tall, thin
man came up beside him.

A moment later a uniformed attendant
stepped up to the man and said, “I'm
sorry, Mr. Van Sant, but the Washing-
ton plane will be a few minutes late.”

So this is Henry Van Sant, Andrew
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thought, and all his bitterness about the
way in which he had been jockeyed out
of the presidency of his company nar-
rowed down to a fine pin point of dislike
for this tall, thin man. He spoke abruptly.

“I'd like to introduce myself, Mr. Van
Sant. My name is Andrew Stanton, for-
mer president of the Northboro Paper-
Box Company. I've wanted to meet you.”

Van Sant’s head swung around slowly.
“So youre Stanton. I've wanted to meet
you, too. In fact, I went to Northboro
looking for you, but you had already
left. However, I had an opportunity of
meeting Mrs. Stanton. A remarkable
woman, your wife.”

Van Sant regarded Andrew quizzically.
When he had first met Cornelia, he had
caught his breath in admiration, and
thought: What did a woman like this
see in an average man like Stanton? But
after he had talked with her, he had
thought: What did Stanton ever see in
a woman like her?

Because by that time Van Sant knew
a lot about the man whose company he
had taken over. He had studied pictures
and brief biographies of him in the
monthly newspaper which the employees
issued. He had talked to the men who
had worked for Andrew and to people
in the town.

He had heard about Mrs. Court, a
young widow with a little boy who had
been killed in a tragic automobile acci-
dent. “Stanton lost his head over her,”
people had said. “He took a year’s leave
of absence from his job, and I'll bet he
chased after her, wherever she is.”

All those things Van Sant knew, and
now he balanced them against the man
himself. And when he spoke at last it
was not as one businessman to another,
but as one man to another—two tired,
no-longer-young men, who had worked
hard all their lives for what they had;
who had carried heavy responsibilities;
who had both tried to escape.

“You know,” he said, “once I ran away
too. I came back eventually, because I
learned that no man can live alone, with-
out work or friends or ties. I suppose
that’s why you've come back. And I sup-
pose you hate me.”

“I fought you tooth and nail every inch

of the way,” Andrew told him. “That was
my company. I built it up bit by bit,
order by order. It wasn’t losing a job;
it was half of my life.”

“I know. I understand that. Unfortu-
nately, business can’t be personal. It has
to be carried on for the good of the ma-
jority, and you just can’'t let yourself
think too much about the few who are
sacrificed to the good of the many. I sin-
cerely think the merger will be to the
benefit of the greatest number of people,
Stanton. With this war on, you couldn’t
possibly have continued to get raw ma-
terials without our help.”

“But the big companies, the big people,
will get through,” Andrew said. “It’s little
men and little companies like mine that
are being swallowed up or crushed out of
existence, and that’s all right for now;
but what’s going to happen to us after-
ward? Most of us are too old to start in
again from the bottom.”

The plane for Washington started up.

“I've wanted to talk to you about that,
Stanton,” Van Sant said. “There are
thousands of you in this country today,
and they're all wondering the same
thing. They want to do their share to-
ward winning the war, but they wish
there were someone like themselves down
in Washington to speak for them, to pro-
tect them, to help them keep going until
things clear up. And a surprising num-
ber of those little businessmen in your
industry have asked us to bring you to
Washington to be their spokesman. Would
you care to come? There’ll be very little
glory in it and even less money, but you’ll
be doing something that you’ll be
damned proud of.”

Andrew felt oddly humbled. Imagine
their asking for me! he thought. And all
at once he felt ashamed, because he real-
ized that all these months he had been
thinking of himself in relation to the
world, and now he began to think of the
world in relation to himself, and he saw
that his problems and disappointments
were universal, and others were not run-
ning away. He said, “Of course I'll come.”

“It’s only fair to tell you that I spoke
to Mrs. Stanton about this, and she was
opposed to your going.” Van Sant looked
away from Andrew as he added, “She



didn’t think it fair to ask you to go to
Washington and work for practically
nothing, when other people are making
a small fortune out of this war boom.”

“How soon do you want me?”

“As soon as we can get you. Afterward,
there’ll be a place for you in New York.”

“I'll be down within a week—as soon
as Mrs. Stanton is well. She’s been ill.”

“My plane leaves in a minute. Good-by,
Stanton.”

Van Sant moved off. Andrew stood
watching him. He was thinking about
what Cornelia had said. Oh, God! he
thought. And then: But I've got to go
back to her. I've got to!

He stepped into the private car he had
hired and explained to the driver the
quickest way to get to Northboro. The
driver glanced at his watch.

“We ought to make it by three-thirty.
I'm in a hurry myself,” he explained.
“They’ve hinted they’re going to call a
surprise air-raid alarm in New York to-
night, and I don’t like to leave the wife
and kids alone.”

Northboro was quiet at three in the
afternoon. As the car topped the hill
that left the town behind and turned
a corner, Andrew saw the toiling figure
of Louise Erway. And though he had
never liked Louise, she looked so ex-
hausted he could not drive on without
offering her a lift. He asked the driver
to stop, and Louise turned around.

“Why, Andrew Stanton! When did you
get back?” And then: “Oh, they sent for
you, of course. I'd forgotten.”

“Hello, Louise. Can I give you a lift?”

“I was just going up to see Cornelia,
and the bus stops down at the corner, so
the rest of the way is hoofing it.” Louise
smiled, and for the first time since An-
drew had known her, she became a hu-
man being. “I don’t feel I have any right
to use my car these days if I can pos-
sibly get places without it.”” She added,
“I was dreadfully distressed to hear about
Cornelia. Of course, she hasn’'t been
really well since she lost the baby. I'm
glad you're back again, Andrew. She'’s
needed you. I've never known anyone so
lost as Cornelia since you’'ve been away.”

“I wassorry to have to go,” Andrew said.
Then they turned into his driveway, end-
ing the necessity for further discussion.

There was another car parked in front
of the door, and Andrew frowned. The
car was Jay O’'Donnell’s.

Jay O’Donnell was thirty-one, but usu-
ally he felt a great deal older than that.
There had been many women in his life,
but he had never been in love. He was
not in love now. As he sat beside Cor-
nelia’s bed holding her hand, he was
feeling not passion for her, but only pity.
He pitied her as a woman who was
afraid of growing old, afraid of losing her
money, afraid, above all, of being alone.
And this pathetic hoax she had played
to get her husband back appeared to him
the most pitiable thing of all.

He felt sorry for Andrew Stanton, who
was a man of honor dealing with a
woman without honor. And he said, “I
wonder what’s going to become of Leslie
Court now.”

“Oh, she’ll get along!” Then: “I won-
der if they were really living together,”
Cornelia speculated. “I never could see
what you or Andrew saw in her. She cer-
tainly wasn’t beautiful.”

Jay smiled. Cornelia hadn’t changed a
bit; she was still seeing only the exterior
of things. “No,” he said, ‘“she wasn’t
beautiful. I guess the word for her would
be—gallant.”

“Oh, you men are always so sentimen-
tal about women alone—widows, espe-
cially. And when they have children, your
hearts just melt. I think that’s what at-

1. It was one of those scenes that can leave
a family feeling unhappy for days. I'd spent
the afternoon at Cousin Sally’s, leaving Timmy
and Big Tim home together ... Well, Timmy

2. He'd just gone for the hair brush as I got
home, and it made my heart ache to hear
Timmy threatening to run away if he got
spanked. I decided there must be some way
to avoid these scenes at laxative time.

4. “Forcing can upset his whole nervous sys-
tem. Give him a pleasant-tasting laxative. ..
Fletcher's Castoria. It’s made especially for
children. They like to take it. And it’s effec-
tive, yvet safe and gentle. Why not try it?”

6. Timmy took Fletcher's Castoria like a
lamb, and just loved the taste. It worked won-
derfully, too. Since then the only use Big
Tim has for the hair brush is to brush his hair.

Always take a laxative only as directed
on the package or by your physician.
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“If he spanks me, I'm gonna
run away from home!”

needed a laxative, but he balked at the bad-
tasting medicine, so his father tried to force it
down him. Timmy shrieked and struggled, and
Big Tim lost his temper. ..

3. “Tim,” I said, “maybe we're at fault about
this. Let’s call Sally. She used to be a nurse,
vou know.” Tim agreed anything was worth_
trying. so [ phoned Sally.“Heavens!™ she said,
“you shouldn’t force medicine down the child.

5. That night, our druggist told us he always
recommended Fletcher's Castoria. He said
many doctors approve it, too, because it’s a
laxative made especially for children. I was con-
vinced and got the money-saving Family Size.
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from the leaf of the
Cassia plant, is the
chief ingredient of
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tracted Andrew to her in the first place,
he felt so sorry for her. Well, anyway,
it’s over. She’s gone and Andrew’s on his
way back to me, just as I always knew
he would be—eventually.”

“No matter what you had to do to get
him here?” Jay inquired. “No, never
mind. Don’t get mad, darling. I shouldn’t
have said that. I'd better be going. Now
that you and Andrew are in love again,
he’'d better not find me here.”

“No, don’t go!” Her hands twined
around his.

She was beautiful and appealing in her
helplessness. And suddenly Jay knew
what had defeated him and what would
in the end inevitably defeat Cornelia.
They were greedy. They were not gour-
mets at life’s table but gourmands, want-
ing to stuff themselves on every posses-
sion, every luxury, every sensation.

He had been so anxious to have every
one of life’s emotional experiences that
in the end he had been incapable of re-
sponding to any of them; they were all
alike, all tasteless. And Cornelia, spread-
ing her greedy hands to gather in money
and position and the security of mar-
riage, was at the same time unwilling to
relinquish the balm to her vanity which
Jay’s attentions supplied.

Jay was dimly aware of a car com-
ing into the driveway, but Cornelia
seemed unaware of anything except this
game she was playing, to see whether
her old power over Jay still held. And
Jay thought, as he had thought on a
Sunday morning long ago: This would
be the answer for Andrew and for Les-
lie—two people who are worth fifty of
Cornelia and me!

Without speaking, he put his hands on
Cornelia’s shoulders, pressing her back
against the pillows, and when his mouth
touched hers, she uttered a quivering
sigh. Her arms went around his neck
and that was the way Andrew found
them.

He stood in the doorway, one hand on
the doorknob and the other flung out
instinctively to keep out Louise Erway,
who was directly behind him. Her gasp
made the two spring apart, flushed and
guilty. The nurse and Dr. Marston, who
had just arrived, backed discreetly away.

Jay bowed to everyone and walked out
coolly, arrogantly insolent as only Jay
could be.

Louise was flustered. She came in and
handed Cornelia the book she had bought
for her, said she couldn’t stay a minute,
thank you, and hurried away.

“She won’t be able to wait until she
gets her hands on a telephone and calls
every woman in town!” Cornelia said
furiously. “You might have knocked.”

“If I'd known Jay was your lover, I
would have granted you that courtesy,”
Andrew told her.

“You needn’t put on any air of out-
raged innocence, Andrew. As a matter of
fact, this was innocent—a good-by Kkiss,
nothing more! And you and that Court
woman have been living together!”

Andrew stood beside the bed looking
down at the muddled creature who lay
there fighting a battle that had been
lost long ago. “Cornelia,” he said gently,
“I came back because you were ill and
you sent for me. I would have stayed
with you until you no longer needed me.
But as soon as you thought you had me
back, you were up to your old tricks
again. You're like a child crying for the
moon, and after you get it you want the
stars and the sun, until the whole sky
is emptied, and then you cry because it’s
dark and you wish them back again.
Nobody can swallow the whole world,
Cornelia. You’ve got Jay now. You’ll have
to take him and let me go.”

She began to cry. “I didn’t mean to
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kiss him, Andrew. I didn’t want to.”

“I know. You can’t help what you are.
I'm not blaming you.”

“Oh, stop it!” she cried. “Why does
everyone keep saying I can’t help what
I am? What'’s wrong with me?”

“Never mind; it wouldn’t help you to
know. Anyway, I'm glad you're better.
I'll stay for a day or two to cover up for
you, if you’ll promise to go away as soon
as you're well and get a divorce.”

“But I love you, Andrew!”

“No, you don’t. And if you did, it
wouldn’t matter.” He sighed wearily.
“I'm going out now, Cornelia, but I'll be
back. I'll keep my bargain; I'll save face
for you in the town as long as you keep
your bargain.”

“I suppose you can’t wait to get to
Leslie Court; to tell her that you’re rid
of your wife at last!”

“I have many things to tell her,” he
said, “and none of them can wait another
hour.” He added, “I'm sorry, Cornelia.”

She watched him walk out of the
room. Damn Jay! she thought. This was
his fault. She would have to leave North-
boro now. When Louise Erway got
through with her, there wouldn’t be a
shred of her reputation left.

She lay back against the silken pillow-
slip; she ran her hands across the blue
silk sheet. Actually, she still had all her
possessions, she thought. Here was her
home with its luxurious appointments,
and Andrew would leave her most of his
money. These things were what she
had always wanted; it was for these
things that she had married Andrew.
But as she lay there alone, she began
bit by bit to understand what Andrew
had meant when he had tried to tell her
that her money, her possessions, no
longer counted for much.

SHE couldn’t go anywhere or do
anything; she couldn’t be useful or make
money or add to anyone’s happiness, and
that was why the future had always
frightened her. She knew that now. And
she and Jay, wandering from place to
place, spending their money and their
lives like misers, would be lost. But An-
drew could go anywhere and take his
knowledge with him and make a living,
and that’s what people meant when they
said that security was not in banks or
government bonds, but in themselves.

It was amazing how quiet the house
was. There ought to be sounds of activity
from the kitchen, at least, as Hilda made
preparations for dinner; but not a pan
rattled. Cornelia threw back the covers,
slid her feet into slippers, pulled on a
robe and went downstairs, feeling faint.

“Hilda!” she called sharply. “Hilda,
where are you?”

The girl came from the kitchen into
the hall and stood staring up at Cornelia
with eyes that were reddened from weep-
ing. “I'm here,” she said, “but I won’t be
for long! I'm leavin’, Mrs. Stanton. I only
stayed on because Mr. Stanton was such
a fine man; but youre a mean, stingy,
bad-tempered woman and nobody with
any pride could work for you! Hagglin’
over every mouthful of food a girl eats!
Mr. Stanton’s gone—he didn’t say so, but
I know he is.”

“You spied on me!” Cornelia cried.

“And what if I did? So many funny
things have been happenin’ around here
I wanted to know where I stood. I heard
you makin’ love to Mr. O’'Donnell too!”

“Get out of here!” Cornelia screamed.

“Gladly, ma’am,” Hilda said. “Mr.
Stanton’s given me my wages.” She
picked up her bag and went out the
front door, which had always been for-
bidden her.

Cornelia stood in the hall, clinging to

the stair post. The house was still and
peaceful and empty. Empty of every-
thing, of everyone.

“But I don’t deserve such treatment!”
Cornelia cried aloud, in the still house.
I haven’t done anything really wrong, she
thought. I only wanted what every
woman wants—a home and security and
a husband. And I'll get him back yet. I
can’t let him go. There must be some way!

But there was not. She knew that. She
had done all the fighting, but the vic-
tory was Andrew’s—Andrew’s and Leslie
Court’s. It’s funny, she thought. They
didn’t fight for anything, yet they got
everything, in the end.

Her mind struggled with that, but she
was too ill to think it through.

She wandered into the shadowed living
room and dropped into a chair, and she
was sitting there stunned, frightened,
shaking, when the front door opened and
someone came in. Her heart leaped.
“Andrew?” she called.

“No,” Jay said, “it’'s 1.”

“Oh,” she said. And then: “Jay, isn’t
this awful? I mean, none of it is really
my fault. I never meant anything like
this to happen; but now Andrew’s really
gone. He'll never come back, will he?”

“No, my dear, except for a few days to
protect you until you can leave North-
boro.”

“But where will I go?”

“I don’t know, but we’ll go together.”

“Jay,” Cornelia said, “why didn’'t I
have the courage to give you up? I never
loved you, but I couldn’t bear the thought
that someone else might have you. Now
I've ruined everything.”

“We've both ruined a great deal, just
because we're what we are.”” He drew her
to her feet and held her against him.
“You know, we remind me of Francesca
and Paolo. It was not their reward, as
they had thought, but their punishment
always to be together.”

“What do you mean?”

“Never mind,” he said, and held her
close, pitying her and, in a way, loving
her. And the loneliness and the quiet and
the darkness gathered around them and
shut them in.

Leslie said, “It’s getting late, Andrew.
Hadn’t you better go back to Cornelia?”

They had been talking quietly in the
living room of Leslie’s tiny hotel apart-
ment, with the door discreetly open.

“She’s all right,” Andrew said. “Dr.
Marston intimated that she had been
careful to take enough of that stuff but
not too much.”

“Poor Cornelia! I feel sorry for her. It
must be awful to be so frightened; to
want so many things from life and not
be willing to pay for any of them, and
then have to pay for them all at once
like this.”

“I know. We’ll have to be kind to her,
Leslie. Money, for instance. Would you
mind terribly if I let her have most of
what I have?”

“Of course not.”

They sat there hand in hand, and pres-
ently Andrew said, “When all this is over,
Leslie, when the war is finished, you and
I will go away. But meanwhile, there
won't be much time or much money for
ourselves, I'm afraid. You won’'t mind
waiting, will you?”

“I would have waited forever for you,
darling. You know that. Are you sure
Cornelia will go through with her prom-
ise to let you go?”

“Oh, yes,” Andrew said grimly. “I had
a talk with Jay. She’ll follow through.”

They were silent then, and suddenly
the night was filled with noise. Sirens
blew and airplanes roared in the dark-
ened sky and fire engines shrilled by in
the streets below. Then the lights went



out—first in the streets and then in
buildings and apartment houses.

“The blackout,” Andrew said. “I heard
there was to be a surprise one to see if
we were prepared.”

They went to the window and watched
the lights blinking off one by one until
the whole city had been blotted out as
though a vindictive giant hand had been
set down on it.

“It’s like some terrible, frightening
game,” Leslie whispered. And though she
had lived through many blackouts and
many air raids, she had never been
afraid like this before. It was probably
because she had always thought that
America at least was safe from it, and
now she knew that no place in the world
was safe; that the blackout was spread-
ing like some insidious sickness.

Andrew’s arm went about her, strong,
steadying. “Don’t be afraid,” he said. “In
a little while the lights will go on again.”
He stopped, and the sound of his words
seemed to linger on in the room, and he
listened to the echo of them, and sud-
denly he knew that what he said was the
truth. In a little while the lights would
go on again, not only here, but all over
the world, because men like himself and
women like Leslie would work, would sac-
rifice, would die if need be, until the
lights did go on. “Yes,” he said aloud,
“in a very little while, my dear, the lights
will go on again—for all of us.”

She looked at him, and though she
could not see him clearly in the dark-
ness, it seemed to her that she could see
him as though a bright light were fo-
cused on him. An average man who had
courage without heroics; who wore a busi-
ness suit instead of a uniform; who was
fighting without fanfare, and wanted none.

She said, “Yes, darling, I believe they
will. I know they will.” They stood to-
gether, a little unit of courage, one of
millions of such units all over the coun-
try. She went on, “I'm not afraid any
longer, Andrew. I'll never be afraid
again.”

“Good!” he said, and held her close
while his eyes watched the darkness,
knowing that nothing, not even the
woman he loved, was important until the
lights started going on again.

THE END

Negligee in illustration on
page 54 from Bonwit Teller
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The Fourth Visitor
(Continued from page 33)

She sat down, very straight, a slim
blond girl in a green felt hat and a
camel’s-hair coat. When he realized how
beautiful she was an odd excitement
raced along his spine.

“Isn’t there a back door?” he asked.

She didn’t know. Her glance strayed to
the body. She jerked it back. “He was
that way when I came in,” she said.

“You were up here five minutes before
the boy came.”

She didn’t answer that one. Her eyes
were on the handbag she had lost in the
struggle, and on impulse the doctor
picked it up and opened it. He took out
a half-dozen letters held together with
an elastic, but before he could see what
they were she had snatched them from
his hand. With no attempt to retrieve
them, he continued his inspection, find-
ing a sheaf of fifty-dollar bills, some ones,
and then the thing he sought—her driv-
ing license.

Janet Payson, the license said, and
gave her address, and if Paul Standish
had had any further capacity for sur-
prise he could have used it then. For he
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had heard the name ever since he had
been an interne in City Hospital: every-
one in that part of the state knew it,
the readers of the society pages best of
all. A Payson had helped found Union
City. The current ruler of the clan was a
dollar-a-year man in Washington; one
of the daughters was marrying some
Park Avenue blue blood. This one?

Paul Standish dropped the license back
in the bag and returned it. What he did
then was something he had a hard time
explaining, even to himself.

“I'm Doctor Standish,” he said. “I'm
also the medical examiner. I live about
a block from here,” he added and gave
her the address—and his keys.

She grabbed the keys as though afraid
the opportunity would be snatched away.

He went with her along the inner hall
to the back door. He opened it and then
she stopped, a frown biting at her young
face. “Why?” she said.

Why indeed? Because she was so love-
ly? Because her name was Payson? Was
it the realization that once one is in-
volved in a murder case, even though
innocently, the results are seldom pleas-
ant when the police start working? Or
simply that, deep down, he could not be-
lieve she had done this thing.

“Call it a hunch,” he said.

“I didn’t do it,” Janet Payson said.

“That’s what the hunch says, but it
doesn’t prove a thing ... I'll be along in
a couple of hours,” he said. “And I'll ex-
pect you to be there. If you'’re not, I'll
have to tell the police who you are.”

She started down the stairs, the hur-
ried tap of her heels heralding her pas-
sage. Paul Standish stepped back into the
kitchen and wiped the doorknob with his
handkerchief.

Jay Arnold had been a lawyer. He had
been up before the Bar Association once,
though nothing came of it, and accord-
ing to Lieutenant Ballard, of the homi-
cide squad, he had a weakness for
women, gambling and sharp practice. To-
night he had had four visitors—three
men and a woman.

Two of the men, the first two to call,
had given their names to Eddie Tyler.
They had already been summoned to the
apartment. The third man and the girl
had not yet been identified, though Eddie
described them both.

“The redhead,” he said, speaking of
the third man, “asked what apartment
Mr. Arnold had and I told him. But he
kept right on going when I asked who
was calling. He was in the elevator be-
fore I could do anything. I phoned up——"

“He was up here about five minutes,
huh?” Captain Cavanaugh said. “What
about the dame?”

“She said did Mr. Arnold have apart-
ment 2C. I said he did and she breezed
on by.”

“You didn’t phone up that time?”
Cavanaugh said.

“Well—no. I figured he expected her.
He’s had other dames up. It’s none of my
business. This one looked different——"

“How, different?” Ballard asked.

“She looked more”—Eddie felt for a
word—*“well, she had class.”

“We’ll find her,” Cavanaugh said, “and
when we do——"

“She must have had quite a punch,”
Paul Standish said.

Cavanaugh, a hairy-eared veteran and
czar of Station Four, bristled at the inter-
ruption. He had resented Doctor Stand-
ish since they first met when Standish, as
old Doctor Lathrop’s deputy, had proved
one of Cavanaugh’s theories wrong.

“Women have beaten guys to death
with the heel of their shoes,” the cap-
tain said. “This can be figured for a
dame. Somebody hit this bird and he
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fell and fractured his skull, didn’t he?”

“I don’t know about the fracture,” Paul
Standish said. “But he certainly hit his
head on something.”

Cavanaugh might have said more if
the door hadn’t opened then. A plain-
clothes man came in with a slender,
well-dressed man who was perhaps
thirty; he wore glasses and a little
mustache.

Under Ballard’s questioning, it de-
veloped that he had been the first visitor.
He said his name was Henry Ewing.
Until recently he had been an automo-
bile salesman. He had a practically new
car of his own, expected to be called in
the draft shortly, and had sold the car
to Jay Arnold for twelve hundred dollars.

“He gave me a bum check,” he said. “It
bounced. He told me to put it through
again and it still bounced, so I came up
to find out what about it.”

He added that he’d come at eight-
thirty. When Ballard asked him what
happened he said, “I told him to make
good or I'd take the car. He tried to stall
around, but when he saw I meant it he
said he expected some money later to-
night and that I could have mine in the
morning . . . What happened to him?”

Ballard said that was what they were
trying to find out. He had other ques-
tions to ask, but Paul Standish didn’t
hear them. The police photographer was
still busy with his camera and lights, so
the doctor went into the bedroom, more
worried now than he cared to admit.

Eventually the police would trace Janet
Payson. And when they found her Doctor
Standish was going to be in a spot.

Tms THOUGHT remained as he
inspected the cluttered top of the chest of
drawers. A discarded necktie had been
tossed here, and a starched collar, now
badly wilted and soiled; there was a
crumpled shirt on the floor, and on the
bed, the coat and vest of a blue sack suit.
When he saw the telephone he sat down
and dialed the number of the city chemist.

“Hello,” he said presently. “I've got a
job for you, Les.”” He gave the address
and explained what he wanted. “Go over
the hearth carefully, and if you find any-
thing put it under a spectroscope. I'll
want to know what’s in a medicine drop-
per I've got, too. If I'm not here I'll leave
it with the cop on the door.”

When he returned to the front room
his men had arrived from the morgue.
When they took the stretcher out he said,
“Get hold of George Stein. See if he
wants to assist me. I think I'll do the
p. m. tonight.”

Al Dumont, the second of Jay Arnold’s
visitors, was a snappily dressed, thick-
bodied man with a round swart face that
looked fat but which, on close inspection,
proved to be hard-muscled and shrewd.
“What’s up?” he asked as he entered.

Ballard told him, asked what time he
had called and why.

‘“He owed me some dough,” Dumont
said. “Six hundred fish. I had hisI. 0. U’s.”

“Did you collect?”

“No,” said Dumont. “Arnold said he
was getting some cash tonight and I
could get mine tomorrow.”

When pressed, he stated the time of
his arrival, said he thought he had stayed
five minutes, maybe ten. No, he hadn’t
been tough. He’d merely said he needed
the money and if he didn’t get it he
would have to do something about it.

There were some more questions but
nothing much came of them, and when
Dumont left, Paul Standish asked the
lieutenant about the man.

“He’s a promoter,” Ballard said. “He’s
got a piece of the Cuban Quarter out on
the Pike. He used to put fights on at the

Arena, and if you liked gambling he
could fix you up ... Well, here’s what
we’ve got.”

He glanced down at his notebook.
“Ewing came in at eight-thirty and left
about eighty-forty-five or so. Dumont
came at ten-twenty. He was here maybe
five or ten minutes. About eleven the red-
head came. He wasn’t here more than
five minutes, according to the kid, and
ten minutes after he left, the woman
came.

“Between Dumont and the redhead,
Arnold calls the liquor store and asks to
have a bottle sent over. It’s delivered
a few minutes after the woman goes uyp
The kid brings it here. He sees Arnold
tries to rouse him and calls you—"

“And by that time the dame is gone,”
Cavanaugh said, watching Paul Standish.
“Four visitors the guy had, and the dame
is the fourth. When we nail her—and
we will—I think we’ll wrap it up.”

“She didn’t do it,” the doctor said.

“Maybe you can prove she didn’t.”

“Not now, I can’t.”

“When you can——" Ballard began.

“I'll let you know,” Standish said.

When Janet Payson opened the door for
him, Paul Standish forgot for the mo-
ment the trouble he was storing up for
himself and ‘for her.

Her hair in the'lamplight was like
buckwheat honey in the sun. He watched
her, finding her slenderness curved and
tempting; then she looked at him and he
saw that deep down in her green eyes
there was uneasiness.

That brought back to him the inner
struggle he had been having ever since
he let her go. One part of him was say-
ing she was innocent, could have had
nothing to do with the murder; the other
part argued: You say that because she’s
beautiful, because you like her and that’s
what you want to believe, but she was
there, wasn’t she?

And Janet Payson, seeing him frown,
felt her own uncertainty mount. A word
from this man would plunge her into a
scandal she might never live down. Yet
he had let her go. Why? What did he ex-
pect now? What was the price for his
help? “Do—do the police know who did
it?” she asked.

“Not yet,” he said and told her what
he knew. “What were you doing there?
Why didn’t you go while you had time?”

“I couldn’t,” she said. “I came to get
something. When I saw him I felt there
was a chance to find what I wanted.”

“Letters?”

She nodded. “Not mine. My best
friend’s.” She went on quickly then. The
story was an old one. Paul Standish
heard the details vaguely, but the main
facts were plain: An orchestra leader, a
schoolgirl infatuation, letters, the promise
of a week end never kept.

“Last week the man phoned from New
York,” Janet Payson said. “He told my
friend she could have the letters for five
hundred dollars. And then, yesterday,
she had a call from Mr. Arnold saying
he had them, as the man’s attorney. She
went there this morning with the money.

“He said the price was twenty-five
hundred. He said things had changed,
now that the letters had been given him
for collection.”

“So you went up there tonight?”

“I couldn’t let her go back. We raised
a thousand in cash. I—I said I'd get
them for her. If the boy from the switch-
board had come a minute later——"

She broke off as Paul Standish rose
and began to pace the floor. She watched
him—a tall, straight-backed man in well-
cut tweeds, thin but with good shoulders
and a look of muscular fitness about him.
His hair was dark, with a slight wave;



his face was bony and there was a har-
ried restlessness about it now.

He paced with head bent, his left hand
stroking the back of it. His right played
with a cigarette lighter, lifting and snap-
ping the little arm that covered the wick.
Studying this man, Janet felt her fears
slip away. She had been wrong. There
wasn’t going to be any price. In her re-
lief her mind began to work normally
again and presently curiosity overcame
her reticence.

“Why are you the medical examiner?”

He stopped pacing and stared at her.

“I mean, that's like a detective, isn’t
it?” she asked. “And I should think if
you wanted to be a doctor——"

“No, it’s not like being a detective,”
Paul Standish said. “And there are a
couple of reasons. One, it helps pay ex-
penses; the other, it gives me a chance
for research that would be hard to get
any other way.”

“Oh. You're a surgeon, then?”

“Not exactly. Let’s say a general prac-
titioner who has hopes of being a really
competent diagnostician someday.”

“Oh,” she said again and subsided.

Paul Standish resumed his pacing.

Suddenly Janet said, “What should I
do?”

“Stay here until tomorrow,” he said.
“I’'ve got to go out, and I probably won’t
get back. If the autopsy shows what I
think it will, the best thing for you to do
is get a lawyer.”

“But why? No one knows.”

“They’ll find out who you are.”

“How? I look like any other girl—”

She broke off when she saw his grin.
He was thinking: No. Not like any I've
seen. He felt a curious glow in his breast.

For he believed this girl. He liked her
courage and her spirit, and he was glad
he had obeyed the impulse that made
him send her here. Not that it helped
much now. Even if he proved that she
could not have killed Jay Arnold, it
wouldn’t be enough. Unless the case was
solved suspicion would be forever at-
tached to her . ..

The knock was so loud it made him
jump. Then he found himself striding,
picking up Janet’s coat and hat and purse
and piling them in her arms. “In the bed-
room,” he said, and pushed her along,
closing her in.

Lieutenant Ballard and Captain Cava-
naugh moved in when the door opened.
Ballard said, “Saw your light and——"

“Thought we’d come up,” Cavanaugh
finished. “To tell yeu we got the dame.
At least we know who she is.”

“Oh?” said the doctor. “How?”

“Her car,” Ballard said. “It’s still out-
side the Mansfield Arms.”

Standish let his breath out slowly. It
was silly trying to outsmart the police.

“Payson,” Cavanaugh said. “Janet Pay-
son. The Paysons, I guess, from the ad-
dress. You know, it’s funny; she must’'ve
ducked out the back way and yet there
ain’t no prints on the kitchen doorknob.”

“She probably wore gloves,” Paul Stand-
ish said, and then he saw that Cava-
naugh wasn’t paying attention; instead
he was moving towards the inner hall.

“Nice place you got here,” he said.
“Mind if I take a look at the layout?”

Paul Standish moved between the cap-
tain and the doorway. “I’'m afraid I do,”
he said evenly. “Perhaps some other time
—if you're still interested.” )

Ballard coughed and said, “Maybe he’s
entertaining.”

. Paul Standish looked over Cavanaugh’s
shoulder. Ballard had something in his
hand that he was just pocketing.

Paul Standish kept Cavanaugh in front
of him. “As a matter of fact,” he said, “I
am. So if you don’t mind . . .”

Cavanaugh glanced irritably at his col-
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league and when he saw no support was
coming from Ballard, turned away.
“Okay,” he said and then, insultingly,
“It don’t surprise me none.”
Lieutenant Ballard followed Cavanaugh
into the hall.

It was nearly five o’clock before Doc-
tor Standish finished at the morgue, and
when Mary Hayward opened his office at
eight-thirty she found him fast asleep
on the reception-room couch.

He told her everything, for Mary Hay-
ward was that kind of person. Young,
brown-eyed, with a firmly rounded figure,
she had a quiet eagerness, a sense of
understanding that made it easy to con-
fide in her. For nearly two years she had
been a combination receptionist, secre-
tary and nurse to Doctor Standish, and
she never forgot that he had given her
this job when she so desperately needed
it and at a time when he could ill afford
even her small starting salary.

“What will the police do when they
find out you double-crossed them?” she
asked.

Doctor Standish gave her a twisted
smile. “They won’t like it.”

“I guess that’s an understatement.
You're sure she didn't do it?”

“Arnold died of a subdural hemorrhage.
Possibly while she was there, but the in-
jury came before.”

“WIill it be hard to prove when he was
hurt?”

“That’s the trouble.”

“Why don’t you pass up the clinic this
morning?” she asked. “You need rest.”

“Those kids need treatment too, Mary,”
he said, and went out. He did not return
until noon.

Lieutenant Ballard came in at one.
“We found the third guy,” he said cheer-
fully. “Name of Dean Forbes. He’s plant
manager at Standard Manufacturing
Company. Seems Arnold was bothering
his sister, and he went up to tell him off.”

Doctor Standish waited, knowing there
was more' to come. Presently it came.
“The Payson girl gave herself up.”

Paul Standish thought of a lot of
things in that moment. He thought of
his mother, depending on him for sup-
port in the little upstate town where he
was born; he wondered how he could
justify his deceit to old Doc Lathrop,
who had taught him so many things. And
he said, “Did she? What did she say?”

“Nothing yet. She’s coming in with her
lawyer at four. What about the p.m.?”

Doctor Standish told him and Ballard
paced the office, eying Standish in a spec-
ulative way. He was thinking of things
the young doctor had told him—his ex-
periences riding ambulances, and talking
with cops; his interest in crime. And, be-
cause he needed help, Ballard took a
chance. He said, “If we don’'t nail the
right guy—and it don’t look like we're
going to—three innocent people are go-
ing to have this thing hanging over them.
You haven’t got any ideas, have you?”

“I've got one.”

Unconsciously the doctor’s fingers found
the cigarette lighter and habit made him
snap the little arm up and down, up and
down.

“Don’'t you ever break that thing?”
Ballard said. “What about the idea?”

Standish put the lighter away auto-
matically. “It’s just a chance,” he said,
“but it’s the only way I can think of. If
you want to check a couple of things for
me, and if youll let me do the talking
this afternoon .. .”

“It's a deal, doc,” said Ballard.

They were in a conference room at
police headquarters. Doctor Standish,
Lieutenant Ballard, and Leahy from the
district attorney’s office, sat at one side
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of the long table; opposite them were
Henry Ewing, Al Dumont, and Dean
Forbes, a redheaded, pugnacious youth.

They were waiting for Janet Payson,
and when she came in with her lawyer
the room seemed suddenly brighter to
Paul Standish. Her glance slid past him
as though she had never seen him before.

Leahy started in on her, politely but
insistently. Paul Standish watched her,
not listening at all to her story until
Leahy said, “If Arnold was on the floor,
how did you get in, Miss Payson?”

“I left the door unlocked,” said Forbes.
“He let me in and sat down. When I left
he said to push the catch on the door. He
said he was expecting somebody.”

“What happened after you left Arnold’s
apartment?” Leahy asked Janet.

The doctor mentally braced himself.
And then he heard her say, “I was
afraid to go back to my car so I walked
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around until I realized how silly it was.
Then I woke up a friend and spent the
rest of the night at her house.”

For a moment Paul Standish could
only stare at her. Watching her smile at
Leahy, realizing how simple and effective
her explanation was, he was ashamed
that he had ever doubted her. He heard
himself saying, “In any case, Miss Pay-
son couldn’t have been responsible for
Arnold’s death.”

Leahy looked at him skeptically. “Sup-
pose you tell us why, doctor.”

“The autopsy showed he died of a sub-
dural hemorrhage . . . The dura is the
covering of the brain. Arnold was struck
a blow on the jaw and fell, hitting his
head on the hearth—an analysis of the
edge, made by the city chemist, will cor-
roborate this—and this fall resulted in a
slight fracture.”

“Ah!” said Leahy.

“Yes,” said Doctor Standish, “but the
fracture was not fatal. There was no
brain injury. What happened was that
some veins in the dura were ruptured
and as the bleeding continued under-
neath, the brain was compressed. Arnold
died from cerebral compression, Mr.
Leahy, and the development of this con-
dition takes time. Death was not in-
stantaneous or anything like it.”

“Oh,” said Leahy. “Well, if Miss Payson
couldn’t have been responsible, perhaps
you can tell us who was.”

“I think I can,” Doctor Standish said.
“You have the prints and the glass?” he
asked Ballard. “Fine.”

He explained how he had examined
the body the night before. “And when I
looked at the hearth,” he said, “I noticed
a design had been cut in it, and in the
hollows of that design there was some
liquid substance. That also has been ana-
lyzed. It was water.”

He paused, glancing at the redheaded
Forbes and then at Al Dumont. The pro-
moter sat very still, his eyes half shut.

Standish said, “The man who knocked
Arnold down must have been scared for
a while, and when Arnold didn't get up
he did what anyone would have done—
looked for some water. The bathroom was
a logical place to go. That's what our
man did. He drew a glass of water, threw
it in Arnold’s face and——"

“Who did?” Leahy demanded.

Doctor Standish’s swift glance took in
all the room and came back to a figure
across the table. “He did,” he said, and
pointed his finger. “Didn’t you, Ewing?”

Henry Ewing stiffened visibly. “You're
crazy!” he said.

“No.” Standish shook his head. “You
hit him and you got that glass of water.
Arnold had a fiannel sport shirt on when
I found him. But he didn’t wear one
when you came in. He had a white shirt
and stiff collar, and you drenched it in
your efforts to revive him; later he
changed. I saw that collar in the bed-
room. It couldn’t have got so badly wilted
any other way.

“You didn't know Arnold was fatally
hurt, nor did he. He seemed all right
when you went out. But he probably had
a headache and it got worse. He didn’t
say anything about it to Dumont, but it
finally got so bad he sent out for a bottle
of whisky. He must have been close to
a coma when Forbes was there but——"

Ewing jumped up, his face livid. “You
lie!”

“No, he doesn’t,” a crisp voice said, and
Ballard produced a glass and a card with
two fingerprints on it. “This is the glass
from the bathroom, and these are the
prints from it. When we take yours——"

Ewing seemed about to lunge for the
glass; then, as though realizing it was no
use, he sat back, shoulders sagging. “All
right,” he said finally. “But it was self-
defense. You can’'t make it murder.”

“Possibly not,” Leahy said. “If you tell
the truth we may not even try.”

Later, when they were alone in the
hall, Lieutenant Ballard handed Doctor
Standish a small handkerchief, shaking
it out so that the embroidered initials
J.P. were visible. For a moment, he could
only stare at it, not knowing what it
meant; then he remembered Ballard’s
putting something in his pocket the
night before while Cavanaugh held the
floor. “All right,” he said. “You picked it
up at my place. Why didn’t you say so?”

Ballard’s grin was mildly sardonic. “I
don’t know. But sometimes that Cava-
naugh gets in my hair too. We knew who
the girl was then. I could get her any
time. And you're the kind of guy that
gets ideas now and then. I figured if I
gave you a little time maybe you'd come
up with something we could use.”

“Thanks for the benefit of the doubt.
Are you happy now?”

“Me? Sure ... You want to take this
along? It’ll give you a chance to see her
again, in case you think it’s important.”

As it happened Paul Standish didn’t
need the handkerchief, because when he
went out to his coupé he found Janet
sitting inside smoking a cigarette.

“Hello,” she said. “I thought maybe



you'd give me a lift home, and then I
could thank you properly.”

Paul Standish got in fast. “Fine,” he
said. “And I can thank you too.”

“Thank me? For what?”

“For covering up.”

“Oh, that.” She laughed softly. “You
didn’t think I'd tell on you, did you?”

Paul Standish didn’t answer that one.
He was a little ashamed that he had
ever considered it. As he pulled out into
the traffic she said, “How did you know?
That it was Ewing, I mean?”

“From the time element, mostly. That
type of hemorrhage doesn’t work very
fast. Usually the victim gets up and
walks around, not knowing how badly he
is hurt. Sometimes it’s a day before the
compression becomes fatal. With Arnold
it was under three hours; the thing was
to force Ewing into a confession.”

“And his fingerprints were really on
the glass?”

“Oh, sure. But we couldn’t prove when
they were put there. That's why it
seemed best to crowd him before he
could think of that angle. There was
another thing that pointed his way too.
From what I'd heard, Arnold wasn’t the
sort to take a beating without retaliating.
If it had been young Forbes I think Ar-
nold would have phoned the police im-
mediately; with Dumont too. Probably
he could have made a deal whereby he
got his I. O, U.’s. But with Ewing there
was something else. Ewing had a bad
check. If Arnold brought the police in,
he’d face charges himself. No, Ewing was
theonly one Arnold wouldn’t dare report.”

“Well!” Janet sighed. “If it hadn’t
been for you, I'd always be that girl who
was mixed up in the Arnold murder. So
if there’s anything I can do .. .”

“There is,” Paul Standish said.

“All right. What?” she said.

“I know a place where the Martinis
are dry and the broiled lobster is B
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“Dinner?” Janet said. “I'd love it.”

Paul Standish felt his grin crack wide.
When a traffic light stopped him he
looked at her again and now he saw
something in her eyes he had never
seen before, something warm and inti-
mate that stirred a new excitement in
him. Right then, looking at her, he had
the feeling that he had found something
he had been seeking for a long time. He
felt that now he would have a chance to
know this girl, and it was hard not to
forget the traffic and take her in his arms
and tell her so.
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age span of about 110 years, will changes
in our diet help most of us to live longer?
The answer to this question is a def-
inite Yes. It is in this field that the
gerontologists have, to date, provided the
most immediately practical answer. For
this we must largely thank Dr. Henry
C. Sherman of Columbia University.
Dr. Sherman recognized the fact that
rats have a digestive system very similar
to our own—the greatest difference is
that we are more responsive to changes
in the diet than rats are. So he built up
a “symbolic” diet for a colony of rats—
the kind of diet which would be ap-
proved, in human terms, for students in
an up-to-date school with a good dieti-
tian. The rats thrived on this diet. Then
Dr. Sherman took other rats, members
of the same family, and placed them
under identical living conditions. But to
this second group he fed a diet in which
the proportion of milk powder had been
tripled. What happened? The second col-
ony became super-rats: they had sleeker
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furs, larger litters, healthier offspring.
Not only that—their average length of
healthy life increased by ten percent.

Dr. Sherman believes that it is pos-
sible, on the basis of these experiments,
to increase the average human life today
by seven or eight healthy years, with in-
creased buoyant health until the end. To
do this, he believes we must double the
protein, triple the calcium and multiply
by four the normal intake of vitamins A
and G, in fixing the proportions of our
diets. Our diets should include more
fruits, vegetables, and much more milk.

Quite apart from prolonging life, can
diet remove the sympioms that today
make old age an unpleasant state?

Most gerontologists believe it can. They
think that such things as decaying teeth,
white hair, wrinkled skin—which you and
I consider proofs of age—are only the
result of years of partial starvation. And
it is certainly true that these same symp-
toms appear in the young suffering from
gross deficiency diseases.

Dr. Herbert T. Kelly of the University
of Pennsylvania Graduate School of
Medicine is a pioneer in this field. He
believes that if the hair, teeth or skin
show deterioration at any age, it means
that the body is suffering a serious de-
privation and is retrenching. Gray hair,
loss of the teeth and wrinkled skin may
indicate that we are not getting the vita-
mins or minerals we need for health: on
perfect diets we should all have natu-
rally colored hair, perfect teeth and
youthful skin into advanced old age.
More important than that—our nerves
on a perfect diet would remain as strong
and resilient as a child’s.

I have seen remarkable films made by
Dr. Kelly, in which he shows how
sickly, bald-headed, wrinkled men and
women can be restored to full vigor and
youthfulness by corrections of their diet.
It is his belief that even with the modern
nutritional knowledge, almost none of
us get proper nutrition.

There are several reasons why our diets
are usually imperfect. For one thing, the
soil in which our food is grown has, in
many sections, lost important chemical
factors. For another thing, city dwellers
do not always get foods fresh enough to
derive their full food values. Nearly all
of us cook dishes in ways that rob them
of some much-needed elements of
health: if we served the juices in which
all vegetables have been cooked, we
might eliminate one important cause for
the appearance of age.

Can the lack of any one diet element
be blamed for the appearance of age?

Probably not, in spite of the fact that
some enthusiasts have called pantothenic
acid (a vitamin B complex) “the acid of
life.” It is quite true that leaving panto-
thenic acid out of the diet of some rats

and foxes has turned their fur gray; out
the lack of vitamin C or of copper has
the same effect. And every claim which
a scientist may make for pantothenic
acid as the “anti-gray-hair vitamin” is
matched by a claim from the rival
school, which believes that p-aminoben-
zoic acid destroys many symptoms of age.

What is the evidence? Well, panto-
thenic acid has worked wonders in the
animal world. Leaving it out of the diet
of rats was proved, by Dr. Agnes Fay
Morgan of the University of California,
to turn them gray and wrinkled and old
long before the normal age. Dr. Claus
Unna fed the vitamin to another group
of rats from infancy: they never turned
gray, up to the time of death. But the
effect of this acid on human beings is
still in doubt: some investigators doubt
whether our diet is ever deficient in it.
Results of experiments are not clear.

P-aminobenzoic acid—paba, for short—
has been more widely tried on human be-
ings and with apparently dazzling results.
Dr. Benjamin Sieve of Tufts College used
paba and hormones on 800 patients of
both sexes whose hair had turned gray
(their ages ranged from sixteen to sev-
enty-four). In every case it restored the
hair color and relieved other symptoms.

Similar studies on gray-haired in-
mates at Sing Sing prison were reported
by Dr. Stefan Ansbacher: the hair color
here was restored more completely in the
old than the young. But when the paba
treatments were stopped, the hair turned
white again within two months.

When we cure the symptoms usually
associated with old age, are we prolong-
ing the individual’s life? Probably not—
in some cases we may be shortening life.

Suppose, for instance, that you are a
woman who has passed the menopause.
Your doctor can, through injections of
ovarian hormones, force you to menstru-
ate again, as has been done with women
of eighty-six years. He may even make
childbirth possible for you. But if he’s a
good, sound doctor, he won’t do it. For
the sex functions make heavy demands
on the body. Nor should we recklessly
dose ourselves with paba or pantothenic
acid, even if these things were available
in drugstores today—which they are not.
Of paba, in particular, we know that it
has a mysterious hookup with the in-
ternal glands and if it is administered
along with hormones, fewer of these are
needed for the same results. But the
Journal of the American Medical Asso-
ciation has warned against the assump-
tion that no ill effects accompany paba’s
changes. We simply do not know, at this
stage, whether paba shortens life by ap-
parently restoring youth to some organs
and not to all of them.

1s it true that some parts of our body
age at a dilferent rate from others?

All through our lives, parts of us are
growing, other parts are wearing away.
The tonsils and the thymus gland shrink
and atrophy while we are still young.
The jaw continues to grow even into
advanced old age. The prostate gland,
today, is usually definitely old at sixty.
But oculists tell us that the healthy
human eye would not actually wear out
in less than 120 to 130 years; stomach
specialists state that most elderly people
die with a digestive system capable of
working for many more years; Dr. Mac-
donald Critchley says there appears to be
no such thing as a strictly old brain.

What can we do to lengthen life and
eliminate the symptoms of premature
old age?

Research scientists are doing every-
thing possible to bring you and me the
gift of twenty or fifty or a hundred
years of added life. But do not yet ask
your family physician to deliver the
secret of a tripled lifetime in a pill.

Don’t beg your doctor to let you re-
place your familiar hair dye with paba
or pantothenic acid. These things are
still too new and untried for general use.

But you can ask your doctor, today,
to find out whether you are getting all
the possible benefits from your food. You
can ask whether your digestion is all it
should be, or whether your diet should be
supplemented by injected vitamins.

Without troubling your doctor, you can
fortify your own diet by doubling or
tripling the quantity of milk you take
and by eating more fruits and green
vegetables. You can have these cooked
so as to preserve their essential values.
You can take vitamin pills to supple-
ment your food.

And you can, by your attitude toward
life, do a great deal to ward off prema-
ture death. One specialist told me, “The
chief cause of death in the seventies is
the phrase ‘three score and ten.”” Many
patients become alarmed as they pass
the seventy mark and think it’s useless
to try to get well.

Another way in which you can prolong
life is by refusing to worry or hurry.
Dr. Raymond Pearl of Johns Hopkins
studied 2,000 men and women who had
lived to be ninety or more. He found
that “emotional stability” distinguished
them. They had taken life at an even,
unhurried pace. Worry and hurry may
be poisons as deadly as arsenic.

Those years from eighty to 100 which
you may properly anticipate, if you are
middle-aged today, should be years in
which you will look and feel like the
sixty-year-old of today, at the very worst.
At the best, they will mean that you
have passed one of the early milestones
on your way to the ripe age of 300 or
400 years, which some of our scientists
seriously expect you to enjoy.

Soon: Another dramatic chapter in Cosmopolitan’s Medical Series—
“News About Your Health” by Gretta Palmer

“She always stays in bed late on Satur-
days and Sundays,” Harold had ex-
plained. *“You see, she’s so busy—three
children and a house like this. The chil-
dren are so good,” he added, beaming.
“They never disturb her when she’s
asleep; they tiptoe past her room.”

Bobbie wanted to remark that they
hadn’t tiptoed past hers, but she held
her tongue, smiled at Pete, poured coffee
and made toast. The meal, however, was
not very peaceful. Helen wept because her
father wouldn’t let her have a doughnut
till she finished her milk; and Stookey
had a disturbing way of eating her break-
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fast en route around the dining-room
table. .

Janice did not appear until breakfast
was almost over. Lovely, unruffled, she
sat down while everyone waited on her.

Then there was the episode of the rug.
It happened that Stookey had elected to
finish her milk standing directly behind
Bobbie; and Bobbie, unaware that the
child had halted her march around the
table, had pushed back her chair, with
the result that the milk had splashed
onto the rug. Harold had taken the acci-
dent with good grace, but Janice had
been quite disturbed.

“Another spot on the rug? And we just
got it back from the cleaner’s!” With a
sigh she turned to Bobbie. “You just
aren’t used to looking out for children.”

Bobbie blinked.

“No, of course Bobbie isn’t used to
children,” Pete put in soothingly. “It’s
too bad it happened, but——"

“Yes, I'm sorry,” Bobbie interrupted
him, “but do children always drink their
milk walking around? I'm very ignorant,
I know, but is it the usual custom?”

There was a hushed silence; then
Janice spoke in quick tones. “I'm sure
if you'd asked Stookey to sit down——"



“I did ask her, and her father did too.
He told her to at least five times.”

“Five times!” Janice laughed. “Really,
Bobbie, you are exaggerating. If Stookey
had been told once, she would have sat
down. She minds very well—so do all my
children!”

“Of course they do, darling,” put in
Harold.

“Yes,” said Pete, “it was just an acci-
dent. Bobbie didn't mean—— We'll try
to get the spot off, won't we, Bobbie?”

Janice was again all smiles. “Oh, no, I
couldn’t let you do that.”

But she had let them. And after that
Bobbie had helped with the breakfast
dishes, and after that she and Pete had
driven downtown to do some errands for
Janice, with Stookey and Helen in the
back seat. And after that . ..

As Bobbie’s mind leaped over the day,
it seemed to her that she had been busy
almost every hour doing something in
the house or with the children. Every
hour, except at noon, when she and Pete
had taken Harold and Janice for a mid-
day dinner at a tearoom in the next
town. “So Janice can get away from the
children for a while,” Pete had explained.

They had a picnic supper, and Bobbie
had to confess that had been fun. Janice,
it was true, did not help much with the
preparations; and Stookey had eaten all
the olives and drunk all the lemonade
before anyone noticed. But the children
had had such a good time! And further-
more, on the return home they had been
so tired that they had fallen into bed.

Bobbie and Pete were alone in the
living room, and he had put his arms
around her. “Strenuous day, darling?”

For the moment she forgot everything
but Pete. “We-ell, a different day,” she
said. Then she had heard steps coming
down the stairs. Harold was pausing in
the doorway, Janice beside him.

“I hope you people don’t mind if we
run off and leave you for a little while.
Some old friends of ours wanted us to
drop in. I don’t think you’d be par-
ticularly interested in coming with us.”

“Run along,” Pete had said.

“Of course,” Bobbie had added. “Per-
haps we’ll take a drive.”

“Oh!” There had been a queer note in
Harold’s voice. “You mean you aren’t
going to stay here?”

“Then,” Janice had sighed, “we’ll give
up our party and stay home. We never
leave the children alone at night. You
haven’t any children, Bobbie, and it's
hard for you to understand. So if you
people want to take a ride, we’ll stay
home.”

“Oh, no, Janice,” Harold had put in
quickly. “I'm sure Pete and Bobbie
wouldn’t want you to do that.” Then,
turning to the others: “Janice really
ought to get out, she’s so tied down, all
day, day in, day out.”

“Oh, of course you must go!” cried Pete.
“Bobbie didn’t know . . .”

“Well,” Janice had smiled prettily, “if
youre sure you don’t mind, Bobbie?
They’re sound asleep now, and they al-
ways sleep right through.”

So they had gone. Bobbie had turned
to the window and stood, trying to still
the anger that was sweeping over her.

“What’s the matter, Bobs?”’ Pete came
over to her.

She tried to smile.“Oh, nothing.”

“You don’t think they should have
gone off, is that it?”

She shrugged. “N-no, not exactly. I
was just wondering if perhaps one rea-
son they asked us here was so they could
go out tonight.”

“That’s an uncalled-for dig. Janice is
a hard-working mother, and I should
think you’d be glad to help her out.”

“Yes, I would if she were a hard-
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working mother; but she isn’'t—so far as
I can see. And if she didn’t have those
big brown eyes you’d see it too! Setting
aside the fact that the children are little
devils and haven’t had any training at
all—she hasn’t raised her finger for them
all day. If anyone needs a little time off,
it’s Harold and you and I. Don’t you un-
derstand, Pete? It isn’t that I mind
doing it; it’s just that I don’t see why
everyone should look after her children
for her—and she get all the credit.”

“You don’t like her much, do you?”

“No, I don’t!”

“Well, I don’t think she’s very keen
about you, either.”

“Of course she isn’t—for two very good
reasons: first, I'm on to her; I don’t sub-
scribe to the devoted, hard-working-
mother legend—and second, you fell ini
love with me, instead of adoring her and
cherishing her memory! Oh, Pete, how
could you? When you’d once known her,
a wonderful wife like her!”

“That isn’t the reason she doesn’t like
you. It hasn’t anything to do with me!”

“Oh!” Bobbie’s tone was ominous. “So
you've been talking me over with her!”

“No. But from what Harold said——"

“What did Harold say?”

“Oh, just that you were so different
from Janice.”

“Thank God for that!”

“And that it was hard for her to
understand women like you—business-
women, who've never had families and
haven’t had to give up things for others.”

“Selfish—in plain words! Well, I'll tell
you something, Pete. I've known a lot of
businesswomen, but I've never seen one
as selfish as that devoted, hard-working
mother you'’re so crazy about! Why, all
day, she’s considered no one but herself.
She’s a self-centered, sponging, lazy little
fourflusher! I don't care if she is your
brother’s wife. If he weren’'t a silly, in-
fatuated fool, he’d see it.”

“So that’s what you think of my
family? Well, now I'll tell you something!
If you don’t like them, if you can’t get
along with them——" There was a threat
in Pete’s tone.

For a moment Bobbie’s heart stood
still; then her anger leaped again. “Oh,
that’s it, is it? All right! If you think
more of that woman than you do of me,
you can go—for all I care!”

They stood staring at each other.

A child’s voice suddenly rang out from
above, shrill, frightened. “Mama! Mama!”

Bobbie whirled and ran up the stairs.

It was Stookey. She usually occupied
the little room where Pete was sleeping;
but for this week end she had a cot in
the room with her two sisters. She was
sitting up in bed, her face white. “I
want my mama!”

Bobbie gathered the trembling figure
into her arms. “Mother isn’t here, dar-
ling. It’s Aunt Bobbie.”

“I got a stomachache!”

The other two girls were awake now.

“She would eat all those olives,” re-
marked Jan in a cold tone.

“And drink all the lemonade,” added
Helen.

“And wake-us up with a nightmare.
That’s why she has a room to herself,”
went on Jan. “Helen and I couldn’t stand
this business of being waked up!”

Bobbie glanced at Jan. “Oh! Does she
do this often?”

“I should say so!”

“I don’t either!” This from Stookey,
dissolved in tears.

Helplessly Bobbie glanced at Pete in the
doorway. “There’s a hot-water bag in the
bathroom,” he volunteered.

“Mother gives her bicarb,” put in Jan.

Bobbie caught at a straw. “Oh, does
she? Well, that wouldn’t do any harm—
just a little-in warm water.”

Helen and Jan leaped from their beds.
“I'll get it for you, Uncle Pete!”
“T'll heat the water!”

Barefooted, they dashed for the door.

“Come back here!” cried Bobbie. “Put
on your slippers and robes.”

But they paid no heed.

Stookey sank back on the pillow.

“There, darling, that’s right, lie down,”
whispered Bobbie; “you’ll be all right.”

The minutes drifted by. She could hear
noises downstairs. At last Pete came into
the room. “Here you are.”

Stookey gave a long sigh, and Bobbie
motioned Pete to put out the light.

“Where are the others?” she whis-
pered.

“Why, I don’t know. They were with
me just a moment ago.”

“Go get them. I'll stay here.”

She heard him go downstairs, calling
softly, “Helen! Jan!” Silence. Then,
louder: “Children, come here!” No an-
swer. Then the opening of the front door.

Bobbie hurried downstairs and out on
the porch. In the bright moonlight she
saw Pete striding around the lawn. In
front of him, dodging, flitting, danced
Jan’s slim, pajamaed figure.

“Jan, come here!” he cried.

She paused a moment; he lunged for

her; she darted away. “Can’t catch
me!”
Suddenly, beside Bobbie’s shoulder,

laughter echoed. She glanced up. Perched
in the low fork of a tree was Helen.

Bobbie pulled her to the ground. “Stop
that laughing!” she commanded. Then
she swung around. “Jan, come here!”

Meekly Jan trailed back to the house.

“What do you mean by running out
like that in your bare feet? You're
naughty, both of you!” She gave each
one several resounding slaps on her little
behind. Helen burst into loud sobs.

“Stop that crying!” ordered Bobbie.
As they came into the house, she lowered
her voice. “Your feet are soaking wet,
Jan, and so are the legs of your pajamas.
You go right upstairs and change and
get into bed.”

Subdued, they slunk up the stairs.

Bobbie swung around to face Pete.
“I don’t know about you,” she flung
at him in a hoarse whisper, “but I've had
Just about enough of this family for one
day. I'm going to bed!” She turned on
her heel and went up the stairs.

Next morning, when she went down-
stairs, Pete was behind the toaster; Har-
old was bringing in eggs; Helen was the
only child at the table.

“Good morning, everybody!” Bobbie
called out as she came in. Her eyes sought
Pete’s, but his glance was on the toast.

At that moment Janice came in from
the kitchen carrying a tray. “Wh-why,”
Bobbie stammered, “is Stookey——"

But just then Stookey appeared, her
nose buried in a glass of milk.

“It’s Jan,” said Harold shortly.

“She has a sore throat,” added Janice.

“Oh, that's too bad!” said Bobbie.

“She isn’t used to running around in
wet grass in her bare feet,” Janice said.

“Well, it isn’t a good idea,” said Bobbie.

Janice faced her. “Why didn’t you stop

“ her, then? We left the children in your

care, and I should think the least——"

“Bobbie was busy with Stookey,” put
in Pete. “Stookey woke up frightened—
one of her nightmares.”

“Her nightmares?” Janice repeated.
“But Stookey doesn’t have nightmares.
She hardly ever wakes up.”

“Oh! I understood from her sisters that
she did it often.” Pete’s tone was cold,
emphatic. Bobbie’s heart gave a leap: he
was standing up for her against Janice!
“Anyway, she woke up last night,” he
went on, “and while Bobbie was trying
to quiet her and I was in the kitchen
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getting something for her, Helen and Jan
ran out.”

“Pete went after them,” Bobbie said,
“but they wouldn’t come in.”

“Wouldn’t come in?” Janice gave a
short laugh. “You talk as if my little
girls didn’t mind. Of course I realize that
you don’t know anything about children.
They do have to be handled with un-
derstanding and gentleness. I can’t tell
you how terribly Harold and I felt when
Helen told us that you spanked her.”

“See here, Janice,” said Pete, “you have
Bobbie all wrong. I don’t know anyone
who could have handled those children
better than she did. You’ve said several
times that Bobbie doesn’t know any-
thing about children. Why did you leave
your children with her, then?

“If anything happened last night, it’s
your fault. Why did you and Harold let
Stookey eat all that junk? You were at
the picnic. She was in your care then.
It seems to me that if you stopped talking
so much about being a mothah and con-
centrated more on the job——"

“Oh! oh!” Janice’s voice rose in pierc-
ing shrieks. “Harold! Do you hear what
he’s saying—that I'm not a good mother?
Oh! oh! oh!” She ran from the room.

Harold sprang to his feet, pushing
back his chair. It collided with Stookey,
upsetting her. Her voice mingled with
her mother’s in outraged cries, but her
father dashed on up the stairs.

It was Bobbie who picked up Stookey,
wiped the tears from her face. At the
same moment Helen broke into loud sobs.
Pete glanced wildly from one to the other.

“You get out the car and take them
for a ride. T'll take up Jan’s breakfast,”
said Bobbie. “Stop crying, Helen. You
and Stookey can go with your uncle Pete
and get the Sunday papers.”

The sobs died away. Helen jumped to
her feet and grabbed Pete’s left hand.

Stookey appropriated the other. The
screen door banged behind them.

Bobbie picked up Jan’s abandoned tray
and went up the stairs. “What’s the rum-
pus?” Jan demanded when she came in.

Bobbie grinned at her. “Just a family
discussion. Here’s your breakfast.”

Jan drained her orange juice. “I'm sorry
about last night,” she said.

“I'm sorry you’ve got a cold.”

“Oh, that wasn’t from last night. I had
that before.”

“Oh! Did you tell your mother?”

“Sure”—she grinned impishly —“but
not until after the picnic. She made me
gargle before I went to bed.”

Bobbie made no comment. So that was
it—Janice was trying to blame this on
her and Pete when she knew . . .

She went over to the bookcase. “My,
what a grand encyclopedia! Yours, Jan?”

“Yes, I got it with coupons.”

Bobbie took out a couple of volumes
and glanced through them, Jan now and
then putting in comments. She’s a nice
child, Bobbie thought as she picked up
the tray and went out, if only someone
would teach her some manners.

As she came into the dining room, she
remembered she had no breakfast, so she
heated the coffee and made toast.

The house was quiet. Helen and
Stookey were on the living-room floor
with the funny papers.

Pete came strolling in. “Good morn-
ing.” He bent and kissed her. “Didn’t
have a chance to say it before.”

Just then Harold came down the stairs.
He looked serious. “Janice is terribly up-
set about this business. She’s so sensitive
about anything that concerns the chil-
dren. If you could go upstairs, Bobbie,
and apologize or——"

“Apologize?” put in Pete. “I don’t see
why Bobbie should be the one to apolo-
gize. After all—-"

“Yes. Yes, I know. But Pete, you and
Bobbie don’t understand; you——"

“Haven’t any children,” Bobbie finished
for him. “We admit it. After all, we've
never been married. And you know, Har-
old, it isn’t considered quite moral to have
children unless you are.”

The room was very still. Bobbie’s eyes
met Pete’s. And suddenly she knew
that going back in the car they would
laugh together about this week end.

Bobbie’s dislike of Janice, her anger,
melted away. What did Janice matter,
anyway? As long as she and Pete recog-
nized Janice for what she was, what did
it matter if, for the sake of family peace,
they gave in to her?

Bobbie rose. “Of course I'll go up to
see Janice,” she said.

At that moment, however, Janice her-
self appeared. In spite of tear-stained
eyes, she still looked very pretty.

For a moment the eyes of the two
women met. Then slowly Bobbie moved
across the room.

“I’m sorry about last night, Janice,”
she said, “and about everything. We
didn’t mean to hurt your feelings, Pete
and I, or say anything against the chil-
dren. We were upset ourselves, last night.
You're right. We don’t know much about
children, but we did our best.”

Janice smiled, a sweet smile of forgive=
ness. “I knew you’d come to see it my
way,” she whispered. .

Harold gave a sigh of relief. Gently he
drew Janice to the table. “Now, darling,
do have a bite of breakfast. I'll get your
orange juice and make some fresh coffee.”

At the same time Jan’s voice called
from above: “Hi, there, are you shrimps
going to hog all the funnies?”

“Go back to bed, Jan!” Bobbie called.
“T'll bring them up to you in a minute.”

Smiling, serene, Janice went on eating
her breakfast.
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This is the hysterics department! For summer reading

that will make you forget your troubles, meet Emily and

her best friend, Cornelia Otis Skinner, who begin here

the uncensored story of their Jurid (they hoped!) past

EMILY and I had been planning the trip for over a year.
Pinching, scraping and going without sodas, we had salvaged
from our allowances and the small-time jobs we each had
found the preceding vacation the sum of eighty dollars, which
was the cost of a minimum passage on a Canadian Pacific liner
of the cabin class. Our respective families had augmented our
finances by letters of credit generous enough to permit us to
live for three months abroad, if not in the lap of luxury, at
least on the knees of comfort. For months we had been ex-
changing letters brimming over with rapturous plans and lyric
anticipation. Now June had really rolled around and the happy
expectancy of the brides-to-be of that year had nothing on us.

It was settled we should meet in Montreal, at whatever hotel
it is that isn’t the Ritz. I was arriving from New York, Emily

Emily was engaged in animated conversation with
a swank uniform that was at least an admiral’s.

from Buffalo. That is, I hoped Emily was arriving. Emily’s
notions concerning geography, like some of her other notions,
were enthusiastic but lacking in accuracy. Some weeks previous
she had sent me a rhapsodic letter which ended with the
alarming words, “I live for the moment when our boat pushes
out from that dock in Winnipeg.” I had written back in a panic
and block letters stating, somewhat crushingly, I thought, that
the C.P.O. seldom sent its ships overland; that we were sailing
from Montreal, Province of Quebec; that the name of our
vessel was the Montcalm and the date June tenth, the year of
our Lord I shan't say which because Emily and I have now
reached the time of life when not only do we lie about our ages,
we forget what we’ve said they are.

Emily wrote back not to worry, darling, she had it all straight
now. Moreover, she was being motored up from Buffalo by
friends who had been abroad often and who wouldn’t dream
of driving her to the wrong place. They would arrive
sometime the afternoon of the ninth.

No such traveled and plutocratic friends offered to
motor me to Canada, so I purchased an upper on the
Montreal sleeper—a bit of misguided economy, because
once aboard the train I had to pay for another upper in
order to accommodate my collection of luggage.

My Mammy Done Tol’ Me

Mother, the most exquisite of women, was fastidious
to a degree when it came to the care of her clothes and
mine, but she didn’t care what she packed them in as
long as the receptacle was clean. Consequently, on this occasion
of my first long trip on my own, she had, with loving care and
acres of tissue paper, stowed my effects in an assortment of
containers which ranged from a canvas trunk Father had
used when he played at Daly’s to a patent-leather thing for
hats that looked like a cover. for a bass drum. There was a
strap-bound straw affair known for some reason as a “tele-
scope” and various other oddments.

At the station I tried to rise above my luggage and bid my
parents a worldly and somewhat indifferetnt good-by. It was
hard to get away with. Father, when it came to travel, went on
the theory that I wasn’t quite bright, and as I look back on
myself I don't think I was. Mother, despite my nineteen years
and a lamentable determination to look like Theda Bara, still
166

Emily’s trick crown.

persisted in calling me “Baby.” She kept reminding me to put
my purse in my pillow, never to speak to any strange men,
always to spread paper on “the seat” and to wire her if T ar-
rived safely. (She said nothing about wiring her if I didn’t.)

Upon reaching Montreal my emotions were indeed those of
a little girl. It was my first experience of registering alone at a
hotel, and far from feeling emancipated and like Theda Bara,
I felt frightened and forlorn. The clerk verified my misgivings
about myself by assigning me a room so high up under the
eaves I half expected pigeons to fly out of the dresser. I had
explained that “my friend” was arriving—just when I couldn’t
say, but I hoped around noon. This hope also was forlorn.
When Emily says she’ll arrive around noon it can get so far
around, it merges into noon the following day. I had a fore-
boding I'd spend hours waiting for her and I was right.

I was too shy to venture forth alone in a strange town. Be-
sides, I was afraid of not being on hand for that significant
moment when Emily should arrive and our trip officially begin.
The time dragged along. I wrote some letters, studied bits of
Baedeker and every fifteen minutes made certain my passport
and letter of credit hadn’t been stolen.

This last activity involved the sporadic opening up of a little
contraption so humiliating that even’ now the memory of it
makes me turn my attention rapidly and, if possible, loudly to
something else. Mother, who despite years of travel, still
cherished the colorful idea that -any journey beyond the
boundaries of the United States was beset with brigands and
bandits, had harnessed about my person an incredible object
known as a “safety pocket.” This was a large chamois purse
which dangled at the knees in the manner of a sporran and
was attached in a sort of block-and-tackle system of tape
and buckle to an adjustable belt around the waist. It was
worn—supposedly inconspicuously—under skirt and slip, and I
dare say in Mother’s youthful and voluminously clad day which
engendered this prudent accessory, it flapped away subtly
beneath yards of broadcloth, watered silk and batiste, and
nobody was the wiser. But in my youthful and skimpier era,
everybody was not only the wiser but the more bewildered.

The bag was heavily stuffed with a few British banknotes,
my passport and letter of credit. I could never find a way of
wearing it comfortably. If I arranged it so that it hung down
in front, when I walked it would get to swinging, catching
between my knees and making me go into the gait of an
animated ice hook. Hung in the rear, it did even worse things,
and when I sat still it had an unfortunate way of coming to
rest either upon my upper leg or along my outer thigh, giving
me the outline of someone concealing a squash. Wearing it
beneath the skin-tight exterior of my then wardrobe was par-
ticularly complicated.

Blueprint for a Vamp

Those were the days of Gloria Swanson and Pola Negri, and
it was my secret yearning to look like that macabre specimen
known as a “vamp.” I went in for “slinky” dresses, high heels,
long black earrings which I wore even when I played tennis,
and perfume so strong my school buddies
used to say they could smell me coming
several seconds before they saw me. How-
.cver, for this trip when it came to my travel-
ing costume I had added a quaint and vary-
ing note to my wardrobe. What flight of
whimsy made me purchase a baby-blue
homespun suit with a Norfolk jacket, heaven
knows. To go with this I, who was anything
but an outdoor girl, had added a Panama
sports hat with a band around the crown. I
had even gone in for a pair of stout oxfords.

I suppose the idea back of this bright little getup was that
when I wore it I shed for the time being my Elinor Glyn tiger
skins and became the glowing, healthy American girl—a type
that would look well on a steamer. It was a pretty idea but not
too successful. Being unused to sensible heels, I had a hard
time with those oxfords and more than once found myself
stepping with one foot onto the extended sole of the other.
Then the weather or something shrunk the brim of my hat,
making it turn up all the way around, and I rather imagine
that I looked less like Eleonora Sears than I did like Buster
Brown.

However, I got into this costume now. I thought it would be
appropriate for meeting Emily. Besides, my safety pocket
wasn’t as noticeable under it as under more exotic garments.



At long last, Emily burst into the room. We were still at an
age when girl friends, upon meeting after a long absence, did
a good deal of shrieking, and the sounds of our greeting made
ring whatever the welkin is. A bellboy, barely discernible under
Emily’s mountain of luggage, looked on with disgust until Emily
became aware of his presence and, with the grand manner of
royalty bestowing maundy money, doled him out a tip. His ex-
pression deepened from disgust to the epitome of sullen per-
secution and with a suppressed snarl he strode from the room.
As he turned, I caught a glimpse of the coin Emily had handed
him and, shocked by a sudden suspicion that my
friend might be what was then opprobriously
known as a “tightwad,” I ventured to ask, “Do
you never tip more than a penny?”

“Nonsense!” she snorted. “I gave the boy the
largest coin I had. What’s more, it was an English
coin.”

“Yes. And it was an English penny. Two cents.”

Grabbing up her purse, Emily rushed from the
room, crying, “Wait! I didn’t mean it!” after the
bellboy, who by now had vanished past a turn in
the corridor. When finally she returned, her face
was the color of bortsch before they add the sour
cream. It seems that after making good with the
bellboy, she had wandered back counting her change, had
opened a door which, for some vague reason, she thought was
ours and had acidly remarked, “Well, I hope you feel better
now” to what when she looked up proved to be an elderly
gentleman completely in the nude.

Emily a Sartorial Dream
Emily hailed originally from Muncie, Indiana, and had never
journeyed beyond American shores farther than Catalina Is-
land. Her traveling costume was also not without its element
of originality. It was tweed—that flecked variety known as
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Something strange began to bump against
my knees. It was my sporran at it again!

“pepper and salt.” She had designed it herself and her mother’s
dressmaker had run it up. There was a skirt which was in-
nocuous enough; with it, however, went not a jacket but a loose,
rather billowing cape of the same material, lined with orange
taffeta. What topped everything off, and in more ways than
one, was her hat, which was of the same tweed cloth and had
also been run up by local talent. It had a small brim and a
soft, folded crown that was meant to fit snugly to the head.
Through some oversight, the folds hadn’t been stitched
together and as a result, at the slightest breeze or toss of the
head, the crown would open out like a collapsible dfinking cup
and rise in the air to its full length of a good yard. And there
it would stay unless I found a chance to whisper to her, “Your
hat’s up again,” at which she would grab hold of the clownish
peak and crush the sections back into place.

Emily, who usually looked neat and chic, in this cape and
Robin Goodfellow hat seemed curiously Shakespearean, which
was the last effect she’d had in mind when she designed the
ensemble. The fact that Emily should suddenly turn up looking
Shakespearean at the same moment I turned up looking like an
adult version of the Little Colonel is just one more proof that
at that age, you never can tell.

Those distinguished friends who had driven Emily from Buf-
falo had asked us to dine with them at the Ritz, and we felt
the occasion called for a bath and a change of clothes. Neither
of us is the modest type of girl who disrobes behind doors or
struggles out of her garments under cover of a slip. I knew the
moment was at hand when Emily would see me in my shame
and nakedness, attired only in that safety pocket. Knowing
the sight would shock her, I thought it wise to break the in-
formation gently. “Emily,” I began, “I think you ought to
know. It’s very unfortunate but I have to—to wear something.”

My baggage looked
awfully Ellis Island.

Emily cut me short. “Stop!” she cried. “I've been wondering
for days how to tell you” And with a dramatic gesture she
swished up her skirt. There, dangling between her legs like a
gourd from a vine, was the twin of my ghastly appendage.

“Mother fastened one on me too,” she groaned. “She says it’s
the only way I'll keep my money safe.”

The discovery that Emily was the victim of the same mother-
ly precaution heartened me a good deal.

Next morning we*woke up in a state of elation. June tenth
had actually dawned and the world hadn’t come to an end.

We gulped some coffee, packed and counted over
our luggage for a bit, but gave it up because each time
we came out with a different amount. Somehow we got
to the dock, and there, actually moored alongside,
smoke pouring from her smokestack and the blue peter
fluttering, was the Montcalm—a real live ship, not just
that paper diagram we’d been mulling over for six
months!

A brass gong sounded and Emily emitted her first
apprehensive “What’s that?”—an interrogation she was
to repeat at short intervals clear across the Atlantic.
Not long after that the gangplank was hoisted clear;
the foghorn let forth its shattering but beautiful bark,
and slowly, proudly, unbelievably the little steamer
moved from the dock, backed into the St. Lawrence, turned
her nose toward the east and headed for England.

Again we clutched each other and I guess we cried a little—
certainly we tried to. Then I got efficient and suggested per-
haps we ought to go locate our places in the dining room. But
Emily said she preferred to stand by the rail and be emotional,
so I went below, trying to create an impression of being an
experienced, cultivated traveler.

The impression apparently didn’t take with the chief steward,
because after one look at me he allotted us two cards for First
Service (Second was the chic meal; First was definitely hick)
at the table of an obscure officer—the sort who, on a three-
class ship, would head a table in student-steerage. By the time
I came up on deck, Emily had completed her emotional orgy
and was engaged in animated conversation with a monocled
officer in a swank uniform with a lot of gold braid and a strip
across his chest like a color chart that meant medals or some-
thing. The gorgeous creature was of course British; in fact,
so much so that his speech, which was ¢frightfully pukka,”
came from him with an effort almost apoplectic. Emily,
not to be outdone, had launched forth in a novel accent of her
own—one which, it later developed, she used whenever she
conversed with English people and felt ill at ease, which was
whenever she conversed with English people.

Emily turned to introduce her dazzling conquest. It was clear
she had no idea of his name, but the glitter of gold braid and
brass buttons made her feel she should mention his rank.

“This is Miss Skinner, Cap—er—Command—er—.Admir——"

The glorious creature put an end to her floundering by bark-
ing out something that sounded like “Cracker” but was prob-
ably MacGregor, adjusted his monocle and resumed his talk
with Emily, which appeared to be on a very cultural plane.

With admirable tact I slunk away, ordered our deck chairs
and sat in one with a book which I was too excited to read. I
kept looking up in the hope that some Prince Charming might
be looking down. Our trip of independence had begun. There
were no parents, no chaperons to cramp our style, whatever
that was. Who knew what delectable adventures awaited us?
Who indeed? Even now little Emily, radiant and tremulous,
was embarking on what might blossom into romance.

My reverie was cut short by Emily, who plopped into the
chair beside me looking anything but radiant and tremulous.
Moreover, she appeared to be quite cross with me. As she said
nothing, I asked tentatively, “What have you done with your
Admiral?”

“I haven't done anything with
him,” she snapped. “And he
isn’t an admiral. He’s the
leader of the ship’s band. And
it isn’t even the orchestra. It’s
some sort of band that plays
in the morning to let you know
that bouillon’s ready.”

The only reply to this was
an “Oh,” and to avoid further
embarrassment we resorted:to
our books. We were roused by
the blast of a bugle played by
a young steward who must
have been studying the instru-
ment in six easy lessons and
hadn’t - progressed beyond the
fourth. At the sound Emily
leaped like a salmon upstream,
got to her feet pale but con-
trolled and said:

“Our life preservers are in
our cabin, aren’t they?”

“Yes,” I said. “Why?”

We finally found
our life preservers.
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“Why? Didn’t you hear that trumpet? It means something,
doesn’t it?”

“Certainly,” I answered. “It means the First Service for
lunch is ready.” And I yawned to show what an old sea dog I
was. Then I remembered that we
were in the First Service and we
went below.

Our table—it was off to one side
near the swing doors where stew-
ards, in order to get past, had to
graze our heads with their trays—
held about ten people in addition
to the officer who sat at the head.
He was a grim individual who said
nothing. As a matter of fact, all
ten of us said nothing. Eventually
the rather nice-looking man on
Emily’s right asked if he might
trouble her for the salt and she
burbled her reassurance that it
was anything but trouble. Then to
the left of me an English lad with a beefsteak complexion and
a good many prominent teeth uttered in my general direction
that the weather was jolly decent. I agreed rather strenuously
yes wasn’t it and he said yes it was and that stretch of ice
was broken.

Emily’s companion was named Mr. Blot. He was correct,
good-looking and said little. Reflecting now upon Mr. Blot, I
imagine that this was because he had little to say. However,
discussing him later that day in the privacy of our cabin, we
came to the more romantic conclusion that he was the strong,
silent type. My buddy, the one with the teeth, was anything
but silent and I also suspect anything but strong. But he was
pleasant, wore pants and was unattached. Moreover, as further
proof of his desirability, he presented me with what he had
left of a box of candy because he was afraid that when we
got on the high seas he might be sick.

Our cabin, at minimum fare, was an inside cubicle so far
below decks it appeared to be resting just above the keel. If we
had some vague idea of spending the afternoon there unpack-
ing, one glance at it informed us that nothing could be un-
packed in it with 'the possible exception of our toothbrushes.
Our luggage, piled in hopeless confusion, covered the three
square feet of floor space. We tried stowing some of it under
the berth but it wouldn’t go, owing to the presence of some
bulky obstruction that felt like a body but turned out to be
life preservers. Emily, who was the apprehensive type, said
we’d better keep those accessible because you never knew.

The Montcalm Lives Up to Its Second Syllable

Unpacking being out of the question, we left our effects
stored in suitcases like the wares of an itinerant lace merchant
and climbed up several layers of deck to more spacious regions.
We found the writing room and a
couple of unoccupied desks, and
set to work using. up as many
free postcards as we could think
of people upon whom to inflict
them. My list of friends being
considerably shorter than Emily’s,
I left her busily repeating, “Dear-
est So-and-So. This is our ship.
X doesn’t mark our cabin because
it’s below the water. We're having
a glorious, etc., etc.” and went on
deck. The day was sparkling and
I leaned on the railing taking the
sort of deep, brave breaths people
who lean on railings think it their
duty to take, and in a state of
happy vacuity watched the scenery
slip past.

Gradually I became aware that

the scenery was no longer slip-
ping. It was staying perfectly
motionless. The engines were still
pounding, if anything harder than
ever. Looking down over the side,
I saw that water was passing the ship, only it was going the
wrong way. Also, it was suddenly very muddy. The English
lad with the teeth came up beside me and announced cheer-
fully, “Well, we’ve caught bottom,” as if it were a record sail-
fish. “All right for a time, but when the tide goes down she’ll
settle onto rocks.”

By now everyone was rushing out onto the deck—everycne
but Emily. I went in search of her and found her the c.le
occupant of the writing room, penning a blissful letter to her
family telling them how much she loved the ship.

“Emily,” I began, breaking the information as gently as pos-
sible. “Emily dear, I hate to bother you but we’re shipwrecked.”
She grunted but failed to look up. I thought perhaps the news
was too much for her. “Didn’t you hear what I said?”
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June tenth actually arrived
and there was our ship.

I kept looking up in the hope that some
Prince Charming might be looking down.

“Yeah,” she replied, still writing. “You said we were ship-
wrecked.”

“But we are. We're aground. Don’t you care?”

“Oh, go away!” she snorted.

“All right, if you want to stay there and drown!” I said
and strode dramatically outside.

The shore was still stationary but one side of the deck was
perceptibly lower than the other. There was an atmosphere of
suppressed excitement about. Seamen were appearing in door-
ways and disappearing down hatches and ladders. One could
hear pumps being worked. A lifeboat was swung out on the
davits, then a second and a third. Apprehensive passengers
began making muttering sounds like the crowd extras in
“Julius Caesar.” The engines were now working themselves
into a threatened angina, trying to shove the ship out of
the mud.

A little later Emily, blanched and wild-eyed, shot out of the
companionway like a bat out of the Carlsbad Caverns. She
grabbed my arm and pointed at the motionless farmhouse we’d
all been watching for at least an hour.

“Look!” she cried. “We’re stuck! The boat’s tipping over.
Don’t you think we ought to tell the captain?”

The afternoon passed and so did a number of other ships
(the cads!), and by dinnertime there was nothing to do but go
eat it, even if it wasn’'t very appetizing to eat at an angle. The
captain being occupied with the pumps or something, the
purser made a speech to the cheery effect that we ought not to
become alarmed, that the vessel wasn’t ready quite just yet
for Davy Jones’ Locker (humor but not very successful), and
that by morning they expected to have some good news for us.
(Emily muttered, “Probably a bouncing boy.”) He went on to
say that everything would continue as per ‘“shed-ule” and that
the first night get-together dance would be held as usual.

Our table companions seemed to think this a ripping good
idea and Emily and I, to show that we too could “carry on,”
said we’d go.

The festivity took place in a canvas-enclosed area of Deck B,
where a steward had strung up some giddy paper lanterns.
The orchestra (not conducted by Emily’s Admiral) played ex-
cerpts from “The Chocolate Soldier” and a handful of us tried
to pretend it was fun. Attendance was poor. People on a
grounded, listing ship aren’t in a gala mood. We stuck at it only
because there wasn’t anything else to do.

Mr. Blot twirled Emily about with all the animation of one
of Mme. Tussaud’s more refined figures, while my friend
capered me around, keeping eager and energetic time to some-
thing that wasn’t at all what the music had in mind. Spinning
or hopping, we would manage to gain the summit of the sloping
floor; then, like tangled-up skiers, we’d whoosh down to the
other side, the railing being all that kept us from continuing
on into the waters of the St. Lawrence.

It was hard work and I grew breathless and slightly dizzy.
Gradually I became aware that something soft and strange
was bumping against my
knees and the portion of my
legs that might be called
“upper,” having not quite
graduated into thighs. At
first I thought it had some-
thing to do with my part-
ner’s knees. But I couldn’t
fathom how he was doing it
or why, or what gave his
knees that padded, detached
quality. He in turn began
glancing downward uneasily
and I realized that, in all
probability, something was
hitting him too.

Then, wich a wave of
horro-, it dawned upon me
what was happening. That
mortitying safety pocket of
mine had got swaying and
was rhythmically and in-
discriminately thudding first
against my limbs, then
against those of the mysti-
fied young man. It was all extremely awful and I began to wish
fervently the boat would choose that moment in which to
capsize. Any explanation was out of the question. To confess
that under my modest skirt I harbored such an object would
have been like owning up to wearing a red-flannel union suit.
There was no alternative but to say that I thought maybe I'd
better stop now and he agreed with alacrity.

We left the dance floor somewhat abruptly and at the precise
moment in which Emily and Mr. Blot also walked off. Mr. Blot
was looking perplexed and Emily was red and seemingly on
the verge of tears. It seems that Emily’s sporran too had caught
the spirit of things and had likewise started boomps-a-daisy-
ing.

We excused ourselves in haste and fled to our cabin, where



once and for all we divested our persoi.;
of those abominations. I often wonder if
Mr. Blot and that toothy lad ever got
together and if so what awful conclusions
they could have reached.

Next morning at breakfast we were
told that all passengers would be taken
off on tenders and that we must be
packed and ready to leave by noon, and
by eight that evening the only palpable
results of the idea were the fact that we
were still sitting in our traveling clothes
clinging to passports, handbags and for-
lorn hopes. Everyone was afraid to leave
the vicinity of the purser’s office, for fear
of losing out on the latest rumor.

We waited and waited for hours. Then
a Government boat came alongside and
some C.P.O. officials boarded our derelict.
They strode into the main saloon, spread
a lot of lists and diagrams out on a table
and announced they were there to book
passages on whatever other ships might
be sailing within the next few days—
and all hell broke loose.

Eventually a near-panic was averted by
some level-headed stewards who took it
upon themselves to form us into line. It
was a line so long it had to double back
on itself a number of times, and since
each person fortunate enough to gain the
desk took at least fifteen minutes to ad-
just his or her tickets, it moved with the
celerity of a very old glacier.

It seemed needless for both of us to
suffocate, so we decided to take ten-
minute turns, one holding the place in
the line and the other going out on deck
for air. The system revived us to a cer-
tain degree, but after two hours we were
still-removed from our goal by several
laps. Our hopes dwindled.

The clock pointed to eleven-thirty. It
was my turn to hold our place, Emily’s to
be relieved. And that she should have
been relieved at that particular time is
just one more manifestation of the fact
that things happen to Emily which never
happen to anyone else. At the instant
she emerged from the saloon onto the
upper deck there came from down over
the side the sound of a heavy splash and
a moment later the voice of the watch
calling out the colorful words, “Man over-
board!” Then a second voice, less colorful
but more practical, shouted, “Throw him
a deck chair.”

Emilyrushed to secure one. It was heavy
and awkward. Bits of it kept opening out,
pinching her hands and ankles. She man-
aged to drag the wnwieldy object to the
rail, however, and with herculean effort
heaved it to the top and pushed.

There was a crack like the sound of a
torpedo you whang on the sidewalk on
the Fourth of July. She leaned over the
railing and peered down. A searchlight
was now flashing from the bridge. It was
all too clear what had happened. She had
landed her missile squarely on the top
of the man’s head.

From the general buzz of conversation
I gathered what had happened and in a
flash of intuition I suspected Emily of
having some unfortunate connection with
it. She was standing apart from the
others, looking as if a deck chair had
fallen on her too. I went right up to
her and said in a low voice, “Did you do
that?” Emily managed to gasp out “Yes”
and I said, “Well, we’ll just keep on
walking.”

Silently we walked around the deck, re-
turned to the scene of the crime and with
the expressions of Raphael’s cherubs in-
quired what the commotion was about.
Steeling myself, I asked if the man was
dead. Emily couldn’t speak and I thought
we ought to know the worst. The reply
was no, only unconscious. The doctor had
administered first aid and he was going
to be all right.
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Remembering we hadn’t yet secured our
passage on another ship, we returned to
the saloon, which by now was deserted
except for an unfeeling purser’s assistant
who told us the agents had disposed of
the last inch of space on every available
ship and we’d have to wait till we got to
Quebec to see what the main office could
do for us. We went to bed feeling, con-
sidering we were on a crowded vessel,
strangely marooned.

We Proceed in Reverse

When the tide came in at three a.m.,
with a heave and a wallow which brought
Emily out of the upper berth and onto my
face, the Montcalm lifted off the rocks
and slowly, at an angle like an invalid
with a droop to one side, and with a bevy
of attendant little tugs fussing, nosing
and encouraging her, began staggering
downstream.

It looked as if we were going to reach
Quebec, after all. Then arose the question
of what was to become of us, once we had
reached it. No one told us anything ex-
cept that there was apparently no room
for us anywhere. We might have to stay
in Quebec for days and that wasn’t our
idea of a trip abroad.

Then suddenly, blessedly, I remembered
that near Quebec was a tiny French-
Canadian village called Les Eboulements
where Miss Mary spent her summers.
Heavenly, incredible Miss Mary! Her
other name was Mrs. Charles B. Dudley
and she hailed from the Main Line (Phil-
adelphia to some, perhaps). She was my
mother’s most intimate friend.

I sent her a wireless saying we were
barely making port on a rapidly sinking
vessel and were about to be turned loose
on the streets of Quebec without a

passage to our name and was there any-
thing she could do about it? By noon the
Plains of Abraham hove in view and by
way of distraction we tried to recall our
history and wondered lugubriously if it
was Montcalm or Wolfe who perished
there. We had received no answering
message from Miss Mary.

All passengers left the ship the moment
the gangplank was down, and I may say
they left more in the traditional manner
of rats than of human beings. Then out
of the gloom there burst upon us the
vision of a C.P.O. official. He came right
up to us and informed us that we were
the two young ladies he was out to get,
and as he was quite handsome and dis-
tinguished that was all right by us too.
We were to go at once to that swank
hostelry, the Chateau Frontenac, and stay
there at the company’s expense until the
Empress of France sailed in eight days.
The other ships were small and over-
crowded, and by waiting we’d get better
accommodations on a luxury liner for the
same fare. We must of course say nothing
to the other passengers about it.

Someone had come to our rescue. We
had an impulse to fling our arms about
that official’s well-tailored shoulders and
sob “Daddy,” but we were afraid it might
make him change his mind.

Just then a boy approached us with a
telegram. It was that long-awaited mes-
sage from Miss Mary. She couldn’t get to
@uebec that day because it was Sunday
and the trains didn’t run, but she’d be
there in the morning and we were not
to worry.

Miss Mary to the Rescue

Early next morning Miss Mary sailed
into our room like a rescuing battleship,

and at the sight of her we shed our
sophistication like a pair of shoes that
have been pinching for days. All our
pent-up emotions of the last forty-eight
hours gave way and we collapsed onto
her turreted bosom and howled because
it had all been so awful and we were so
glad to see her again—albeit before that
moment Emily had never set eyes on her.
She later told us we were the dampest
pair of adventuresses anyone had ever
encountered. Wonderful, overwhelming
Miss Mary!

The Empress of France was a beautiful
vessel and even our minimum-fare quar-
ters seemed spacious. Miss Mary toured
us about the ship, introduced us to
the purser and first officer in a manner
that implied we had just passed our mid-
years at an institute for the feeble-
minded, and gave us a lot of advice for
young ladies traveling alone. She particu-
larly stressed the point that nice girls
never let themselves be conspicuous. We
must be careful not to create the “wrong
impression.” A very politic move, she said,
would be for us to single out a few nice
older women and make friends with them.

Politely, but without much enthusiasm,
we told her we would. She kissed us
good-by and went down the gangplank in
the manner of a dreadnaught being
launched. On the dock she turned and
waved and then shouted in her wonder-
ful Main Line accent, “Don’t forget, girls,
get close to some nice women!” Which
shamed us as profoundly as it fasci-
nated all near-by passengers, who eyed
us as if we might prove to be a light-
fingered team and Miss Mary our boss
who was giving us some last-minute in-
structions in code.

THE END

Next month: More highlights from the forthcoming hook by these authors,
under the same title, which is to bhe published by Dodd, Mead & Co.

Mrs. Parkington (Continued from page

job, farming and leading his warm, solid
existence with a dull healthy wife.

She thought: I must be getting old,
wandering into the past. And she was
aware that James was rising. He looked
handsome but fragile. He seemed to have
flowered and gone to seed in futility.

“I'll go with you to the door,” she
said, and they went out together.

“It has been very nice seeing you,” he
said. “You were always a wonderful
woman. You still are.”

“Thank you, James. Good-by again,
and good luck.”

She stood at the top of the three low
steps until the door closed behind him.
Then she went bacgk to the sitting room,
thinking how extraordinary it was that
James had not changed at all. He was
the same James, older and more tired,
whom she had known at Sandringham,
in London, at Monte Carlo. It was she
who had changed.

When Amory came in, Mrs. Parking-
ton noticed that his eyes were bloodshot.
“Good evening, Amory,” she said. “I'm
just having coffee. Would you like some?”

“No, thanks, Granny. But I could do
with a glass of brandy.”

She pushed the bell, flushing. Nothing
irritated her so much as to have Amory
call her Granny—a great, stupid man
patronizing her!

Taylor brought the brandy and poured
a glass for Amory. :

Mrs. Parkington said, “Don’t disturb
us, Taylor. If anyone calls, take the mes-
sage.” As the door closed behind him, she
told Amory, “Janie was here this after-
noon, and Uncle Henry.”
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“I haven't seen Janie since the Christ-
mas party,” Amory said. “She’s never
at home any more.”

He poured a second glass of brandy.
Then he leaned against the yellow mar-
ble mantelpiece to steady himself. His
elbow touched the Dresden shepherdess
and slowly pushed it over the edge.

The shepherdess struck the marble
slab and shattered, and Mrs. Parkington
cried, “Oh, Amory, how could you?”

What she saw in the movement of the
crash was not the death of the shep-
herdess, but the death of her mate the
shepherd, which had been shattered
long ago in the house on Thirty-fourth
Street. The shepherd had not been thrust
to destruction by a drunken man, but
hurled across the ballroom by a man who
was nearly insane with fury.

She had said almost the same words
to the Major, “Oh, Gus, how could you?”

Aspasie Conti was in the room and
Harriette Thornton and Mrs. Manson
Mingott, an eccentric who had the ad-
vantages both of blue blood and enor-
mous wealth, and Gus had shouted, “I’ll
be damned if I'll take it lying down!”

In Harriette’s eyes there was a look
of shock and alarm; but in the eyes of
Aspasie and Mrs. Manson Mingott there
was a bright look, such as comes into
women’s eyes at the sight of an angry
man whose anger is not directed at them.
As the shepherdess fell, the scene o