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Along the boulevards of Paris, before lunch or dinner, you'll is gift-wrapped in a 9 x 12 full-color art print of paintings by 
find fashionable people enjoying Dubonnet-the world such famous French masters as Monet, Matisse, Gauguin, 
famous aperitif wine of France. Dubonnet is smart to serve Van Gogh and Renoir, to name a few. You have a choice 
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Some gals fritter away a fortune on beauty shop permanents. 
But you're the smarty who saves-by having Toni's at home! You 
bypass appointments and huffing-puffing dryers. Best yet-you get 
your idea of a pretty permanent-not someone else's. 
And Toni has a unique kind of curl.lt can hide itself in a sleek 
hairstyle, or flip right into a fluffy-top. Set it smooth or curly, 
umpteen ways-it stays. No other permanent, home or beauty 
shop, has this "Hidden Body." It's Toni's alone! 

What's more-it's a lark to give! The double-rich neutralizer is 
already mixed! Just squeeze a plastic bottle-and creamy drops 
swirl through every curL Minutes later-Toni's No Mix Neutralizer 
has "locked-in" your soft, set-able "Hidden Body" wave. 
So stop punishing your pocketbook with beauty shop perma
nents. Have a Toni "Hidden Body" wave and save. Your home 
will be your beauty shop forever after. (Don't forget-Toni also 
makes Tonette for children and Silver Curl for gray hair.) 
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Machines Predict 
The ��Facts" of Life 

What is prophesied for the 1960's? 
-not from studying the stars, 
but based on facts? How rich 

will you be? You can get an idea from 
the wealth of data that experts reveal 
( page 72) about the most promising 
jobs, the most likely business-boom lo
cales, and other forecasts for the '60's. 

The success of love and marriage, too, 
is now predictable. Who, before, had 
ever heard of "scientific" dating? J ust 
how scientific can a "date" really be? 
"The Science of Love" ( page 48) ex
plores the psychologist's "facts" of love. 

For best results in the '60's, modern 
America takes a comprehensive view of 
itself :  What do we really believe in? 
Noted minister, Truman Douglass, takes 
apart our often conflicting beliefs ( page 
37) in analyzing this problem. 

These and other self-exploratory arti· 
cles can affect your next ten years in 
your pursuit of happiness. 

Marmer's Serious Side 
Our extraordinary story of what hap· 

pens to an American family-father, 
mother, and two children-while vaca
tioning at Montego Bay in the West 
Indies was written by Mike Marmer. Be
gin "View From the Terrace" on page 
86, and step into a strange world. 

Marmer's story surprised us because 
it's not funny, and Marmer is known to 
be a very funny fellow : as a comedy 
writer for five years on TV, he wrote for 
Ernie Kovacs, won a 1956 award ( with 
Kovacs ) for comedy, and the Sylvania 
award as the best comedy writer of the 
year. This goes to prove the bit about 
comedians being gravet than bishops. 

Three months ago, Marmer took a 

.RICHARD E. DEEMS 
President 

l\1ike l\1armer's at right. 

hiatus from TV to satisfy his urge to 
write short stories. He went to work in  
his  East 70's apartment, six days a week, 
for some six or seven hours a day. The 
plan paid off. 

With some of the proceeds from "View 
From the Terrace," Mike and wife, Pat, 
bought a miniature schnauzer puppy. 
The pup was duly registered with the 
American Kennel Club as "Cosmo" and, 
"what with shots and all that, he'll dig 
deeper into the proceeds." That's proba
bly all right, too, in view of the fact 
that CoSMOPOLITAN has just bought an
other exciting Marmer tale. 

Feast a, la Desbans 
Prince Rainier's grandfather, Prince 

Louis II of the principality of Monaco, 
was one of the "lucky people"-his head 
chef was Monsieur Fernand Desbans. 
Monsieur Desbans is now chef of the 
Chambord restaurant in New York which 

ROBER T C. ATHERTON 

Editor 

THOl\1AS J. FLEMING 
Executive Editor 

is considered by many noted and well
traveled gourmets to be the greatest res· 
taurant in the world. 

Back in September, when we started 
to ponder how we could bring CosMO· 
POLITAN readers a holiday feast that had 
a total of only twelve hundred calories, 
our thoughts naturally turned to Mon
sieur Desbans. We wanted him to answer 
the big poser : Is a twelve hundred calo
rie feast possible-a real feast with 
champagne, succulent roast goose, des
sert, and all the trimmings? 

After much poring over the new gov· 
ernment food charts, hours of testing, 
checking and rechecking, and many daily 
discussions over black coffee ( no calo
ries ) and occasional bowls of petite mar
mite (729 calories ) ,  the answer was, 
"Mais, oui!" 

CosMOPOLITA promptly went to work 
with Monsieur Desbans in his elaborate 
Chambord kitchen. With not a single 
goose to be had on the entire i land of 
Manhattan in  the month of September, 
the management of the Chambord ob· 
ligingly flew one down from Mas achu· 
setts. Not a single substitute was used in 
preparing the food-no fake sugar. no 
artificial low-calorie food . Here, at last, 
( page 58) is  a low-calorie feast to, in
deed, satisfy the palate. -H. La B. 

Harriet La Barre, l\1. Desbans 

ROBERT E. BROWN 
fJublisher 

Senior Editors: ANTHONY C. LA SALA-Art • WILLIAM CARRINGTON GUY-Fiction 

HARRIET LA BARRE--Articles • LYN LEVITT TORNABENE--Entertainment 
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• • re an 
He has his reasons 

"Seventy years ago, nine men pooled their 
s a v i n g s  a n d  f or m e d  t h e  U n i o n  O i l  
Company. 

"First year's business a m o u n t e d  t o  
$175,000. N o w  we market more than 
250 petroleum products, and our total 
revenue in 1959 was $512,962,423. 

"Through the years there were impor
tant milestones of benefit to you. 

"We were first in the West to introduce 
a multi-grade motor oil for cars. Today, 
our amazing purple motor oil, Royal 
Triton 10-30, is known everywhere. 

"We were first in the West to introduce 
an aviation-type gasoline for cars. 

"We were first to inaugurate a complete 
service system at the pump island. This 
is the famous Minute Man Service for 
checking air, water and battery, washing 
the windshield and rear window. 

"Another Union Oil innovation is the 
Sparkle Corps-men and women who 
check the 'housekeeping' at our service 
stations. 

"Some of these things are routine 
throughout the industry now. No matter 
where you drive in for service, you bene
fit from Union's pioneering ideas. 

"These are a few reasons I'm really 
proud of our company in its 70th year." 

* * * * 

Mr. Ireland is a distributor for our 
Marketing Department. Our 70th anni
versary is also his 50th year with us. 

Two factors foster the good things 
that come out of Union Oil Company. 
One is the kind of economy we have 
in this  country- a free economy, 
encouraging progress. The other is our 
own awareness that to stay in business 
for ourselves, we have to stay in 
business for our customers. 

Our 8,000 Union Oil people wish you 
many happy returns-to the sign of 
the 76. 

YOUR COMMENTS INVITED. Write: Chairman oj 
the Board, Union Oil Co., Union Oil Center, 
Los Angeles 17, California. 

Union Oil Company oF CALIFORNIA 

1890·1960 THE WEST'S MOST EXPERIENCE.D GASOLINE REFINER 
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��Never Settle for 
Second Best'' 

Til•: l�ll•(t ltTAN('"; ftF F:ltiJCATION 

Hayside, New York: Despite all the lip 
service about school aid, it i� interesting 
to note that America continues to be 
plagued by a serious shortage of class
rooms and teachers. In the public school 
system, about 800,000 youngsters through
out the nation are being shortchanged 
hecause of double-shift programs and a 
shortage of 132.000 classrooms. 

Also, in these challenging, changing 
times it was to be hoped that, in our 
struggle for survival, gifted children 
would be given special attention s.o that 
they, in tu·rn, could be hetter equipped as 
leaders of the future. There seems to be 
a regrettable lack of appropriate action 
in this vital phase of education. However, 
if we can't even provide adequately for 
our children generally, how much can 
we really expect in the way of special 
programs for gifted children except help 
from a devoted teacher? 

Thete is a need, today, for genuine sus
tained interest in talking up the impor
tance of education as a prelude to effec
tive ·action. We should never settle for 
�econd best. America needs all the help 
it can get to bring back education to the 
pre-eminence it deserves as the backbone 
of democracy. -DAVE BLOOM 

Zsa Zsa Gabor as Lolita 

ZSA ZSA AS A £.0�1EitiENNE 

Orcas Island, Washington: My admira
tion for CosMOPOLITAN is and has been 
practically boundless, but I do believe 
that your August issue has achieved such 
unprecedented editorial and journalistic 
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heights that I must make this verbal genu
flection. 

Whether a monument should be erected 
to your contribution to the willing sus
pension of disbelief or to your heroic 
comedic conceptions, I am not entirely 
sure. But certainly any editoria l group 
which has had the charming audacity tn 
depict Zsa Zsa in the role of Lolita, has 
gone so far beyond the extremes of 
science-fiction or the most inane and de
lightful hilarities of James Thurber, that 
it merits the bemused gratitude and ap-
plause of US all. -TOM TALMAN 

UIGII-1. Q. IU.UES 

Craig, Colorado: BRAVO ! for the article 
"How to Raise an I .Q." ( September) .  
May all parents and teachers pay care
ful heed to it. 

Having been a newcomer to a Western 
junior high school, I took a required 
I.Q. test and made a very high score. The 
teachets, quite impressed, informed my 
parents, who in turn informed me. 

Much to my parents' chagrin, my grades 
went into a steady decline. Overwhelmed 
by my "superior intelligence," I coasted 
through high school and two years of 
college on a minimum amount of studying 
and, consequently, the lowest possible 
passing grades. 

After the college kindly informed me 
that my grades weren't good enough, I 
upped and quit. 

After much soul-searching on my part 
and considerable help from our family 
physician, it dawned on me that I .Q. 
deals with the ability to learn and. j ust 
like land, it is fruitful only when it is 
properly cultivated. 

It is too bad that your article wasn't 
available to me when I took that test 
fifteen years ago. I only hope it will help 
prevent the same series of blunders from 
happening to some other impressionable 
youngsters. -ROBERT A CHRISTENSEN 

GENTL•:�IEN t•nEFF:It BLftN itES? 

Sierra Madre, California: What reader 
Mary A. Baker ("Our Readers Write"
September) doesn't know is that al l  
blondes are dual  personalities. I was bo·rn 
honey blonde and turned darker each 
year. After my first husband died, I spent 
two years as a mousy brownette-noth
ing ! Peroxide plus a happy disposition 
guaranteed me a new high-I.Q. husband 

within a few months. I never saw a blonde 
play wallflower at any dance·-fat blondes, 
slim blondes, they all rate. The only ones 
bored with blondes are dark, brunette 
females. I'll bet Miss Baker is a brunette ! 

-MRS. PATRICIA GREGORY 

AN O'IIAIIA ltiSS .. :NTEil 

Kansas City, Missouri: I was very inter
ested in your article about John O'Hara 
( September ) ,  having read nearly every
thing Mr. O'Hara has written. In spite of  
the fact that I have enjoyed O'Hara's 
novels, and consider him a most gifted 
novelist, I do not have much respect for 
Mr. O'Hara personally. Your article does 
not encourage any more respect. 

I enjoy O'Hara in a morbid way be
cause his novels themseh,es are morbid. 

Fatalist John O'Hara 

They show no respectability. because of 
the way he presents sex. This presenta
tion sells more books, which is probably 
most important to Mr. O'Hara. 

O'Hara seems to be forever the sociAL 
CLIMBER; though he says his frustrations 
over not going to Yale are gone a frer 
thirty-five years, the more adult "Ya le" 
situations go along with him during the 
years. He seems to be locked up in social 
success as an end in itsel f. He bristles 
at the criticism "shanty I rish," but 
whatever his background, his state of 
mind is still "shanty I rish." He has great 
insight into the minds of worldly people, 
but has little insight into the Soul of Man. 
His novels seem to rationalize his own 
station in life. He doesn't seem to be able 
to accept any kind of criticism from any
one ; he's always right. 

In his long list of clubs, schools. and 
social organizations, what does John 
O'Hara have to show for his success? His 
writing is almost the same as it was 
twenty-five years ago. He's still a fatalist, 
and he still writes morbidly without any 
motivation to stimulate the mind� nf peo
ple. His gifts are stagnant and only used 
for his own personal satisfaction and 
comfort. 

I would like to see O'Hara turn his 
(con tin ucd) 



It's Taylor Champagne ... you'll love it! Days to remember, 

happy times together; call f or th e delightful spirit of Taylor New York 

Sta te Champagnes. Tay lor Champagnes are the pride of New 

York's Finger La kes, o ne of th e world's most favored vineyard spots. 

For extra dry champagne, Taylor Brut, of course. 
For a bright; exotic flavor, ruby-red Taylor Sparkling Burgundy. 

Ask your wine merchant for booklet, ·champagne Makes a Party• and 

CTHE TAYLOR WINE COMPANY, INC., HAMMONOSPORT, N. y, Other helpfUl bOOkletS Of recipeS and Wine Service guideS. 
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the world's most 
famous fragrance in a 

mist! 
Now in all Lanvin fragrances, 

Arpege, My Sin, Pretexte, 
Rumeur, Scandal and Spanish Geranium. 

Measured spray; refillable. 
· 

2 ounces $5.00, refills $3.75 (plus tax). 

LANVIN 
8 

gifts to spiritually stimulating words. Not 
religiously, but to forget about how many 
books he may sell or may not sell, and 
to report. 

I'm sure that no one cares about what 
I have to say, particularly John· O'Hara, 
but I feel like writing about him. 

-0. G. BURNS 

A P.S. ON EMOTIONAL DIVOilCE 

A lbany, New York: Regarding the article, 
"The Tragedy of Emotional Divorce" by 
Flora Rheta Schreiber, which appears in 
the October, 1960 issue of CosMOPOLITAN 
magazine, I would like to point out that 
both the term and the concept of "emo
tional divorce," with its attendant effect 
on children, was first formulated and de
scribed in 1953 by Dr. J. Louise Despert . 
in her book entitled, Children of Divorce. 

In this very compassionate book, which 
clearly describes these very problems that 
were discussed in your article, the effect 
of both the actual and the "emotional" di
vorce is presented with the thought that 
such a situation need not necessarily be 
disastrous for the child. 

There is no doubt that the problem of 
divorce and its effect upon the children 
has been a long-neglected one which only 
recently has been brought to the attention 
of the reading public. It  would. seem only 
j ust, however, that Dr. Despert's impor
tant contribution in this field should not 
be overlooked. 

-C. DOMINIQUE ALLERAND, M.D. 

New York, New York: I want you to 
know how much I really enjoyed your re
cent October issue ; especially the article 
entitled "The Tragedy of Emotional Di
vorce" by Flora Rheta Schreiber. It gives 
a new and a fresh viewpoint that has 
helped me a lot in undetstanding "emo
tional divorce." I made my husband read 
it, too. -MRS. M. COLLINGS 

MARRIAGE IS HERE TO STAY 

Brooklyn, New York: I want to congratu
late you on the very fine articles on mar
riage in the October issue. I have read 
and enjoyed them, and have been very 
happy to have had an opportunity to 
comment on them over the radio. I in
tend to recommend the magazine to the 
various groups of people I will lecture 
to, in Metropolitan New York and New 
Jersey, during the month of October. 

-REBECCA LISWOOD, M.D. 

COLLECTOR'S ITEM 

Los A ngeles, California: Every so often
but not nearly often enough-! find a 
magazine story I like so well that I care
fully clip it out and keep it, because I 
know I shall want to read it over and 
over again. 

I have a collection of such stories, and 
quite a few of them are from CoSMOPOLI-

(continued) 

TAN. A story I recently took out to keep 
was in your September issue : "Seven Lies 
South," by William P. McGivern. 

-MRS. R. W. SHANER 

VERSE LEAVES A BLANK 

San Francisco, California: Thank you for 
Richard Gehman's excellent article "The 
Language of Love" (August ) .  I was par
ticularly pleased by the emphasis on 
poetry as hard work and on the necessity 
fot poets to be tough. . . . 

-VIRGINIA PALMER 

SUCCESSFUL SUCCESS STORY 

West Hartford, Connecticut: I have never 
written a fan letter in all of my seventy
one years, but feel compelled to do so for 
your October issue. All the articles and 
stories were excellent, and I especially 
enjoyed the Carl Winston article en
titled "How I Turned $1,000,000 Into a 
Shoestring." 

After all the serious success stories 
published on the stock market, real es
tate ventures, etc., this spoof had me 
chuckling. . -MRS. MARIA BUTER 

FUN IN •"ToE SUN" 

River Edge, New ! ersey: I thoroughly en
joyed reading Robert Wilder's "The Sun 
Is  My Shadow" (August ) ,  a pleasant 
change from the mystery stories you have 
been using. Please don't go back to an 
every-month mystery story-just give us 
one every once in a while. 

-MRS. FRANK S. HARDY 

PARADISE ON THE PARKWAY 

White Plains, New York: Thanks for 
your perceptive views on the problems of 
life in suburbia, that lotus-land of the 
conformist ( October) . I've spent six 
years in this commuter's squirrel-cage
enough to know that suburbanites are 
soon going to have to learn to tear down 
the walls between themselves and the rest 
of the world. This place is a cultural des
ert-except for the status-symbol "cul
ture" which the proper suburbanite sur
rounds himself with. And besides, who 
can compete on $12,000 a year? 

-W. EDWARD HAMMER 

UNIVERSAL At•PEAL 

Baldwin Park, California: This is the first 
time a magazine story has pleased me so 
much that I wanted to write a letter to 
congratulate you for it. 

In your June issue, I read "Do You · 
Know This Voice?" by Evelyn Berckman. 
The story held me spellbound, and my 
husband found that he also enjoyed it. 

I shopped for a long while before real
izing that CosMOPOLITAN had all I want
ed in reading. I find that my husband 
reads your many articles with interest
to me a fine compliment, because so many 
magazines are strictly for women or fot 
men. -MRS. TAUNO KAUSTINEN 



Ladies' legs love to get and young legs do, too! 

HOSIERY 
by 

BURLINGTON � 
Bur· Mil �M 

This Christmas, never-before fit and long wear from easy
to-give, lovely-to-get Ballet stockings. For ladies, sheer 
beautiful stockings in regular or stretch, seamless or with 
the new slim seam. For young legs, specially proportioned 

sheer Pixie stockings. $1.00 to $1.65 according to style. 
Colorful anklets and knee-highs, patterned and plain tights, 
too. Burlington Hosiery Co., A Division of Burlington 
Industries • . .  makers of Burlington Support Stockings. 
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SY:ttmOLS OF PAST GLORIES abound in Paris. The Louvre 
(left), once a palace, now houses a magnificent art collec-

tion. It overlooks a square dominated by Arc de Triompbe 
de Carrousel, built in 1806 to mark a Napoleonic victory. 

PARIS-The Magnet 
For Tourists 

Forever magic-on your first visit or your fiftieth-Paris exceeds all expectations, 

fulfills all dreams. Though it has become the most expensive city in Europe, you can 
still enjoy the passing parade for the price of a cup of coffee at the sidewalk cafes. 

B Y  RICHARD H ARRI TY l(ing Charles V of France was so 
fond of his fair capital on the 
river Seine that he coined a per

fect motto for it, as meaningful today as 
it was then : "Other cities are towns; 
Paris is a world." And, like a world, Par
is presents varied wonders, striking con
trasts, and endless surprises. No matter 
how many times one has explored this 
enchanting city, there are always delight
ful new discoveries to be made. 

First
' 
Thrill of Expectancy 

I flew to Paris on an Air France jet 
from Finland and once again experienced 
the thrill of expectancy that possessed 
me as I began my initial visit thirty years 
ago. Since, on every return to the queen 
of cities one hopes to find an old friend 
or so with whom one has shared the 
pleasures of Paris in the past, I set out 
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straight from the airport to the Cafe de 
la Paix close to the Opera on the Boule
vard des Capucines. 

Now the claim that you will eventually 
meet everyone you ever knew while seat· 
ed at a table there is undoubtedly as true 
( but just as difficult to prove) as the 
assertion that a group of apes hitting the 
keys of typewriters at random would, in 
time, through the law of averages, pro
duce every classic ever written by man. 
In both of  these claims, time, naturally, 
is the all-important factor and, in the 
case of the Cafe de la Paix, a good, 
sturdy cushion. On my first day in Paris 
on this last visit, I sat for over two hours 
and didn't see a soul I knew. One Ameri
can visitor, however, recognized me, but 
it was a case of mistaken identity. He 
swore that I was a dead ringer, no pun 
intended, for a prominent mortician from 

San Francisco. It seemed that my look
alike, the mortician, had visited Paris 
every summer ince the end of World 
War II, and knew the city "like the back 
of his hand." 

Friend of a Friend 
"When you're in Paris with him," my 

new-found friend explained, "it's good-by 
to the guides and gyps. My pal's a regu
lar student at the Berlitz School in 
'Frisco, and can cherchez la femme in the 
native lingo, which saves a lot of time 
and dough. 

"He's also worked out a fool-proof sys
tem for getting a good cup of coffee in 
Paris," he continued with enthusiasm. 
"He ·just goes into a little cafe and tells 
the proprietor that he's desperately in 
need of chicory-that root the French 
use in making their coffee-and that he'll 



pay a top price for the stuff. The French
man, figuring on a quick profit. 'elh my 
pal all the chicory he's got in the cafe. 
Then, when my friend get� his hands on 
every last bit of chicory, he looks the 
proprietor straight in the eye and says, 
'Now go into the kitchen and make me a 
good cup of coffee.' " 

"Very ingenious," I said. wondering 
just what had finally happened to the 
excess chicory. 

Sorry, Wrong Femme 
Suddenly my new friend, who, having 

finished his story, had begun belting 
down double Scotches like a professional 
whisky taster. spotted someone who knew 
him-evidently his wife from the way she 
�ternly wagged her head and crooked a 
commanding finger at him. As he got un
steadily to his feet and obediently fol
lowed her, it �as apparent that this was 
one time when la femme had cherchez-ed 
him, and in her own connubial lingo. 

But whether you see anyone you know 
or not, the Cafe de Ia Paix is an excellent 
place from which to watch the passing 
parade of Paris with all its gay and some
times grim variety. Sooner or later every 
type in Paris promenades past this cafe 
-pleasure seekers and professional beg
gars ; pretty young shop girls out for a 
stroll during the long lunch hour ; wives 
hurrying home from work with a long 
loaf of French bread held under one arm 
like a swagger stick ; young lovers, stroll
ing along hand in hand, who, utterly 
oblivious of onlookers, stop occasion
ally to exchange a kiss ; rich-looking old 
gaffers on the prowl, and de luxe ladies 
of the evening, ditto ; French provincials 
and American tourists gawking at each 
other, all sure that they have indeed 
spotted some real Parisians ; the sellers of 
naughty French postal cards ;  and gran des 
dames dressed to the nines on the way to 
the Opera ; foreign and domestic drunks 
singing and shouting as they zigzag from 
bar to bar ; street musicians and chestnut 
vendors ; the shabby and the chic ; high 
and low ; all Paris. 

You can watch this shifting show at 
leisure for as long as you wish for the 
price of a cup of coffee, and no one will 
hurry you or suggest by a look, a word, 
or the flick of a napkin that you o·rder 
something more, or move along. Yes, sit
ting at 'a sidewalk cafe in any part of 
Paris is both a pleasure and a bargain 
in what has now become the most expen
sive city in Europe. 

But the best spot from which to view 
the great city itself is from a table at the 
restaurant high up on the second stage of  
the Eiffel Tower where, on a bright day, 
the beauties of all Paris are spread out 
below in dazzling array. From there. the 
Seine, crisscrossed by a chain of hand-

some bridges and lined with quaint old 
quay�, looks like a blue-green ribbon of 
softest silk as it winds in a wide curve 
through the city. Across the way, on the 
right bank of the river, is the stunning 
Palais de Chaillot shin:ng like a new 
jewel in an old setting ; that windowless 
wonder of a chureh, the Madeleine ;  the 
graceful dome of Saint AugustiJ1; and in 
the center of the Seine on the lie de Ia 
Cite, where Paris began two thousand 
years ago, the church of the Sainte Cha
pelle with its glowing stained-glass win
dows that seem to float in mid-air, thanks 
to a miracle of medieval masonry. There, 
below, on the left bank, is the impressive 
Champ de Mars and, nearby, the Hotel 
des lnvalides, where the last remains of 
Napoleon now repose in keeping with a 
request in his final will : "I wish my body 
to be laid to rest on the banks of the 
Seine, among the French people whom I 
loved so well.'' 

Further on can be seen the Latin Quar
ter, so called because in the Middle Ages, 
when it was a great center of learning in 
Europe. Latin was the language spoken 
there ; the Pantheon where Voltaire, 
Rousseau, Zola, Victor Hugo, and other 
French immortals found their final rest· 
ing places ; and that loveliest of Paris 
parks, the Luxembourg Gardens. 

The view from the Eiffel Tower pre
sents a panorama of Paris, a scene of 
grandeur, glory, and greatness that has 
never failed to thrill this seasoned trav
ele·r. A visit there is a wonderful way to 
gain a knowledge of the town that elicited 
this tribute from the old prognosticator, 
Nostradamus, in the sixteenth century : 
"So long as Paris exists there will be 
gaiety in the world." 

The Many Faces of Paris 
Each district of Paris has its separate 

character and its own special appeal. 
Some sections are rich in both architec
tural beauty and in history, such as the 
central district which embraces the 
Tuileries, that royal gem of a garden be
side the river ; the Rue de Rivoli, the 
pillared promenade that is one of Na
poleon's handsomest gifts to the city ; the 
Palais Royal, the elegant square enclosed 
by stately buildings where Louis XIV 
played as a boy and Cardinal Richelieu, 
the gray eminence who was the real 
ruler of France, lived in luxurious splen· 
dor ; the Place Vendome, masterpiece of 
the great architect Mansard ; the Place 
de Ia Concorde, with its flowing fountains 
and its air of magnificence and magic, at 
the same time a symbol of the city's 
beauty and a reminder of the terror and 
tragedy of the revolutionary period when 
the guillotine drenched its broad espla
nades with blood ; and. of course, the 
Louvre, once a :royal palace and now the 

repository of one of the richest art collec
tions in the world. 

The ghosts of both the great and the 
glamorous haunt this section, and the 
glorious past of France is constantly 
evoked in the graceful monuments, the 
beautiful buildings, and the grand sweep 
of the boulevards. Walking through this 
district at night when a stillness has 
settled on the city, one does not find it 
hard to imagine the pomp and pageantry 
which were the essence of life in Paris 
during those days of colorful court enter
tainments when de Pompadour, du Burry, 
and Marie Antoinette rode in style 
through these same streets in a passion
ate pursuit of pleasure and power. Then 
the city was the glittering center of the 
universe, and "when Paris took snuff. all 
the rest of France sneezed.'' With a shud
der one can also recall du Barry, the 
mistress of a king, and Marie Antoinette, 
a sorry queen, taking that last ride in an 
old tumbrel, along what once had been 
a royal route. to keep a date with Mon
sieur de Paris, the executioner, in the 
Place de Ia Concorde. 

When "Ritz" Is Not a Cracker 
This, too, is the district of the hotels 

de luxe, including ihe most famous of 
them all, the Ritz in the Place Vendome. 
Built in 1898 by Cesar Ritz, the one-time 
Swiss goatherd who eventually enter
tained the elite of Europe and played 
host to the world in his perfect hotel, the 
Ritz has become one of the sights of Par
is as well as a monument to the man 
whose name is a syinbol for gracious liv· 
ing. In fact, during the depression his 
name was such a synonym for elegance, 
exclusiveness, and expensive taste that 
the directors of the hotel, fearful of scar
ing away American customers, took ads 
in New York newspapers to announce 
that "The Ritz is not ritzy.'' Then, a few 
years after the last war, when the craze 
for American cafeterias and snack bars 
swept over Paris, the hotel ran another 
ad which simply stated, "The Ritz is not 
a snack.'' 

In an age of change when "off with the 
old" is the rule, the Ritz still maintains 
the elegant traditions established by the 
founder sixty-two years ago : in the kitch
en where the great Escoffier once pre
sided as chef, in the handsome dining 
rooms where Olivier, the famed head
waiter and hero of plays and novels. once 
bowed members of royalty to their tables, 
and in the sumptuous suites where the 
furnishings and appointments are as rich 
and graceful as ever. The unobtrusive 
and unfailing service which Ritz insisted 
on is still carried on with style by the 
well-trained staff, even in the most un· 
usual circumstances, as this true story 
told me by Claude Auzello, the managing 
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director of the hotel, will demonstrate : 
"We once had two distinguished Amer

ican gentlemen living at the Ritz." said 
Mr. Auzello. "Both were exceedingly 
well-to-do, both liked to · drink, and both 
stayed here in similar suites for an entire 
summer. One gentleman had a suite on 
the second floor and the other was direct
ly above him on the third. As each gen
tleman retired for the evening, a bottle 
was served him-the guest on the second 
floor preferring whisky while the one on 
the third floor always lulled himself to 
sleep with a magnum of champagne. 
Early one morning a servant in the base
ment pulled the dumb-waiter down, took 
out the emptied champagne bucket and, 
inspecting it as he had been instructed to 
do, discovered to his amazement that it 
contained a pair of false teeth. He pon
dered the procedure in this unexpected 
situation for a moment, then decided that 
the traditions of the Ritz must be u pheld. 
He placed his unusual discovery on a 
crested Ritz plate, concealed it beneath 
a domed cover, then put everything back 
into the dumb-waiter, rang a bell, and 
hoisted it upstairs again. 

"You Really Shouldn't Have" 
"Later that morning," c�ntinued Mr. 

Auzello, "the concierge said one of the 
guests wanted to see me. I went out into 
the lobby and there was the whisky-drink
ing gentleman from the Pecond floor hold
ing some Ritz china in his hand. 'I want 
to congratulate you.' be said. 'I always 

knew the Ritz took great pride in its 
service, but you really didn't have to 
bother to provide me with this extra set 
of false teeth which I found on my night 
table when I awoke.' 

"But We Did" 
"Evidently the waiter on the second 

floor had assumed that the dentures be
longed to the whisky-drinking gentle
man," Mr. Auzello went on, "and quietly 
placed them on his night table as he 
slept. I phoned the waiter on the third 
floor and asked if any of his charges had 
had any problems that morning. 'No,' 
said the waiter, 'except that the gentle
man who likes to dr!nk champagne seems 
to have lost his teeth and he can't leave 
his suite without them.' " 

They were delivered to the entrapped 
guest. And while Mr. Auzello didn't say 
so, undoubtedly the well-schooled waiter 
kept a perfectly straight face as he cere
moniously presented his silver tray. 

In addition to the hotels de luxe, there 
are also several smaller inns which pro
vide comfortable accommodations at a 
very reasonable tariff. One of my favor
ites is the charming Hotel Beaujolais 
located in the Palais Royal, with good
sized rooms overlooking the gardens. A 
double room with bath. including a conti
nental breakfast for two, can be had there 
for only $5.70. Just next to the Beaujolais 
is one of the great restaurants of Paris, 
Le Grand Vefour. The money saved by 
staying at the Beaujolais for a week will 

BATEAUX �IOUCUES (sightseeing boats) on the Seine reveal parts of Paris, 
like this quayside scene with artist at work. Pont des Arts is in the backgr':und. 
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permit you to have one meal at Le Grand 
Vefour, which has been serving and satis
fying fine gourmets with fat wal lets sinee 
1760. And for those who understand 
French, another treat is around the cor
ner. Also a part of the Palais Royal is 
France's famed Comedic Fran�aise with, 
perhaps, the greatest company of actors 
in the world. 

Then there is the Etoile district, where 
twelve of the great city's grandest boule
vards converge in a majestic circle 
around the Arc de Triomphe. 

The grandeur of this section can best 
be appreciated from the top of this great 
monument which Napoleon ordered built 
in 1806 to commemorate the victory of 
his troops at the battle of Austerlitz. 
Architects and artists wrangled for thirty 
years over the design, so that the Little 
Corporal never lived to see it completed. 
But when his ashes were returned from 
St. Helena to France in 1840, they passed 
beneath the monument that marks one of 
his greatest victories. �ow, the tomb of 
the Unknown Soldier of World War I, 
with an eternal flame burning before it, 
rests beneath the arch, reminding people 
that tragedy and triumph are tightly tied 
together in battles and in wars. Further 
sad proof of this can be seen on plaque>' 
in buildings all over Paris marking the 
spots where brave resistance fighters fell 
while freeing their beloved city from 
Nazi tyranny. Before riding up in the 
elevator, I studied once more Rude's he
roic sculptural group on one side of the 
monument. Called "La Marseillai�e." it 
depicts a band of volunteers of 1792, and 
the strains of that immortal song express
ing the spirit of France and her lasting 
love of Liberty sounded in my ears. 

To view the city from the top of the 
Arc de Triomphe is to fall in love with 
Paris all over again, with its boulevards 
radiating like spokes of a giant wheel 
from the Place de !'Etoile, and the broad, 
tree-lined Champs Elysees, sweeping 
proudly down to the Place de la Concorde 
-so unbelievably beautiful. 

Picasso Painted Here 
Spilling down over a hill in the dis

tance is Montmartre, where artists over 
the years have captured the soul and 
wonder of Paris in paint, in song, and in 
story. This is a district of dramatic con
trasts ranging from the razzle dazzle of 
the Rue Pigalle with its poules of the 
pavement and plush pleasure domes 
where champagne is obligatory at twenty 
bucks a bottle and visiting suckers are 
seldom given an even break, to the bu
colic charm of the Place du Tertre, with 
its gay garden restaurants and sidewalk 
cafes nestling in the peaceful shadow of 
the Sacre-Coeur. Here Renoir, Utrillo, 
Picasso, and many others achieved fame 
with their ateliers, and today, young, un-



known arti:<t,; st i l l  congregate around the 
Place du Tertre. sett ing u p  their easels 
in the square or in attic stud ios to tel l  
t heir stories o f  Paris in paint. while la 
vit' tit' boheme flourishes as ever. 

The whole story of Montnutrtre from 
its earliest days is told in a l l  its romance 
in a litt le m useum recently opened in 
the Rue St. Vincent beh ind the P lace d u  
Tertre and through the famous Mont
martre vineyard. I t  is  t he M usee du Vieux 
M ontmartre sponsored by Charles Char
pen t ier. nephew o f  the great Montmartre 
com po�er of the opera "Louise," the ever
moving romance of bohemians and love 
in Paris. 

That t heatre o f  terror. the G nmd 
G uignol, is at the same old stand on the 
Hue Chaptal  in Mont martre where it 
makes tourists giggle or gasp as i ts  ac
tors spi l l  enough red gore every evening 
to fi l l  several blood banks, and t he Mou l in 
Rouge. where Toulouse-Laut rec · sketched 
for posterity t he can-can dancers and 
di,..re putable customers. has now, a las, 
become too obviously commercial and is 
popular only with tourist�. And the bare 
living made by the shapely girls at the 
Folies llergeres is being t hreatened by a 
whole army of strip-tease artists that pays 
strict attention to the merry old :\I insky 
eommand. "Take i t  off." in big and l i t t le  
night clu bs a l l  over t he pl ace. 

The Flea Market 
The magnet for ladies seeking the 

rll'fnil'f rri in high fashions and t asteful 
aceessories is s t i l l  t he Fauh,nrg; St. 
Honore that runs through the ceater of 
the city,  but as a gentle warnin g :  the 
luxury shops a long t his swanky street 
have never heard of t he pleheian word 
"bargain." 

In fact. at  t he pre�ent t i me. about the 
only place where there's a chance of 
making a "good buy" in Paris is at 
the Flea Market, that fascinating maze 
o f  shops and stal ls  where trash and 
t reasure are on display. Here you've not 
only got to know what is good. but how 
to t rade with t he dealer to get the article 
for t he price you want to pay. 

The on ly food problem in Paris now is 
in choosing t he restaurant in which to 
order i t .  Since it is practica l l y  impossible 
to get a bad meal in the city, even in the 
smal lest ,bistro. t he choice of  a place i s  
l imit less, w i t h  good p o t  l uck a l ways o n  
y o u r  side. 

M a xim's, La Tour d'Argent, Lape
rouse. t he Mediterranee ( tops for fish ) ,  
Lucas Carton, and the other great res
taurants se·rve the finest food at the 
highest prices, so let  your budget and 
your appetite be your guides. Here are 
a few p laces that  pleased my palate on 
this tri p :  La Gri l le. which some Parisians 
rate as the best restaurant in the city, 
near Les H a i les, the great market pl ace 

IIAIUUTY AXIt KA�IlU .. :Il:\IAN ( left, seated) at Cafe de Ia Paix. Age-old tale 
persists that, if you sit long enough, ever·y friend you've ever known will pass by. 

of Paris ; Papill e, where the food i s  ex
cel lent but inexpensive, on the left bank 
beside St. Severin, the oldest church in 
Paris ; Resta urant Renault ,  a sma l l  out
of-the-way spot with a su perb k itchen 
t hat rank with t he best, across the Pont 
Neuil l y  at  60 Rue de I a  Republique, and 
Quasimodo. where t he cooking is m a tch
less and t he prices moderate, on the lie 
St.  Louis j ust across t he little footbridge 
from Notre Dame. 

And of course, I went back to the Cafe 
de Ia Paix and. t he second time, t he only 
person I saw whom l knew was the man 
from Cali fornia. He was evident ly  so
bered up and didn't recognize me now, or 
perhaps I looked less l ike his friend. t he 
mortician, now t hat I was wearing a hat. 

Ten-Gallon Chapeaux 
I l ike to think he at least noticed the 

hat. since it  was a new one I'd bought at 
one of the best p laces to buy chapeaux 
pour les hommes:  Celot's, No. 12 Place 
Vendome. Celot's. at the turn of the cen
tury, was t he hatter to t hat royal and 
rotund roisterer, the Prince of  Wales. 
later Edward VII. and is  now the proud 

possessor of  a warrant from the Diners' 
Club enabling American travelers to 
charge t heir toppers now, and payez l a
ter. Curiously, the favorite head-gear o f  
the proprietor, Robert Dehesdin, is a good 
old broad-brimmed Stetson. 

It is indeed a suitable choice for t he 
man who is also treasurer of the Club 
d u  Lasso, a gro u p  of Parisian hombres 
who, dressed in levis and wearing som
breros, practice fancy roping and eonti
nental broncobusting t wo a fternoons ev
ery week at what is for them a makeshift 
ranch, the vast Parisian park, the Bois 
de Boul ogne. 

This French roping and riding society 
was begun in 1912 by J oseph Hammon. 
now its president, who, while l iving on 
t he B lack Feet Raneh in Texas before 
the first World War, fel l  in love with t he 
ways of American cowboys. Serge Holtz. 
the vice president of t he Club du Lasso, 
was an officer in the Freneh caval ry who 
was sent t o  Montana at  about t he same 
t ime to buy horses. When he and M .  
Hammon com pared notes back in Paris 
about the joys o f  l iving in t he great. open 
spaces, t hey formed the c l u b  which re-
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LONELY, 
HUNGRY, 
COLD .. . 

Jong Sook lives with her grandmother 
in a tent. The grandmother peddles soup. 
She earns l!nough for one meal a

'
day for 

herself and J ong Sook. J ong Sook dreams 
of school but her grandmother cannot 
afford the small school fees. 

J o n g  Sook's parents fled to South 
Korea i n  1 95 0  s e e k i n g  freedom from 
Communist rule in the Nor\h. They lived 
as refugees. After the cease fire, her 
father worked as a fisherman. In 1957 
he was lost at sea. One month later her 
mother died in childbirth. A child like 
Jong Sook needs your friendshi p !  

How you can help • • •  

You, your group, your school can give 
person-to-person help to a needy girl or 
boy in Greece, Korea, Italy, Finland, 
France, Lebanon, We st Germany or 
Austria through a Save the Children 
Federation Sponsorship . Your monthly 
contribution of $12.50 will provide your 
sponsored child w i th suppleme n tary 
food, warm clothing, household goods 
: ncJ cash. You will receive a photograph 
; ,nd the story of the child you are help
ing and the child or his family will cor
respond with you. Please fill in the cou
pon below and join with thousands of 
SCF sponsors in a warm, rewarding 
experience. 

SCF NATIONAL SPONSORS INCLUDE: 

MRS. DWIGHT D. EISENHOWER 
HON. HERBERT HOOVER 

SPYROS. SKOURAS 

Registered with U. S. State Department 
Advisory Committee on Voluntary Foreign Aid r--------------, 

Serving Children for 29 Years 

SAVE THE CHILDREN FEDERATION . 
Boston Post Road, Norwalk, Connecticut 

I want a
' 

Ogirl O boy in--,--,.,.---,-,----, 
(countries listed above} 

or where the need is greatest 0 .  
Enclosed i s  m y  first payment: 
$ 12.50 a month 0 $37.50 a quarter 0 
$75 sem i-annually 0 $ 1 50 annual ly 0 
I cannot sponsor a child but enclosed is 

my contribution of $. ____ _ 

Name'-------------

Address ___________ _ 

City Zone __ state __ _ 

L Contributions ore income tax deductible. COS 1 2 -0 
_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _  :.J 
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quires that every member own a Western 
addle, dress like a cowboy, and learn 

such standard sorigs of the range as "Oh, 
la, la Susannah" and "Sur le Trail." 

"When you ride on horseback in Paris, 
you must have authorization," explained 
Mr. Dehesdin, "but our Club du Lasso 
has never troubled to get one in all these 
years. When the gendarmes see us, 
twenty strong, dressed in our Western 
costumes, riding up the Champs Elysees, 
they are so startled they never ask to see 
our permits." 

When Gary Cooper is in town, he often 
joins the Parisian cowpokes for a canter 
around the Bois de Boulogne and a morsel 
at a nearby bistro, run by a member who 
goes by the name of Sheriff Big ose. 

"The Club du Lasso is frequently con
fused with another Paris group called 
'Les Amis du Far West,' " added Mr. 
Dehesdin with what I thought was a trace 
o[ bitterness, "but we have absolutely 
nothing in common. Les Amis (lll Far 
West are only interested in Indian cus
toms and habits, while we are true .sons 
of the saddle." 

Judging from the way he aid this, I 
wouldn't be a bit surprised if the lads of 
the Club du Lasso one day cut Les Amis du Far West off at the pas . 

A Bit of Americana in Paris 
Aftet hearing all that heady Western 

talk, I headed for Harry's New York Bar 
at 5 Rue Daunou ( Sank Roo Dough 

oo ) as do all good Americans when they 
feel a little homesick in Paris, or just a 
litt le thirsty. Harry, a doughty little Scot 
with l iterally thousands of friends (rom 
the United States, died last year after 
spending nearly half a century in his 
famous bar. He tended bar there in 191 1  
when the place was first opened by  jockey 
Ted Sloan and then, in 1 923, took charge 
and turned the spot into a real corner of 
America in Paris with college pennants 
and pictures of U. S. newspapermen, 
sports figures, and American friends 
tacked up all over the walls. Downstairs, 
there's a room with a piano, and every 
night a performer still bangs out Ameri
can jazz tunes and college songs while 
the customers sing out the words with 
Yankee fervor. For nearly fifty years, 
every visiting American of note, from 
Grantland Rice and Scott Fitzgerald to 
Cole Porter and Ernest Hemingway, has 
bellied up to the bar of  this American 
oasis. George Gershwin wrote the first 
part of his An A merican in Paris on the 
cellar piano, and Sinclair Lewis plotted 
out part of Dodsworth while seated at the 
bar. In 1 924, 0. 0. Mcintyre, that gad
about from Galliopolis, Ohio, who be
came one of the most succesful colum
nists around, wrote an article for Cos

. MOPOLITA ent:tled "Beachcombers of 
the Boulevards," in which he took some 

healthy swipes at the American barflies 
who were charter members of the Lo t 
Generation. Harry read tlti and immedi
ately formed the International Barflies 
Club and named Mcintyre pre ident. The 
club now has nearly a million members 
with loe'al traps all over the world. And 
every four years since 1924, Harry's has 
run its own presidential straw vote which 
has been amazingly accurate, even call
ing Truman's unexpected victory over 
Dewey. On every presidential election 
night, the bar stays open all night while 
runners on bicycles bring the latest re
turns from the local bureau of the United 
Press, which are then chalked up on the 
bar mirror. Harry's son, Andy, a bluff, 
good natured lad, has inherited his fa
ther's busine s and his father' love of 
America. He knows the whereabouts of 
practically every American in Paris as 
well a the latest news from the States. 
After chatting with him while I munched 
on a hot dog, I strolled over to the Cafe 
de la Paix again . . .  after all, I figured, 
the law of average just couldn't go on 
failing me forever. 

As I sat down at a table, I saw another 
American who, from the way he was cas
ing every passerby, was there for the 
same rea on I was. Finally, I spoke to 
him and we got into a conversation about 
how he had stayed on in Paris after the 
war and had been coming to the Cafe de 
la Paix ever ince, but had a very low 
record in recognizing old friends. He had 
been a photographer in the Army and 
had married a French girl. He now had 
two children and was doing free-lance 
work around Europe. His story was very 
interesting and, as he got up to go, I was 
sorry to see him leave. 

A "Friend" at Last 
"I'm Gene Kammerman." he said. 

"Hope to see you again sometime." 
"Same here," I said. "I'm Dick Har-

rity." 
"Harrity?" he asked inc1·edulously. 
"Yes, Harrity," I repeated. 
Suddenly he threw back his head and 

began to sing . . .  
"Harrity forever, how we love your 

gold and blue. 
Harrity, forever to your precepts we'll 

be true. 
Swell the chorus, join the song 
Praise the school where we belong. 
Oh, sing and sing for Har-ri-ty." 
"What the hell does that mean?" I 

asked bewilderedly. 
"That's my old school song," he re

plied proudly, "The William F. Harrity 
Grammar School, Fifty-sixth and Chris
tian, Philadelphia." 

"I'm from Philadelphia, too," I cried. 
"It's a small world," he said. 
We both had to have another Pernod 

on that. THE ENo 



Made possible by DuPont . . .  

made bemdiful by War-ner'::; I 

'New 
Dimension' 

light, lasting, easy-care 

LY!;I!! girdles and bras 

b 

a Sheer •NeUJ Dlmendon.' girdle with 
cased waistline (Lycra spandex with nylon 
fill) , #577. Matching pantie #578. White 
or Beige. S7.95. DecolletC bra gives 
f,!ract•ful lll>lift,  #1035. White ; Black with 
Beige. $5.95. 

b Low.back 'New Dimension' Merry 
Widow® with front zipper, Lycra back, 
Antron® nylon front, nylon lace 
cnntour cups, clastic u£ nylon-spandcx
Jlolyestcr. #1308. White, Black or Red 
Pepper. Sl6.50. 

c Sheere&t. 'New Dimendon' long·les 
pantie smooths hip and thigh-line 
beautifully, #579. White or Beige. SlO.OO. 
Bra in smooth-molding satin clastic 
( Lycra spandex with rayon-cotton 

covering and fill) , #1085. SS.OO. 

Slim to the shape of your dreams In a girdl� that's lighter than a lipstick I 
The shape of things to come is right on this page ! Warner's 
'New Dimension' girdles and bras make slimming all sweet
ness and light-ness, too. So light, some weigh as little as 2 
ounces.* Yet the one you choose will slim you with all the 
strength you could possibly want. The reason for it all is 
Lycra®, the extraordinary elastic fiber that Warner's and 
DuPont worked hand in hand to develop. 

Your 'New Dimension'n• will last, too ; will keep its "life" 
longer than any girdle or bra you've ever worn-because Lycra 
resists the perspiration and body oils that can ruin ordinary 

elastic. And, lovely as it is, your 'New Dimension' can be 
machine washed. 

Discover Warner's® 'New Dimension' at your nicest store 
now. With less weight and thickness than a body's ever known, 
you'll be in the loveliest shape ! Prices from $5.00 for bras, 
$7.95 for girdles. *exclusive of accessories. 

very New very Young rrom Warner's 
New I Warner Wash ! Professional washing care for girdk-s. hr:u, lina-eric whether you wash ' 
them by hand or machine. \VarntT's gcntlc·formula cold water 10ap. $1.50 for 10 full ounces. � 
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Your . choice of  I I  valuable 
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I N  A S H O RT T R IAL M E M B E RS H I P  I N  T H E 

ANY ONE OF THESE SETS: IF YOU AGREE TO BUY I FOUR I SELECTIONS OR ALTERNATES FROM THE CLUB WITHIN A YEAR 

THE WORLD OF 

MATHEMATICS 

Winston Churchill's 
A HISTORY OF THE 

ENGLISH-SPEAKING PEOPLES 

Carl Sandburg's 
ABRAHAM LINCOLN: 

THE WAR YEARS 

EITHER OF THESE SE"rS: IF YOU AGREE TO BUY I SIX I SELECTIONS OR ALTERNATES FROM THE CLUB WITHIN A YEAR 

Winston Churchill's 
THE STORY OF CIVILIZATION by Will Durant THE · SECOND WORLD WAR 



B U S I N E S S  R E P L Y M A I L  
No postage stomp necessary if moiled in the United States 

POSTAGE WILL BE PAID BY 

BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB, INC. 
345 Hudson Street 
New York 1 4, N. Y. 

FIRST CLASS 
PERMIT No. 4 1 9  
New York, N. Y. 

VIA AIR MAIL 



CHECK THE WORK(S) YOU WANT 
FOR $1 PER VOLUME 

0 THE WORLD Of 
MATHEMATICS -' Vols. 

0 A HISTORY Of THE ENG-

L I SH-SPEAKING PEOPLES -' Vols. 
0 AIRAHAM LINCOLN : 

THE WAR YEARS -' Vols. 
0 THE STORY Of 

CIVILIZATION 6 Vols. 
0 THE SECOND WORLD WAR 6 Vols. 
0 COMPLETE SHORT STOR I ES 

Of MAUGHAM 2 Vols. 
0 COMPLETE SHERLOCK 

HOLMES 2 Vols. 
0 COMPLETE WORKS Of 

0. H ENilY 2 Vols. 
0 REMEMIRANCE Of 

THINGS PAST 2 Vols. 
0 A STUDY Of HISTORY 2 Vols. 
0 THE PSYCHOLOGY Of SIX 2 Vols. 

SPECIAL FOI $6 
0 THE OXfORD UNIVDSAL 

D I CT IONARY 1 Vol . 

Please enroll me as a member of the Book-of-the-Month 
Club• and send me the work ( s )  indicated at the left &t the 
special price listed (plus pesta.ge) .  I agree to purchase within 
a year the number of Selections or Alterna.tes speciJied with 
the premium I have chosen. The price of such books to mem
bers will never be more tha.n the publisher's price, and fre
quently will be less. After the trial membership period, I need 
buy only four such books In any twelve-month period to main
tain membership, but if I wish I may cancel membership once 
I have completed this enrollment agreement. However, I! I 
continue membership I shall receive a free Book-Dividend* 
with every second Selection- or Alternate-! buy. (On all 
books delivered by mail , a small charge is added to cover post
age and mailing expense. ) 

PLEASE NOTE: In fuJilJllng the membeT&hlp obltgatlon to 
buy a specified number or books and In reckoning Book
Dividend credit, � Double Selection offered to members In 
any month-or any set or books offeTed at a special com

bined prlce-1s counted as a single book . 

A3412 

=�s} . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  "PiEA.s"E i>"aiN.r"f.i.A.INi¥" . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

Addreu . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

Cit11 . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Zone . . . . . .  State . . . . . . . . .  . 
Selections and Alternates ror Canadian members are usually prlcecf 
�litrhtly hi�her, are shipped from Toronto d11.ty /r�e. and may be paid 
for I n  either U . S .  or Canadian currency. 

*Tratlemark JteC'. U.S. Pat . Off. and in Canada 
If TitS WI IS IWLEI 1• CAIUIA, PLEASE AFFIX PIDPER PISTACE 



l ibrary s ets 
B O O·K- O F-T H E - M O N T H  C L U B  

TWO OR TH R E E  OF TH ESE S ETS : 
IF YOU AGREE TO BUY I FOUR OR SIX I SELECTIONS 

OR ALTERNATES FROM THE CLUB WITHIN A YEAR 

COMPLETE SHORT STORIES OF THE COMPLETE 

W. SOMERSET MAUGHAM SHERLOCK HOLMES 

THE COMPLETE WORKS 

OF 0. HENRY 

Proust's REMEMBRANCE Toynbee's A STUDY OF HISTORY THE PSYCHOLOGY 

OF THINGS PAST (A Two-Volume Abridgment) OF SEX • Havelock Ellis 

SPEC IAL: OX F� R D  U N I VE RSA L D I CT I O N A RY $6 
IF  YOU AGREE TO 

BUY � ADDITIONAL 

BOOKS DURING 

THE NEXT YEAR 

a volume 
GOOD SENSE FOR 

EVERY READING FAMILY 

T HE PURPOSE of this suggested trial 
membership is to demonstrate two 

things by your own experience : first, 
that you can really keep yourself from 
missing, through oversight or over
busyness, books you fully intend to 
read ; second, the advantages of the 
C l u b ' s  B o o k - D i v i d e n d  s y s tem, 
through which members regularly re
ceive valuable library volumes -
either without charge or at a smail 
fraction of their price - simply · by 
buying books they would buy any- ·� 

way. The offers described here really 
represent «advance" Book-Dividends 
earned by the purchase of the four 
or six books you engage to buy later. 

* The work(s) you choose will be 
sent to you immediately, and you will 
be billed at the special price indicated 
(plus a small charge for postage) . 

* You have a wide choice always 
- over 200 selections and alternates 
during the year. 

* If you continue after buying 
the four or six additional books 

called for in this trial member
ship, with every second Club choice 
you buy you will receive, without 
charge, a valuable Book-Dividend 
averaging around $6.50 in retail value. 
Since the inauguration of this profit
sharing plan, $235,000,000 worth of 
books (retail value) has been earned 
and received by Club members as 
Book-Dividends. 

BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB, Inc. 
345 Hudson Street • New York 14, N. Y. 
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For the Haves and Have-Nots 
0 ne gift comes to mind for those 

two hard-to-buy Christmas pres
ents for groups : the haves and 

the have-nots. It's not merely an easy 
solution, but the best solution : records. 
Some of the recording companies have 
handsome packages good for giving to 
entire families. Among these is Igor 
Stravinsky Conducting Rites of 
Spring and Petrouchka (Columbia; 
$12.50 monaural, $14.50 stereo) ,  which 
comes complete with one record of the 
master himself talking about the incep
tion of these works and reminiscing 
about Diaghileff, the Ballet Russe, etc. 
Also with some handsome art work. And 
Carols for Christmas · Eileen Far
rell (Columbia ) ,  with full orchestra and 
chorus, will make the holidays as festive 
as they des�rve to be. 

For more specialized giving, consider 
Hi-Ho, Madison Avenue, starring TV's 
Louis N ye ( Riverside) . Accompanied by 
an instrumental group called The Status 
Seekers, Louis sings Ode to an Ulcer, 
Let's Make an Adman President, and 
other timely tunes, to t,he delight of all 
sophisticates, real or imagined. For the 
kids, The Singing Lady-Fairy Tales 
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b y  lreene Wicker ( R iverside ) ,  which 
includes The Red Shoes, The Happy 
Prince, and many more. You'll probably 
love listening to Miss Wicket after all  
these years, too. 

• • • 

Around Midnight, J ulie London 
( Liberty ) .  Julie, one of my favorites, 
wears a pair of iridescent pants on the 
cover, and pants in  an iridescent manner 
inside, on such songs as the title one 
( meaning 'Round Midnight) ,  Llf'Sh Life, 

Julie London : iridescent singer. 

and Don't Smoke in Bed, and others. 
I Gotta Right to Swing, Sammy 

Davis, Jr. ( Decca ) .  Mr. Rhythm, wear
ing pants as tight as Julie's, and singing 
in  his own way, with arrangements by 
Sy Oliver and others, for a swinging 
group of musicians. This may be the 
greatest record he's ever made. 

Dancing at the Hop, Bobby Vinton 
and his orchestra ( Epic ) .  Bobby Vinton 
may be the new Les Brown-a youngster 
with a band composed, I gather, of col
lege kids. Swings. 

The Untouchables. Original Music 
From the TV Show, Nelson Riddle and 
his orchestra ( Capitol ) .  Need I say that 
I regard Nelson Riddle as an Untouch
able himself? A great arranger. And he 
has taken the last name of Eliot Ness 
and made some fine tunes : Tender-Ness, 
Wistful-Ness, Dejected-Ness, etc. 

Larry Kert Sings Leonard Bern
stein ( Seeco ) .  The most durable mem
ber of the West Side Story cast in a triL
ute to the composer. A virile voice, plus 
good selections ( from Wonderful Town, 
and On the Town, and other Bernstein 
shows) ,  plus arrangements by Richard 
Wess. -MEGHAN RICHARDS 

��Agony'' of the Daytime Viewer 
DAYTIME PERFORMANCE . . . We 
got to thinking, the other day, about the 
two daytime programs women seem to 
prefer-the so-called "agony" show, and 
the daytime serial. 

Speaking for "agonies," Jack Bailey, 

King of ABC-TV's Queen for a Day for 
the last sixteen years, says, "We've been 
accused of all sorts of things, but the suc
cess of ou·r type of program is, I'm cer
tain, due to its utter simplicity and hon
esty. We even air the goofs. I think women 
tune us in ,because they like a happy end
ing, and, here, they see one every day." 

Larry White, head of CBS-TV's day
time programming, says about serials : 
"Adult companionship is their primary 
appeal. Many women are alone-except 
for the children-from 8 :30 in the morn
ing until 7 :30 at night. And, a woman 
feels that the people in our stories are 
real people, that they are friends. rm 
inclined to think that the type of woman 
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who watches our show is entirely different 
from one who tunes in the so-called 
"agony" shows. Our viewers don't tune i n  
t o  see a show s o  much a s  they tune i n  to 
see what their friends are doing." 

BUSY LADY . . .  We asked Mildred 

Alberg, producer of the Our American 
Heritage series, what it was like to be a 
woman TV producer ( she's one of the 
very few in the field) : "Being a woman 
has never had anything to do with it," 
was her reply. "But being a TV producer 
is exciting, challenging, and fun ! "  

"Has no one ever raised any objections 
to having a woman producer?" we asked. 

"Not really," replied Millie. "Someone 
at NBC mentioned, at the time I took 
over, that there had never been a woman 
producer at the network before. I said, 
'Congratulations. You've j ust hired one.' 
And that's the last time that the subject 
ever came up." 

This month is  a big one fot this petite 
woman. The fitst play she has produced 
for Broadway, Little Moon of Alban, 
opens December l. It stars Julie Harris 

i n  the part she portrayed first on TV. 

WORTH YOUR PRECIOUS TIME 

. . .  Project 20's "The Coming of Christ," 
incorporating works of Rembrandt and 
other artists, is woven together with the 
same skillful technique that won awards 
here and abroad for last spring's "Mark 
Twain.'' The second half of the greatest 
story ever told follows at Easter. . . . 
"Born A Giant," second of the American 
Heritage series on the men who made 
American history. This one is the story 
of Andrew Jackson . . . .  And, if you 
missed it last year, a repeat of Leonartl 

Bernstein's Christmas music with the St. 
Paul's Cathedral Boys' Choir of London, 
Marion Anderson, and the Schola Can-
torum. -FLORENCE HAMSHER 



"What thisl 
country , 
needs 1s 

�a 

"Especially at party time" says Tony Randall . . .  It takes something more than 
the same old plain liquor to impress holiday guests. Make the grand gesture . . .  serve cocktails ! 

It's e'asy when they're Heublein's. No work-just pour on-the-rocks. No qualms about quality, 

ever. Heublein Cocktails are made with choicest liquors, expertly proportioned . . .  you'd be 

proud to serve them at any price. Yet - drink for drink- they cost less than plain whiskey! 

9 VARIETIES - FULL STRENGTH - READY-TO - SERVE. Extra Dry Martini, 67.5 proof. Manhattan, Dry 
Manhattan, 55 proof. Vodka Martini, 60 proof. Daiquiri, Whiskey Sour and Side Car, 52.5 proof. 
O l d  Fashioned, 62 proof.  S ti nger, 5 0  proof.  G. F. H e u b l e i n  & Bro.,  H a r t ford, C o n n e c t i c u t .  

GIFT-WRAPPED • • •  

READY TO POUR 
ON-THE-ROCKS 
Send your friends 
a cocktail party
in a bottle ! 
Give gift-wrapped 
Heublein Manhattans 
or Extra Dry Martinis, 
ready-to-serve. 

You've got it maae with HEUBLEIN COCKTAILS (pronounced Hugh-Bline) 
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Jack Lemmon 

"Women think you're adorable," Lyn 
Tornabene tells actor Jack Lemmon. 

1 :00 P.JU.-O'Neill Theatre 
Thirty-five-year-old John Uhler Lemmon 
UI was born in Boston, attended select 
New England schools, and gra(luated 
from Harvard in 1946. He started his ca
reer in radio soap operas in 1948, ap
peared frequently in TV dramas, made 
his - Broadway debut in 1953 in a revival 
of Room Service. His Hollywood career 
surged in 1955, when he won an Academy 
Award for his supporting role in Mister 
Roberts. Divorced, he is residing tem
porarily in N('W York. 

When ] ack Lemmon is working, he is 
intense, taut, single-minded, and he 
smokes so much you can track him by his 
contrai l .  But, working or not, he is l oaded 
with high-strung charm, and he is good
looking in an Ivy League-Peter Pan sort 
of way : average height , wiry thin, with a 
surprising touch of gray in his hair. 

We met while he was rehearsing for 
Face of a Hero, his first Broadway show 
since he became one of Hollywood's hot
test properties. Lunch was schedu 1ed for 
a one-hour break ; to save time. it was to 
take place on stage at the Eugene O'Neill 
Theatre. We cal led the Stage Delicates
sen for sandwiches and bee·r. and thev 
dispatched a buffet for a catered wed
ding. Because neither Mr. Lemmon nor I 
felt capable of consuming thirteen sand
wiches each. we invited everyone on 
hand to help himself. Partaking of the 
feast : director Alexander "Sandy" �ac
kendrick. a marvelously tal l ,  thin fellow 
who looks like the movies invented him to 
play a director ;  writer Robert L. Joseph, 
who looks like a panda ; and a whole hive 
of press agents who were swarming over 
Mr. Lemmon with requests for inter-
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views, personal appearances, and quot
able lines. When the tumult subsided, we 
retreated into a corner for some quiet 
conversation which began : "How's the 
show going?" 

"It's a lot  of hard work," Jack said. 
"I've got a bigger part t han Hamlet. I t 's 
tricky. I hope I can pu l l  it off." 

"I take it this is very different from 
working in a picture like Some Like It 
Hot," I said, pointing out to him the pack 
of cigarettes he was looking for. He was 
smoking filtered kings through a fi l tered 
holder, and getting them lit was a fairly 
elaborate rituaL 

"We had a real bal l  making Some Like 
It Hot," he said. "But people have got
ten the impression I 'm a comic. I 'm not. 
I'm an actor. I've always been an  actor." 

I told him his fans term him "ador
able," and asked if  that bothered him. 
"It doesn't bother me. No," he said, 
while grinding out his nearly whole ciga
rette and looking around for the pack. 
"But I'd rather they thought of me as 
an actor. 

Handing him the matches he had mis
p laced. I asked him what he thought he 
might now be if he hadn't gone into the 
theatre. "I've never given it  any thought," 
he said. "I don't know what I'd do. I 
would die." 

"Isn't acting a rather self-centered l ine 
of work?" I needled. 

"It's a means of expression like any 
other creative job." he said. "Like writ
ing or painting or designing. What makes 
a writer write ? Whatever his drive is, it's 
no different from an actor's. More time 
and space is  devoted to figuring out what 
makes actors t ick, though. I'll tell you 
one thing about the appeal of acting 
that's rarely mentioned : acting gives you 
a chance to be somebody else. I think 
that's the attraction for most of  t he 
actors I know ; when they act, they can 
forget their own frustrations and guilt. 
The big. Big. BTG thing for an actor is 
to get over being afraid to expose him
sel f. The day you can let yourse l f  show 
through your work and not care whether 
somebody laughs or is shocked, you've 
got it  made. 

Dignity In Labor 
"Who klwws what makes any kind o f  

person the way  he  is? I don't know what 
made me an actor. But  I always remem
ber something my father said to me when 
I told him what J wanted to do. He was 
in the flour-mix business. He said, 'I hope 

you l ike what you're going to do. The 
day I stop finding romance in a loaf of  
bread, I ' l l  quit.' " (The cigarette routine 
again-out with the old, in with the new. 
It was beginning to take on a' rhythm. )  

••Do you  feel you owe anything to  your 
public ?" I asked. 

"Good Lord no," he answered, recoil 
ing. "Well ,  that's not  exactly true. I owe 
them a good performance. When they 
pay their money to see me, they should 
be gett ing my best. But that's all I owe 
them. That 'publ ic' you're talking about 
can be a very strange thing, you know. 
I ' l l  give you an exam ple of  what I mean. 
One day in  Sardi's, a woman sent a note 
to my table asking me to join her. I 
couldn't remember if I knew her. so I 
sent the waiter back to te l l  her I'd stop 
on my way out. Before he could get to 
h�:r, she was standing in front of  me, 
screeching. 'You're t he rudest man I 've 
ever seen. Didn't you get my message ? I 
sent for you.' I tried to stand u p. but the 
table was in the way, and �he started 
yel l ing louder, 'You're a public servant. 
young maJ1. I �upport you. When [ ask 
you to do somet hing. you do it . '  She wa� 
getting out of hand. so the manager Jed 
her out.  You may think she was crazy, 
but things l ike that happen often. You 
can keep your public." 

Where Women Are Concerned . . .  
Jack's publ ic has often been told he's 

plann.ing to be a perennial bachelor. I 
asked i f  that were true. He looked at the 
floor through a thin st ream of smoke and 
shook his head. "I don't know i f  I 'm 
going to be a perennial anything. I never 
said that." 

"Al l  those women who think you're 
adorable u�ually also mention how funny 
you are. Don't you suspect that women 
find humor irresistible?"  

"I 'm not  a comedian," he repeated. 
"But you're right. Women find a sense o f  
humor very appealing. I don't know why. 
I suppose i t 's something l ike the attrac
tion a man feel s  for a woman who is 
bright. witty, outgoing. She doesn't have 
to be beautiful .  I've never real ly anal yzed 
it." He looked around . . .  this  t ime the 
cigarettes were gone. for sure. No, they 
were in his pocket. He checked h is watch. 
Time for one more, and then lunch hour 
was over. 

We walked back into the middle of the 
stage. It seemed huge, the theatre t iny. 
When t he housel ights are up, there's no 
barrier at a l l  between the actor and the 
audience. The separation must be artifi
cial ly created, by the foot l ights, by the 
actors themselves. This kind n f  thinking 
can conju re up a l l  kinds of peop le, I dis
covered. In  a flash, the stage was fil led 
with furniture and furniture movers. the 
director, the playwright, and the cast. 
Jack picked up his script and moved into 
his p lace on the set. waving good-by with 
h is  free hand-the nne with the Pigarctte 
holder in it. -L Y N  TORNABENE 



THE M ISSION THAT BECAM E  A FORTRESS . . .  THE FORTRESS THAT BECAME A SHRINE  . • •  

STARRING 

JqHN WAYNE I RICHARD WIDMARK I LAURENCE HARVEY 
CO·STARRING 

FRANKIE AVALON I PATRICK WAYNE I LINDA CRISTAL 
JOAN O'BRIEN I CHILL WILLS I �����::. I ���ST STAR R IcHARD B 0 0 N E 

produced and directed by JOHN WAYNE / original screenplay by JAMES EDWARD GRANT / music composed and conducted bY. DIMITRI TIOMK!N 

A BATJAC PRODUCTION RELEASED THROUGH UNITED ARTISTStJECHNIC0L0R • 

ALL SEATS RESERVED! COMING SOON ! 
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""THE NATURAL PIGMENT of your face looks better-what if freckles do 
show?" Julia wears mascara, lipstick during day, adds pancake for nighttime. 

11111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111 

Julia Meade on 
A Desert Island 

Julia Meade: "If I were stranded on 
a desert island, the first things I'd miss 
would be hand lotion and mascara." 

How Julia retains her personal "signa
ture," and still looks up-to-the-minute, 
puzzles her fans. 'To Julia, it's simple : 

"My eyes aren't large, so I always use 
mascara; I feel naked without it. And I 
try all the new eye make-up colors. I 
have a long face, so I always try for a 
dome or triangular hairdo-and change 
it at least once a year-but never have 
it terribly long or terribly short. 

"My waist is small-so I accent it. You 
can adapt most current styles to accent 
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your assets. I even took my chemises i n  
at  the waist." There are some fashions 
which J ulia simply ignores. "The trapeze 
and I had no rapport; I had house
coats, I didn't need trapezes." 

Julia is a Harvey Berin aficionada 
("His cocktail dresses look right for m y  
T V  wardrobe-they have a gentle, lady
like look" ) ,  and buys Dior suits and 
coats. Summing i t  up, Julia advises, 
"Don't ever wear anything in which you 
feel uncomfortable-it diverts your at
tention. It makes you uneasy. For in
stance, I'm miserable in a side-draped 
dress. Poufs make me unhappy. Scarves 

drive me crazy." Moreover, "I'm the 
peignoir type-not pajamas or baby 
dolls." Julia takes a dim view of cu
lottes for herself ("too unfeminine for 
me" ) ,  doesn't even like slacks. 

Despite all this ladylike feeling, J ulia 
will play a chic, socialite sophisticate in 
the coming movie, Tammy, Tell Me True, 
competing-unladylike-with an ingenue. 
We hope that the mascara will keep her 
feeling comfortable. 

Velvet-bowed hairdo for winter, 
1960-1961, created by Alexandre-Harriet 
Hubbard Ayer is as good a bet for 
sophisticates as for ingenues. Hair falls 
j ust to the nape of the neck. The pinned
on bow gives the illusion of long hair, 
tied back. 

Alexandre, whose clients include roy
alty, Maria Callas, the Begum Aga Khan, 
and the Duchess of Windsor, favors the 
shingled hairdo with a pompadotfr and 
a bang. He also likes the plastered-to-the
cheek curl. 

A woman's largest hair problem these 
days is how to keep that curl, or the 
brushed-forward hair, hugging fast to the 
cheek. Some hairdressers lean toward 
Lepage's glue. Others vote for colorless 
nail polish, but this means the compli
cations of using nail  polish remover. 
Then there are the staunch advocates of 
rubber cement-which can be removed 
with boiling water. Says one hair
dresser, philosophically, "So it hurts." 
All we know is that dressing  tables and 
salon counters will shortly begin to look 
like hardware stores. 

Hildegarde, the body-conscious chan
teuse, jumped the gun on other women 
by wheedling one of the new, purse-sized 
spot-reducers out of its manufacturer, 
Relaxacizor, before it hit the market. 
Hildegarde tossed the little transistor 
into her purse, and startled some fellow 
passengers on a jet flight from Holly
wood to New York by calmly lunching, 
4,000 feet up, while her spot-reducer 
worked away, contracting her muscles. 
This newest little brain child of the com
pany that has made a fortune out of  
milady's avoirdupois is due out  this 
month, and we can see the future now : 
un planes, trains, everywhere-all those 
muscles contracting, while you lunch, sip 
coffee, read, chat, snooze. What next? 

Pink water, green water, blue water 
in the bathtub. Little boys and girls are 
taking to the colored bubble baths the 
way they took to chocolate straws. 

But the colored bubble bath may 
influence some traditional fashions for 
kids. In test-marketing the colors in  
Des Moines, the Wrisley company ran 
into the tradition-smashing fact that 
more little boys liked pink. Little girls 
went for blue. How this news may affect 
purveyors to the infant carriage trade, 
we hardly dare guess. 
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The Fur Trench Coat 
And the Fur Bang 

"Insouciant" is t he word for the 
slouching, flat knit sweater from I taly. 
The Italians' smashing success at ere· 
ating knits is turning women into avid 
collectors of the knit evening gown, 
the knit suit. the knit dress. Luisa Spa· 
gnoli, in  her famous "garden" factory in 
Perugia (where the knitters lunch out
doors ) ,  has begun to bring the medieval 
touch to the sweater. 

One pullover, of Me·rino wool, was 
inspired by the Italian knights in their 
battles in the Middle Ages. It promises 
to be one of the most carelessly chic 
and elegant looks taken up hy women 
from the Riviera to the very soignee 
women of Rio. 

Flower ear-muffs, made of fresh 
flowers, and other fresh-flower hair deco
rations, may turn into one of the winter 
hits for evening. This is a trick that 
couldn't have worked j ust a few months 
ago ; before you had even finished your 
demitasse, the flowers would have wilted 
around your ears. o more. Responsible 
for new, long-lasting gladioli and chrys
anthemums are scientific experiments 
which have succeeded in crossbreeding a 
hardy Florida strain. 

With the J apanese influence so strong 
about us, the flowers are expected to 
decorate J apanese hair-sticks, chignons, 
and even to grace fashionable necks with 
chokers of flowers. Please remember, 
though, that one evening's wear is all 
you can expect from all this dewy-fresh 
floral fashion. 

The fur trench cout is in with a bang. 
Now that Jacques Kaplan has done it in  
Bengalese tiger, any unfurry version is  
o ld hat. A lmost any coat now boasts 
some fur inside or out. Gold Mongolian 
sheep is  on the inside of Balenciaga's 
black satin coat, and no woman today 
will dream of throwing away an old fur 
coat when she can have her new cloth 
coat lined with some of that once throw
away fur. 

Don't expect to recognize al l  the furs 
you see, unless you're a zoologist. Vernier, 
of London, whose clients include the 
Duchess of Kent and Princess A lexandra, 
has designed possibly the hat to end all 
fur hats. It's made of mouflon, a wild 
sheep of Sardinia and Corsica. I f  you 
want bangs, you j ust comb the silky fur 

( which is as thick and curly as that of an 
unclipped poodle)  over your brow. Like 
so many furs today, this native of the 
islands can be dyed any color. 

Those huge bed bolsters that women 
are carrying around Los Angeles aren't 
bed bolsters at all. They're the most giant 
of giant handbags from Italy. Slim cotton 
dresses match these cotton bags. How 
strange-and convenient-can the hand
hag get ? The travel hag-also from Italy 

-that opens out into a wntmg desk, 
complete with paper and envelopes, and 
has a secret jewelry compartment, gives 
us some idea. And now that Endicott 
Johnson. the shoe people. have perfected 
a new, soft yet scuff-resistant leather that 
improves the wear of leather by as much 
as 700 per cent, we're hoping for elegant 
leather bags that can take abrasion and 
the scuffing we give them, and still gleam, 
uewly, hack at us. 

-HAR R I ET LA BARRE 

BE:"\"G,\LES•; TIGEil trench coat, designed by Jacques Kaplan. Its classic 
Garbo features are notched collar, cuffed sleeYes, dashingly drawn sash. $ 1 ,100. 
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HOW for the first time, you can get Famous 
POPULAR MECHANICS Bonus Books for 
leas than the coat of postage I For each G I F T  
Book you order at the regular price, you may 
pick a BONUS Book for just 1 0¢ more. 
OR D E R  HOW ... so you'll hove them In time 
for Christmas giving. 

G I F T  BO O K S  
K E Y  T I T L E  
A. There's Adventure In Atomic Energy $2.95 
B. There's Adventure In  Chemistry ....  2.95 
C. There's Adventure In  E lectron ics .. 2.95 
D. There's Adventure In Geology .......  2.95 
E .  There's Adventure In Jet Aircraft . .  2.95 
F. There's Adventure In Marine Science 2.95 
G. There's Adventure In Rockets.......  2.95 
H. There's Adventure In C i v i l  Engineering 2.95 I, There's Adventure In Meteorology ... 2.95 
J, A Guide to Stereo Sound ·-"""""" 4.95 
K. The Sound of H igh F id e lity ... ......... 4.95 
L. Mr. Wizard's Science Secreta . ... .. . , 2.95 
M. Out of This World .... . ........ .......... 3.95 
H .  $clence Mi lestones ...... ............... 4�95 
0. Modern Fum lture You Con Bu i l d  .... 2.95 
P, All About Boots .. .. . . .... ... ............ 2.95 
Q, Outdoor L iving Rooms ... ....... .... ... 2.95 
R. Auto A lbum ............................... 3.00 
S. F i fty Years of Popular Mechanics ... 5.00 
T. A II About Upholstering ................  3.50 

:JeJ:IifW:IeleJ:J 1" Regular 
Key T itle Price 

1. Getting Started With 
Power Tools .... ............ $1.95 10¢ 

2. Concrete Handbook ......... 2.00 1 0¢ 

�: g�:���Y'=r�:a�::�:;,-.;i�···· 2.50 1 0¢ 

Guide ............... .......... 2.95 1 0¢ 
5. 1 00 Beat Woodworking 

Projects ..................... 2.00 1 0¢ 
6. Planning Your Home Work· 

shop ...... .. ...... _ .......... 2.50 1 0¢ 
7. Porta ble E lectric Tools ... 2.00 1 0¢ 
8. Guide to Good Hunting and 

Trapping .................... .  2.95 
9. How to Tempt a Fish .......  .2.00 

1 0, Developing a Profitable 

1 1 .  F�r�r�a��r:l :::::::::::::::::: �;gg 
1 0¢ 
1 0¢ 

10¢ 
1 0¢ 

1 2. Bui ld·lt·Youraelf Ranch 
Ty pe House ................. 3.50 1 0¢ 

1 3 .  Concrete Block House ...... 2.00 1 0¢ 

H: �::e
t
� 'p:,��n, ,�� ·���;·.;· ..  3.5o 1 0• 

and S pray .................... 1 .95 1 0¢ 
1 6 .  Lawn and Garden Book..... 2.50 1 0¢ 
1 7. F lx·lt·Yourself Television 

Manual ............. .......... 3.00 1 0¢ 
1 8. A I bum of Aviation ........... 3.00 TO¢· 
1 9. How to Restore Antique 

and Clau lc Cars ... ....... 3.50 l Ot 
20. Bul ld·lt·Youroelf Book for 

BoY.• ......................... 2.95 1 0¢ 
21 . Golf for Bo��nd Glrlo .... 3.95 Ji lt.IJIIIII_�BIIIIaii\IIIIIQ'_ 
Dept. cos. 
Popular Mechanics Preu 
200 E. Ontario Street 
Ch icago 1 1  I l l inois 
Please RUSH to me, prepaid, the books I 
have encircled below, I enclose S oa 
payment, for GIFT Booko at regular price 
and BONUS Books at 1 0¢ each. 

G I FT BOOKS 
_ A. _ B, _ C. _ D . _ E . _ F. _ G .  
_ H. _ J. - J. _ K . _ L. _ M. _ H .  
- 0.- P. _ Q, _ R, - S. - T .  

BONUS BOOKS 
- 1 · - 2. - 3. - 4. - 5. - 6. _ 7, 
_ a. _  9. _ 1 0. _ 1 1 , _  1 2._ 1 3 . _ 1 4. 
_ 1 5. _ 1 6. _ 1 7. _ 1 8. _ 1 9. _  20. _21 . 

Name ______________ _ 

Street _____________ _ 

City====== Zone __ State --
P L E A S E  P R I N T  
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Pitfalls of 
Prosperity 

B Y  G E R A L D  '\VA L K E R  

A SENSE OF VA LUES, by Sloan 
Wilson ( Harper & Brothers. $4.95 ) .  Few 
readers recall Sloan Wilson's first book, 
Voyage to Somewhere, a leanly written 
short novel about a young Naval officer 
in charge of a supply ship, battling both 
red tape and the Japanese. But it is worth 
remembering fot its vivid, yet coolly con· 
trolled writing, and because it draws on 
the author's own wartime experience, a 
crucial period in his life. 

It is memorable, too, because the 
"somewhere" of that initial blind voyage 
is now known : fame and fortune. Surely, 
many would say, a happy destination. But 
Mr. Wilson himself is not so certain. 

Spokesman for Suburbia 
His latest novel is even more racked 

with ambivalence toward what D. H .  
Lawrence called "the Bitch-Goddess of 
Success" than was The Man in the Gray 
Flannel Suit, which carried Sloan Wilson 
to that Promised Land, five years ago. 
Values, like Gray Flannel, is primarily 
a tale of the pitfalls of prosperity, with 
the love element subordinated. 

With Values, he resumes his role as a 
leading fictional spokesman for the great 
suburban middle class, concentrating 
once again on the problems th�t often 
attend getting ahead in this world. He 
has written a shatply observed, exhaustive 
{over seven hundred pages ) study of 

athan Bond's obsessive need for, and 
catastrophic drift into, sel f-advancement 
during the Affluent Fifties. But with this 
added kicker : taking a leaf from Oscar 
Wilde, he seems to be saying, "When the 
gods wish to punish us, they answer our 
prayers." 

The novel could well be subtitled : "A 
Portrait of the Artist as a Fat-and-Forty 
Comic Strip Cartoonist." As it opens, 
although Nathan Bond has dieted from a 
flabby two hundred pounds to a trim one 
hundred and sixty-eight, the flabbiness of 
the rest of his life remains. Divorce pend. 
ing, he is separated from his wife, Amy, 
their two children-sixteen-year-old Steve, 
and Sally, twelve-and from the domi· 
nating dream of his youth, which was to 
be a serious painter. 

By means of an extended Marquandian 
flash back (a device Mr. Wilson has used 

with effect in his previous two books ) ,  
Nathan finally decides to stop a vetting 
his gaze and he re-examines his four 
decades, from a hopeful, ambitious child· 
hood to the shattered present .  

Thinking back, Nathan recalls how his 
and Amy's paths had crossed as children, 
first at the age of ten, then at fifteen. 
Each came from a genteelly poor family, 
each hungered for a greater share of 
worldly goods. In  Nathan, this mani fe�ted 
itself as extreme competitiveness, in ath· 
letics, in conversation, in painting. 

Meeting next at a house party at Yale, 
where athan was a student. each was 
lonely and ripe for love. They married 
soon after ; a pathetically immature boy· 
husband and child-bride. 

After nearly five years of hazardous sea 
duty {as in all of Sloan Wilson's novels, 
the war sequences are the most deeply 
felt and best written ; like many other 
World War I I  veterans-turned-novelists, 
his port'rayal of the civilian world always 
seems blurred by comparison ) , Nathan 
returns and hurls himself frenetically into 
earning a livelihood. The world of money· 
making becomes the new theatre of oper· 
ations, each raise a new victory. Nathan, 
in short, becomes a male Marjorie Morn· 
ingstar who shelves his dreams in favo·r 
of settling down comfortably in suburbia. 

Success Via J ournalism 
Nathan moves from a job as a reporter 

to the staff of a women's magazine ( some 
amusing fun-poking in this section ) . When 
he finally hits pay dirt by creating Ro l lo 
the Magnificent, a tragicomic Chaplin· 
esque tramp who becomes a syndicated 
cartoon feature in hundreds of news· 
papers, raising Nathan's income to $ 1 00,· 
000 a year, neither he nor Am� realize 
j ust how far a pa·rt they are. 

At this point, Nathan's worldly pub· 
lisher gives them what he calls The 
Lecture, pointing up the perils of success. 
It  is the crux of the book. 

"Most middle-class people," the pub· 
lisher tells them, "whether they admit it 
or not, have little choice but to be rea· 
sonably moral. They usually can't afford 
a divorce, even if they want one . . . .  The 
greatest danger of success b simply the 
fact that money al lows you to do what 



you want to do. . . . You will have 
temptations which ordinary people never 
know. Beautiful women who never would 
have looked at  a man before he had suc
cess suddenly will become convinced that 
he's Apollo . . . .  Whatever your weakness, 
there suddenly will be a thousand sales
men eager to tempt you into it  . . . .  
[Furthermore] almost every writer or 
artist I ever met was an egomaniac to 
start with, and success makes them worse 
-it seems to vindicate them. When an 
egomaniac fails, as everybody has to do 
once in a while, it  seems to him as though 
the world has come to an end." 

The Lecture, ironically, becomes The 
Prophecy. Nathan, when he bumps into 
work difficulties, is ridden with fea·r that 
his success-bubble will burst. First he, 
then his wife Amy, tastes the forbidden 
fruit of adultery, and they mutually ex
pel themselves from the bitter Eden of 
their marriage. 

Same Author, Different Heroes 
In other words, Nathan Bond has done 

just what Tom Rath did not do in Gray 
Flannel-and Nathan pays the price for 
it. Rath, you will remember, turned away 
from what he considered excessive ambi
tion, with the explanation that he was 
j ust a "nine-to-five guy" after all ; he 
wanted his evenings and week ends free 
to spend with his family. 

With an author like Sloan Wilson, who 
celebrates hearth and home and the 
family unit intact above n"arly all else 
in this world, it is giving away no secret 
to say that Nathan's price is refun�ed 
to him in the end. He and Amy are 
eventually reconciled, Steve finds that 
what he has done is both understood and 
forgiven, and the whole family determines 
to begin again and steer a course "some
where between sentimental optimism and 
apathetic despondency." 

Sloan Wilson writes in a simple, 
straightforward style, and he is able to 
create people one really cares about. His 
scene-sense is dramatic ( this will  un
doubtedly make a popular movie ) ,  and 
his story line has a very strong for
ward impetus. 

He has everything a novelist needs
except a really large view of life. His new 
book is  overloaded with talk of budgets, 
installment buying, commuters' tickets, 
life insurance, deep-freezers, and the like ; 
at times, one even expects cake recipes. 
In short, he is so domestic a novelist that 
he approaches being a thoroughly domes
ticated one, heedless that there may be 
important things occurring--even in the 
civilian world-beyond the four walls of 
the home. At his present stage of devel
opment, he rates with the better popular 
novelists like Herman Wouk and Gerald 
Green, not with true literary artists like 

Cozzens and Marquand. Unlike the latter 
two writers, one never feel- that Mr. 
Wilson knows more about his characters' 
problems than they do themselves. His 
new novel, though like his othe-rs in being 
j ust a little less than life-size, neverthe
less possesses the genuinely admirable 
quality of joggling the reader's mind and 
prodding him to formulate his own atti
tudes toward the fictional matters at hand. 
For this reason alone, it ranks as a seri
ously intended contribution to the litera
ture of our time. 

TOURIST IN AFRICA, by Evelyn 
Waugh ( Little, Brown and Company, 
$3.75 ) .  The witti l y  thought ful log of a 
long tour of the Dark Continent, recently 
completed by this brilliant English 
author. 

POM-POM'S CIIRISTMAS, story and 
pictures by .Ton Whitcomb ( Holt, Rine
hart and Winston, I nc. $3.75 ) .  Especially 
for children, CosMOPOLITAN Contributing 
Editor Whitcomb has whipped up this 
happy tale of a French poodle, a little 
girl, and the Y ule season. 

THE KEY TO NElV YORK, by Alice 
Fleming (.T. B. Lippincott Company, 
$2.75 ) .  Also for children, this one is a 
fascinating guide to the bustle and his
tory of the Empire City. THE END 

Married women 
are sharing this . secret 

. . .  the new, easier, surer protection 
for those most intimate marriage problems 

What a blessing to be able.to trust 
in the wonderful germicidal protec
tion Norforms can give you. Nor
forms have a highly perfected new 
formula that releases antiseptic 
and germicidal ingredients with 
long-lasting action. The exclusive 
new base melts at body tempera
ture, forming a powerful protec
tive film that guards (but will not 
harm) the delicate tissues. 

And Norforms' deodorant protec

tion has been tested in a hospital 
clinic and found to be more effec-

Tested by doctors . .  . 
trusted by women . .  . 

proved in hospital clinics 

tive than anything it had ever 
used. Norforms eliminate (rather 
t h a n  c o v er u p )  e m ba r r a ss i n g  
odors, yet have n o  "medicine" or 
"disinfectant" odor themselves. 

And what convenience/ These 
small feminine suppositories are 
so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert-no apparatus, mixing 
or measuring. They're greaseless 
and they keep in any.climate. 

Now available in new packages 
of 6, as well as 1 2  and 24. Also 
available in Canada. 

FREE informative Narfarms booklet 
Just mail this coupon to Dept. C0-0 1 2  
Norwich Pharmacal Co., Norwich, N.Y. 
Please send me the new Norforms hooklet, 
in a plain envelope. 

Name ______ / ________________ __ 
(PLEASE PRlNT) 

Street'----------------------

City·-------- Zone_ State ____ _ 
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CLOTHES 
DAMPER 

ltlJ{. 

F I N  FLY 
F I N ISHED 

OR I N  KIT 

mak IlK lcl lnls. J<:nm·muus l'llp;lcity. 
I.HU\'Cl'ecl \'Cil l i lnti1111 tht·cc �ltlcs. In  nncst 
i.1�1�1�1�- ,��.J�����·n�:;,:�:"�l::;�l�����f�J Pil/I!S&i§ 
x 2 :t "\�:.r�rt•���;.::,;rg�!t ������4 . 9 5  
COMPLETE K I T  roa· cn:-;y SC'I't'W·I n��cthet" asscmhly. PI'C·fittC'd, th'IIIL'<I, s:uuiPd, n.•;.uly to f\nl'ih. LuuvCI'K all asscmhh .. 'fl .  S i ntplt� inst.ructlnn,.., $16.95 /'ud . ,  tttltl ,')r•, Wt·.�f uf Ml.�s. 
LARGE NEW CATALOG-·OV(_•r 000 llmns-Complch• ur Kil!"l 
Money-Back YIELD HOUSE 
Guarantee North Conway, N . H .  

FOLDING BACK REST . 
I n geniously im proved Fold i n g  Back Rest gives you 
the Joy of sittina·UP SUIJPort when you read, eat. doze 
or watch T V .  Provides 3 positions, especially selected 
for maximum comfort. Anchored by non-skid base. 
Elastic strap holds your own p i llow where you want it. 
Folds "tuck-away" flat. Conveniently l i ght. Wood 
gra i n  flnish. Gifts mailed direct. We ship immedi
ately for only $3 .98 IIOSI11a i d. 
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M O N EY BACK G U A R A N T E E  

BETTER SLEEP, INC., Dept. 403 
New Providence, N. J. 

Indoor tal Outdoor 
A d i s t i n c t i v e  w a y  to say 
Season's Greetings to folks )lnd 
friends! Ideal for displaying 
favorite figurines . • .  on table, 
mantle, wall shelf, or as. eye
c a t c h i n g  d o o r  arrangement. 

0 r d e  r some for yourself, too. 
Completely assembled, 7 1A "  x 
8 � "  x 4", with detachable rod 
60" long for support in garden, 
yard, or patio use. 

We pay postage. 4•95 
Send Cash, Check or Money Order 

c@�IITffi@ 
IP�Ir�®n� 

BY JOAN GAROW 
1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1  

�lAKE �liNE Til .. ; S.-'�1 .. ; 
Act ivities arc more fun in 

t h i s one piece com fort 
made for men and wom

en alike. Of washable 
velvety fine-wale cor

duroy, with elastic ad
j ustable waistband, full

l ength zippers. Men's 
sizes Smaii-X-la rge ; 

women's sizes 8-16. In 
ol ive, black, gold, sand . 

. 2l .9S each . .Joel l\'lcKay, 
Dept . C0-12, Taft Bldg., 

Suite 2 1 9, Hollywood & 

nn; I.ANtoiJAtoE OF MtVE 

Vine, Hollywood 28, Calif. 

Wear your heart on your bracelet with the 
age old thought on it in 10 languages. 
Heart available in enameled red, green or 
blue mounted on sterling silver or 12K 
gold filled. 1" in clia., $4.00 ; 1W', 5.00 ; 
Ph", $7.00. Bracelet in sterling silver or 
1 2K gold fi l led, $4.00. Wayne Silversmith, 
Dept. C P-12, 54.(i So. Broadway, Yonkers 
S, New York. 

IT'S CU�Ail TO SEE, 810.95 

This picture window sports umbrella is 
worth saving for a rainy day ! Look ahead 
without coming out from under. Excellent 
for golf, football games, etc. 52" wide 
made of heavy gauge vinyl with protective 
vinyl case. 16-rib aluminum windproof 
frame. Add 50¢ post. Bradford's, Inc., 
Box 535-L4, Englewood, N.J . 

Black wrought iron rack 
w i t h  adjusta b l e  

p l a s t i c  g r i p s ,  
hold records firm

ly with room to ex· 
pand. Holds up to 

100 LP a l b u m s .  
Measures 19" high, 

14" wide,21" deep 
with self- level
ing vinyl tipped 

legs. Express 
chgs. collect. Leslie Creations, Dept. CP-
12, Lafayette Hill, Pa. 

For a remembrance of that spe
cial Xmas, she'll enjoy this 

Christmas Tree with 
tips of branches enam
eled in red and green. 
14K gold $15.00; ster· 

ling, $4.00. An en
chanting Bell ( it 
really rings) in 
14K gold, $6.00; 

sterling, $1.50. Charm & Treasure, Dept. 
CP-12, 509 Fifth Ave., New York City. 

KEEP CHRIST�IAS SAF .. ; 
Red heavy cardboard chest has 
2 lift out trays which hold 
96 large or 300 small orna
ments. Space below for light 
sets, under·tree items, etc. 
27"x18"x12" $4.25. Parsnip 
Hollow Products, Dept CP-12, 
East Haddam, Conn. 
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K .. ;ys.c,,SII·&: CAil R Y  • 81.25 

Simulated leather tote-alongs come in 
kcycasc with insert for identification and 
eash case. Has plastic coin container and 
clip for folding money. 2 or 3 initials at
t ractively gold stamped. In black or red 
lcatherette. Tower Press, Box 591-CA, 
Lynn, .Mass. 

IF Tin; Slltn� FITS 

"Linda" is among the fine choice of flats 
from Sulby Bayes catalog. In blue, red, 
tan, bone, black, white calf. Wide range 

of sizes from 2-13 AAAAAA to D 
( D  to 9% only ) . 'Yt "  flat heel. 

2-10, $14.95 ; 10V�-12, $15.95 ; 
12% or 13, $16.95. Add 

50¢ post.  Write for 
your free cata
l o g  t o  S o l b y  
Bayes C P - 12, 

45 Winter St., Boston, Mass. 

.ltlllliUUl .ltllllllOR ON TilE WALL 

Sturdily fashioned and will not fall. Holds 
jewelry, pins and what nots galore. Lends 
space on the dresser and in beautiful 
decor. 14" W, 17" H, 3%" D. Available 
in honeytone pine or maple finish. $14.95, 
express co.llect. Easy to assemble kit, 
$10.95. Yield House, Dept. CP-12, No. 
Conway, New Hampshire. 

-

CllYSTAL QIJ,,RTET. 85.95 

This magnificent decanter im
ported from France has four 
separate sections, each with 
its own pouring spout and 
stopper. For colorful splendor 
fill sections with Creme de 
.Me n t h e, C herry Heering,  

G r a n d  M a r n i e r ,  a n d  
Drambuie. Stands 12" 
tal l .  Add 50¢ post. 

What's New Shop, Dept. 
CO, Wynnewood, Penna. 

FISIII!\"G FOil CO.lti i•LiltiENTS 

This "good catch" adds distinctive beauty 
hung in any room or decor. Sleek hand 
sculptured design of rare Taverneau in 
beautifully grained, oil finish Haitian hard
wood. Self-adhesive device needs no nails 
or tools to hang. Sizes range from 4" to 
1 1" long. $2.98. Deer Hil l  Co., Dept. CS-10, 
College Point 56, N.Y. 

DRI':SS FOR SLEEt•-W ALKI!\"G i What the best dressed sleep
er wears after 5--or-10-

or anytime he wants to rest 
. with comfort. In Sanfor-/ '""" \/\1, ized f lan nelette,  knee _; � "J ! length,  patch pockets,  

/ · . 
J j side vents. Attractive in 

t -. ..;_ ._ l i g h t  b l u e  or y e l low.  �,; _ I.JS · ·  · ·\ Men's sizes 36-50 ; wom� I 'j en's 12-20. $3.95 plus 25¢ 
" postage. H. M. All ison 

Co., 175H Rawson Rd., 
Brookline 46, Mass. 

Here's 
t h e  t r i m  
and tidy way 
to lug your logs 
from woodpile to 

"Large Size" 
LOG 
CARRIER 

LOG 
CARRIER 

$2.95 
2 for $5.50 

A r/d. 1:i¢ JWstaoe 
]Jer <"�trricr 

fireside. This carrier is ruggedly made of 10 ounce, vat-dyed canvas duck and meas
ures 29" wide to accommodate the largest 
logs. The extra width keeps dirt, dust, chips 
and bark off the floor. Carry it suitcase 
fashion by the easy-grip wooden handles 
which are securely encased in the cloth 
Itself. Color choice of Green or BIP.ck. 

EMATOL PRODUCTS COMPANY 
Box. 95Jt, South Weymouth, 1\tuss. 

Coins face 

Gen esis, 3 1  
STERLING SILVER O R  1 2  Kt GOLD-FILLED 

l "dia. $2.50 • 1 %"$4 • 1 Y2'' $5 
14 Kt GOLD 

1"$25 • 1 %" $35 • 1 Y2" $50 
Inscriptions on reverse at 1 0¢ per letter. 

Write For Cotolog Prices incl Tax And PPd. 

Wa Silversmiths 

Deck the Halls love
lier than ever with 
fresh, choice, treat. 
ed sprays of glossy 
green, rich red ber
ried English Holly. 
Boxes topped with 
sprig of M i stletoe. 
An unusual gift any
one w i l l  enJoy-en
graved gift cards e!1-
closed. Money back 
guarantee. Arrival 
about Dec. 16 un
less other date re
quested. 

H-2 An armload of Holly Ppd. $2.95 
H-3 Over 2 armloads of Holly P11d .  4.95 
H-5 Five net lbs. of assorted length 

sprays Ppd. 1 1 .95 
HG·6 A bounty of Holly plus greens, pine 

HG-37
°0�::d� .:-;ar�����:� �1°J�Y variet:S:.i 6• 95 

Holly, giant pine cones & choice 
aromatic Mountain greens Ppd. 1 2.95 

Plwse flflrl 20(' Jll)f luu for 11/tt ilillfl ,t: lumdlinu. 

Zamboni's NORTHWEST CORNER STORE 
Longview S, Washington 

Never Buy Fi lm Again! 
Don 't  toke chances o n  running o u t  o f  fi l m .  When 

you send Yan kee your exposed block and white or 

color fllm, Yankee returns, with the developed 

prints--at no extra charge-a fresh roll of KODAK 

fi l m ,  same size as yours, for every ro l l  you send. 

This offer stands forever! Yankee prices are up to 

40°/0 lower than most stores, quality is unsu rpassed. 

Write now for free mail ing envel opes and prices. 

YANKEE PHOTO SERVICE 
Dept. 3 ,  Box 1 B20, Bridgeport 1,  Conn. 
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SIMPLY ELEGANT FLATS 
Our Import from !\lexleo. A tlcliJ{hlful 1\at hl't'l pump 
dressy enough lo wear to tuwn. yt·t s t i l l  "at home .

. 
wit h  

your ensuul t·lotht•s. llau<ltouh•d lloral design, tiny hul'kle 
trim. Cozy and comfortnblc -for it  ':-c foam <'U!(hJont•tl und 
I'OIIIJJ)Ctt•ly Jcal ht•r lined. rtic·ll tan t·ulor. Si1.t'S 4 to 10, 
medium width. $9.95 l'ptl. �:tntl deposit un t'OI>'s. 

Scml tor free catalogue of impnrtctl fashions. 

WINKING TREES •1�· PPD. On and off they wink - the merriest pos
sible Holiday decorations for table, mantel 
or window! Each colorfully decorated deep green tree is 6" tall, and the light winks brightly thr.ough colored 
plastic "jewels." Takes standard battery, available every
where. A real bargain at just $1 per pair, postpaid!  
Order by mai l  today, from reliable Breck's. 

WRITE FOR FREE GIFT CATALOGI 
Breck's Gifts are exciting, unusua l !  Most from $ I to $5 
- most not sold elsewhere - all postpaid to you! Write 
for your FREE copy of Breck's big Catalog! 

BRECK'S of BOSTON 
684 Breck Bldg, 

BOSTON 1 0, Mass. 

Name & Address 
Labels $1 ppd. 

Special Offer 
ANY 3 D IFFERENT 

ORDERS S2 
SenRational baq.:a i n ! Yom· name and add t·eRs 
hand"<Hll<!I.Y pr i n l t•d on 1000 fi nt•"t ! Jnal i t y  
gummPd labels. Padd . .  d-pa..J;cd w i th FREE. 
useful Plast ic G I FT nox. URe tlwm on 
stationery, checks, buoks. cards, records, etc. 
Beaut-ifully pr·inlctl on f i nest gummed pap<'r 
-111011 on/11 -� 1 .  SPE C T A  L-SA VE lVTONEY ! 
ANY 3 D  I F  F E H E :\ T  OH D E H S  $2. 1\Iakes an 
ideal gift. If you don't agree th is is the buy 
of the year, we'll refund your money in full. 

HANDY LABELS 1 204 Jasperson Bldg., Culver City 1 ,  Calif. 
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G4U.D FOR TilE GOUR�IET. 82.25 

This delicately fashioned saccharin server 
of heavy gold-tone metal edged with rhine
stone studded rosebuds with a dome shaped 
lid and miniature tongs will draw many 
favorable comments from your guests. A 
clever gift for the modern ho�lcss. Order 
2 for $4.00. Dea Co., Dept. CP-21, 92 
Westview Station, Binghamton, N.Y. 

FIJil ST,'I ... � F4UI 4o4U.F .... �ADS 

Dress up your golf heads with a touch of 
mink. Keep them well protected in as
sorted colors with mink lassies in autumn 
haze, cerulean, lutetia and white. A n  un
usual gift. Set of 3, $5.95 ; set of 4, $7.95. 
Send for your folder showing other mink 
trimmed gifts. G ifts by Genie, Dept. C P-ll,  
42 Tecumseh Dr., Longmeadow, Mass. 

t;IJT IT OUT 

Save hostess' time by serving serrated 
edged stainless steel spoons for culling 
and eatin:r grapefruits, etc. The bamboo 
handle will enhance the table setting. Set 
of 4, $1 .00 ; set of 8, $1 .89. Breck's of 
Boston, 317 Breck Bldg., Boston 10, Mass. 

I 
Women, men ANY age ! Learn "new-old" craft of 
Creating & Decorating Candles for all occasions. 
Learn this fascinating craft-hobby-business at home 
in Spare Time, for fun & extra $$$. Start small: 
expand to Colorful Candle Shop later! E N O R M O U S  D E M A N D 
. . .  for original , unusual shapes, colors, scents, types 
for holid�ys, weddings, birthdays, parties, all 
events. Fn

_
ends, businesses, stores, clubs, all pros

pects. As little as 10¢ in material brings $2 income! 
NO ARTISTIC ABILITY REQUIRED . • •  we show you 
how, step-by-step. Send Today for FREE FACTS 
on home instruction method. 

' 

CANDLE INSTITUTE DetJt. X-204, Fallbrook, Cal!t. 

SI ... �IHI" TIGIIT 
You'll sleep rest fully knuwing your child 
will remain cuvcred thruu:rhout the night. 
The plastic rings which snap around crib 
bars allows bahy more freedom of move
ment. Pins hold up to 3 blankets. Set of 6, 
$1 .98. Bt·�t Val ues, Dept. C P-12, 403 Mar· 
ket St., Newark, N. J. 

ANTUtiJE-I.N'Gl' 8.-t.nrt 
To learn the j ust price to pay for Early 
American pictures, glass, china, furniture, 
metal and pewterware, patchwork quilts 
and other t reasures, use this antique deal
ers' handbook. Contains value of 25,000 
items. Madison House, Dept. C0-12, 380 
Lexington Ave., New York 17. 



THE CONFEitEIIACY 1\IAAlU 

For the Rebel of the deep South or for 
any student of Civil War days : cuff 
links and tie bar decorated with the old 
Confederate flag. The bright red, white and 
blue flag is made of fine enamel mounted 
on nickel plated metal. A fun gift for 
anyone. $3.98. Lee Products, Dept. C0-12, 
103 Park Ave., New York 17, N.Y. 

llE.l\IAINS TO liE SEEN, 84.00 

Clip-on magnifiers are the latest joy to 
prescription eye glass wearers who want 
to magnify the smallest of print, knitting, 
crocheting and delicate needle-point. 
These Clip-ons, light and sturdily built 
with white metal frames, fi t  all  types of 
glasses. Precision Optical Co., Dept. CP-
12, Rochelle, I llinois. 

1\UNI<; ,,LONI<;, 81.00 

Children's l icense plates for 
fun and identification. Child's 
name (up to 8 letters) em
bossed on 25 gauge steel tag in 
baked enamel colors. Specify 
name when ordering. Best 
Values Co., Dept. CP-12, 403 
�larket Street, Newark, N. J .  

()!\i THE EAR 

EYEGLASSES NOSE PADS 6 pr. $ 1  
New Cushion-Rest Nose Pads relieve spots, ease weight 

of eyeg lasses and hearing aid frames. Keep glasses 

from constantly slipping down. A l l -new flesh-colored 

foam with adhesive backin g .  Stays put on a l l  types of 

glosses-yet peel off easily when desired. Easy to apply. 

Just peel off backing ond press in place. Calif. residents 

add 4 o/0 state tax. 

COLU M BIA CO., 404 Sec:urity Bldg. 
234 E. Colorado Blvd. ,  Pasadena 99, C,;,lif. 

S." V E  TilE Jt,, Y A "\VA Y • 81.f.U 

A coin a day ticks time away and will 
save for you $1,000. Insert 25¢ daily and 
watch date advance, amount increase. 
Calendar won't change date unless you 
insert coin. Savings chart and key with 
every bank. 3 for $5.75 ; 6 for $II, add 
25¢ postage per bank. Leecraft, Dept. 
CSE, 300 Albany Ave., Brooklyn 13, N.Y. 

I.I<;G I.IFT LOUNGI<;ns. 84.U7 

Comfort and relaxation go along with this 
unique portable folding leg rest. Fully 
padded Relax-A-Pedic Lounger is con
toured to lit your calf and relax your feet 
and legs. Adjustable to lit any chair. 
Wood grain finish with plastic leather top. 
Better Sleep, I nc., Dept. CP-12, New 
Providence, N. J. 

BOB BY 

NU-SLANT 
Head or Leg Elevator raises your mattress 5 "  to 
I 0" for comfort and convalescence. Like a hospital bed. 
it uses grav i ty to speed the return flow of blood to your 
heart. 4 selected positions adjust height to bring more 
comfort than extra p i l lows. H EA D  E L E V AT I O N  eases 
breathing and heart strain, soothes many headaches. 
Ideal for read i n g  or TV. LEG E L E V A T I O N  aids 
cramps, cold feet, varicose veins. Folds flat i n  place. 

��i'ie�•d o��:et!:.Ub�e\!'1"B�c�5 G'u��1.f,-��� 
BETTER SLEEP, INC. , Dept. 402 New Providence, N. J. 

- - - -
Lift to desired highline 

with just two c:ups. 

B L E U M E T T E  
B R A 

• Eliminated bulges c:aused 
by shoulder straps and 
back bands. 

• No Bones or Wires. 
The ultimate In hosom lovell
ness. ,Ju:;;t mndc for g-Jnmor
ous Spc«'ial Occnsions by tUJ) 
New Yot·k hnt dl"!signer. Vt? l
vcty soft, pliahiC, Rturdy 
mntcz·ial. Flesh color. 

Sizes A, B, or C 
Send check or M.O. 

Satisfaction guaranteed. 

2 pair only$2.98 Postpai d  

with )WitnCI' t o  I'CRlUI'C 
adh(.'sivc cdl-:'e of hl'a 

Now Johnny can 
learn to multiply! 

Get these new Musical Multiplication Records 
-and see his marks in arithmetic go up, quickly! 
All the Multiplication Tables from 2's through 
12's have been set to music on 5 records. Each 
table has its own catchy tune and musical quiz. 
Children love to play them. Useci ,n thousands 
of schools. Parents and teachers report wonder· 
ful results. Write for free folder. Send name to

C-20, Wilmette, Ill. 

Check items desired, or send 25¢ for fully illustrated catalog of 160 
beautiful reproductions. 

10-DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE ON ALL ITEMS 
Enclose �het'k or money order and order diret'l /rom t 

WYNN'S WAREHOUSE, DEPT. C-120, LAWRENCE ROAD KINGS PARK, L.l., N.Y. 
3 1  
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• F R E E 30 DAy SU PPLy I 
1 OF VITAMINS! I 

: �;: F R E E  IF 

I VITAMI N S  CAN GIVE 

I YOU MORE PEP, 

I ENERGY AND VITALITY ! !  
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

If you are otherwise nor· 
molly healthy but lack pep, 
energy and vitality which 
may be due to an easily corrected vitamin 
deficiency, SAFEGARD will send you FREE 
a 30 day supply of vitamins and minerals. 
You will also receive a 30 day supply each 
month thereafter for only $2.69 plus post
age. You may cancel at any time. In any 

1 event your first 30 day supply is free. No 
obligation! Write I SAFEGARD, Dept. 3 1 ,  403 Market St. I Newark, New Jersey i �-·· · · · · · · · ····· ·  

1 000 Name & 
Address 
Labels 

soc 
!000 gummed labels 

nicely printed with 

your name & address 

for just 50¢. Stick 

'em on books, pkgs., letters, checks, etc. ! 

B i g  B a rga i n ! WORTH M U C H ,  M U C H ,  

MORE ! Makes a wonderful gift. PLASTIC 

BOX, Just 15¢ EXTRA. Your Money Back 

if not pleased ! 

NAME & ADDRESS LABELS 

P.O. Box 5 9 1 · X ,  Lynn, Mass. 

ONLY 

$7.95 
Tax Incl. Ppd. 

Double Duty 
S H O E  BAG 

For Men & Women 

Solves the shoe storage problem on the road or at home. 
Slip shoes into this l i ghtweight convenient bag and 
carry over arm, or zip open to hang on closet door. Holds 
8 pr. women's or 4 IJf. men's shoes. 20" x 13" x 6". 
col lapses to a flat r1ackage for easy storage. Plastic 
lined. in red and black rayon plaid, or blue or brown 
duck. Orig inal Hammer-Pack Shoe Bag. 
l'o. Jlc,•dtlt'llt.� Atlfl 4 r· ·,, ,o,;ates 7'a.t·, Snrr.11. No COJ)"s, 
THE ADDED TOUCH Dept. co12, Wynnewood, Penna. 

Remove 
Unwanted Hair 
PERMA NENTLY 

W i t h  the n e w ,  i m p r oved 
Mohler Epilotor you con re
move unwonted hair FOR
EVER. Use it conveniently 
and privately at home. Brings 
permanent relief. Be charm
ing and hove new freedom 
of mind.  When you have read 
our  instruction book core
fu l ly and learned to use the 

Mahler Epilotor safely and efficiently, then you can 
remove o i l  unwanted hair  PERMANENTLY. MONEY
BACK GUARANTEE lOur 76th year). Our 16 page 
i l l ustrated booklet gives complete details.  

'U:"IiiiNfiN:I:!n@i� "Nff� O:t!J..TY I 
MAHLER'S INC., D E PT. 210· T, Providence 1 5, R.I. 
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t;IIIN 111•. 81.00 

A ny chin can afford the luxury 
of this chin strap. Used after 
applying your skin cream, it 
will help to erase lines and 
firm the chin line. -'fade of 
washable plastic and elastic-. 
\ [ a g i c  M o l d ,  D e p t .  C P- 1 2, 
1270 Broadway, New York City 

When driving along, have your 
necessary needs at your finger· 
tips. Large storage compart· 
ment also doubles as a com· 
fortable ann rest when closet!. 
Washable,  scu f f - re s i s t a n t ,  
�(rained covering i n  black, tan, 
red, gray. 14" long, 7" high, 
6" wide. Add 50¢ post. Cryder 
Sales Corp., Dept. C-1, Box 79, 
Whitestone 57, N.Y. 

Make your favorite snapshot 
or portrait available to friend,; 
and relatives. 25 silk finish, 
wallet size ( 2%"x3%" ) photo� 
for $1.00 ; 60 photos for $2.00. 
Speedy service 25¢ extra. Send 
snapshot or portrait to Wallet 
Photo Co., Dept. CP-12, Box 
6, Hillside, N.J. 

DoN 'T SCRUB  PLATES! Your dentures and bridge· 
work can·� stand scouring. Don't endanger precision fit 
or risk dropping when DEN�SHUR-CUP dou your 
chore automatically ! !  Protects valuable platework by 
�o.:-i�3!11m���:'. a;!���U;�t �o5�ta,��r 

d
r:

t
�:d:·��

n
�
e
:: 

::e:�;b�eri.���st�� ;:!�e.h
inged l id to $1 .25 :�� 

Specify name to appe-ar. Sc.•tld l'lll't'k. l':tsh nt• mottuy ot'tlct·. 

DEN-SHU R-CU P  CO., Dept. C· l 
30-92 Steinway St., L. I. C. 3. N. Y. 

REVEAL YOUR INNER PERSONALITY WITH A 

It's fun to know more about yourself through 
your handwriting. Our psycho-graphologist will 
analyze your handwriting and reveal your inner 
traits, hidden talents. Simply send a sample of 
your handwriting ( write a few words in Ink and 
discover Interesting things about yourself) .  

Makes an unusual gift! I f  you have correspond
ence from your family and friends. surprise them 
and yourself with an analysis of their hand
writing. 

MerelY enclose $2.50 tor each analysis. Include 
approximate age and full signature. For extra 
rush service. $:�.00. 

Psycho-Graphology Inc. 
Dept. COS- 12. 160 East 38 St., New York 16, N.Y. 

Mail Order Shoppers! 
When requesting further information 
regarding articles shown in Cosmo
parcels, please give us as many 
details as possible. 

All items shown can be returned to 
the firms invol...ed for a refund,  if 
sent back unused within a reason
able length of time. 

However, this does not apply to 
personalized merchandise. 

money? 
love? 

From Hollywood, .• 
o complete pin-up wordrobe in lingerie, dote dresses, 
playclothes, separates. etc . .  , .  styles designed by Frederick, 
famed screen designer . . .  Rush 25tt now for a copy, 50¢: 
for on eighteen·month subscription! 

1 430 N. Cahuenga Blvd. 
Dept. 0692 Hollywood 28, Cal if. 

Na me-------------------------------
Address ___________________________ _ 

City ______________ state -------
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A New Cure for the 
��Kissing Disease" 

B Y  L AWRE NCE G ALTO N  

I t began for Jane Badgley, a s  we 
shall call her here, with a touch of 
malaise-fatigue, headache, the sen

sation of j u�t not being up to par. 
The malaise increased. Then the glands 

in her neck became enlarged and her 
temperature shot up. By the end of a 
week, when she was admitted to the 
Sacred Heart Hospital in Spokane, Wash
ington, she was a miserably sick woman 
-sicker than ever before. 

She had a fever of 104 degrees, large 
and tender lymph nodes in the neck, 
puffiness all around her eyes, and swollen 
membranes within them. H�r liver was 
enlarges and tender. There were ab
normal forms of white corpuscles, lympho
cytes, in her blood. Diagnosis : infectious 
mononucleosis-the "kissing disease." 

Mononucleosis is a puzzler. It  behaves 
like a virus disease, yet no virus has ever 
been found. Deliberate attempts to trans
mit it have failed-yet it acts like other 
contagious diseases since a bout of i t  
usually brings immunity the-reafter. 

No Known Cure 
Mild forms of mononucleosis resemble 

the common cold. More advanced forms 
bring gland swellings, high fever, cough, 
jaundice, skin rashes. Complications that 
result may affect the heart, rupture the 
spleen, and hit the central nervous sys
tem. Only rarely does the disease kill. 
There has been no specific treatment. 

Jane Badgley had a stiff case. Antibiotics 
were useless. Aspirin and other fever
reducing drugs helped to make her a 
little less uncomfortable by temporarily 
bringing down her temperature. On the 

third day, there was still no break in the 
disease. It was then that her physician 
decided to try a new approach. She would 
be the first patient on whom it had been 
tried-deliberately-for mononucleosis. 

Only a few months before, the doctor 
had made an accidental discovery-or so 
it seemed. A twenty-three-year-old man 
had been hospitalized with a mysterious 
illness-chills, fever, nausea, a terrible 
progressive headache. His blood showed 
the presence of abnormal lymphocytes 
which might mean mononucleosis. But, 
the temperature swings seemed like ma
laria. The young man had been exposed 
to malaria in Korea. Could it be that, 
even though the blood was negative for 
malaria, the mononucleosis somehow had 
reactivated malaria through its effect on 
the spleen, the blood-making orgiln ? 

On the chance that he might be dealing 
with an unusual case of malaria as well 
as mononucleosis, the doctor had tried an 
antimala-rial drug, chloroquine. Within 
six hours, all symptoms were alleviated. 
The fever did not return, nor the other 
symptoms. Three days after the first 
dose of chloroquine, the man was dis
charged from the hospital, cured. 

Would the same treatment work for 
Jane Badgley-for whom there was not 
the slightest possibility of malaria? I t  
was worth trying. 

She got a big dose of chloroquine
one gram to start, followed by half a 
gram in six hours, then a quarter of a 
gram daily. Two hours after the second 
dose, she sat up in bed. 

The physical condition improved. The 
fever was gone and did not recur. Her 

glands began to return to normal size. 
Four days after beginning chloroquine 
treatment, she could go home. 

It was puzzling for the doctor. If chloro
quine had helped Jane Badgley, then it 
was probable that he had been. wrong 
about the first case. The man had not had 
any reactivation of malaria, only mono
nucleosis, and the antimalarial had 
worked against the mononucleosis. 

But, how did it work? How often would 
it work? He would have to see. 

He tried it on a soldier sick enough 
with mononucleosis to have b.een admit
ted to a hospital. Chloroquine was started. 
The temperature went down and a dra
matic general improve!pe f in all symp
toms occurred. After s · .  iiays, the tonsils, 
lymph glands, skin, a if liver were back 
to normal, and only a s)if'ght enlargement 
of the spleen remained. 

It Works, But How? 
The improvement has been no less 

striking in less severely ill mononucleosis 
patients. They have responded to chloro
quine within one to two days. But, how 
the antimalarial works in mononucleosis 
is still as puzzling as is the disease. 

All Jane Badgley's physician, Dr. Lor
en A. Gothberg of Spokane, can say is 
that further trial of the drug may shed 
some light on its action, may even shed 
some light on j ust what mononucleosis is. 

As to the mystery-solving possibilities, 
Jane Badgley and the other successfully 
treated patients aren't prepared to say. 
About the gratifying relief and fast re
covery, they all agree that, "It's almost 
too good to be true." 

W H A T ' S  N E W  I N  �I E D I C I N E------------------------------

Clearing up persistent psoriasis: 

Injection of triamcinolone, a cortisone
like hormone, directly under the skin in 
areas of persistent psoriatic patches has 
comp�etely cleared, or markedly im
proved, the lesions in nineteen out of 
twenty cases, report two New York Uni
versity dermatologists. The treatment 
proved simple and effective. Within a 
week, areas of normal skin began to re
place the psoriatic areas and in another 
week many of the lesions had cleared. 

One•a•day tranquilizer: A mild 
tranquilizer with a sustained action that 

remains effective from fourteen to 
sixteen hours has been developed. The 
new drug-Permitil Chronotab-is ex
pected to be considerably less expensive 
for people requiring prolonged treatment 
with a mild tranquilizing agent. The 
drug is reported to be useful in behavioral 
disturbances characterized by anxiety, 
tension, and instability ; in emotional 
stress accompanying serious physical dis
eases ; and in some cases of asthma, neu
rodermatitis, premenstrual tension, and 
tension headache. The drug also appears 
to be helpful in treating some anxiety 
symptoms during pregnancy. 

Do-it-yourself fluoridation: Par
ents can now strengthen their children's 
teeth by fortifying drinking water with 
fluorine at home. Thanks to Les-Cav 
Drops, a new preparation soon to be 
available on doctor's or dentist's prescrip
tion, fluorine can be safely added to water 
or fruit j uice. The drops, virtually taste
less, cost less than ten dollars a year per 
child. In cities where it has been used, 
fluorine is credited with reducing decay 
in children's teeth by as much as 50 per 
cent. THE END 

For more information about these 
items, consult your physician, 
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Be Your 0"\Vn Conductor; 
Men See Better; and Toys 
To Ease Tots' Tensions 

Be your owu conductor. Famed vio
l inist Mischa Elman rabes t he q ue�tion : 
Is the current boom i n  m usic reco·rd
and equipment-buying real l y  evidence of  
an increased love for music ? Or. is i t  
largely the resul t  of  the t radit ional 
A merican "do-it-yourself" urge, whkh 
can now be expressed with mu�ic-repro· 
clueing mechanisms? I n  answer, M r. El
man writes us, "Faced with t he opportuni
t ies for being their own 'sound engineers.' 
the appeal for our mechanical-minded 
and inventive public is irre�istihle. They 
can t h u nder out the loudest ' fortes' and 
h ush down to the softest 'pianissimos.' 
accent the t reble or t he bass. bring out 
the horn · or p lay down the strings. A nd. 
t hough they may distort the intention of 
composer and conductor, t hey enjoy be
ing transported from t heir formerly pa�
sive roles as l isteners. Out of t his ha:s 
come a new preoccu pa t ion with 'sound' 
as opposed to 'music'." Whether or not 
many or most of t hese "gadget conduc· 
tors" can truly  he cal led "music lovers.'' 
virtuoso Elman rejoices that.  "by what· 
ever means and for whatever reasons peo· 
pie are led to music, it is i ncreasing t he 
numbers who respond to it for its aesthetic 
elements, and who w i l l  end u p  as musi e  
lovers i n  the t ruest sense of  the word." 

Dmwiugs by Roy ftf,·Kie 

Men see better. The l i t t le woman 
might be able to spot a wisp of blonde 
hair on her redheaded husband's eoat 
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collar at ten paces, but chances are her 
eyesight. otherwise, isn't as good as his. 
A s  reported by t he medical b ul letin, Pat 
tl'riiS of Di.H•asl', there is considerably 
more eye defeetiveness among women, 
on the average, t han among men, in al l  
age brackets. At  ages thirty to t hi rty-five, 
about 49 per cent of the women have 
defective vision, compared with  43 per 
eent of the men ; at ages t h ir ty-six to 
forty. the rate is about 53 per cent for 
women an1i abou t 44 per eent amon g 
men ; and at ages forty-one to fifty i t  
averages dose to 70 p e r  t:ent for women 
and about 60 per cent for men. A mong 
Americans as a whole, more than h a l f  
have some degree o'r kind of visual defect, 
with only  4.'J.S per cent havi ng normal 
vision ( 20-.�0 or better ) i n  both eyes. 
One out of  every two A mericans wears 
glasses. and al most one in ten has the 
use o f  only one eye. 

Juvenile motherhood dnngers. A l
though sexual  development is coming 
earlier to girls than i t  did in former t imes, 
t his  doesn't mean t ha t  t hey can also 
safely hegin hearin g  children a t  the 
you nger ages. Dr.  R u p p recht Bernheck 
( Munich ) has found that pregnant:y he
fore a girl has att ained her fu l l  stat u re 
may hring her growth to a standst i l l, 
tempora rily or permanently. Prt>gnancy 
before the age of  fifteen tem porarily 
arrests growth. and, even a fter delivery, 
furt her growth in stattu·e is less t han it  
otherwise would have heen. In girls over 
fifteen. pregnancy may t'her:k any re
mammg tendency toward increased 
growth. This standsti l l  of growth in very 
young mothers is primari ly caused hy 
hormonal changes accom panying preg· 
nancy ( which, however, do not affect the 
hea l t h  of  t he babies born ) .  A s  one mean� 
of  reducing the t h reat to the youn g  
mother's future growth, a n y  nursin g  
period f o r  h e r  should b e  l imited to avoid 
undue stress on her body. and her diet 
�hould he especially generous i n  calories, 
vitamins. and minerals. 

Toys to ease tots' tensions. Santa 
Claus can he a "t herapist" by bringing 
disturbed or difficult  young children play
things which will  provide harm less out
lets for their tensions and aggre�sions. 
l n  recommending th is, chi ld-guidance ex· 
pert Haim G. C i nott ( J acksonvi l le, Flor
ida ) ,  notes t hat the value of any toy or 
play act ivity depend� on how much it 
help� the child to develop desirable 
habits. or he diverted from undesirable 
behavior. Thu�, the overly aggressive 

child m ight get punching hags, popgu ns. 
and targets to t h row at. and also be al
lowed to express anger hy pommel ing 
rag or r uhher dol ls. and dest roying clay 
figures. The young "firesetter," with an 
inordinate desire to play with fire, may 
he given harm less t'a p pistols. sparkler:;, 
and flash lights. A l l  younl-( dtildren get 
fun out  of t heir bod i l y  fu rH' t i uns, so the 
dtild going to ext'ess in this direction ean 
he provided with acceptable subst i t u tes 
-water, ,;and. clay, and paint-to play 
around with. St ro n g:  infant i le  sex feelings 
can be a�suaged hy providing dolls whi1· ! t  
can he dressed and undressed ; and mini a 
l u re u t en,.;ils fnr cooking and serving 
meal� can divert t he child from infanti lt> 
feeding urges. Not overlooked by Dr. 
C inott is the aggre,.;sive child with a lit
erary ben t .  . I  ust eneourage him t o  let off 
steam hy composing cri tical poems nr 
wntmg m u rder mysteries. ( Wonder 
if A gatha Christie and Erie Stan ley Gard
ner were aggressive t 'hildren ? )  THE E u 
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Do you know your deepest convictions? 
They will determine your successes 

and failures, ambitions and fears. A noted 

churchman tells you how to distinguish 
between lip-service beliefs and genuine faith. 

BY 'I' R U M AN B. D O l  G I.. ... A S S  E<ec�ttive Vtce-President ot The Board of Home Missions of the Con(Jreoational ani! Chri•tian Ch�trche• 

I was in my study at the church. The 
man who sat at the other side of the 
desk was Tom Beatty, a parishioner 

and a friend. 
"I suppose," he was saying, "that what 

I am really suffering from is an overdose 
of �uccess." 

A toJ)fli�ht electrical engineer, head of  
hi  own manu faduring concern, a leader 
in civic affairs, easily the must respected 
member of my church, Tom lnd long 
seemed to me one of the most self
assured and competent-competent both 
outwardly and inwardly-persons I knew. 

"Everything about my life," he went 
on. "has worked out almost exactly as I 
hoped and planned. [ am recognized as 

a good engineer. My business has made 
money almost from the day I started it. I 
have a wonderful family. I am regarded, 
I think, as a useful and responsible citi
zen. But I don't seem to have any reason 
to keep going. As long as my goal was far 
ahead of me, as long as I had something 
to strive for. my life had direction and 
purpose. But now that I have 'arrived,' 
there seem· to be nothing left. Why 
should I try to be a responsible person, 
when I might relax and j ust enjoy my
self? Something has happened to my 
faith. I seem to have no reason to keep 
going, either as a professional man or as 
a human being. I guess I j ust don't believe 
in anything." Then he added : "I suppose 

you hear this all the time in this crazy, 
topsy-turvy world." 

"Yes," I replied. "I do hear it. B ut i t  
doesn't surprise me how little you claim 
to believe. What does surprise me is how 
much people like you really believe." 

The Sum of Huma n  Conduct 
All hurnan conduct, whether of the 

individual or the group or the nation, is a 
manifestation of belief. For this reason, it 
is of great importance that you ask your
self, "What do I really believe? "  Espe
cially today, when the beliefs which set 
the direction of your life and determine 
your choice of alternative ways of  acting 
are not always the beliefs which you state 
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What YOU Really Believe {continued) 

People believe more than they say they · db. 
as parts of your formal religious creed. 

Belief is not identical with faith. Faith 
is basically an attitude of trust. But 
among modern men and women-espe
cially educated men and women ( and 
these are an ever-increasing section of our 
population) -belief is the skeleton which 
is to be clothed with the warm flesh-and
blood reality of authentic faith. 

I have met many people who were 
bothered with this problem. It is because 
of this discrepancy-between the beliefs 
that you profess and the beliefs that 
spring from your bone-marrow and vis
cera-that it is important to ask yourself, 
"What do I really believe?" It is' only 
real belief that is translated into action. 

Many of us believe consider�bly less 
than we profess with our lips. Many of 
us-perhaps most of us-believe much 
more than we express in our formal 
creeds. 

I am · continually impressed, iwt with 
how liitle, but with how much, people 
believe-really believe. I have said this to 
dozens of men and women who have 
sought me out as a minister of religion, 
and who have said, with Tom Beatty, "I 
guess I just don't believe in anything." 

There was the college student, trying to 
reconcile his new-found "scientific view" 
of the universe with the Bible stories he 
had learned in Sunday school. 

There was the woman, caught in the 
routine and drudgery of marriage and the 
home, whose shining dreams of earlier 
years were now obsc1,1red by the fore
ground of pots, pans, and diapers. 

There was the man who had met dis
aster in his business, because of dishon
esty and betrayal by an associate and 
trusted friend of his. 

Each of these persons came to me in 
his discouragement and bewilderment, 
saying, "I don't believe in anything." 
Each felt this as a severe loss. Each felt 
the need to believe in something. 

Believers in Mankind 
When we began to search together for 

what they really believed, we found a 
great deal. All of them believ�d that, in 
spite of  their disillusionment, there re
mained some order and sense in life ; 
otherwise, they would not have come to 
me asking that I help them find it. Even 
those who were most vehement in saying 
that they had lost their trust in everyone, 
discovered that they actually had confi
dence in the fundamental decency and 
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good will of some other hu_man beings ; 
otherwise, they would not have sought me 
out as an adviser. The woman caught in 
the drudgery of household duties learned 
that she still cherished a glimpse of a 
larger pattern of meaning for her life, in 
which the drudgery could take its sig
nificant, but subordinate, place. 

Search for Meaning to Life 
The man suffering from too much suc

cess was really discovering that none of 
us-not even the ablest and most compe
tent of us-has final power to give mean
ing to his own life; that life's meaning is 
dependent on Someone who is the Mean
ing-Giver ; and his own conversation with 
me was really a half-articulated prayer 
for an introduction to this Someone. The 
college student who had "lost his faith" 
during the time he spent in the science 
classroom, discovered that he actually be
lieved a great deal-for one thing, that 
there is a character of rationality in the 
universe, through which it discloses its 
secrets to the human reason. If this ra
tionality were not there, there would then 
be nothing to respond to the inquiry of 
the rational mind. 

I am repeatedly startled at how much 
more people believe than they formally 
acknowledge. 

But there are also many people who 
believe very much less than they profess. 

There was the man who expressed his 
hearty agreement with a sermon I had 
preached on the brotherhood of man, and 
who went on to state his fear that the 
neighborhood in which he lived was being 
"invaded" by Jews and Negroes. Did he 
really believe in the brotherhood of man ? 

There was another man who spent an 
hour expounding to me his belief in the 
principle of individual responsibility. He 
believed, he said, that every person is 
individually responsible for the conduct 
of his own lj.fe, and that he receives from 
the world approximately what he deserves 
and earns by the way he manages his 
affairs. This man then proceeded to ex
press his envy of a neighbor who had 
been "incredibly lucky" in business; and 
his respect, verging upon awe, for another 
acquaintance, because he was descended 
from the Pilgrim Fathers. He professed a 
belief in individual responsibility, but he 
really believed in luck and in the accident 
of ancestry. 

This "really" is the acid test of all 
belief. As you believe-really believe-

so will you think and act. You may fool 
other people, impress them with the 
measure of your faith o·r your skepticism, 
but you cannot fool yourself. Your deeds 
and the set of your mind will inevitably 
reveal your fundamental belief-or the 
lack of it. 

Our generation, we are told, is caught 
in a "crisis of belief." What does this 
mean? At the least, it means that what a 
man believes, which was once regarded 
as a strictly private, personal affair, is 
now recognized as a matter of public 
concern. Beliefs make a difference not 
only to the man who holds them, or does 
not hold them, but to his neighbor, also. 
In America, happily, there has been no 
concerted effort to control or dictate the 
beliefs of individual persons after the 
fashion of the totalitarian governments. 
Yet, in our abhorrence of every form of 
"thought control," we have tended to for
get that the Communists and other totali
tarians are right on one point : Beliefs 
are important. 

Power of Belief 
Much of the dynamism of communism 

is explainable on the basis of the power 
of its creed. Behind the driving energy 
and resolute tough-mindedness of the sys
tem lies a set of beliefs. The Communist 
believes, for example, that history is on 
his side. He is confident that the forces 
that are shaping the future guarantee the 
triumph of the "classless society." He 
believes that natural powers, as sure in 
their operation as gravitation, are bring
ing into existence a new society, com
posed of "new men" who are no longer 
dependent on motives of competition and 
self-aggrandizement to make their con
tributions to the community, but who will 
make them out of their loyalty to the com
munist system and their sublime faith in 
its destiny. We may judge that the con
sequences of these beliefs are perverse 
and evil, but we cannot doubt their power. 
Beliefs make a difference. We who cher
ish a different way of life had better know 
what we believe, for the next period of 
human history is going to be taken over 
by people who do know. 

Our Western society, which remains 
dedicated to freedom, is, like the com
munist societies, an expression of philo
sophical and religious convictions, of 
underlying beliefs. The Declaration of 
Independence holds certain truths to be 
"self-evident, that all men are created 

(continued) 



AlUERICAN FATHER, looking at U.N. Building, is 
deeply concerned about recent events that took place 

there, wonders how long cns1s of fundamental be
liefs will continue to rip the world with fears of war. 
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What YOU Really Believe (continued) 

What concerns you most-be it success, 
equal, that they are endowed by their 
Creator with certain unalienable rights 
. . . .  That to secure these rights, Govern
ments are instituted among men, deriving 
their j ust powers from the consent of the 
governed." 

However "self-evident" these truths ap· 
peared to the Founding Fathers of our 
nation, they are no longer "self-evident," 
nor are they accepted today. I ndeed, they 
are challenged and denied by a very large 
segment of mankind. The essential equal
ity of all men before God and before the 
law ; their endowment with certain rights 
which are attached to the fact of their 
humanity ; the principle that governments 
derive their powers from the freely given 
consent of the governed-al l  these con
victions flow from, and are dependent on, 
a faith. 

The preservation of our society will 
depend, in large measure, on whether this 
fundamental faith has maintained the 
strength of  its hold upon our beliefs and 
our loyalties-and whether, if it is  true 
that its grasp has been weakened, it can 
be reinvigorated as a l iving conviction 
in the minds and hearts of the men and 
women. of  our generation. 

Honest Statement 
Behind every principle of conduct rec

ognized by the individual or group is 
some form of belief. The statement that 
"honesty is the best policy" may appear 
to be a simple, self-evident proposition. 
It is not. It is rejected by millions of  indi
vidual citizens who cheat on their income 
taxes, by hundreds of  public officials who 
use their offices as opportunities for graft 
and private gain, and by whole nations 
which have adopted programs of  sys
tematic lying and deception as calculated 
instruments of national policies. The ac
ceptance of the dictum that "honesty is 
the best policy"-the best policy for me, 
not j ust for the other fellow-depends 
on something we believe about the laws o f  
human relationships, about the structure 
of the universe, and about the character 
of  the God who rules over the universe 
which He has created. Without this sup· 
porting edifice of belief, honesty is the 
best policy only with · exceptions-and 
the many exceptions are very likely to 
outnumber the occasions when the rule 
does apply. 

The same is true of  those humane 
principles that are the basis of Western 
culture-the idea that a person is an 
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AN AMERICAN WHO HAS EVERYTHING: real estate investor James 
Culver, in front of Florida home, surrounded by family and possessions. 
His beliefs-a concern for .the victory of free enterprise, a conviction that 



world peace, or family love-is your God. 

honesty is man's greatest virtue, a belief that his family's future is his most important job-reflect in his life 
and achievements. Says Culver, "I look forward to seeing that my child has the education that will give him 
a good start in his life and chosen profession. I don't want anything more,'' he admits, "because I don't need it." 
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What YOU Really Believe <••utinu•d> 

Faith is found by risk, venture, trust-not logic. 

individual, with a name, not a number ; 
that he posse.;�es an intrinsic value as an 
individual, and does not exi t merely to 
add to the man power of the nation, or 
class, or political party ; the conviction 
that person� have rights, that the strong 
are not to be permitted to ride roughshod 
over their weaker neighbors, and that the 
competition of life against l i fe, in whieh 
all of us are, to some extent, involved, is 
to be tempered by considerations of j us
tice and mercy ; a sense of obligation for 
making some contribution to the common 
good. These are not self-evident or self
generating conceptions. They are rooted 
in a belief. 

. 

There may have been a time in the past 
when it was possible to imagine that a 
regard for ju�tice and compassion, a re
spect for the dignity of the individual, 
and a feeling of responsibility for the 
common good were, more or less, auto
matic results of a process called "prog
ress," and that they would surely broaden 
their control over mankind through the 
spread of literacy and education. But we 
can no longer maintain that i l lusion. In 
our own generation, we have seen the rise 
of vast movements which rejected the 
idea of individual dignity, which re
garded considerations of j ustice and 
mercy as forms of sentimental nonsense. 
and which subordinated re�ponsihility for 
the good of one's felbws to obedience to 
the dictates of the ruling authorities of 
the political state. And these demonic 
movements have appeared not mainly 
among backward and uncivil ized peoples, 
but in some of the most literate and 
highly edueated nations on earth. 

K nowledge Is Not Morality 
Literacy and edueation are not enough. 

Theodore Roosevelt once remarked that 
a lad who has never fin ished grammar 
school may steal from a railroad freight 
car, but give him a eoLege edueatiun and 
he may steal the whole railroad. The his
tory of the first half of the twentieth 
century is · a substantiation, on a plan· 
etary scale, of the truth of Roosevelt's 
words. Know ledge and reason are power ; 
and power has a kind of moral neutrality 
about it. The direetion in which this 
power sends us, and the purposes for 
which we use it, are all shaped by our 
beliefs. 

Since we act out our real belie fs, and 
these are not always the beliefs we pro
fess verbally when we are being cate-
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chized, i f  we are to understand ourselves, 
it  is urgently im(Jortant to be honest 
concerning our re..t l beliefs. 

Here are some questions aimed at help· 
ing you discover what you really believe. 

l. What do you care about-genuinely 
care about-in the deepest places of your 
life? 

Dr. Paul Till ich, one o f  the wisest phil
osophers and theologians of our time, has 
defined religion as "ultimate concern." 
Whatever concerns you most-really con
cerns you-is your God. 

Gospel of the Main Chance 
I think of a man whose whole conversa· 

tion indicates that he is preoccupied with 
the question of individual status. He 
measures all success by the number of 
people he can look down upon, and by 
the number of people he can climb over, 
on his way up. His one question about 
any proposed course of conduct is not, 
"Is it  right?" or, "Is it  helpful ?"  or, "Is 
it  constructive?" but rather, "Will it 
make me look good ?"  

This man may repeat the Apostles 
Creed every Sunday, in church ; but his 
real creed is not, "I believe in God, the 
Father A lmighty," but, "I believe in al
mighty me." He is like a character in the 
novel, The Fall, by Albert Camus, Nobel 
prize-winner in literature, who said : "It 
is not true, after all, that I never loved. I 
conceived at least one great love in my 
life, of which I was always the object." 
Many persons, if they should once press 
through to their real beliefs, would be 
obliged to say : "I believe in little old me, 
and in whate1·er is good for me." To dis
cuss with such per ·ons the question of 
belief in God is futile, for the gigantic 
"I" stands forever between them and the 
recognition of the importance or value of 
any other reality on earth or in heaven. 

2. Are you willing to trust what you say 
you believe? The kind of belief that gen
erates action is a great deal more than 
assent to an intellectual proposition. I 
may "believe," on the basis of much 
visible evidence, that the human body 
does not necessarily sink when it is im
mersed in the water of the ocean. But do 
I believe this when the swimming instruc
tor takes his hand from underneath my 
body, when I am in the ocean? 

What you really believe in, you trust. 
The person who says, in church, that he 
believes in God-the God who commands 
him to love his neighbor-but who, in 

every action, keep� an eye singled to hi� 
own private advantage. does not really 
believe in Gud. He doe� nut really belie�<e 
that God is real enough and strong 
enough to stand behind His promi�e of 
blessednetis to thu�e who are motivated 
by Jove of neighbor. His real belief is in 
the law of the jungle and the gospel o f  
the main chance. 

3. Do you think that skepticism is 
somehow more honest antl more realistic 
than faith? There is a modern prej udice 
that, in moments of skepticism, one is 
somehow c loser to "truth" than in times 
of wholehearted belief. It is proper to 
recognize that �kepticism and d,mht arc 
valuable illl:entives to the discovery of 
truth. The man who "believes," cont rary 
to the evidence of his senses and again�t 
the te timony of his reason, i:; not a man 
of commendable "faith" ; he is merely a 
victim of foolishness and gullibility. 
There are, however, many kind� of evi
dence that are simply unobtainable with· 
out the mood of positive expectancy and 
the willingnes to make the experiment. 

Consider the question of the nature and 
character of God. Is God in any :;euse 
like a human being"? Does He, for ex
am(Jle, possess the "human" qual ities of 
intelligence. purpose, and love·� 

There are many who say that it. i� ridic
ulous to ascribe the�e qualitic� to Cod. 
They ca l l  such ascribing by the name 
"anthropomorphism." This means, liter
ally, "in the form of a man." lt is often 
used to suggest that there is a kind of 
impudence in trying to conceive of God. 
the Ruler of the limitless universe, in the 
form of a man. 

What is generally forgot ten is the fact 
that all thinking proceeds on the basi� 
of "morphisms"-moving from what i� 
known, and t rying to find clues to the 
unknown in the form of  resemblances 
to the known. And. there are a limited 
number of "morph isms" which the lm· 
man mind can employ in trying to un
derstand the universe. 

Multi-Morphisms 
One may be a mechano·morphist, and 

believe the universe is a great mach 'ne. 
One may be a zou-morphist, and think 

that the un iverse is really a great beast. 
One may be a mathemat ico-morphi>'t. 

and believe that everything in the uni
verse can be expres,ed in terms of num
bers and their relationships. 

Or, one may be an unashamed an-



thropomorphist, and believe that a uni
verse which can produce the qualities of 
mind and spirit that we have recognized 
in ourselves and in other persons, must, 
first of all, contain those qualities in  order 
to produce them, and that the character
istics of reason, purpose, and love-the 
highest characteristics of anthropos, man 
-cannot be entirely alien to the u niverse. 

The assumption that these qualities, 
which we associate with persons and per
sonality, are to be found at the heart of  
the universe is  not  something that can 
he proved by a progressive series of  log
ical statements, like the demonstration of 
a proposition in geometry. It  can only 
be proven by risk, by venture, by trust. 
You have to act as if it were true, and 
then see whether the universe responds 
in such a way as to support that "as i f."  

4.  What do you find admirable-not 
merely in the sense of  being pleasant to 
admire from afar, but in the sense that 
it commands your love? 

It is in  answering this  question that 
you, who may not think of  your�elf as 
heing particularly religious, who do not 
recite the formal creed of  any church, 
may find yourself very close to the Chris
tian faith. For you may find that your 
highest admiration is  awakened by Christ 
and by the persons who live in  accord 
with His teachings. 

He Who Loves Men, Serves Them 
Oftentimes, you may conceal this ad

miration, even from your�elf. You may 
imagine that you really admire the men 
of power, the clever individuals who ma
nipulate other persons to serve their own 
purposes, the men and women who al
ways have an eye for the main chance, 
and who promptly seize it. 

But in your heart, you give your deep
est admiration to another type of person. 
The men and women of power may 
arouse your transient amazement, but 
they do not call forth your love. Your 
love you reserve for the "servants"-for 
the man who pours out his strength for 
the good of others, the woman who whole
heartedly invests her gifts and capacities 
in the care of  a family, the man who 
"lays down his l i fe for his friend." 

So long as these qualit ies of  l i fe have 
power to quicken admiration and love, 
there is hope for our human race. 

The person who genuinely gives his 
admiration and love to theo;e qualities of  
l i fe is really reciting a creed. He really 
believes that the universe values these 
qualities-that it is on the side of service 
and sacrifice and self-forgetful love. 

In summary, then, you really believe 
what you act. You can be an honest per
son-honest with yourself-if you face 
and accept this. This may mean the dis
covery that you have been dishonest with 
yourself. But the discovery of  such dis
honesty may be a tremendous victory br 
honesty-and an honest faith. THE E.'IO 

NEW YORK BUSINESSMAN Samuel N. Benjamin believes it his duty 
to share advantages he had as a child, has spent sixteen years working 
with underprivileged children in Big Brother Movement in spare time. 
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Garry Moore's Secret 
of Happiness 

His indestructible good humor has become a show business legend-but at one time 

he suffered from paralyzing fears and self-doubt. Here's how he conquered them 

to become the genial, contented man forty million viewers see on their TV screens. 

BY J. P. E DWA R D S  

Aewspaper writer once termed 
Thomas Ganison Morfit ."lovable 
as the boy next door"-a phrase 

that brings a pained and derisive snort 
from Morfit, otherwise known as Garry 
Moore. "I'm afraid," he says, "that the 
people who lived next door to me dur
ing my boyhood never considered me 
very lovable. I was a mixed-up kid, the 
neighborhood problem, and a source of 
unhappy puzzlement to my family;" 

Moore makes no bones about the fact 
that he was an atrocious student who 
never finished high school, who left mili-

tary school "by mutual consent." who for 
a year and a half stuttered so badly he 
was afraid to go near a telephone, much 
less a microphone. He couldn't even 
make the grade as an office boy at his 
own father's law . firm. (" 'A Failure at 
Fourteen' . . .  how's that for a title?" )  

Today, at forty-five, this same boy
who at one time looked like a sure bet 
for the analyst's couch-has not only 
avoided those pitfalls, but has built a solid 
success on the basis of  serenity, warmth, 
and unfailing good humor. One television 
writer unhesitatingly picked him as "TV's 

GARRY AND WIFE, Nell, like to keep their home life private, are rarely 
photographed together. Married twenty-one years, they have two grown sons. 
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Nicest G uy." and dozens of others have 
hailed him for his openness, his kindli
ness, his "amazing rapport with audi
ences." Even more amazing : this latter
day geniality is no act. People close to 
him swear it's as much a part of him as 
the Puckish smile and inevitable bow t ie. 

Well and good. But what happened to 
Morfit the Misfit ? 

It 's a question Moore would j ust as 
soon not answer. He prefers to play down 
the "nice guy" aspect of his personality, 
for fear he may

· 
sound saccharine. The 

truth is that despite a bad beginning, 
he has found happiness in five difficult 
areas of living. I f  he is serene today, i t  
is  due not  to  an absence of problems, 
but to problems successfully surmounted. 
In fact, his l i fe story reads like a 1m
man obstacle course. 

First Role : Maverick 
The earliest-and biggest-obstacle he 

had to overcome was fear. On the face 
of it, thi is surprising, for he was born 
to the affluence and family background 
that usually inspire sel f-confidence. His 
father was a highly respected Baltimore 
attorney ("the kind who wouldn't handle 
a divorce case, as a matter of  princi
ple" ) .  And Moore is no doubt the only 
working comic who can say-not jok
ingly-that his family was listed in  the 
Social Register. 

"Most of our ancestors," he explains, 
"were attorneys, judges, doctors, landed 
gentry. That sort of stuff. My older 
brother and sister were a source of great 
pride to my family. They did brilliantly 
in  school. ( Today my brother is a sur
geon in Denver. ) Then 1 came along. I 
was a maverick. A lmo�t from the start. 
I wanted to be an actor. Father viewed 
'madcap theatrical folk' with deep dis
taste. He informed me-correctly-that 
actors were immature people who still 
play games. I didn't care . . . .  " 

And so, a father-son conflict began that 

(continued) 



ANYTHING-GOES COMEDY, sparked by Garry, has 
kept I've Got a Secret high on rating lists for seven years. 

"11 eortt Photo L'bror11 

Panelists: Henry Morgan (who wrestled a lady judo 
expert on show), BiU Cullen, Bess Myerson, Betsy Palmer. 
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Garry Moore's Secret of Happiness <••ntinued) 

was to continue for many years, engen
dering in Garry a paralyzing self-doubt 
and fear. Meanwhile, he was dispatched 
to McDonogh Military School where his 
father hoped the discipline would "make 
a citizen" of him. 

It didn't. His career at McDonogh was 
one long comedy of errors. Things 
reached a climax one night when he had 
been visiting friends across the quad
rangle and was returning to his room 
after hours. Crossing .the quad, he sud
denly came face to face with the com
mandant of the academy. 

Garry was in his pajamas and, with 
one of his now-famous comic inspira- · 
tions, he pretended to be sleepwalking. 
For a moment, the commandant was 
taken in. He had heard it was dangerous 
to awaken a sleepwalker. Carefully, he 
led Garry back to his room. But he still 
was not completely convinced. As he left, 
he muttered under his breath, "Morfit, 
if I find out this is an act, I'll kill you ! "  

Sleepwalkers Anonymous 
It was too good a story not to tell. 

"If I'd kept still about it," Moore says, 
"everything would have been all right, 
but I was just a kid of fourteen and I 
couldn't help bragging. A couple of weeks 
later, the commandant caught a whole 
group of boys out after Lights Out, and 
they all stuck their hands out and pre
tended to be sleepwalkers." 

The commandant, realizing he had been 
duped, made good his threat. He gave 
Garry the demerits of all the other boys, 
as well as his own.. As a result, Garry 
resigned from McDonogh with both sides, 
as he puts it, "expressing deep relief." 

"This <turn of events," he continues, 
"left me, at the age of fourteen, on the 
streets of Baltimore. My fathe-r was natu
rally upset. He probably had visions of 
me becoming a juvenile delinquent. To 
get me off the streets, he gave me a 'job' 
in his law office." 

This, again, proved to be a mistake. 
"I never could quite figure out what I 
was supposed to do for my twelve dol
lars a week," Moore says. "I kept pen
cils sharpened, ran errands, answered 
the telephone. With each passing week I 
felt more and more inadequate. I became 
clumsy. I felt foolish, useless, and frus
tr·ated. My thinking became muddled. I 
jumped nervously every time the phone 
rang, because I dreaded having to talk, 
if only for. a moment, with any of my 
father's clients or colleagues. My world 
of stern elders was closing in on me." 

Then, one day, an alarming thing hap
pened. The phone rang; Garry picked it 
up�and suddenly found he couldn't 
speak . . His throat seemed to be para
lyzed. At length, with the greatest effort, 
he managed to stammer, "H-h-h-hello 
. • .  W.a . . . W.a . . .  Who is this? "  

From that moment on, h e  was u nable 
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to answer the phone without stuttering. 
Soon he found he was beginning to stut
ter in face-to-face conversations, too. 
He could speak .normally to boys and 
girls his own age, but, with elders, his 
words became a meaningless babble. 

The Morfits discussed the matter. 
They decided that Garry, now sixteen, 
should return to school---public school. 
He agreed, eager to do anything that 
would take him away from the law office. 

At public school, he found life "a 
little less painful," but not much. When 
called upon to recite, he still stuttered 
as badly as ever. To cover up his embar
rassment, he began responding with little 
humorous pantomimes that he invented 
on the spur of the moment. 

Perhaps it was because of the panto
mimes that one of his classmates insisted 
he try out for the Junior Class play. At 
first it seemed, to Garry, an impossible 
idea. But the urge to be an actor still 
burned bright and, despite many mis
givings, he consented to read for a role. 

That afternoon when he stepped on 
stage, a minor miracle occurred. "I be
gan reading the lines aloud," he recalls, 
"and threw myself into the comic role. 
Astonishingly, the words rolled out 
easily. It was too good to believe." 

When the tryouts ended, an electrify
ing announceipent was made : Garry 
Morfit was to have the leading role ! 

On opening night, his performance was 
the hit of the show. His parents were 
suddenly pleased and proud of him; he 
had become a Big Man at school. Best 
of all, thanks to his new-found confi
dence, the stuttering vanished completely. 

The first of his problems was licked. 
But many others remained before Thomas 
Garrison Morfit was to emerge as Gatry 
Moore, the genial and imperturbable 
emcee. Among other things, he still had 
to make a career for himself. 

He began doing this almost at once, 
by becoming one of the school's busiest 
amateur thespians, often writing his own 
comedy sketches for shows. Then one 
night, during the middle of his senior 
year, he received a distinguished caller 
backstage. The gentleman said he had 
been impressed with the young man's 
writing ability, that he was a writer, 
and that he thought they might collabo
rate in writing a musical revue. His 
name, he said, was F. Scott Fitzgerald. 

Success Via a Slow Ladder 
"I didn't realize," Moore recalls, "that 

Scott was a great writer. If I had, I 
might have learned something from him." • 
Still, he found the thought of working 
in professional show business irresistible 
and promptly quit school to become Fitz
gerald's partner. ("I saw a chance to 
jump sixteen steps in one leap.") 

As it turned out, the leap was a short 
one. Garry remained singularly unim-

pressed with his celebrated collaborator : 
"To me he was j ust a drunk. I'd show 
up at seven o'clock and he'd already be 
three-quartets in · the bag." One unfortu
nate night, Fitzgerald got a gleam in his 
eye for Garry's sister. He gave· her a 
spirited chase around the room-and on 
that note the collaboration ended. 

At approximately the same time, Moore 
discovered a new medium for his bur
geoning talents : radio. Station WBAL in 
Baltimore was interested in comedy 
sketches. He became a steady contributor 
-writing, directing, and acting in the 
sketches himself. "Sometimes," he recalls 
wryly, "I got ten dollars a week for my 
combined efforts." Since this was hardly 
enough to live on and since his father 
was "still unwilling to contribute a nickel 
toward my downfall into show business," 
Garry got a job selling neckties in a de
partment store. Soon, however, he was 
able to enter radio as a full-time profes
sional. First, as a staff member at WBAL, 
then as a sports announcer at KWK i n  
St. Louis, then a s  a comedian and writer 
on Club Matinee in Chicago, where he 
changed his name from Morfit to Moore. 

Straight Man for Durante 
He hit the big-time at last when he 

signed to play straight man for Jimmy 
Durante. Their . program-known one 
week as The Durante-Moore Show and 
the next as The Moore-Durante Show-
was an immediate success: 

Today they remain the best of friends. 
But Moore was not entirely satisfied with 
his status as a performer. He was eage'r 
to make a name on his own. He still did 
not feel he had found his true place in 
show business. "I didn't really want to 
be a stand-up comic," he says. "Every 
gag had to be polished like a diamond. 
The pressure was .terrific. I kept longing 
for a relaxed, more informal role." 

He found it as a master of ceremonies, 
first on Take It or Leave It, then on 
Breakfast in Hollywood, finally on his 
own radio show. He was thoroughly hap
py in his career at last. In fact, everyone 
was happy except the sponsors-who 
were few .and far between. After seven 
months, CBS told Moore they were can
celing his show for another. 

With the honesty and directness that 
have become his trademark, Moore went 
on the air, told his listeners he had been 
fired-and asked them to write in if they 
wanted the show to remain on the air. 

A whopping 125,000 of them did. And 
the network was sufficiently impressed to 
ask him to try his hand in still another 
medium : television. From there on, it was 
easy sailing-a spot as emcee on I've 
Got a Secret, a day-time Garry Moore 
Show, and now for two seasons, a week
ly evening Garry Moore Show. Thomas 
Garrison Morfit had found his niche. 
"For the rest of my life," he says emphat-



AN ACCOMPLISHED MIMIC, Moore loves to impersonate other comics. 
Above, he achieves an amazing resemblance to well-known funnyman Ed Wynn. 

ically, "this is what I want to be doing." 
Success in his career would mean little, 

of course, without a successful personal 
l ife. But Garry Moore has found happi
ness in still a third way-through an en
during marriage that has lasted for 
twenty-one years. He and his wife El
eanor ( el l)  met in their early teens and 
today he likes to tease her by telling 
people, "I met her when I was fourteen 
and she was twelve. We got married when 
I was twenty-four-and she was sixteen." 

Not Just Any Meal in a Storm 
They have two grown sons : Mason, 

twenty, who is a student at Ha·rvard, and 
Garry, Jr., who attends prep school. And 
the entire family shares a rabid enthusi
asm for boating. For year�, excursions in 
their 38-foot sloop, the Red Wing, have 
been a ·regular feature of their l i fe to
gether. "In the beginning. my wife used 
to say she was having fun-though T had 
my doubts, but now she really enjoys it. 
She can cook a hot meal in a storm. too." 

More than once, Moore has changed 
jobs in order to have more time to spend 
with Nell and the boys. "I happen to like 
family l ife," he says, "and I don't like 
the kind of l ife other comedians live. 
Hanging around Lindy's in  New York 
and in Romanoff's in Hollywood, seeing 
only other comedians, seems like a dreary 
sort of existence. It  just doesn't appeal 
to me. I want to know othet people be
sides comedians and I want to hear other 
things besides jokes." 

Because of this attitude, few of his 
closest friends are in  show business. 
Some are in advertising agencies, textile 
mills. One is a metallurgist, another a 
doctor, another a former FBI agent
which brings us to Moore's fourth way of 
finding happiness : a private identity. 

In Rye, New York, where they live, he 
and his family are known as Morfit, not 
Moore. "I've got two lives," he explains. 
"When I'm working, I'm Garry Moore. 
And when I'm living my private life, I 
use the name I was born with. My wife 
and children are not in television, so they 
go by the name of Morfit, too. because 
it  happens to be their real name." 

For a man as famous as Garry Moore, 
holding on to a private, off-stage identity 
is no easy matter. It takes a steadfast 
determination. In fact, Moore can be a 
pretty determined individual, on or off 
the air. For example : 

One Christmas, a few years ago. play
wright George S. Kaufman, long featured 
on TV's This Is Show Business, was 
fired by CBS. The reason : Kaufman had 
remarked that he hoped h is program 
would di tinguish itsel f during the yule 
season by being the only one on which 
Silent Night, Holy Night was not sung. 

A number of viewers wrote indignant 
letters to the network, complaining about 
"Mr. Kaufman's sacrilegious attitude." 
CBS and the sponsor, responding to what 
they con�idered their master's voice, 
quickly gave Kaufman his walking papers. 

At  this point, Garry Moore-who up 

ANOTHER GAG: flat hat, dour ex
pression--a ringer for Buster Keaton. 

till then had been in no way involved
leaped feet first into the fray. He devoted 
a la·rge part of one of his own shows to 
a discussion of the affair. He explained 
that Kaufman had not meant to be sacri
legious, that what he had objected to was 
the song's constant repetition-through 
which its true spirit was often lost. He 
further stated that the network and spon
sor had surrendered to what he called "a 
misguided minority." And he concluded 
bluntly : "I am ashamed of  the network 
and I'm ashamed of the public." 

As always, the public was on Garry 
Moote's side. A new-and bigger-flood 
of letters poured in, support ing his stand. 
Kaufman was back the next week. 

The Fifth Secret 
In the tight little world of television, a 

man with the courage of hi · convictions 
is a rare phenomenon. But, as one 
searches for a constant in Garry Moore's 
tumultuous l i fe, it is this thread of cour
age that stands out strongest. As a stut
tering teen-age·r daring to try out for the 
class p lay, as a stage-struck youth sell
ing neckties to get a start in show busi
ness, as a husband and father firmly re
fusing to let career encroach on privacy 
and family l i fe, he has known what he 
wanted and been willing to fight for it. 

It  is this quality of courage which is 
the fifth secret-perhaps the most impor
tant of all-behind the inner contentment 
which million sense in him each time he 
faces the television cameras. THE END 
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NEW CLIENT at New York's Scientific Introduction Service takes ink
l , lot test. Service assures introductions to six men within six months. 

The 
Scie:nce 
of Love 

IBM and psychology are taking guesswork 
out of matching 1nates. Experts believe 

that it may lower our divorce rate to zero. 
48 

BY T. F . •  J A l\ I E S  

The pretty girl stared at the ink 
blot on the Rorschach test's card
board square. " I t  looks," she said 

slowly, "like a jet bomber in flight." Min
utes later she was writing, in four l ine�. 
what she wanted from matrimony. Within 
one hour, not only what she said, but the 
handwriting itself would be analyzed by 
an expert. The conclusions drawn from 
these psychological revelations, as well 
as the results of her Rorschach and an 
hour-long talk with a trained psycho
logical interviewer would be carefully 
analyzed on a card, and this summary of  
her personality would be  fed into a great, 
gray, gleaming IBM sorter. 

What is it all about? Is this the latest 
Peiping brainwashing center? Or the in
take room of an ultramodern mental hM
pital? Or a movie set on which they are 
shooting l i fe on Krypton in the year 
2000? Wrong, each time. You are in the 
office of the Scientific Introduction Serv
ice, the year is 1960, and the place is  
New York. The array of apparatus and 
technical know-how is not working for 
the state, or medicine. or dramatici'. hut 
for something much more profound and 
important : love. 

Instant Men 

In the dark and intricate depthi' of the 
gray machine, the electronic brain di
gests the results of the girl's psychologi
cal analysis. Then, with a speed which 
only IBM engineers can comprehend, it 
sends commands and conclusions racing 
along its network of wires. In minutes, 
the names of six males are produced, 
six potential bridegrooms each of whom 
should, by the best psychological stand
ards. be the kind of man our young lady 
can live with. happily ever a fter. 

Founded five years ago by Lee Morgan, 
a personable young woman with a mas
ter's degree in social research from New 
York University, Scient i fic I ntroduction 
Service is flourishing like few husine�se . .; 
in the land. On its list are no lei's than 
2.500 highly el igible bachelor men and 
women-a jump of 1 .200 in a single year. 

Nor is it alone. In the Hopkins Build
ing in Mellott, I ndiana, Dr. George W. 
Crane's Scientific Marriage Foundation 
i� busily matching more than 1 ,500 cou
ples a month, and is growing at a similar 
rate of speed. Dr. Crane. author of "The 
Worry Clinic," a well-known syndicated 
column, decided to open his service be
cause so many readers wrote to him over 
the years, asking his advice on where 
they could find an eligible mate. In Cal
i fornia, Dr. Karl Miles Wallace, a uni
versity professor, operated the highly 
successful Personal Acquaintance Serv
ice for six years, as part of a research 
project on mate selection. Up in Mont
real, Canada, Mr. and Mrs. Roger Desor
meaux operate L'Anneau, a service simi-



Jar to Miss Morgan's operation, and 
equally thriving. 

Few things tell us more about the di
rection in which our complicated. urban
ized society is moving than the phenome
non of scientific introduction. Science 
has made massive contributions to our 
pursuit of happiness on the frontiers of 
medicine and technology. Now, with per
fectly consistent logic, it is moving into 
that area where the most fundamental 
and essential struggle for happiness is 
waged-the human personality. 

Moreover, scientific introduction fills 
a very vital national need. Although 
the American marriage rate is humming 
along at an al l-time high ( 92.7 of those 
people between the ages of thirty and 
forty-four are married ) ,  we should not 
accept this cheerful statistic as assurance 
that all Americans are in a state of con
nubial contentment. The census takers 
estimate we have eleven million women 
and eight mi llion men of marriageable 
status. Moreover, a substantial portion of 
the�e unmarried people are the most 
gifted members of our populatio

.
n. For a 

number of reasons. the intell igent in our 
society have a difficult time finding a 
suitable �pouse. One reason is pungently 
expressed by the noted psychologist Al
bert El lis. who helped Lee Morgan set up 
her Scientific Introduction Service. 

"Our dating system is a poor way Qf 
matching individuals for love or for mar
riage," Dr. Elli� �tated. "The average in
dividual . . .  may be ahle. just because he 
or she is average, to meet a few members 
of the other sex and to l ike or love one of 
these few. Almost by definition. the aver
age person will have average tastes and 
interests, and will be relatively easy to 
please when it comes to choosing a part
ner. Not so, however, the above-average 
individual, say the person who has a high 
I.Q .. has gone through or far beyond col
lege work. and is interested in aesthetic 
or cultural pursuits. Such an individual 
very frequently will have to meet at least 
thirty, fifty, or a hundred members of 
the other sex before he or she can expect 
to find a soul mate." 

College Men Take This Course 
These above-average people are among 

the chief clients of the new introdnctlon 
services. This is not merely a wishful ob
servation. It is based on cold facts. Dr. 
Crane ran a research project on the first 
two hundred men to apply to the Scien
tific Marriage Foundation and found that 
all of them had had at least one year of 
college. Karl Miles Wallace also found a 
high proportion of his applicants had at
tended college. 

Many seemingly eligible people in our 
society have great difficulty finding a 
mate simply because of the nature of  
their careers. Take a high-salaried fash
ion model who is one of Lee Morgan's 
clients. Certainly a girl who can rivet 

the eye of  the magazine reader with 
sultry look and a fissionable figure should 
have no trouble getting dates. "But the 
dates she gets," explains Miss Morgan, 
"are all garment center wolves with their 
saliva showing. Actually the girl is deep
ly interested in art and music. and wants 
to find a husband with similar interests, 
but she is so busy fighting off the animals 
that she can't find time to meet him." 

No Time for Romance 
The same explanation-no time-ap

plies to many men and women who have 
devoted their youths to becoming trained 
psychiatrists, scientists, or executives. 

Also, Dr. George Crane points out, 
"Many clergymen, physicians, and other 
professional men don't like to mix ro
mance with their profession. Yet they are 
tied to a parish or a practice, and they 
cannot go wandering around the country 
in search of romance." One widower min
ister who wrote to Dr. Crane for help said 
that there were probably twenty eligible 
women of his age hracket in his parish, 
hut he knew if he showed partiality to 
one. he'd alienate the other nineteen. So 
he asked to be introduced to a lady 
outside his parish. 

All this does not mean a person has to 
own a Ph.D. to join an introduction serv
ice. "We have people with eighth-grade 
educations, high schoolers. as well as 
physicians, dentists, educators on the ros
ter," says Dr. Crane. People from al l  
walks of American l i fe are using this new 
approach toward marital happiness. We 
have seen how Lee Morgan's Scientific 
Introduction Service works and secures 
results in New York. 

To supplement the first analysis, each 
client is asked to make a report on his or 
her introduction. describing the date and 
giving an appraisal of the other person. 
If a client has difficulty finding someone 
compatible, Miss Morgan is ready to 
offer counseling on dating techniques, 
attitudes toward the opposite sex, and 
other problems which may be behind the 
block. Many leading New York psychia
trists and psychologists send patients to 
Miss Morgan. a:·d use the service a s  an 
adjunct to therapy. 

George Crane's Scientific Marriage 
Foundation has a somewhat different ap
proach. His operation is nationwide. and 
while it by no means ignores psychologi
cal analysis, it  cannot do much work i n  
depth, since its contacts with clients are 
entirely by mail. Karl Miles Wallace's 
now-discontinued Personal Acquaintance 
Service was also a mail-based operation. 

When an applicant writes to Dr. Crane 
or to the Scientific Marriage Foundation, 
he receives a detailed questionnaire 
which he must fill out. On it are questions 
about his health. habits, education. poli
tics. religion. plus two which are in
tended to give some insight into personal
ity. He or she is asked to explain his 

"most important goal in l ife," and to de
scribe the "type of mate you'd prefer." 
Applicants are also asked to attach a re
cent photo, supply three character refer
ences and a check for twenty-five dollars. 
The documents and photo are taken to 
the nearest foundation counselor. Usually 
he is a clergyman who has agreed to 
co-operate with Dr. Crane ; he is keenly 
aware of the lonely and socially inexpe
rienced men and women in his area. The 
foundation now has over two thousand 
such counselors, from all the major 
faiths. They vouch for the truth of the 
application, and make a discreet check 
with the references. To avoid any pos
sible embarrassment, they explain, when 
they phone the references, that the appli
cant is joining a "club." Even the twenty
five-dollar check is not made out to the 
Foundation, lest some member of the 
local bank be nosy. It is payable to the 
Compliment Club, Inc., which is a non
profit organization acting as legal owner 
of the Scientific Marriage Foundation. 

Once the counselor vouches for the 
truth of the application, he forwards the 
data, with an appraisal of his own, to the 
Foundation. The data is then reduced to 
an IBM card, and fed into an IBM sorter, 
which comes up with a possible mate wl-!o 
has the same religion as the applicant, 
resembles him in education and personal
ity, and lives within a one hundred to two 
hundred mile radius of the applicant's 
home. "We then write to them." �ay� Dr. 
Crane, "and give the name of the other 
party, and suggest that the man write to 
the woman first. We urge that they ex
change letters for a few weeks to get ac
quainted by mail and thus obtain a fund 
of mutual information by which they can 
carry on spritely conversations when they 
do meet in person." 

Squawk From the Grass Roots 

Lee Morgan is currently considering a 
mail-introduction service. as an adjunct 
to her New York operation. "I thought 
introduction was primarily a big-city 
problem." Miss Morgan says. "But most 
of our mail comes from small towns. They 
have problems there that make big-city 
introductions look simple ! "  

What have these scientific marriage 
brokers learned about the relationship of 
male and female in America. the barriers 
that keep people apart. the dreams Amer
icans cherish about the perfe<'t mate? 
One of the prime myths exploded by Karl 
Miles Wal l  ace is the su pposed surplus of 
marriageable females. This statistical 
fallacy grew from the tendency of literal
ists to count heads. Because there are 
more women in the country than men, 
they trumpeted a man shortage, and 
wrote a great deal of nonsense about the 
possibility of reviving polygamy. Actual
l y, in the nation, there is a surplus of 
men in the marriageable group under 
thirty-five, and they suffer a numerical 
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The Science. of Love (continued) 

disadvantage in competition for mates. 
Lee Morgan corroborates Dr. Wal

lace's findings. "We never have enough 
women in the twenty-to-thirty age group." 
she says. "It evens out in the thirtie and 
forties ; from forty-seven to fifty-five, 
there are more women. From fifty-five to 
sixty-five, it's even again, and a fter sixty
five there are more available men." Sur
prisingly, Miss Morgan finds some of her 
best marital material among women over 
sixty-five. "Although the longevity statis
tics are against it. we always have more 
available men over sixty-five." she says. 
"I think women over sixty-five give up 
too easily. Last year we introduced a 
woman, seventy-six, to a man, seventy
one,' and they are getting along fine." 

Marital Utopias 
As for preferences in the opposite sex 

--Karl Miles Wallace in his excellent 
book, Love Is More Than Luck, reports 
that the following were the most impor
tant requests his applicants made when 
describing their ideal man or woman. 

MEN'S REQUESTS 
Character and personality 51 per cent 
Physical type 46 per cent 
Age 45 per cent 
Love and companionship 43 per cent 
Home I i fe : domesticity 35 per cent 
Physical attractiveness 25 per cent 
Cultural background 22 per cent 
Religion 21 per cent 
Sexuality 10 per cent 
Economic stabi lity 3 per cent 

WOMEN'S REQUESTS 
Character and Personality 67 per cent 
:�conomic stability 59 per cent 

Physical type 45 per cent 
Love and companionship 34 per cent 
Age 32 per cent 
Cultural backgro.und 28 per cent 
Home life : domesticity 25 per cent 
Religion 23 per cent 
Physical attractiveness 20 per cent 
Sexuality 4 per cent 

Most applicants want to marry people 
their own age. But there are large excep
tions. One of the biggest groups who do 
not think this way are men in the 44-55 
age group. Usually, Lee Morgan finds, 
they are terrified by the image of  advanc
ing age, and on some pretext or other 
they divorce their wives and seek to 
marry a girl twenty-five years younger. to 
recapture the vanished raptures of youth. 
There are also girls who wish to marry 
older men, because they frankly think 
that economic stability and sophistica
tion are more important than hot blood. 
The Service does not consider either of 
these desires necessarily neurotic, al
though they are apt to caution the aging 
males on the odds against success. 

Although all the services find that their 
appl :cants place great stress on physical 
type when they first write {on Dr. Crane's 
IBM card, height, weight, appearance. 
hair, eyes are all noted ) ,  they also find 
that once a couple meshes on the basis 
of character and personality, physical re
quirements go out the window. 

The services also agree that, for the 
major proportion of our unmarried popu
lation, the problem is not intell igence. or 
neurosis, but a simple lack of skill  in the 
area of ociability. Miss Morgan is par
ticularly adamant on this point. "Learn
ing to date takes practice, like learning 

to set your hair." To girls she offers this 
advice : "When a man calls you for the 
first time, act interested. Don't be distant 
or moody. Don't start off by asking him 
to move furniture or fix the TV. If  you go 
out, let him steer the evening. Don't tel l 
him his choice of restaurant is too expen
sive. Don't be bothered by minor deficien
cies. Some of the nicest men don't open 
doors, or dance too well." To men she 
says :  "Don't tell all your troubles on the 
first date. This is a prevalent, and very 
bad, male habit. Don't talk about how 
many other girls are clamoring for you. 
Some men think this makes them sound 
desirable ; it doesn't. The girl is almo t 
always insulted. and thinks, 'Let the oth
ers have him.' " 

To both sexes, she says : "Don't write 
the other person off too quickly. Don't 
dominate the conversation. And don't 
flaunt your liabilities." Apparently, an 
amazing number of people tell the wor t 
about themselves on their first date. "It's 
a form of test," Miss Morgan says wryly. 
"They are saying to the other person, if 
you really love me, you won't care if 
I weigh four hundred pounds, or can't 
even boil an egg." 

Refused to R.S.V.P. 
Dr. Crane places great emphasis on 

J?reliminary letter writing because he has 
found one of the greatest drawback to 
introducing strangers "is the embarras -
ing fact that they often develop pauses 
in their conversation which produce hu
mil iation and an avoidance reaction 
thereafter." He also thinks many women 
are too particular. He tells of one lady 
with a master's deg"ree, who was secretary 

"Lack of social skills'' is the 1nain reason 19,000,000 

CLIENT stands before S.I.S.'s IBM m achines. 
Num ber of applicants has doubled each year. 
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to a corporation president. He introduced 
her to an engineer of the same age, re
ligion, hobbies, and ideals. His clergyman 
counselor wrote a glowing endorsement 
of him, following his personal interview. 
But the woman refused to even reply to 
his first letter. "He had a childish scrawl, 
worse than an eighth-grader, and he mis
spelled three words in his letter, so I 
know I could not be happy with him." 

Some of  the specifications people 
make, when they admit their inner 
thoughts about the ideal mate, are the 
best explanation of  why they are still 
unmarried. Karl Miles Wallace had a 
collegiate who insisted on culture in his 
wife : "She must enjoy music, all types 
from Bok to Shopin." Another man de
manded a "girl who is intellectually un
differentiated." Another wanted a lady 
with "all physical limbs in proper se
quence." A college professor asked for a 
Democrat, and added : "If a Republican, 
then an objective Republican, if  there is 
such a thing." One of  Lee Morgan's cli
ents insisted that the girl of  his dreams 
be willing to ride behind him on his mo
torcycle. Another said he was in search 
of a woman to support him in a style to 
which he could become accustomed. 

Miss Morgan regards such crass frank
ness as a healthy sign. "We can deal eas
i ly with people who tell the whole truth 
about their intentions, no matter how 
shocking it may be. The big problem 
comes with the people who do not tell the 
truth about themselves-usually because 
they do not know it." She recalls one 
case, a thirty-nine-year-old man with a 
good job whu insisted he wanted to get 
manied. He lived with his mother, and 

even she wanted him to get married. But 
every girl to whom he was introduced had 
some unsatisfactory facet. One talked 
through her nose ( according to him ) ,  an
other was too tall, a third was a mediocre 
dancer, a fourth had overexpensive tastes. 

Emotional Readiness Needed 
Actually, the girls were, by all the 

measures of science, perfect partners 
for him. But he really did not want to 
get married. "We can use out know-how 
to put two people together," Miss Mor
gan says, "but unless the will to wed is 
there, nothing will happen." Currently, 
about 15 per cent of her scientific intro· 
ductions result in wedding bells. The 
Service averages two marriages and three 
engagements a week. 

Miss :\-forgan has found that one of the 
greatest blocks, among the unmarried of  
both sexes, is an overidealized picture of 
the perfect mate. "He or she has to be 
the best catch in the family ; all the rela
tives have to approve." There is also a 
competitive element which can have a de
structive effect. I f  a sister or a best friend 
marries a doctor, too many women feel 
they must land a dentist, at least. Miss 
Morgan's lady clients generally dream of 
marrying psychiatrists, when they are 
expressing their fondest hopes. Many 
men want to marry nurses or schoolteach
ers because they consider them good 
mothers and homemakers. 

In a recent speech to a group of execu
tives and production specialist�. Henry 
Burger, well-known lecturer and writer 
on the staff of City College, called the cre
ators of Scientific Introduction Service 
"consecrators," because their analysis of  

an individual's personality traits enabled 
him to "utilize or consecrate his finest or 
rarest gifts to the search for happiness." 
Mr. Burger declared �uch services are 
especially needed in our civilization, 
where personality dashes between two 
people are generally only discovered after 
they ate married. 

Albert Ellis offers a similar, more de
tailed vision of the future of the sexes. 
"If comprehensive files of physical p�y
chological data were collected on all of  
us ,  and the time came for John .Iones to 
look for a potential wife, all he would 
have to do is to throw his name into the 
central sorting machine. A technician 
could push a button, and very quickly 
John would have the names, addre��es. 
and telephone numbers of, say, a hundred 
or a thousand girl� who might be attrac
tive to him and who also might find him 
eligible. In this manner. with a minimum 
of  time. energy, and money. John would be 
able to arrange scores of dates for himself. 
dates much more likely to turn out well 
than his presently arranged appointments 
with members of the other sex." 

Serenade to Science 
Dr. George Crane is convinced that in

troduction plus science can lower the 
nation's divorce rate from the current 20 
per cent to below 2 per cent. His own 
record-not a single divorce thus far, 
after four years of operation. is a strong 
indication that he may be right. Perhaps. 
in twenty or thirty years. we will hear 
songs, not to the moon, or the month of 
June, or the look across the crowded 
room, but to a new weaver of love's magic 
spell-IBM, THE END 

marriageable men and women in A111erica remain unwed. 

DATA CARDS are fed into the IBM sorter, and only the 
ones which meet the new client's requirements are retained. 

PHONE CALL from compatible ma]e is next. 
Fifteen per cent of ·meetings end in marriage. 
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MR. AND �IRS. Arthur Miller work together, for the 
first time, in The Misfits. He penned the movie version to 
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rescue her from depression she suffered after a miscarriage. 
Says Marilyn: "When we're alone, he's very encouraging." 



MARILYN MONROE -
The Sex SymbolVersus 

The GoOd VVife 
In an exClusive interview given on the set of the picture written for her by 

her husband, the nation's number-one glamour girl talks freely about her 

career, her shyness, her green thumb, and · how long it takes to dry noodles. 

I t was a brisk, pleasantly cool fall day 
at the Stix Ranch, thirty miles out
side Reno, Nevada, in the foothills 

of the Rockies, overlooking Pyramid . 
Lake. Big spotlights and a camera crew 
faced the entrance of the ranch house, 
where a sad-faced blonde stood in the ' 

doorway, mournfully contemplating a 
drunken cowboy sprawled at her feet. In 
nearby camp chairs, director John Huston 
conferred briefly with author Arthur Mil
ler, and then turned his baclt He did not 
watch as the camera began to roll and 
the blonde took the drunk in her arms, 
murmuring her lines in a breathless, ten
tative way. When the ·cowboy ·staggered 
into the house, lhe glrf turned to Ji1ee the 
camera and sagged against

.
-the doorway. 

Soundlessly, her lips said, "Help me ! "  
with her sky-blue eyes, ipleading and ago
n ized, her arms limp. She held the pose 
for ten seconds, then a voice said, ·"Cut f" 

At this, Miss Marilyn Monroe uttered 
a shriek and clasped the boso

-m of her 
dress. "I almost lost it ! "  she exclaimed, 
pulling up her shoulder straps. 

Camera-Shy _ Costar 
Cowpuncher Clark Gable strode out of 

the doorway, ·grinning broadly. "You've 
got to wrestle this dame," he announced 
to the 'company, "to keep her face toward 
the camera." Mr. Huston concurred. Dur
ing the love scene, Marilyn's face had 
been buried in Gable's shirt. She went 
into a huddle with her drama coach, 
Paula Strasberg, had her neck rubbed by 
a masseur, and cheerfully returned to the 
doorway to do it all over again. Mr. 
Ga,l}le rvmpled his hair, resumed his po
sition, and let his jaw go slack. This time, 
the two ·were lette;perfect and the cam-

era angles satisfactory, and Marilyn man: 
aged to avoid eclipse as she nuzzled her 
costar in one of the more touching mo
ments of The Misfits, a United Artists 
movie based on a short story by Marilyn's 
husband. Arlhur Miller. 

When "Love" Struck 
The day's high spirits were in strong 

contrast to the gloom experienced a few 
weeks earlier on the same set. Unlike 
so·me movies, the film was being staged in 
sequence so that the actors could develop 
accurate characterizations in a drama 
focused on the subtle relationships be
tween a girl ( M arilyn Monroe) and three 
men ( Clark Gable, Montgomery Clift, 
and Eli Wallach ) .  Its timetable had been 
disrupted because of a crippling strike 
halfway through Miss Monroe's previous 
picture, Let's Make Love. As a result, 
The Misfits went into production during 
the hottest part of Nevada's summer. 

In July, a forest fire in Donner Pass 
cut off Reno's electricity, blacking out 
the hotel which housed the cast. During 
the emergency, the movie company con
tributed generators to light the lobby and 
the coffee shop, bu.t food supplies were 
scanty, there was no elevator service ( the 
Millers lived on the ninth floor ) ,  and with 
auto and airplane traffic halted by dense 
smoke, th� city's only con�act with the 
outside world for two days was by bus. 
Working on the alkali flats in dust and 
intense heat, several of the actors lost 
their voices. After seven weeks of shoot
ing, on August 26, Marilyn collapsed 
with "acute exhaustion" and left for a 
Los Angeles hospital on the order of her 
doctors. The cast disbanded until further 
notice, a ·.plane was sent to evacuate the 

crew, and the insurance company took 
charge of the enterprise. It was their 
decision not to announce the shutdown 
until Marilyn had been examined, and 
the news was not released to the news
papers until August 30. 

At this, the rumor mills went into high 
gear. A representative of the British 
press telephoned to ask if  it was true 
that Arthur Miller was distressed over 
the sizzling temperature of MM's love 
scenes with Gable. "Highly unlikely," a 
studio spokesman replied, "considering 
that he wrote them." Gable, who had 
taken a house in Reno with his family, de
cided to stay there and wait. Montgomery 
Clift flew home to New York. The com
pany's second unit remained in Nevada to 
shoot around the missing actors with wild 
horse scenes and rodeo sequences. 

Ten days after her breakdown, Marilyn 
went back to work, sore in every joint. A 
masseur went with her, and between 
takes he tried to smooth the pain out of 
her neck, her shoulders, and her fingers. 
"It was an accident." she told me. "Some 
people-like me-have a reaction to 
th�se new. drugs, and I'm allergic to 
some�hing they gave me in the hospital. 
My thumbs feel broken, as if they'd fall 
off. I like to shake my hands to warm up 
for scenes, but they're too sore right now." 

It's Not Bikini Weather 
In spite of these difficulties. Marilyn 

resumed her job with a will. When I saw 
her at the Stix Ranch. she had been back 
on the job for two weeks, and the weather 
was brisk and stimulating. It was even 
felt by her husband that Pyramid Lake 

· might be too cold for an upcoming scene 
in which Marilyn would plunge into the 
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MARILYN MONROE (continued) 

SEX SYMBOL and crew : Standing, producer Frank Tay
lor; on Marilyn's right, Montgomery Clift ; behind him, Eli 

Wallach, Arthur Miller. Director Huston, who gave her a 
start, stands behind her; Gable, her father image, on her left. 

icy waters of the lake wearing a bikini. 
The Misfits was written by Arthur Mil

ler as an act of compassion for Mrs. 
Miller, who lay in a New York hospital 
after losing her baby. The misfortune 
threw Marilyn into a serious depression. 
Her husband, anxious to help her over
come it, felt that writing a screenplay 
especially for her might turn the trick. 
He decided to adapt The Misfits as a 
Monroe vehicle from a short story he 
wrote while waiting out a Reno divorce 
from his first wife. During the months 
that he lived · in the Quail Canyon-Pyra
mid Lake area, Miller produced an aus
tere tale of three cowboys, Gay, Guido, 
and Perc, who were in the busjness of 
rounding up wild horses for sale. For the 
movie, a girl, barely mentioned in the 
story, was developed into a fourth major 
character. Playing this part, Marilyn 
has a drastic change of pace, and a new 
background in the dusty world of rodeos, 
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cowpunchers, and alkali flats. Best of all, 
she has three of the best male costars in 
the business, and she is particularly 
pleased with Clark Gable. 

"All these years, and now-Rhett But
ler ! Doesn't he look marvelous?  Weren't 
you surprised when you saw him ?" ( In 
this film, Clark looks like the Gable of 
fifteen years ago. After seeing himself in 
It Started in Naples, he went on a diet 
and lost thirty-five pounds. ) 

Gable Is Human ! 
Marilyn says Gable is exciting to act 

with. "He has great sensitivity," she said. 
"We were starting a very long scene, and 
while we were rehearsing the beginning, 
he started to tremble, j ust the slightest 
little bit. I can't tell you how endearing 
that was to me. To find somebody-my 
idol, and he's made ninety pictures !-to 
be, well, human! Until he has a scene the 
way I suppose he envisions it, he's metic-

ulous in trying out various ways of doing 
it. I was about seven when I first discov
ered Rhett Butler. When I was a kid, I 
used to pretend he was my father." 

"Have you told him that ?"  
"No, but I'm going to  as  soon as the 

picture's over. You know little girls, they 
like older men." 

As a story of adult relationships aimed 
at grownups, The Misfits will be released 
without a Production Code seal. Marilyn's 
explanation : "When the story opens, the 
girl isn't married to Clark Gable, and she 
doesn't get punished for that. The Code, 
you know, doesn't permit people to show 
navels. I don't think oranges are even 
allowed to have them." 

As the reigning sex symbol of Ameri
can movies, Marilyn is not sure if the 
honor was thrust on her, or if  she earned 
it. "But I like it," she says. cheerfully. 

"Isn't it rather hard to live up to ?"  
"Well, yes it is, because I never real-



ly know exactly what's expected of me." 
Many of Marilyn's friends think that 

her impact as the "Goddess of Sex" is 
the product of something that happens 
to her when she goes through the lens of' 
a movie camera, that · Marilyn the sex
boat, in short, is an illusion. On this sub
ject, Marilyn professes to have little in
terest. Her main concern appears to be 
in a different direction. "I don't see the 
rushes any more," she says. "I'm very 
subjective, not objective at all." 

"When you watch yourself in a film, do 
you think of the girl as somebody else ?" 

She's He�
· ·

severest Critic 
"Well I know it's me . . .  part of m y  

work, but not really any more m e  than 
one of your drawings is you. That's not 
you, but you're Tesponsible for it. I'm 
usually so u pser··a:lloiif s tnething I didn't 
do, and I remember the moment when I 
didn't do it. I .think, if only I could have 
gotten myself together for that moment ! "  

I n  the past, Marilyn's co-workers in 
the movies have reacted with varying 
degrees of exasperation to her passion 
for doing things over. As her own severest 
critic, she has been known to ask for re
takes·' even when the · director was satis
fied. During the production of Some Like 
It Hot, Billy Wilder reported that "she 
always wants to do everytllin

'
g a·gain." 

Marilyn says Billy · didn't really mind 
that she is a perfectionist. '·"Sometimes 
afterwards, h·e·ci ' say;

. 
'Some act.ors do 

things over and over again and j ust q:ry 
u p,' but when I repeat, i feel th�t · f am 
loosening u p, and then maybe I'll  da!e to 
go a little bit further. I'm a shy girl. And 
if you're shy, you're stuck with it. I may 
never be bold, and I don't know if I'll 
ever have 'authority,' either. Well, I'm 
not so interested in boldness or authority.
y ou have to find a way to work, a way to 
use yourself, no matter whether you are 
good, bad, or indifferent. When I'm in 
New York, I go every· Tuesday and Fri
day to the Actors' Studio, and I can go 
every day to Lee's private classes. Very 
helpful it has been for me. It sort of 
saved my life. But I've been away from 
school for a while now, · sa I wouldn't 
want anybody to j udge the Method by 
me. You never actually graduate from the 
Studio, you know. It's like life. You keep 
learning. Whatever I have for the movies, 
I would want to have more of it, and 
maybe the Studio can help me. I'd like to 
be mo�e, to be able to express more. Once 
in a long while, I 'm satisfied with some
thing I've done on the screen, but only 
so'metimes. I'm never quite sure. When I 
see myself up there, I think, 'That j ust 
about does it, I guess,' but when I'm do
ing it, I think, 'Oh, I left something out, 
why didn't I follow through ? Why didn't 
I have the guts to follow through?'  I 
could stab myself to death . . . .  So I say, 

'Please, could I try and do it again ? '  " 
With Lee and Paula Strasberg, Mari

lyn has been working hard at shedding 
her shyness. Here is the Monroe formula 
for fighting stage fright : "First o{ all 
put your concentration somewhere else. 
They call it, in the Method, 'taking an 
adjustment.' You should never forget 
your own feelings, if they come up. You 
say, 'I'm still seaTed,' but you still go on 
with what you're doing. Rather than 
thinking how you feel on meeting some
one, j ust notice everything about him, 
anything strange or interesting. J ust 
change the emphasis a little bit, concern 
yourself with something else. They say 
nervousness indicates sensitivity. The 
thing to do, when you can, is to change 
what you're concerned with. I myself 
can't prove very much, but I can prove it 
to a . degree-1 think-that you can 
change what you're concerned ·with, J ust 
get a different emphasis and you kind of 
. . .  let down. Lik-e with acting. Instead of 
thinking, 'I feel like an old ham,' I switch 

. to wondering, 'Why is Gable looking at 
me like that? He must have his reasons.' 
See ? J ust change the emphasis." 

Marilyn would rather Qe a versatile 
actress than anything she can think of, 
including "N atiorial · ·sex Symbol.'' She 
knows that the thread of sex appeal that 
runs through everything she does on the 
screen sells tickets, but her ambition has 
become :a 'comtlttlsi{Jrt• ... to: show-i:ttli-a ,;;.sl:ie 
can dominate roles like other Method 
actors. Helping her with this is Mrs. Lee 
Strasberg, a familiar figure on the stages 
of the last three Monroe films. Says a 
studio executive, "Paula is never close in, 
always on the far corner of the set, but 
where Marilyn can see her. When she 
finishes a scene, she looks over to Paula 
for approval or a frown. Paula's on the 
production payroll with the title of 
drama coach, but she doesn't work with 
anyone but Marilyn. About the huddles 
those two have, Paula won't talk. The 
rumor is she gets $1,000 a week. She's a 
brilliant, amusing woman, obviously very 
fond of Marilyn, and she has a stock of 
some of the funniest stories in the the
atre. Paula only wears black : black dress
es, black babushkas, and black coal
scuttle hats. Sometimes she carries a 
black umbrella. She's known affectionate
ly around the company as 'Black Bart.' " 

Conversation at Lunch 
Behind the Stix ranch house, the ca

terer set up a chow line fo·r a hungry cast 
and crew. I filled a tray and sat down to 
eat with the Millers and Black Bart. 

Marilyn ate little of the food on her 
tray. Of director Huston, she said, "It's 
been ten years since The Asphalt Jungle, 
and I'm happy to be working with him 
again. Nobody would ever have heard of 
me if it hadn't been for John and that 

picture. As for working on a film for m y  
husband, I'm delighted t o  have him close 
by. John wants him, too. He asked to 
have him here. When Arthur and I are 
alone, he's very encouraging-even 
though I've managed to invert a few of 
his sentences. I always hear about it when 
I do that, and I'm glad to have him tell 
me. But if it has the same meaning, it 
doesn't really matter ·terribly, does it, 
Papa? And anyway, I'm not interested in 
changing the meaning. I try very hard to 
keep all the words." 

When she was called to the set and had 
departed with Paula, , Miller lit his pipe 
and discussed his maiden voyage at 
screen-writing. Tall and thin, wearing a 
deep tan, he is quite as magnetic in his 
way as Marilyn is in hers ; and if you can 
forget kudos like the Pulitzer Prize and 
his magic with words, it would not be 
hard to think of him as a younger, more 
voluble Gary Cooper. 

Multitalented Miller 
"I'm a good typist," he said between 

puffs. "I use all ten fingers, and I can 
type as fast as I can think. I generally 
have several projects in various states of 
completion. I drop one and take up an
other in a process of leapfrogging. ·I . got 
interested _in this region several .y�ars · 

ago when I lived· here waitin·g fo· · my 
divorce. These hills used to be :fun nf 
wild horses and the mustangers would 
round them up for dog food. The scri1lt 
we're shooting has very little to do w'th 
the original short story, except for the 
locale. Huston was busy scouting India 
for a new picture, so I did most of the 
casting on this. I had Montgomery Cli i t . 
and Eli Wallach in mind for their roles 
from the first, but the actor I wanted for 
the Clark Gable part couldn't make it. 
Now I'm happy he was unavailable.'' He 
stood up. "Well, Tve got to go back to 
work. We're all specialists here, but I 
know the material better than anyone 
else. My job is to see that all the story 
values are kept in. If I can think of an 
improvement as we go along, I suggest it. 

"We're cutting the picture as we go 
along. We're here, it's easy to reshoot. A 
half-dozen times now we've had to re
place scenes that, for one reason or an
other, didn't quite fit. One today, for 
example. We would never have decided 
to redo it if we hadn't seen it in context. 
Tomorrow, we'll do a scene over that had 
the wrong rhythm ; nothing technically 
wrong with it, but it plays too fast. The 
picture as a whole is very rapid, not a 
wasted second, and I wanted this bit to be .. 
a slow movement. And, for some reason I 
don't understand. I stood right there and 
watched it played. Seeing it on the screen 
in context gave the effect of slow music 
played fast. We'll get a slower tempo in · 

tomorrow's shooting. That's the advan-

( continued) 55 



MARILYN MONROE (continue.J) 

tage of cutting the picture as you shoot it." 
After lunch, the shouting continued in 

the driveway of the ranch house, which 
had a hal f-finished skeleton wing full o f  
stacked lumber built onto t he l iving 
room. The cameras were aimed, past a 
station wagon. at M<.rilyn, wearing a low
cut white dress with red dots. Eli  in a 
baseball cap, Clark in a ten-gallon hat 
and cowpuncher outfit. and �ontgomery 
Clift with hi� head wrapped loosely in 
bandages . .T udging by the dialogue, the 
three men were supposed to be stoned 
from a party they'd been to the night 
before. There was a scuffie near the front 
bumper of the wagon. as Clift t ried to 
tear off his bandages, and when he fel l  
to the ground. some of the lumber was 
rigged to tumble over him. There were 
several rehearsal� and takes, supplying 
Mr. Clift with new splinters each time. 

Cooking From Below S cratch 
After working all day on the Stix 

Ranch set, Marilyn drove back with her 
husband to the hotel in Reno and changed 
into slacks and a sweater. By eight 
o'clock, she decided she was too tired to 
eat dinner. With a face innocent of make
up, she looked like a small chi ld worn 
out from the 100-meter dash. Watching 
Arthur eat, she observed wistfully  that 
she could cook dinner for fourteen peo
ple, "maybe once a year, at New Year's." 
I asked her how she learned to cook. 

"I started from scratch. In fact, from 
below scratch. I bought a book called 
The Joy of Cooking. Maybe it's joyous, 
but I notice that some people seem to 
find cooking quite tedious. When I was a 
kid, I learned to do a lot of things. I 
could scrub marvelously. I could dust, I 
could clean anything ; but they never let 
me near the food-that was too valuable. 
So that's why I say I started from below 
scratch. There were no dishes I was won
derful at. Now, when I go to the super
market, I know j ust what I want. I make 
a list before. My favorite cooking is bak
ing. I'm very good at baking bread." 

" I sn't that pretty advanced? "  
"Wel l ,  you just follow the instructions 

in Th e Joy of Cooking. But do you know 
what that book leaves out ? About noo
dles. For homemade noodles. I roll the 
dough out very thin, then I slice it into 
narrow strips-like this-then, the book 
says, 'Wait till they dry.' We were ex
pecting guests for dinner. I waited and 
waited. The noodles didn't dry. The 
guests arrived ; I gave them a drink ; I 
said, 'You have to wait dinner until the 
noodles dry. Then we'll eat.' I had to give 
them another drink. In desperation, I 
went and got my little portable hair
dryer and turned it on. It  blew the noo
dles off the counter, and I had to gather 
them all up and try again. This time I 
put my hand over the strips, with my 
fingers outspread, and aimed the  dryer 
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through them. Well . • . the noodles 
finally dried. So they do leave out a few 
instructions. I 've wanted to write in and 
ask. 'Please. let people know how long it 
takes to dry noodles.' But I never did." 

Another of  Marilyn's enthusiasms deals 
with gardening. ·'I have a subscription 
to a horticulture maga:line," she said. "I 
try to grow things. Flowers and vege
tables both. I have a green thumb. I can 
even plant things without roots. [ j ust 
t ransplant them and they grow. I planted 
some seeds, nasturtiums. I think-when 
they come up, you're supposed to thin 
them out. What a pity, I thought. to 
throw out these little growing things, so 
I pulled them up and transplanted them 
very careful l y ;  they had been so close 
together some didn't even have routs. 
Arthur said, 'That's impossible, they 
can't live.' but all of them did. And it 
says on the cover of the �eed packages 
that you can't transplant them ! "  

Gardener Monroe sees nothing incom
patible in being simultaneously the 
dream pin-up girl for mil l ions and a Rox
bury, Connecticut, housewife. "When I'm 
not working in fi lms, the two don't con
flict at al l .  When I'm doing a picture, i t  
is a little harder to be  what you  cal l  'a  
good wife.' And I 'd l ike to be a good 
wife. I don't think I am, yet." 

But as far as Mr. Miller is concerned, 
Mrs. Miller gets top grades. After she 
had gone off to bed, he said, "Marilyn's 
all right the way she is. Changing her i n  
any way would never occur t o  me. It 
couldn't be done. anyway. Of course she's 
complicated-just l ike anybody else. You 
know, journalists usually come around 
with an angle. They have to. They simply 
never get the time or the opportunity to 
hang around long enough to decide any
thing. Over the years that angle becomes 
the easiest thing to do, and it's gotten, 

MARILYN AND ARTHUR pose with 
reporter Whitcomb as he asks, "How 
goes this hourglass-egghead marriage?" 

in Marilyn's case, to be very fruitful in  
terms of  copy. And they keep pounding 
her all the time until that thing bec;omes 
reality. By that time, it's impossible to 
imagine anything else." 

Remembering a wag's description of 
the Mi ller union as "egghead marries 
hourglass," I wondered if hourglass wa� 
able to go shopping in peace like other 
housewives. 

"She doesn't have as much trouble as 
you'd think," he said. "She gets around. 
The curious thing now is that she can 
disguise herself better than I can. All  
she has to do is cover her hair with a 
bandanna or something, and put on 
glasses, either dark or regular glasses. 
She doe:on't wear them normally, but i f  
things get desperate, she could. You'd 
never recognize her. There's no cue. A 
man can't do that. Sometimes I take my 
glasses off and she'll put them on. Then I 
can't ,;ee anyth ing and she can't either. 
We're both blind. 

··No. she gets around and does what
ever :ohe has to do. For the most part, 
people are very nice, they come up and 
ask for autographs ; but once in a while 
a riot ;;tarts. You can smell it com in g. 
And that'» the time to get out fast. Take 
London. She went shopping one day and 
that's a day the British police will never 
forget. T think it was Harrod's. They had 
to empty the store. She was buying some 
stuff for my kids when she was discov
ered. I wasn't with her. I was about five 
blocks away with a play in rehearsal. I 
didn't know where she was. Well, she was 
mobbed. The cops came in, closed all the 
gates. I suppose if they hadn't managed 
to put her behind some sort of barrier, 
she might have been hurt. 

B oth Customer and Saleswoman 
"In Roxbury. they've gotten used to 

her. Naturally. they're much more in
terested in what she does, says, or buys 
than they would be in the average cus
tomer. All she has to do is buy something 
at. let's say a drugstore. and they sell out 
of  that brand. whatever it is she bought 
there. This happens regularly." 

"What about civic pressure? Doesn't 
she get bids to be on committees, to be 
chairman of this and that ? "  

"Oh, sure. She can't d o  it, that's all. 
She isn't the kind who could, even i f  she 
had the time." 

"Who stands guard ? "  
"She has a secretary to protect her. It's 

a big job. Drop around some time when 
the mail arrives-by the truckload." He 
l i t  his pipe. "But there are pressures that 
can get you down. You see. people have 
absolutely no concept- I 'm sure not only 
about Marilyn. but about any so-called 
celebrity-of allowing privacy to others. 
You're not supposed to have any person
ality of your own ; you're in the public 
domain. The public gets very angry i f  a 
celebrity behaves like a person. Any body 
else can say. 'I'm busy' or 'I don't feel 
l ike doing that' or 'Leave me alone'-but 
not celebrities. Marilyn's supposed to be 
always available, always goodnatured. on 



call twenty-four hours a day, dressed to 
the teeth, never allowed to have any in
terests of her own. It's quite astonishing. 
What they're doing is  demanding that 
she perform, and when she's not perform
ing they don't know what to make of it. 

One of the Crowd 
"But at home, Marilyn goes uptown 

maybe twice a day. To Roxbury, or 
Woodbury which is slightly larger. All 
the storekeepers know her now. It isn't 
like being a plain citizen by any means. 
But these people are very decent to her, 
and I'm sure they're trying very hard not 
to show she's being treated differently. 
Small-town New England people are gos
sipy and curious. They have to know 
everything about everybody else, though 
they'H never admit it. But, they're that 
way with each other, too. Nothing can 
happen there wit.hout everybody know
ing, so we're no exception in that sense. 

"Just as anybody born in  the country 
wants to get to a city as fast as possible, 
I suppose I love the country because I 
was born in New York City. Our neigh
borhood in the country is a pocket of 
nothing in  the middle of Connecticut. It's 
always been a backwoods area ; the high
ways straddle it, four miles away on one 
side and fourteen on the other. It has 
very few houses. There are vast tracts of 
land in  the township, . but only about 
eight hundred people. My next-door 
neighbor has six hundred acres. We have 
three hundred twenty-five. We don't really 
farm the place ; a neighbor runs his cattle 
there and uses our barns for milch cows. 
But when we bought it, it  was a working 
farm with wonderful topsoil. 

"The last carpenter left last week. He'd 
been working for us winter and summer 
for three years. We'd gotten to be real 
fast friends, and I don't know what we'll 
do without him, or he without us. 

"We remodeled the place twice, the first 
time as a temporary shelter while we 
planned a new house. The fatal error was, 
it  got to be beautiful. So we gave up the 
idea of a new house and started ripping 
out all the temporary improvements. 
Then the walls started to move from here 
and there and wings sprouted. Now 
there's nothing anywhere that hasn't been 
done over, and the first coat of paint was 
hardly dry ! 

"Originally it was a 1783 colonial 
farmhouse, one of the larger houses of 
that era, built to house eight or ten kids. 
It has high ceilings and thick ship tim
bers. There are two stories and a full
size attic. We broke out the back of it 
and put in  glass walls. There's a great 
view on all four sides but the best is i n  
the back. We built a lake and brought i n  
great masses of shrubbery for a shield 
against the road. I have a studio to write 
in, up on a hill with a view of the Berk
shire foothills, windows all around and 

marvelous light any time of the day." 
In their farmhouse scaled to the rais

ing of eiglit to ten children, the M illers 
are raising two, Bobby, thirteen, and 
J anie, fifteen. Of their place in the 
menage, their glamorous stepmother said, 
"At our house the kids have to do a lot 
for themselves-make their own beds for 
instance. The place is big enough so that 
we can all have privacy. J anie has her 
own TV set ; Bobby ceads a lot and has 
his own collection of records. The fifth 
bedroom was just finished recently. 
There's a big attic which makes a fine 
rumpus room for the kids. As for dates, 
we encourage the children to bring their 
dates home with them. The children never 
say m uch about my career, but they do 
see all my pictures. I remember that the 
sneak preview of Some Like It Hot came 
on a school night, but Bobby went anyway. 
He finessed it by bringing his teacher. He 
sat at the other end of my row, but I could 
hear him laughing all through it." 

Even though Mrs. Miller finds it  easy 
to go shopping in  Roxbury for tooth
paste and paper to]fels, her clothes must 
come hom more sophisticated sources. 

"I like to be really dressed-up," she 
told me, "or really undressed. I don't 
bother with anything in between. My a i l 
time favorite color is  beige and  I wear 
that. the most. Next I like black. And 
white, then red-anything red. I don't 
have many clothes. I need city clothes 
mostly for going to class. But my prob
lem is, I'm always going to go shopping, 
but I never get the chance. When I finally 
get around to it, it's always the end of the 
season and they haven't anything left." 

But it's very difficult to sympathize 
with Marilyn here. Her fans prefer her 
with as few clothes as possible. How can 
you feel sorry for a girl with a shape that 
looks good in anything? 

Rumor Mills Agrinding 
Just before I left Nevada, the rumor 

mill started up again. At 4 :30 A.M., a long
distance telephone call awoke Sheldon 
Roskin, a member of The Misfits' p ublic
ity staff. A New York press service was 
on the line. 

"We're j ust calling to check a news 
flash that Marilyn Monroe has committed , 
suicide," the voice said. 

Half  asleep and groggy, Sheldon tried 
to pull himself together. 

"I thought m'god maybe it's true and 
I don't know about it," he reports. "I 
said, 'Why don't you call Harry Mines? 
He'll know.' They said, 'Sorry we have 
to check everything no matter how wild 
and i f  we didn't we'd be caught some day 
with our pants down.' So they called 
Harry and asked him. Harry said, 'Why 
that's impossible !  She has to be on the 
set at 7 :30 ! '  

"He added : 'Besides, Paula Strasberg 
would never stand for it ! '  " THE END 

\ 

First 
word 

for 
burns . . .  

The antibiotic 
ointment that gives 

triple protection 
against infection I 

One quick touch of Mycitracin and 

you get the protection only antibiotics 

can give. Soothing Mycitracin, with 3 
specially selected antibiotics, guards 

against infection and aids the body's 

own defenses. For cuts, burns or 

scratches, keep Mycitracin quickly 

avai lable in your bathroom,  kitchen, 

and car. Write Dept .A  for free booklet 

on how to choose better drugs. 

*TRADEMARK, REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. 
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Champagne: Roast Goose: 

Orange Baskets 
With Cranberries: 

70 Calories 

Shrimp 
Sauce: 

30-45 Calories 

Shrimp Cocktail 
with Lemon: 

85 Calories 

90 Calories per Glass 

/ ' 
Beef Bouillon: 

39 Calories 

Holiday Feast With 
With this menu you 

dine like an epicure, 

incl.uding champagne 

and cognac, yet stick 

with your diet through 

the Christmas season. 

BY E. M . D. WAT S O N  

Amouth-watering feast-or, as the 
French call it, un festin succulent 
-is everybody's due, come a holi

day. Here is the holiday feast that ptom
ises you can rise from the festive groan
ing-board without groaning yourself, and 
with a clear conscience. 

The dinner is designed for you to make 
in your own kitchen. It's a masterpiece of 
cooking simplicity on the theory that a 
real holiday is not spent in a kitchen. 

Champagne first, iced. Two glasses will 
take you through 180 calories. 

Very cold shrimp cocktail with its 
wedge of lemon-85 calories. Over it goes 
hot shrimp sauce. Flavor it with curry, 
or your favorite herbs, or buy it  in a 

bottle. Or, add a bit of cayenne to chili 
sauce. Two tablespoons of the sauce will 
vary from 30 to 45 calories. 

This Course Is Easy 
Beef bouillon. Don't knock yourself out 

on this one. American soupmakers are 
award-winners in intetnational gastro
nomical contests. Buy two cans. Each can 
comes to 77 calories. Add a can of water, 
split between each two people. Calories 
per person, about 39. 

Roast goose. On outside goes salt and 
fteshly ground pepper. To sprinkle in
side, chop together to make one table
spoonfu l :  a pinch of rosemary, 2 bay 
leaves, 2 ounces of chopped parsley, a 



Stuffed Tomato: 

I 1 07 Calories 

\ 
Petits Pois: ---- 100 Calories 

Fruit Macedoine: 
45 Calories 

\ 
Cognac Float: 

10 Calories per Teaspoon 

Demitasse Coffee: 
Blacl<., No Calories 

FERNAND DESBANS, 
executive chef of 
New York's Chambord 
restaurant, prepares 
the roast goose shown 
opposite by seasoning 
with salt, pepper, and ' 
herbs, then cooking for 
two to two and a half 
hours at 350 degrees. 

ORANGE BASKETS 
are carved from whole 
oranges, then filled 
with cranberries, 
topped with julienne 
(thin strips) of 
orange peel. To make 
preparations easier, 
canned whole cran
berries may he nserl. 

Half the Calories 
pinch of thyme, a pinch of sage. Set 
goose on wire rack in roasting pan. Cook 
�lowly at 350 degrees for two to two and 
one-half houts, according to the size of 
the goose. A reasonable helping will cost 
you 370 calories. 

Wild rice. Boil it, season with salt, and 
allow yourself one-half cup of the finished 
dish. One hundred and fifty calories. 

Petits pois ( small French peas) . Cook 
them with a bit of onion, a lettuce leaf, 
butter, allowing about one teaspoonful 
o[  butter per person. The combination is 
a flavorsome 100 calories. 

Baked, stuffed tomato. Make a small 
hollow in the top of the tomatoes by 
simply scooping out a bit of the top. 

Put salt and freshly ground pepper in 
the hollow. Fil l  with mixture of:  parsley, 
breadcrumbs, ga·rJic. Two tablespoonsful 
for each tomato. Top each tomato with a 
teaspoon of butter. Put in oven for twen
ty minutes. Each stuffed tomato will 
count for 107 calories. 

Berries by the Basket 
Orange baskets with cranberry sauce. 

Make basket by cutting off top half of 
orange, but leaving a "handle." Fill each 
basket with two tablespoonsful of whole, 
canned cranberries. Sprinkle top with a 
little julienne of orange peel for the espe
cial ly  pungent flavor of cranberry-orange. 
The orange "basket" is a holiday decora-

tion, so just eat the cranberry sauce. 
Seventy calories. 

Fruit macedoine. Orange, grapefruit, 
and, for decoration, use about ten rasp- · 

berries, a dozen blueberries, and top with 
one strawberty. A luscious portion for 45 
calories. Whoever gets the strawberry has 
consumed 5 extra calories. 

Demitasse with cognac. Flo,at a tea
spoonful of cognac on top of the black 
fragrance. Ten calories for the cognac, 
no calories for the coffee. If you like 
your coffee sweetened, that's 8 calories 
for a demitasse spoonful. Remember that 
you can even go twice around on this per
fect ending to your holiday feast for 
1 ,200 calories. THE END 
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VVhen to Open Your 
Mouth and VVhen to 

Keep lt Shut 
I f  your husband's a bore t o  other people, should you tell him ? I f  you receive a gift too 

lavish, should you say so ? Here are some tips on the art of knowing -when -silence is -discreet 

-and when words, well chosen, can be the difference between success and failure in marriage. 

BY H AN NA H  L E E S  

Why did I say that? 
Why didn't I tell him? 
I shouldn't have spoken when I ·did. 
1 should have spoken up right away. 

There is, I'm afraid, no total escape 
from those awful second thoughts. 
But years of saying the wrong 

thing at the wrong time and of not say
ing the right thing at the right time have 
taught me a few comical and crucial 
principles that now serve · to forestall a 
good many of them. 

To start with the comical and work up  
to  the crucial, I am amazed to  find the 
number of things people don't want to 
know about me. When they say, "How 
have you been ?"  they aren't really anx
ious to hear that I was laid up with the 
flu over the week end. Of course, if I say, 
"Fine, thank you," which most of us do, 
and they say, "We missed you at the 
Hollises' party," I am faced with having 
to explain that, fine and all, I was sick in 
bed, but this is always good for a laugh. 

When they say, "What did you get for 
Christmas?"  all they really want to know 
-or all they should want to know, at 
least-is whether I was given anything 
fascinating like a talking myna bird, or 
something comical like a hand-crocheted 
antimacassar from Aunt Elise for my 
Finnish modern armchair. They don't 
want to know whether I was given a pearl 
collar, even if they think they do. 

As for telling or not telling how old 
you are, I used to be scornful of women 
who would stoop to lie about� their ages. 
I have come around to deciding they may 
be right, but not for the reason you might 
think. It isn't so much that you have a 
right to your little secrets as that other 
people have a right to their l ittle illu
sions. They don't really want to know 
how old you are. When a man, chatting 
with you at a party, says, "Of course 
you're far too young to remember the 
Black Bottom-or the depression, or 

60 

World War II," depending on your gen
eration-he doesn't want you to answer, 
"Thanks, but I 'm years older than you 
are." If he has p"ut you in a certain age 
bracket in his mind, he is enjoying you 
right there. 

Another kind of reverse bragging is 
about clothes. What do you do when 
someone admires a dress or hat you are 
wearing? I always want to say, "Do you 
really like it? I got it on sale for $27 
reduced from $99.50. They had altered 
it for sollleone who didn't take it ·and 
. . .  " or "Gracious, it's six years old. I 
almost didn't dare . . .  " But I'm learning 
not to. People, I've discovered, aren't 
much interested in how clever I am at 
saving money. They don't want to know 
the past history of what I'm wearing, 
either, u nless it happened to belong to 
my grandmother once or to a Persian 
princess or to the famous mistress of a 
king. They don't want to hear in detail 
that it really doesn't fit very well around 
the hips. They especially don't want to 
hear that I could hardly squeeze into it 
because of all the weight I gained over 
the holidays. If the extra pounds show, 
they see them. If they don't, it's a bore 
to hear about them. 

Problematic Chapeau 
A friend of ours has a comical little 

problem along these lines. She is the 
happy owner of a splendidly high-style 
hat. She bought it for ten dollars, because 
it was so high-style nobody seemed able 
to wear it, at least no one who also had 
the hundred dollars it originally cost
or even fifty or twenty. It happens to look 
marvelous on her and. wherever she 
wears it, it is ohed and ahed over. Natu
rally, she wants to tell people it is an 
original. If you had a Picasso, wouldn't 
you want to identify it? But she is a 
reverse snob about clothes and would be 
ashamed to spend that kind of designer
money for a hat. She is forever hearing 
herself say, compulsively, "Let me tell 

you about this hat. I got it on sale for . . .  " 
when she recognizes the inevitable look 
of ennui or even embarrassment on the 
face of her confidante. Nobody really 
wants her to he all that candid. People 
chic enough would rather think she had 
splurged for once. Her less-fashion-con
scious friends would he quite happy with, 
"I'm glad you like it. Isn't it crazy ?"  

Extrovert With Inner Torment 
Do you know people who have a pas

sion for belittling themselves or their 
loved ones ·because they are so afraid of 
living under false pretenses ? And doesn't 
it make you squirm ? Take Audrey, who 
is full of fears and anxieties but fights 
them so weJI she appears charmingly 
equal to anything-except being compli
mented. When anyone remarks on her 
outgoing personality, she is bound to say, 
"It's nothing but a front. I go through 
inner agonies all the time." Maybe it's 
true, but casual friends don't want to 
hear it. It makes them uncomfortable. 
Then there's Jessica, whose son is al
ways at the top of his c lass. When people 
compliment her on his brilliance, she is 
so afraid of sounding too proud, she has 
to say, "He isn't really all that bright. 
He works like a dog." But why should 
she sacrifice that bright boy of hers to 
her urge to appear humble? 

The simple fact behind all this is that 
when people pay you a compliment, they 
are giving you a present. If  you go into 
any one of those deprecating routines, 
you are criticizing both the gift and the 
taste of the giver. 

The more direct the present, the more 
important it is to accept it graciously. 
How do you react when someone does 
something unexpectedly nice for you ? 
Unless you are one in a million, you say : 

"Oh you shouldn't have done that." 
"You're much too good to me." 
" ow why in the world should you do 

this for me?" 
I know a l l  too wel l ;  I've done i t  myself. 



But from watching other people's faces 
and from noticing my own reaction to 
these protestations, I'm fairly sure it 
isn't what generous people want to hear, 
and the more generous they are, the less 
they want to hear it. 

Accepting gracefully is one of the 
more difficult arts ; its difficulty may be 
one of the reasons behind that all-too
common remark, "Christmas depresses 
me." It depresses us, I think, because of 
the often-overwhelming sense of taking. 
It is harder for most people to take than 
to give, but we can't. all arrange our lives 
so as to give everyone more than they 
give us. There are bound to be people to 
whom we have only sent a card who un
expectedly send us a lace petticoat or a 
carton of cigarettes. There are bound to 
be people on whom we have spent $2.98 
who shower us with something that fairly 
shouts its enormous price tag. And, oh 
dear, the oppressive feeling that comes 
with our acceptance of the gift and the 
accompanying urge to rush out and buy 
them an additional gift or to explain 
that, this Christmas, we are cutting down. 
Say, if you must, that you thipk Christ
mas is getting out of hand, because it 
certainly is, but don't, don't apologize. 
Gifts don't have to be equal. The whole 
thing can reach the ludicrous point where 
we feel we have to apologize to everyone 
who has sent us a Christmas card, but 
who didn't happen to be on our own lists. 

If a friend gives you an unexpectedly 
lavish Christmas present-or Easter or 
birthday or unbirthday-normally she 
does it because the impulse came over 
her and she is enjoying it. I f  you protest 
too much, especial ly  if you say, "Why 
should you ? I didn't give you anything," 
she may begin to think she has been 
ostentatious. You are saving your own 
feelings at her expense. It can paradoxi
cally be downright ungenerous not to 
accept gracefully, and this extends into 
all sorts of subtle areas. 

The Kid-Glove Approach 
If your husband washed the dishes 

while you were at a PTA meeting, he 
feels pleased with himself for having 
done it. If  you say, "You shouldn't have, 
you make me feel guilty," he inay begin 
to wonder if perhaps you're right and he 
was being excessively helpful. 

A woman we know likes music with 
dinner and her husband doesn't, so
mostly no music. Now and then, however, 
he comes home from work, fixes them 
each a highball, and goes and puts her 
favorite Beethoven sonata on the record 
player. Her impulse is always to say, 
"Don't do that for me. I know you hate 
it." But she sees how pleased he looks 
and, instead, she smiles and says, "Music 
tonight ? Delightful." Sometimes she just 
gives him a hug and says, "I do love you." 

To turn the situation around, another 
woman we know can't tell a strike from 
a hit and couldn't care less, but year aft-

All photo i l lustrations posed by Phil Ford and Mimi H ines, fast-rising comic team. 

rrDon't spoil the good picture others have of 
you-for their sake as well as your own. " 

er year, she- goes to baseball games with 
her husband because she knows he likes 
to have her with him. He is quite aware 
that she is baseball blind, but does he  
say, "I'm afraid this i s  a terrible bore for 
you. I don't want you to come along just 
to be nice."? He's too smart for that. 
Once, years ago, he said, "If you'd rather 
stay home, I'l l  just get one ticket." She 
said, "No, I like being with you," and he 
accepted it'. He hasn't even tried to ex
plain the game since his first futile at
tempts at it. He just gives her a pat now 
and then, and says, "ft's good having you 
along." He's enjoying her gift and he lets 
her enjoy it, too, without demanding that 
she make a second gift by pretending 
she's mad for the game. 

Few men can be accused of being over
effusive or over-deprecating at home, and 
many a wife probably wishes her hus
band was more so. But I suspect that 
this problem may c:rop up fairly often 
on the job. 

I have heard men on the tennis 
court or gol f  course saying, "Oh, you're 
so much better than I am," "That was 

nothing but a lucky shot," "I'm really 
lousy," when they were playing brilliant
ly. I have longed to sigh, "Oh come off 
this reverse bragging. We all know you 
know how good you are." I've thought 
then how impossibly irritating they must 
be if they carry this same gambit down 
to the office. If a man says, "It was noth
ing," when he and everyone else kno-ws he 
has done a spectacular job, isn't he half 
implying that he could easily hold the 
world up with one hand ? Wouldn't it be 
more modest to say, "I'm glad you 
thought I did a good job. I really worked 
on it." The phony cult of sportsmanship 
seduces many a man into making a fool 
of himself. 

B a d  Business Sense 
That business of pointing out the fly 

in the ointment also applies quite as 
much to men as to women. If a stock
broker has bought General High Wire 
for a client at 6572 and it's then gone up 
to 67, why should he say, "I'm so sorry. I 
could have gotten it for 64 if I'd been 
a bit quicker."? If a lawyer has won a 
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When to Open Your Mouth (continued) 

case for a client, it's silly for him to 
point out that he had really hoped for 
a much larger settlement. obody's 
perfect. obody really expects us to be. 
But when a man points out the flaws in 
his  success, they are likely to be the 
things which other people remember, and, 
still more important, the things he  re
members himself. 

Find the Middle Road 
When it comes to giving a co-worker 

his share of the credit for a job you did 
together, it  is often a problem to decide 
where to strike a balance. If you overdo 
it, you are tearing yourself down ; if you 
underdo it, you are being a pig. But 
one-upmanship to the contrary, I �annot 
believe being generous ever interfered 
with a man's rise to the top, and this is 
equally true when it  comes to telling the 
boss how helpful Jones has been in your 
project. Maybe he would admire your 
work more if he thought. you did it  all by 
yourself, but he'll admire your character 
more if you give credit where credit is 
due. He may think, "This fellow is so 
good he can afford to be generous." 

As for expressing appreciation of the 

big fellow himself, some bosses literally 
live on soft soap and no amount, even i f  
it  chokes you, can b e  too much for them. 
A man to whom blarney doesn't come 
naturally may be in a tough spot here. I 
suppose when a boss really wants nothing 
but sycophants, a man who gags easily 
had better find another boss. But the 
normal big shot is likely to consider 
flattery to be both an impertinence and 
a bid for intimacy. 

If you say you think he's great, any 
way but obliquely, he may feel, "I know 
I'm good or I wouldn't be the boss. Who 
does this fellow think he is to be reas
suring me as to my ability? "  A little 
healthy reserve is mor� attractive to the 
average man in command than is the 
most ingratiating tail-wagging. 

If  communication were no more than 
giving and accepting pre ents, it  w·ould 
be a relatively simple matter, but often 
it is a matter of dealing and accepting 
blows. When is it  constructive to be 
critical and when destructive? When is it 
just plain none of our business? These 
are the decisions that bead the brow. 
With people who are not important to us, 
there is no problem. They don't want 

" When extra pounds show, they'll be noticed. 
When they don't, it's boring to hear about them. " 
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criticism-nobody ever does, really-and 
however much they may need it, this is 
not our worry. But with people with 
whom we work closely, or with people 
we love, don't we have to tell them when 
we see them making what seems to be a· 
big mistake ? Probably not nearly as of
ten as most of us think. 

I once lost a job writing copy for a 
very chic specialty shop because I had 
to point out to the advertising manager 
that one third off was not the same thing 
as one third price. When I found he 
wasn't inte:re ted in my arithmetic or m y  
logic, I went t o  the assistant manager of 
the store only tQ find he put loyalty to his 
advertising man way ahead of loyalty to 
his customers, and I was expected to do 
so, as well .  Oh I saved my integrity, but I 
wonder .now if I was really a interested 
in not fooling the customers as in being 
right. After all, I was being paid to de
scribe clothes, not to do mathematics. 

What if my h usband comes home with 
a new striped suit he thinks is great, but 
it strikes me as appallingly loud? Do I 
tell him or not ? Well, who is to decide 
that my taste is that much better than 
his, and does it matter? I may think the 
new pale make-up with light purple l ip
stick makes my teen-ager look like a 
walking corpse, but her friends think it  
is tremendous. Is  it  worth tearing her 
down? Isn't it  more important, at her 
age, to have her feel attractive? Suppose 
my adolescent son, in his zeal to be 
smooth, smells overpoweringly like a bar
ber shop. I don't reall y  have to tell him 
unless it  seems to be interfering with his 
social life. The girls may love it. Often 
when we tell  people things "for their own 
good," all we're really thinking about is 
how we feel. 

Solution : Empathy 
Imagination is an important part of all 

this. How is that still u nspoken remark 
going to make the other person feel?  
When John comes horne from the office, 
discouraged, and starts analyzing why he 
didn't get that promotion, he may be 
quite right in  saying that he wasn't 
aggressive enough. Alice may have been 
thinking so for some time, but this is no 
moment to tell him. She can afford to 
wait a week. She'l l  know better. then, 
and she'll know whether speaking up is 
likely to accomplish anything. That's the 
real criterion. 

How can we know when something ab
solutely must be said? The question of 
when to be critical boils down to this : 
tell  your loved ones their shortcomings 
only when it  is more hostile not to-only 
when, by keeping silent, you are helping 
them to tear themselves down. 

We all know men who have to have 
everyone yes them-fine fellows, but with 
a conviction they know the score and 
you'd better listen. We tend to pity and 



even admire their patient wives who sit 
smilingly by and let them go right on 
sounding off. Obviously. i f  they told their 
husbands to pipe down and give someone 
else a break, ·they would find themselves 
right in the line of fire. Obviously, being 
silent is being discreet. but isn't it also 
being cowardly and even hostile ? Those 
men almost certainly carry their sound
ing-off habits right down to the office and 
lose a lot of friends and damage their 
careers. lt might hurt them to be told and 
mayb1• i t  wouldn't do any good. but then 
maybe it would. People can change sur
prisingly at any time in their lives, and 
the average human being would at least 
t ry to handle l ife differently if the person 
closest to him said. "Look, dear, do you 
realize that you . . .  ? " 

The Art of A voiding Hostility 
If it can be hostile not to tell someone 

you love when he's behaving badly, it 
seems to me doubly hosti le to tell some
one else instead. I have been appalled to 
hear husband' and wives say things about 
their mates which they wou ldn't consider 
saying directly to them. 

Our friend. Cele ·te. a marvelous wom
an, is also a comtJUisive talker. She tells 
long, involveu, pointless tales at the top 
of her voice until you want to scream. 

"Celeste drives me completely nuts 
when she gets wound up like this," her 
husband on�.:e complained to me. "I really 
feel embarrassed for her." 

"lt's just a nervous habit," I said, 
"Why don't you tell her ? '' 

"1 couldn't." he said, and looked hor
rified. "lt would hurt her. She'd be mad." 

"She'd be madder if she knew you were 
talking to me about it," I said. 

He shrugged. "Live and let live." 
That is a fine phi losophy, but only up 

to a point. It  sounded almost as if that 
man didn't want his wife to be more 
charming ;  as if he was enjoying standing 
by, feeling superior. 

However much courage it takes to 
speak up when you may wound someone, 
it takes more courage to speak up when 
someone you love has wounded you. The 
natural impulse is to draw down into 

·whatever shelter you can find within you 
and hide, but if wounds are left untended, 
they build a wall of scar tissue, shutting 
love out. 

Take Joan, a diffident girl with hidden 
dreams of glamour-we all have them. 
Joan is married to Jerry, who has very 
conventiona'l ideas about the types of 
clothes his wife ought to wear. Yet she 
sees his eyes following every provocative
looking woman they pass on the street. 
One spring day, it came over Joan to buy 
a wildly provocative hat, heavy with big 
yellow roses. Jerry looked at it and said, 
"Frankly, dear, you're just not the type 
for it." Her natural reaction was to put 
the hat away and hide her pain and, 
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"If your dress is admired, resist the impulse to say, 
'1 got it on sale for $27, reduced from $1 00. ' " 

along with it, her urge to be "the type for 
it." But that is going to build a big wall 
between her and Jerry. She has to tell 
him he has hurt her. She may even have 
to say, "You like everybody else in hats 
like this. I see you looking at them." 
Then he might answer, "But I don't want 
other men to look that way at my wife," 
or, "You're too nice the way you are to 
have to get yourself up like that." Either 
way, her pain will  be gone and she can go 
on to the next step of deciding she's will
ing to be Jerry's plain Jane or of telling 
him-and I personally hope she does
that she's tired of not being the type for 
eye-�.:atching hats and plans to work on it. 

Wouldn't you want to know if  you had 
hurt someone close to you? It  is painful, 
but not nearly as painful as a mysterious 
spreading blight on your relationship. 
Suppose, without meaning to, you have 
let a note of longing creep into your 
admiration of your neighbor's new Mer
cedes, wouldn't you rather have your hus
band say, "It hurts me that I can't give 
you things like that," than just go silent 
and leave you wondering what it was you 

did? An admission of sensitivity is really 
. a declaration of love. 

Words, I often think, are a good deal 
like stones. You can hurl them and hurt 
people. You can drop them and break 
things. But you can also use them to 
build bridges or warm places where peo
ple can live together. 

Managing vs. Maneuvering 
I remember once, years ago, remarking 

indignantly to a friend that I thought it 
despicable to try to manage people. She 
looked at me in a puzzled sort of way. 

"Why?" she asked. "I. n't all of living 
j ust managing people? When you aren't 
willing to try to manage someone at least 
a little. you can't love hjm very much, or 
be very anxious to get along with him." 
I'm afraid she is right. Managing has 
become a dirty word because we auto
matically take it to mean maneuvering 
for our own selfish ends. But isn't manag
ing really just knowing when to say the 
right thing at the right time and when 
not to say the wrong thing at the wrong 
time? THE E D 
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Death of a Child-
Rebirth of a Family 

�irst there was the sharp agony of grief; then there was bitterness, and 
a questioning of human values. �inally, out of tragedy, this family 

found its answers . . .  wrought from the love of God and the love of men. 

BY A .  D OUG L A S  H AY E S  A S  TOLD TO WILL OUR S LE R  

You must understand ·how inuch we 
loved her, for she was all the elfin 
things, all the unpredictability, all 

the sudden laughter and quick tears, aU 
the joy and expectation a seven-year-old 
girl can be. 

And you must understand, also, about 
Vermont and its people. For the winds 
blow cold in Vermont, and on winter 
nights they whine and whistle across the 
fields, and starlight glistens on the hill
tops' snow. There are some who �ay that 
Vermonters themselves are as cold and 
remote as the night and the stars. But it 
is not so. 

I know about that-my wife, Margie, 
and I know. We know because of our little 
girl. We know because it was these flinty 
folk who showed us a way to peace in a 
moment of utter despair, in a moment 
when there seemed no way, no path, but 
only a void, only naked, leafless trees, 
only the silence and emptiness. 

Our ambitions run ahead of us when 
we are young, when the world is bright, 
new green, and all of it is ours. We have 
so little time to think about meanings 
and reasons, or about a Supreme Being 
who rules the universe, and His relation
ship to us, and ours to Him. We forget. 

It  was so -with us, with my growing 
family, my business plans and problems, 
my goals, my dreams of material success. 

In Waltham, Massachusetts, where I 
was horn and raised, where I met and 
married my wife and started my home and 
business career and family, I had gone to 
Sunday school as a child. Later-occa
sionally-my family and I went to church. 
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But I confess openly that our church
going was, in large measure, superficial
social rather than spiritual. There ·were so 
many other matters that crowded in. I 
opeiated a leather goods store, but i t  
was only a start. I had big dreams. 

A few years after my marriage, the 
chance came to open up a new automobile 
agency in Montpelier, Vermont. A brand 
new car agency in wide-open territory. 

I had never sold cars before. I did not 
know much about Vermonters, or about 
what they were like. With all the self
confidence of youth, I still faced the ques
tions : Would these people accept us
would they buy my cars? 

Margie agreed to go along with my 
decision to take the gamble-but I knew 
how greatly disturbed she was at this up
rooting of our lives. I t  would be for no 
more than a year or two, I assured her. 
"When I make good up there," I said, 
"they'll give me an agency in Fall ·River 
or Providence." 

Back-to-Nature Movement 
So it was decided. I would sell out my 

business in Waltham ; we would move u p  
to this world in the heart of the Green 
Mountains-and start over again. 

We were to settle in Montpelier, the 
capital city of Vermont. The city nestles 
against the hills at the side of the wind
ing Winooski River, which was once the 
main route the Indians followed, by 
canoe, across this region. 

I went to Vermont ahead of the family, 
to get things set up. I rented a two-by-four 
store that served as my showroom, repair 

shop, and parts department. I took a 
house, uncrated the furniture shipped up 
fr.om Waltham, and personally set things 
in order, even to hanging the draperies 
and pictures. 

Like many another young husband, l 
thought I had done a good job with the 
decor. Some .of the men acquaintances I 
had made in town dropped in to see my 
handiwork, and they agreed with me. 

But Margie Disagreed 
But when Margie arrived, after a long 

day of moving and traveling with our 
children, she took a look at what I had 
done and-for one of the few times in her 
life-burst into tears. 

It  was the neighbors who saved the day. 
They came over to help. The ladies agreed 
wholeheartedly with Margie about the 
caliber of my decorative talents. Soon 
they were moving things around, taking 
pictures off the walls, rehanging the dra
peri�s. Margie pitched in to work with 
them enthusiastically. 

Our new .home was coming into being, 
but the job of selling cars was something 
else. Kind as they were to my wife, I 
could not seem to reach these Vermonters 
when they stopped into my showroom to 

· 
(continued) 

Kabel-8utherlantl 
VERMONTERS, austere as the 
architecture of their villages, seem 
"clannish and cold" to outsiders. 
But their inner love and warmth led 
one "outsider" to realize the mean

:ing of the brotherhood of Christ. 





Death of a Child-Rebirth of a Family (continued) 

"'Why did . God have to take her I Was it our 
look at automobiles. Getting to under
stand them, and finding out why I had 
not sold a single automobile after three 
months became matters of urgency. 

The local bank had agreed to finance 
me, but with cars piling up in the shop 
and not one sold, bank officials decided 
to call a halt to the loans until I proved 
that I could sell my stock on hand. 

I had used every technique I knew 
in selling, and none had worked. One 
morning, in desperation, I asked my ac
countant-a native Vermonter-:what he  
thought was wrong. 

"Well, Mr. Hayes," he said, "since you 
ask me . . .  you act as though you have 
these people half-sold the moment they 
step through that door. You haven't. You 
have to win their trust, not j ust in the 
cars-but in you." 

"How ?" 
"Don't rush too much. You've a good 

product in that car-let it be. Don't offer 
to take them out for a ride right off the 
bat. Don't talk about cars at all. Ask 
about the roads around where they live. 
Or the hay crop. Or the weather." 

It was exactly the reverse of the selling 
techniques I knew. But it worked. The 
townspeople would come in and talk 
about conditions and taxes and the roads 
and what the crops were like this year. 
Then, as if it was omething they just 
thought of, they would ask, "Now how 
much would you ask for a car like that 
one over there?" 

With this glimpse of understanding, I 
began to sell cars to Vermonters. 

Long-Term Loyal!y 
Business grew. As my customers dis

covered that they could trust me, they 
came back to buy, again and again. Their 
loyalty is long-term. There are still people 
in Montpelier who drive through town in 
late models of the car I started selling 
them Y!!ars ago. 
·· These were the people-this was the 
curious community of the hills to which 
we had come. I was to have other glimpses 
into thei'r characters. Some of these had 
amusing aspects. 

I recall an incident with old Fred 
Blanchard, from whom I bought the 
clothespin factory which was to become 
my main bu iness interest. Fred was in 
his seventies ; his children were grown. I 
bought his factory, which later became 
very successful. During the hard days of 
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depression, I had no funds to meet the 
payments and Mr. Blanchard told me, 
"Just pay the interest until you can pay 
me the rest. This country's strong ; the 
economy will come back. I'm not in any 
rush for the money." 

I paid him his interest annually. One 
day he came to me with an envelope. 
"Hayes," he said, "you paid me too much 
interest this time." 

"It was just the same as what I paid 
last year," I replied. 

"Last year was leap year, Hayes." 
He handed me the envelope. It con

tained twenty cents-the "overage" I had 
paid for one extra day. 

"Thus Far and No Farther" 
And so, I began to understand these 

people. But understanding was not a sub
stitute for deep friendship, that mysteri
ous vital exchange of deeper emotions 
which is akin to love. But neither I nor 
Margie felt that we fully, completely be
longed. Our neighbors were friendly and 
ready to help ; we had our circle of a 
few close friends. Our children went to 
Sunday school ; on a number of occasions, 
we went to church, too. 

Yet, in the sense of the community it
self, we were still on the outside ; their 
world was inside. The exterior they 
showed us still had that element of New 
England reserve and reticence which 
seemed to say, "Thus far and no farther."' 

We were still, in spite of business suc
cess, lonely. 

Nor did we have any other resources 
on which to draw. Religion had not come 
to mean that much in our lives ; the driv
ing needs of raising our family and run
ning my business consumed our energies 
and time in large measure. Yet we felt 
that beneath the surface there was a 
groping need for a sustaining strength 
which we did not have in sufficient meas
ure, and whose very lack we did not fully 
comprehend. 

Then came an afternoon in March. 
We were pretty well settled by that 

time. We now had four daughters. Dor
othy, ou'r second daughter, was the most 
thorough-going Vermonter in the whole 
family. More than. all the others, she 
seemed to belong to the hills and the 
woods and the sky. 

That March afternoon, I was burning 
grass on the back lawn. Our children 
were playing near the house, but there 

seemed to be no danger. The fire was not 
vigorous and the children were not near 
it. I left for a moment in respon e to a 
greeting from a passing acquaintance. 

My neighbor and I chatted for a little 
while. And then, in the hush of that 
March afternoon, there were sudden cries 
-voices calling out to me to come at 
once. I turned quickly and started to run 
to the house. 

Dorothy had stepped too close to the 
fire. The flames had reached up and had 
caught her dress. The next instant, she 
was envelop�d in fire. 

We rushed her to the hospital. They 
gave her every medical aid available. 
Perhaps, had the accident happened to
day, with the new medical drugs avail
able, the outcome would have been differ
ent than it was. 

They told us she had second- and third
degree burns over much of her tiny body. 
She was not in pain because they had her 
under sedation. But her condition was 
termed critical. 

In the days that followed, as the doctors 
fought to save our little girl, we lived 
through an unbearable time, a day-and
night ordeal of sleepless uncertainty, an 
agony that had no outlet, a nightmare of 
soundless, wordless waiting. 

Fellowship in Time of Need 
Yet it w.as during this time, and in the 

weeks that followed, that I learned to 
understand the people around me, and tu 
realize what was meant by the brother
hood of Christ that reaches out to all 
men, and by the love of God Almighty 
that comes in a time of need. 

I will never forget, during those first 
days, how these people came to us. 
Strangers to me, most of them ; casual 

· acquaintances, who barely nodded to me 
as we passed on the street. 

They kept this long vigil with us ;  they 
cooked' and cleaned and minded the other 
children ; they tended the office and an
swered the phone ; they ran errands at 
any hour of day or night-these were the 
same people who were supposedly so clan
nish and cold. 

They called me, wrote me, and came to 
me-with offers to give their blood, i f  
needed, or  even their skin, for my daugh
ter. One man came to my home. I did not 
know him well ; we spoke as we passed 
each other in town-that was all. But I 
will always remember the words which he 



error, our shortcomings, our failure to have faith !" 
spoke to me in my home that afternoon : 

·'Doug, I'm an old s-o-and-so, but if your 
daughter needs any skin for skin ·grafting, 
I'd be more ·than honored to give her 
some of my hide." 

But there was no need. She was gone 
before they could help. 

Were W� Blameless ? 
There was bitterness at first, an empti

ness, and the need to run away and hide 
with our grief. There were so many ques
tions for which we had no answers-be
cause there seemed to be no answers. Why 
to her? Why to us? Why did God have to 
take her? Or did He take her? Was it 
rather our error, our shortcomings, our 
failure to reach opt to Him? 

The answers were not easy ; the pain 
d.id not go lightly or swiftly away. Spring 
turned to summer, and summer to fal l ,  
and the snows came to the December 
hills. And the questions lingered. 

But there was a balm to our pain in  
the way that these people of the hills 
flocked to us in our need and our loss, 
and c losed in around us with their con
cern and the.ir care. 

The pastor of our church-the Episco
pal church, where our children went to 
Sunday school-came to see us. We had 
never· really talked together before. We 
had always been so rushed with so many 
other things . . . .  

But now, at last, we talked, long and 
hard, in the early winter night ; now, 
finally, we began to explore meanings we 
had not bothered to examine closely be
fore. What did we believe about the 
world, about the 

. 
universe, about God, 

about our church, about li,fe after death? 
Truth, meaning, and understanding 

sometimes come to us when we least ex
pect them. 

For Margie and me and our family, i t  
came on a dark winter night-a Christ
mas Eve. There was a sense of emptiness 
about this Christmas ; we did not speak 
of it, but we knew it was there. The sense 
of loss' grew more intense at certain 
moments. This was one of them. 

Our friends had asked us to come to 
midnight service at the church. It  was 
snowing. There was little wind that n:cht. 
The snow came down soft and silent. 
Montpelier goes to bed early, even on 
Christmas Eve ; most of the houses were 
dark as we drove down the streets on 
our way to the church service. 

But the church was lighted, and the 
lights gleamed warmly against the fresh
fallen snow. I remembe·r feeling that sud
den .sense of warmth as we got out of the 
car and walked up the path. Inside, the 
organ was playing familiar strains of a 
Christmas hymn. 

I was deeply moved, and knew, without 
speaking, that Margie was, too. As we 
took our seats in the pew and bowed our 
heads for a moment's personal prayer I 
had the sudden awareness of the people 
around us. 

Were these people strangers? But they 
had tended my house and my children 
when Margie and I had been going 
through our ordeal of agony. 

Reserved ? Standoffish ? But they had 
come with their gifts of food, their offers 
of help ; they had sat up all hours for us. 

Cold? Uncaring? But they had offered 
their blood, their skins, their "hides," as 
one man put it, to save our child . . . .  

Inasmuch as you have done it unto the 
least of these, my brethren, you have done 
it unto me. 

The pastor was talking, but the words 
came to me only in fragments. Then I was 
standing and singing-as I had sung at 
other, less meaningful Christmas celebra
tions earlier in my l ife-"Silent Night, 
Holy Night." 

Never before did it have meaning like 
this. Never before had the words so 
choked up within me as now, when I 
looked around at these people who sang 
with me, and realized what they really 
meant to me. 

For these were my brethren who had 
given me help, and had shown me the 
example of His way and His meaning in 
our lives. 

God Is Love 
We cannot know al l  things, al l  reasons, 

al l  answers. 
But we could know of God's love, even 

in the midst of despair, even encircled by 
our own doubts and shortcomings and 
failures, even as we sought to blame Him 
for our lack, for our hurry and self-con
cern that kept us from His protection. 

For His love was here, as the pastor 
had told us, even in the attit•!des of these 
people toward us, even in their concern 
for us. 

And we could also know His truth
that no loss is forever, that love cannnt. 
die, that there is the world heyond the 

world where love finds itself once again. 
Our daughter was not lost to us for al l  

eternity. We would see her again, we 
would hold her in our arms, and talk with 
her again. . . . 

Through these people and their pastor, 
because of their concern and comfort, out 
of our long discussions and problems, a 
new awareness began to come to us, and, 
with it, our lives took on new meanings, 
new dimensions. 

Out of darkness, out of tragedy, my 
wife and I and our family found a path 
that lifted our horizons. 

As we walked out of the church, I 
found myself greeting and shaking hands 
with a number of people, many of whom 
I did not know. But they were no longer 
strangers. 

The road and the way has ch�nged 
since that time. Our church is no longer 
a place where we spend an occasional 
moment or two. For Margie, it is a center 
of activity and concern to which she de
votes her-energies in order to build and 
enhance its meaning in our community. 

"These Are Our People" 
For me, it has become a focal point of 

my l i fe ; in the communion I find in the 
house of the Lord, there is God's peace 
and His promise. 

Our interests and directions have been 
recharted. Recently, we have been work
ing with crippled children. And I have 
been giving employment to the handi
capped. There was a time when I would 
have been too busy and too practical for 
such things. 

As we grow older, the winters in Ver
mont seem to grow more severe. There 
have been times when Margie anrl I 
talked of moving to a warmer climate, to 
the South. But each time, we reached the 
same conclusion : These are our people, 
this is our home ; here in these hills we 
will  rest. 

Sometimes, at night, I look up at the 
stars above our home and I think of these 
people around us, and what their help 
has meant to us in giving us new direc
tion. 

Clannish and difficult and distan t ?  
For us, they were apostles o f  the L•Jrd. 

Their examples, their concern, their 
selfless acts. their compassion, helped to 
rekindle into flame the faith that burns 
within us, comforting and close and sure 
us tl1e stars ahove our hil ls. THE  E D 
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HoMT to Be a 
Happy Failure 

An eminent nobody tells you how to develop a foolproof technique for becoming 

a bungler. His theory : "Man who is all thumbs never has to lift a finger." 

T E X T  A N D  D R A W I N G S  BY F R I T Z  W I L K I N S O N  

We are now living i n  a n  age of 
success-big successes, medium
sized successes, and little suc

cesses, but successes nevertheless. I t  is an 
age where, to be a success, a person has 
to do almost everything. The housewife 
is not j ust a housewife. She is also a 
chauffeur, child psychologist, mechanic, 
efficiency expert, and so forth. 

The man of the house also has a m u l
titalent tole to play. He must be a money
maker, an executive, a gardener, carpen
ter, electrician, plumber, auto mechanic, 
etc., etc., but above all, in our present 
age, he must be all of these things suc
cessfu lly. Responsibilities for a male mul
tiply like rabbits, nerves wear thin, and 
tranquilizer sales soar, but man must go 

"Gee, Mabel, you 'haven' t got · my jacket pressed 
so I can go to the football game?" 
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on and on and become a bad l i fe-insur
ance risk. 

Al l  of which brings me to my point. I 
have read countless articles about the 
perils of our present-day rat race. All of 
them are written by eminent somebodies. 
Some of them say do, and some of them 
say don't. Some of tli)em say be careful, 
and some of them say live it up. Whatever 
they say, it is all said by world-famous 
somebodies. 

They are all completely qualified, and 
all of them have polled and probed, and 
have all the facts and figures. For some 
reason, some of them say .w hite is black, 
and others say black is white, and I am 
confused by it all .  

I am an eminent nobody with neither 
probe nor polls, nor fact nor figure, but 
I know the answer. Everybody is trying 
too hard to be a success. The answer lies 
in being a failure. 

Uncle Fletcher Started It 
The inspiration for this whole thing 

should be laid at my Uncle Fletcher's 
door. I believe in giving credit where 
credit is due, not that he ever did any
thing to deserve it. ·As a matter of fact, 
my Uncle Fletcher never did anything, 
that's j ust the point, and a happier man 
than him I have yet to see. I t  was his 
doing nothing that made this whole idea 
of mine jell. 

I was going along as usual one day, in 
my own miserable way, when my wife 
let drop a snide remark that really made 
my inner ears perk up. She said some
thing about not knowing where I got my 
sour disposition from. (At the time, I was 
fixing the washing machine for the fifth 
time that week, and my wife didn't know 
what was the matter with it. She had only 
loaded i t  with six blankets, and Mrs. 
Crumbett down the street could wash six 
blankets with hers.) 

She proceeded to say that I certainly 
couldn't have inherited my sour disposi
tion, why j ust look at my Uncle Fletcher. 



He, she continued, was the sweetest, best· 
natured man she had ever met, and my 
Aunt Harriet was a very lucky woman to 
have such a man for her husband. My 
wife continued, for some time, to point 
out how cheerful and happy Uncle 
Fletcher was and, in comparison, what a 
glum, dull clod I was. 

This got me to thinking-that is, after 
I finished thinking about how to adjust 
the timer on our washing machine. 

He Couldn't Boil Water, But . . . 
I kept on thinking and thinking, and 

after quite a while, it dawned on me what 
my Uncle Fletcher had that I didn't have, 
and how I could get it. I remembered that 
whenever anybody in the family referred 
to Fletcher, they usually wound up by 
saying : "Why he can't even boil a pot 
of water." 

So, like it took an apple dropping on 
the head of Sir Isaac Newton to get him 
to write the law of gravity, it was the 
same way with me. That little remark 
was the key to everything. It explained 
why Uncle Fletcher was the way he was. 
and why I, and millions of men like me, 
are the way we are, and what we co•Jld 
do about it. 

Uncle Fletchet couldn't even boil wa
ter ! There were also a lot of other things 
he couldn't do. To keep the list on the 
short side, he couldn't even get ahead in 
business-he has the same job he had 
twenty years ago. He couldn't mow a 
lawn-the one and only time he did it, 
he mowed down all of my aunt's border 
flowers. He couldn't change a fuse-the 
one and only time he did it, the lights 
were out in the house for a week. As for 
doing dishes-the first time he did them, 
he broke almost all of Aunt Harriet's 
best tea service. I could go on and on 
with my Uncle Fletcher's list of non· 
accomplishments, but nothing much 
would be gained. 

I made a long list in my research on 
my uncle. I noticed that as I wrote down 
his nonachievements, I kept putting in, 
"The one and only time he did it . . .  " I t  
was this little phrase that made m e  cer· 
tain that I had latched onto something 
really big ! It was frightening. I knew 
how Edison must have felt when he saw 
the unbroken glow from the first incan
descent lamp. This was it ! Now I not only 
knew what Uncle Fletcher had that I 
didn't have, but I also knew how I ,  Loo, 
could get it. 

I am now as smiling and cheerful as 
my uncle, and you can be, too ! My wife 
doesn't look quite as dour and glum as 
Aunt Harriet, but I imagine that will 
come in time, when she is fully  adjusted 
to the new situation. 

If this isn't too heady for you, read 
on, and you, too, can be as happy as I 
am ! The beauty of it is, it doesn't take 
any work at all. Just don't try, and you 
can become a complete, utter, happy fail
ure in everything you do ! 

"I can't stand seeing your mother work 
so hard. Please close the door." 

MY THEORY (in a nutshell )  : If any
thing has to be done, don't do it well .  Or, 
E2 + CS 

NCD = H ( E-ene'rgy ; CS-common 

sense ; NCD-no can do ; H-happiness) .  
Always remember that the world is 

filled with eager beavers searching for 
superiority by doing things better than 
you, and they're ready and willing to do 
them for you. Confucius say : "Man who 
is all thumbs never has to lift a finger." 
· Now the successful approaches to fail

ure which I am giving here are all sub
stantiated case histories ( mine ) ; I am 
now even more unqualified to boil water 
than my Uncle Fletcher. I've won friends 
and influenced people by being capable 
of doing absolutely nothing. Everybody 
wants to help me, and nobody is breath· 
ing down my neck while gunning for my 
job. I've weathered three reorganizations 
at the office. The plum jobs have al l  been 
grabbed off and are still being fought for, 
but mine ( like my uncle's) is one that 
nobody wants, and I still have it ! 

The following examples have al l  been 
tested, and will work. There are sug· 
gested techniques involved with various 
situations, and several approaches to the 
same problem. Of course, these a're mere
ly suggestions, and you are invited to 

develop your own personal technique. 
To apply my theory around the office, 

an attitude of helplessness and willing
ness is a prime requisite. Helplessness is 
like catnip to your fellow workers. Most 
of them are eager to get an opportunity 
to show how much better than you they 
are at almost anything. The idea, of 
course, is to make the most of this. You 
must appear willing, and you'll find the 
combination of the two is irresistible. 

Tongue Quicker Than the Hand 
When you're approached to donate to 

an office collection, always appear gen
erous. A good method is to fish through 
your pockets very slowly, muttering : "I 
know I have it here someplace." Then 
you finally come up with a carefully fold
ed five dollar bill. ( Make it a five, be
cause you never know when the collec· 
tion might be for you, and this tags you 
as being big-hearted and generous. ) 

Holding on to the bill very carefully, 
but at the same time offering it, you con· 
tinue with : "I guess there's nothing lost 
by putting Mazie's ope'ration off for an
other week." This will bring tears to all 
eyes, and will get you out of the collec· 
tion, and maybe even get a collection 
taken up for you. 
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How to Be a Happy Failure <••nlinued) 

"] oe, how can I get a sacroiliac like yours ?" 

When the boss drops a load of work 
on your desk, stuff that has to be out be
fore quitting time or else, take it in your 
stride. One way to handle this is to j ust 
stare at it for a while, sigh, and then say 
(just loudly enough for everybody to 
hear ) ,  "It's a shame the whole office will 
have to suffer j ust because I can't get 
this out on time." 

This little gambit will have the whole 
force rallying around you. The work will 
be done, and, what's more important, you 
won't have done it ! 

Don't Take a Coffee Break 
It is more or less understood that a cer

tain amount of work has to be done in 
order to hold a job. The main idea is to 
keep this to a minimum and still get paid. 
One sure-fire way to keep in the good 
graces of the boss is to always look busy. 
Most of these methods are known to 
everybody, so I won't go into them here. 
There is one item that most workers over
look, and that is the coffee break. 

Everybody takes a coffee break. This 
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little recess has now become a fixed part 
of the American working day. With my 
theory, you don't take a coffee break. 
This is the time for you to say you're too 
busy, and do your work for the day. With 
nobody else working, you'll be noticed by 
the boss, and catalogued as a hard worker 
with the interests of the company at 
heart. The fact that you don't do anything 
for the rest of the day will never be no
ticed. From then on, all the extra work 
will go to those who have nothing else to 
do except drink coffee. 

"Let me help you with that."-This is 
a perfect way to establish willingness, 
and the fact that you're a good guy and 
will go out of the way to do somebody a 
favor. Once you establish this, everybody 
will try to help you, too, and this is what 
you're after. J ust remember, when this 
initial offer is made, whatever you do, 
don't do it well ! If you do, it will kill 
everything. Once you've bungled your 
first good-Samaritan act, you're a success. 
Your next offer of help will be politely 
refused, but you'll be labeled as a good 

guy, and you will find yourself getting 
plenty of offers of reciprocal assistance. 

A loan until payday is an easy situation 
to handle. The best way is to counter 
with : "I was j ust going to ask you the 
same thing." With this maneuver, you 
haven't refused, and at the same time you 
have stuck to your "no can do" principles. 
The main idea is not to do something, 
but to do nothing. 

This should give you a rough idea of 
how to handle things around the office. 

The home is a very fertile territory for 
my theory, and can be gotten into the 
operation with little or no effort. I'm go
ing to list a few cases to warm you up 
into the right way of thinking. Establish
ing yourself as a well-meaning bungler is 
half the battle, the other half will take 
care of itself. 

"Let me do that, it's a man's job," or, 
"I'd like to give you a hand with that 
but . . ." are both good openers, and 
you'll only have to use them once for each 
chore you're bent on ridding yourself of. 

Remember : Dishes Are Fragile 
With doing the dishes, it was easy, be

cause I had Uncle Fletcher's path to fol
low. Breaking a few of the best ones on 
the first try is fairly obvious, but it wo'rks. 
A more subtle approach is to do a poor 
washing job-bits of egg between the 
tines of the forks is good. Poor rinsing
so that the next time around everything 
tastes of soap-is also sure-fire. Dizzy 
spells, detergent allergies, and mass 
breakage should only be used as a last 
resort, and are a little too heavy-handed 
for my personal taste. Don't overdo it. 
Remember, there's an easy way out, and 
it's up to you to find it. 

In some cases, pantomime is all that is 
necessary to spark things. I once walked 
down my driveway armed only with a 
hammer and saw, and within minutes 
three different neighbors were telling me 
that what I was going to do was going 
to be done wrong, and that they ( the 
three neighbors) would be glad to do it 
right for me. (I was intending to put up 
a bird house, and wound up with a fully 
finished dormer on my house-wiring 
and plumbing included. ) This type of 
thing was a bonanza that you don't run 
into every day, but it can happen. 

There isn't a man, woman, or child in 
our neighborhood who doesn't know more 
about how to do anythipg than I do, but 
who's lying in the hammock while his 
lawn's being mowed, his trees pruned, his 
house painted, and his flower beds 
weeded? I'll give you one guess-and it 
isn't one of my neighbors. 

On the care of a lawn, my uncle's 
method of cutting a swath through the 
flowers the first time out was good enough 
for me, and I haven't had to mow the 
lawn since. Wrecking the mower on a 



large rock, leaving it out in the rain are 
good, although I have never personally 
tried them. A lot of these methods have 
to be tailored to fit your own family, so 
think things over carefully before you 
make your first bungle. 

Here are a few itemized suggestions I 
have laboratory tested and found to be 
successful : 

Replacing a fuse-Try a loud yell from 
the cellar, followed by plunging the house 
into darkness. 

Putting up storm windows-A simu
lated dizzy spell at the top of the ladder 
will usually turn the trick. Delayed ac
tion is also worth a try, by reporting fic
titious weather predictions of approach
ing heat waves. 

Doing the family shopping-Inability 
to read any and all shopping lists, or 
loss thereof, is pretty sure-fire. Chronic 
substitution is also good, such as peas for 
corn, prune j uice for lemonade, tripe for 
round steak, etc. 

Fixing the plumbing-Tracking muddy 
footprints through the entire house is a 
good start, plus using bath . towels for 
rags, etc. Another good method is to turn 
a dripping faucet into a diversionary del
uge. As a last resort, try to borrow a 
neighbor's tools. He'll gladly do the job 
for you . . .  unless he's read this, too. 

Doing your owri cooking while the 

wife's away-Do a dry run j ust before 
your wife leaves, and remark how every
thing wouldn't have been raw if you had 
remembered to light the gas after you'd 
turned it on ( recommended 100 per cent ) .  

Moving the furniture-Be willing, but 
have your own ideas about where the 
furniture should be moved, and stubborn
ly stick to them ( the next time, the little 
woman will do it while you're out) . 

Toward 100% Effectiveness 
General fixing-Go at things eagerly, 

but use the best silver for tools. Knives 
for screwdrivers, forks for pries, and 
spoons for glue, etc. ( Also, try to lose a 
vital part of whatever you're working on. 
Eighty-five per cent effective. ) 

"As long as you're going downtown, 
will you pick up . . .  ?" This one's a 
toughie, and the only thing I could come 
up with to handle it was chronic absent
mindedness. Now all I hear is, "Don't 
ask your father, he can never remember 
a thing." (It  works. ) 

Committee work-When my wife ap
proaches me to help on some committee 
or another, and I want out, I always 
eagerly respond with : "I've been hoping  
you'd ask me ; there are a lot of mighty 
attractive women in that group ! "  ( One 
hundred pe·r cent, needless to say . )  

"Keeping up with the Joneses"-This 

has many facets to cope with, and so far 
I have been able to meet them all suc
cessfully. After I was asked, "Why can't 
you be nice and neat like the men in our 
neighborhood?" I went to work on them 
individually, and asked them why they 
didn't dress more comfortably, like I 
did. The result : they now look like big
ger slobs than I do. 

To keep up with your neighbors, the 
idea is to let them do it for you. My car 
is the shiniest one on the block thanks to 
my neighbors wanting to sell me on their 
particular brand of car wax. I had the 
same experience with snow removal-my 
friends are proud of their power equip
ment, and do my sidewalk to prove it. 
I was the only house owner with a drive
way that was shoveled four times in one 
week. My house is freshly painted. Does 
it matter that it was done with seven 
different brands of paint? 

This should give you a good back
ground on how to be a successful failure. 
From here on, it's up to you. If there's 
anything you'd like to ask me, j ust look 
me up. I'll be that happy-looking guy 
lying i n. the hammock, and my house is 
easy to spot because it's always humming 
like a beehive. There's lots and lots of 
work going on all the time, but I'll tell 
you a secret : i t  isn't being done by you 
know whom. THE END 
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How Much Richer 
Will You Be Ten 

Years From Now? 

B Y  H A R R I S O N  S M ITH 

Each evening after the children are 
in bed, Jane and Howard Bran
don, as we shall call them, spend 

an hour or more talking about the future. 
A whole avalanche of problems seems to 
have. · descended upon them recently, 
problems they never really thought about 
before. For example, are they saving 
enough to afford college for twelve-year
old Susie and ten-year-old Steve, not to 
mention Child No. 3, who will put in an 
appearance in April? Should they buy 
the new house which, with their expand
ing family, they will soon need ? Even 
more pressing, should they pull up stakes 
and move to a town where Brandon has 
been offered a new job-one that may 
have better prospects for advancement ?  

Despite hours o f  discussion, the Bran
dons have not yet settled any of these 
questions. Why? Because the answers 
require an accurate estimate of their 
present financial outlook. They need, at 
least in general terms, to predict their 
own economic future. Can it be done?  
To the Brandons, it seems impossible. 

Future Is a Mystery 
The meager information they now pos

sess is of no help. They know what they 
paid for their two-bedroom house, ten 
years ago. But what. will it be worth in 
another ten years? They know how much 
money is in their savings account. But 
what will inflation do to its purchasing 
power? They know that Howard Bran
don's job as researcher for a drug com
pany pays" $9,000 a year. But what will 
he be earning in 1970? They have no 
idea. Aside from a few facts about the 
firm's pension plan and Social Security 
benefits, the future seems uncertain. 

P;ople like the Brandons are a source 
of amazement to financial experts. For, 
as these specialists know, the future can 
be predicted.,-and it doesn't take a crys
tal ball. What it does take is some basic 
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information about the place you live, the 
job you hold, the company you work for 
-plus an honest, no-illusions assessment 
of your own aims and potential. 

The city you live in is perhaps the best 
place to begin. Pause a moment and ask 
yourself what its future will be. Your own 
future will almost certainly be affected 
by the answer. In the decade ahead, the 
American economy is expected to grow 
as never before in history. But that 
growth will not be uniform. There will 
be boom towns-and new ghost towns, 
too. Which town you live in will have 
an important bearing on what you earn. 

Howard Brandon and his family will 
he less affected by the future of their 
town than most. The company he works 
for sells drugs all over the United States, 
so his income will not be altered by local 
business conditions. Even so, he will feel 
the impact of the community's prosperity 
-or lack of it-in a great many ways. 
For example, in the new ho'me he and 
Jane are thinking of buying. If  the town 
booms, they will be able to sell that 
home, several years hence, at a good 
profit. I f  business becomes depressed, 
they may not be able to sell at ali-or if 
they do, at a crippling financial loss. 

How do you predict a city's future? 
For an authoritative answer, CosMOPOLI
TAN consqlted Robert A. Futterman, one 
of the ace forecasters in this field. ( Fut
terman's own career is an impressive ex
ample of his forecasting skill. He started 
in 1 955 with an initial real estate invest
ment of only $12,000. Today-at only 
thirty-two-he is president of, and a 
major stockholder in, the Robert A. Fut
terman Corporation, which owns, man
ages, and has under construction urban 
rental properties worth $70,000,000. ) 

How has Futterman done it? Largely 
by means of his uncanny talent for pick
ing which cities will boom and which will 
not. "Talent" is perhaps the wrong word, 

for there's nothing intuitional about the 
way Futterman does his picking. He has 
given every sizable city in the United 
States an all-out depth analysis, starting 
with its history ("Every city has a reason 
for having been built at that exact spot. 
How valid is that reason today?")  and 
progressing to such points as populatio!l 
growth, city planning, railroad connec
tions-even the trend of incoming and 
outgoing airline passengers. 

B oom Towns of the Decade 
Which will be the boom towns of the 

next ten years ? Futterman rates them in 
two categories, which we will call A
cities and B-cities. The A-cities ( those 
with the greatest growth potential ) are : 
Atlanta, Georgia ; Norfolk, Virginia ; 
Kansas City, Missouri ; New York City ; 
San Francisco, California ; Washington, 
D.C. ; Dallas, Texas ; New Orleans and 
Baton Rouge, Louisiana ("The City, as 
such, is a meaningless, artificial concept. 
What counts is the 'regional economic 
sphere of influence.' Although ninety 
miles apart, New Orleans and Baton 
Rouge are in the same sphere, with a 
major waterway and several expressways 
connecting, and an industrial boom cov
ering both cities and the area between
mainly in the petro-chemical industry." ) ; 
and Houston, Texas. ("Houston has j ust 
settled the question of its downtown. I t  
i s  now building the  single biggest com
mercial development ever undertaken, 
and this will join together what formerly 
were two widely separated 'downtown' 
cores.") 

The B-cities ( slightly less promising, 
but clearly marked for prosperity ) are : 
Chicago, Illinois ; Los Angeles, Califor
nia ; Minneapolis-St. Paul, Minnesota ; 
San Antonio, Texas ; and possibly Colum
bus, Ohio. 

If you live in either an A-city or a B
city, business should be good in the 



If you know which cities will boom, which jobs 
will be in demand, you can put yourself on Easy 
Street by 1 970, maybe wind up a millionaire. 

Here's expert advice on how to forecast your future 
-and what you can do to make it brighter. 

decade ahead. If not, you'd better try to 
find out exactly what the future does hold 
for your town. As Robert Futterman 
points out, "In some towns the outlook is 
not good at all." 

The city in which Howard and Jane 
Brandon live is not on either the A or B 
list. In fact, business there is already 
poor-as they are well aware-and prom
ises to become worse. Howard Brandon's 
job will not be affected by this ; but i f  
they decide to remai.1 where they are and 
buy a bigger house ( because of the cur
rent slump, they can purchase one at 
what appears to be a bargain price) ,  
they must face the fact that, as an invest
ment, it  is likely to turn out badly. 

On the other hand, if they elect to 
move, there will be the problem of break
ing present emotional ties and making 
new friends. Futterman, however, does 
not feel many families will be deterred 
by this. "We Americans," he says, "are a 
mobile people. We like to move around. 
Your readers are already conditioned to 
the idea of moving. They j ust want to 
know where." 

Statistics seem to bear this out. Ac
cording to a U. S. Department of Labor 
publication, eleven million Americans, or 
about 7 per cent of the total population, 
moved to a different county or state 
between March, 1957 and March, 1958. 
The publication adds, "Nearly all such 
shifts involve a change in jobs and many 
represent a shift to another occupation." 

This brings us to the second factor to 
consider in  evaluating your financial 
prospects for the decade ahead : your job 
or profession. Each line of work has its 
own outlook for the future, some of  them 
excellent, some not so good. 

Many fields that have soaked up excess 
labor in the past will be less effective for 
this purpose in the years to come. The 
National Industrial Conference Board 
predicts that, by 1970, the number of  

openings for unskilled workers will show 
little change, and that farm employment 
will actually decline by 12 per cent. 
( People have already been leaving the 
farm at the rate of three hundred thou· 
sand a year in the last ten years . )  

Fascinating New Fields 
Yet there are plenty of j obs ahead

thirteen million new ones, according to 
an estimate by the National Planning 
Association. Where will they be ? Largely 
in professional, technical, and manager
ial  work. These are the growing fields, 
the ones that will employ many more 
people in  the future than they do today. 

Some of the most exciting new jobs 
will be in areas which, today, are prac
tically unknown-fields like radio-astron
omy, which takes much of the guesswork 
out of t!Je study of stars ; radio-meteorol
ogy, which promises more effective 
weather prediction ; ultrasonics, the use 
of high-frequency sound vibrations for 
both industrial and medical purposes ; 
thermoelectric materials, which can pro
duce electricity when heated, and which 
will have many valuable uses. 

A particularly promising field for 
women college graduates will be jobs as 
"programmers" or "systems personnel" 
with firms using big new computers. 
Many computers are general purpose rna
chines. Hence, it is necessary to have 
people devise "systems" for them-that 
is, they "give instructions" to the com
puter, preparing it to do a specific job. 
By 1970, the computer field is expected 
to need more than 250,000 technicians. 
Thousands of these will be programmers. 

As for better-known occupations, the 
Department of Labor's Occupational Out
look Handbook, which covers six hundred 
different kinds of jobs, predicts im in
creasing need for high school and college 
teachers, doctors, dentists, nurses, thera
pists, social scientists, clerical workers, 

technologists, engineers, physicists, 
mathematicians, mechanics of all kinds, 
tool and die makers, skilled building
trades workers, and architects. But the 
outlook is less promising for lawyers, 
miners, personnel workers, farmers, rail
road employees, and unskilled labor. 

As these predictions indicate, the man 
with specialized training can pretty well 
write his own ticket in the future. And 
people who want to be earning maximum 
pay by 1970 would do well to consider 
taking such training right now. Take the 
case of a young first-grade teacher who 
recently quit her job and returned to col
lege to work on her doctorate. "It will 
just about use up all my savings," she 
admits, "but I'm sure it will pay off i n  
the long run." And i t  will. A s  this young 
woman knows, the demand for elemen
tary school teachers will level off during 
the sixties. But the need for high school 
and college teachers will remain high, 
and with her doctorate in hand, she'll be 
able to take her pick of future jobs. 

By the same token, oilmen will have 
more job opportunities if they hold de
grees in geology. And today's young 
newspaper reporter, who considers him
self lucky to make one hundred dollars 
a week, can easily earn $12,000 a year, if 
he learns enough about electronics to 
write training manuals. 

The millions of Americans who, like 
Howard Brandon, are employed by a 
large corporation, have still a third fac
tor to consider in estimating their futures. 
They must assess the futures of their com
panies. If they are not actively seeking 
new products, new markets, then they are 
probably bad places in which to work. 
For today's corporation, like the Red 
Queen in Alice in Wonder land, has to 
keep running as fast as it can, merely to 
stay in  the same place. As the Research 
Institute of America points out, if our 
economy expands by the anticipated 50 
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How Much Richer Will You Be <•ontinued) 

per cent, your company, by 1970, will 
have to be one and a half times bigger 
than it  is now, just to hold its own. Will 
it be? If not, you'd better start looking 
for another job. 

From the growth standpoint, Howard 
Brandon's company looks especially 
good. For years, its production was lim· 
ited to a few nationally used drug prod· 
ucts. But recently, a revolutionary policy 
was adopted. The search for new and 
better drugs was stepped up drastically 
( Brandon, as a researcher, is  in an ex· 
cellent position to evaluate this phase of  
the firm's activities ) .  and it was decided 
to market these drugs not just in the 
States, but throughout the world. So far, 
must of  the expansion is still in the plan
ning stage. But the company's future 
looks more promising than most-as evi
denced by steadily rising prices for its 
shares on the New York Stock Exchange. 

Evaluating the Prospects 
The Brandons. then, are faced with the 

prospect of a good job with a -growing 
company, but in a poor town. It's by no 
means a bad outlook. But  the same setup 
in a thriving town would be a lot better. 
The purchasing power of the dollar is 
expected to decline 15 per cent in the 
next decade. Hence. by 1 970, Brandon 
would need to earn $10,350 a year to 
have the same purchasing power he now 
has with $9,000. Actually, he'll probably 
be earning around $15,000, so the Bran
dons will be richer ten years from today. 
They'll have around $4,000 in additional 
purchasing power. But some of this gain 
will be off�et by their loss on the new 
home they will have to buy. 

Of course, i f  they intend to be really 
rich-in the mil lionaire sense-then 
Brandon probably shouldn't be working 
for a company at all. Not unless he hap
pens to own part of it. For today, it is 
almost impossible to make a mil lion 
without being in business for yourself. 
Even a $100,000-a-year executive hasn't 
a great deal left over, after paying his 
income tax. And. under their present 
setup, the Brandons, unless they strike 
gold in their back yard. haven't even an 
outside chance for the big money. 

The truth is, today',; fortunes are al
most all being made in one of two ways:  
either through depletion allowances or 
capital gains. The depletion allowance is  
a special tax advantage granted to peo
ple who extract resources like oil, gas, 
gravel, or · uranium from the earth. A 
Texa� oilman, for example, can pocket a 
full 27% per cent of his profits before he 
even begins to figure his income tax. 
That's why so many of the new million
aires are oilmen. 

But while a depletion allowance is 
good, a capital gain can be even better. 
Such a gain is made by holding a prop
erty at least �ix month><. then sel ling it 
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for more than you paid. No matter how 
big your profit may be, the government 
lets you keep a full 75 per cent. And i t  
make3 no  difference what sort of  prop
erty is involv�d-stocks, bonds, real es
tate, or an entire business. 

At a glance, the depletion allowance 
and capital gains tax seem to offer an 
unfair advantage to certain people. But 
there is a good reason behind these laws. 
l f  a nation's economy is to grow, there 
must be people who are willing to drill 
for oil, to prospect for uranium, to start 
new enterprises. Since these things are 
risky gambles, few individuals would try 
them without extra incentives of some 
sort. The tax advantage provides that 
incentive. Moreover, it makes wealth a 
not-to-be-discounted possibility for us all. 

The vast rewards that can come from 
going into business for yourself can be 
seen in the case of  Desi Arnaz and Lu
cille Ball. For years, they were big wage 
earners in the entertainment world. But 
they didn't get really rich until they 
formed Desilu, and started making their 
own TV films. Then, in a few hectic �ea
sons, they piled up a fortune estimated 
at more than ten mill ion dollar><. They 
could never have made thi� kind of money 
working merely for wages. 

Entertainer� are not the only people 
who can command wage;;-plus-capital
gains for their talents. Corporation exec
utives often do the same, via a stock
option plan. Under this setup, a highly 
valued executive is given an option to 
buy stock in the company he works for, 
at some future date-but at today's 
prices. Therefore, i f  the shares rise in  
value, he can exercise his  option, sell out, 
and make a killing. Take the case of 
George M. Bunker, head of  the Glenn L. 
Martin aeronautics firm. He was called i n  
t o  save the company a t  a time when i t  
was losing a million dollars a year. As 
an inducement for taking the job, he was 
given a j uicy stock option. Martin stock 
was optioned to him at its then price of  
eight dollars a share. Later, the stock 
skyrocketed to forty dollars a share. He 
could then invoke his option, buy shares 
that were selling at forty dollars per �hare 
for only eight dollars-for a capital gain 
of  $2,500,000. 

The Man in the Middle 
What do stories l ike this mean to cou

ples such as the Brandons? Very little. 
Howard Brandon's executive talents are 
unproven. Nobody is going to offer him 
a stock option to take over a foundering 
corporation. He doesn't know the first 
thing about drill ing for oil. And he's 
never acted, except in a high school play. 
Clearly, if he gets really rich, he will have 
to do it on his own-which means start
ing his own business, and building it up  
for a capital gain to be  taken in  the 
future by selling part or all of  the business. 

Striking out for yourself, of course, is 
a big gamble. Hundreds of new busi
nesses go broke every year. Yet it is also 
true that the very people who value 
security most-who cling fearfully to 
their financial bird-in-the-hand-are the 
very ones who will never know the ulti
mate security of a million-dollar bank 
account. Practically all sel f-made men 
are gamblers-good gamblers. wise ones 
-men who are willing to stake their all 
on a new venture in which they have faith. 

Gambling on a Shoe String 
In retrospect, these gambles may not 

appear great. But at the time they were 
made, they may have seemed monumen
tal. That first $12,000 that city forecaster 
Robert Futterman sank into an office 
building looks like small change com
pared with the millions he's worth today. 
But at the time-he was only twenty
�even, and had saved the money out of 
earnings-it looked like a lot of apple�. 
Betting it all on a single investment, even 
one he believed in deeply, took nerve. 

A fortune. of course, can be built on a 
lot less than $12,000. People are doing it 
every few year,.:. For example : 

-Nine years ago. consulting engineer 
Hans Fischer founded H. Fischer & As
sociates, r ncorporated. The firm's func
tion : just about any sort of industrial 
planning job, from designing gasoline 
pumps to laying out a lobster-packing 
plant. Fischer's initial investment was 
$4,000. Today, at the age of forty-two, 
he's worth $1,200,000. 

-William Black invested only $250 in  
his  first store, located under a stairway 
in a Manhattan subway station. Today, 
as head of the Chock Full 0' N uts snack
bar chain and coffee company, he's worth 
millions-so many mill ions that, this 
year, he personally gave Columbia Uni
versity $5,300,000 worth of  Chock Full 
0' Nuts stock. It was the largest gift the 
university had ever received from a liv
ing person in  its entire history. 

-Twelve years ago, Leon .lolson ar
rived in the United States, a homeless 
refugee from Warsaw. with only eight 
dollars in his pocket. He opened a small 
�<ewing-machine repair shop in the Bronx. 
A short time later. he took a chance and 
imported the first four Necchi sewing ma
chines into this country. He believed the 
machine's unique ability to do fancy sew
ing would make it  a sure-fire seller in 
America. When the machines arrived, 
Jolson and his wife worked till midnight 
every night for two months. in their one
room apartment, stitching samples of the 
Necchi's work. They mailed the samples 
to dealers. The following Monday. a 
minor miracle occurred. Dealers ap
peared in droves and, that very day, }ol
son took orders for three thousand ma
chines. Since then, he has established 
thousands of new dealership><, and also a 



business worth more than $50,000,000. 
Perhaps the most amazing story of all 

is that of thirty-three-year-old Leon C. 
Hirsch. Three years ago, he founded 
Tenax, Incorporated, a company that 
deals in home freezers, refrigerators, and 
foods to stock them. His starting capital : 
$4,000. His only employee in the begin
ning : his wife. His first office : a room in  
their home. A year later, he  needed more 
capital to expand. He negotiated by tele
phone for a $250,000 loan. However, 
when he appeared in person to make the 
final arrangements, the bank president 
looked him over, noted his youthful ap
pearance, and inquired politely, "When 
will your father be down to sign the 
papers ?"  But Hirsch explained-and got 
his .loan. Today he's worth $ 1,600,000. 

· 

Should Howard Brandon emulate men 
like Hirsch and go into business for him
sel f?  As a trained researcher in a grow
ing field, he's certainly in a good position 
to. For the scientist-turned-entrepreneur 
is among the newest and hottest entries 
in the big-money sweepstakes. For tune 
magazine, which calls them "egghead 
mil lionaires," recently spotlighted a 
whole col lection of such men. They're 
praetical ly  a l l  under forty. Initially, most 
of them planned to become teachers or 
researchers. Instead, they're in business 
for themselves-in growth industries like 
automation and electronics-making more 
money than they ever dreamed of. The 
following are good examples. 

"Egghead Millionaires" 

James J.  Ling, thirty-seven. president 
of Ling-Temco Electronics, Incorporated, 
which he founded with $6,000 after the 
war. His net worth today : $10,000,000. 

Vessarios Chigas, thirty-eight, princi
pal founder of Microwave Associates. Net 
worth:  $1,000,000. 

Lloyd Andrew Addleman, thirty-three, 
a principal stockholder in Melabs Cor
poration. et worth : $1 ,000,000. 

Frank Jameson, thirty-five, former 
president of Pacific Automation Prod
ucts, who boasts, "I f you dropped me off 
naked in Miami, I'd have a million in a 
year and a half." In 1958, he sold half of 
his interest in Pacific Automation, col
lected $1,770,000. 

Men like these are making their in
ventiveness and talent pay off to its full 
million-dollar value. The wisdom of their 
decisions to strike out on their own can 
scarcely be questioned. Yet to many cou
ples, l ike Jane and Howard Brandon, this 
particular road to riches seems too risky 
to contemplate. They realize they might 
fail, that the odds for business success 
are probably against them. Isn't there, 
they ask themselves, any other way? 

In rare instances, there is. The career 
of Charles B. Darrow is one of those won
derful exceptions that proves the rule. 
Darrow didn't have to build a corporation 

REAL ESTATE MAN Robert Futterman ( left ) m ade a fortune in five 
years by predicting which cities would grow, investing in property there. 
Above, he discusses newest project, Golden Triangle Center in Norfolk, 
with C. De,Vitt Coffman, vice-president of the Futterman Corporation. 

to get rich. For him, imagination alone 
was enough. A onetime heating salesman, 
he was among the millions who found 
themselves out of a job during the de
pression of the thirties. 

But if  he had no money, he could at 
least enjoy pretending he did. So, purely 
to amuse himself and his wife, Darrow 
invented a parlor game in which each 
player could handle large amounts of 
fake "money," own real estate, collect 
rents, and otherwise wheel and deal like 
a millionaire. The game-Monopoly, of 
course-was an immediate hit with their 
friends who. after a hard day's work at a 
low-paying job, enjoyed sitting down and 
being tycoons for an evening. 

Darrow soon began making sets of  
Monopoly himself, and selling them. But  
he didn't really want to  be a game man
u facturer, so he sold i t  to Parker Broth
ers. He hasn't gone looking for a job 
since. He hasn't needed to. As of this 
year, twenty-five mil lion copies of the 
game have been sold. Darrow's share : 
roughly $1 ,000,000. 

Riches, it is true, are a relative thing. 
And most Americans, no doubt, would 
willingly endorse the office slogan that 
says, "I don't want to be a millionaire, I 
j ust want to live like one." 

They will be very close to realizing 
that dream in the years j ust ahead. Vir
tually every financial expert in the coun
try paints a glowing, bount'ful portrait 
of America-in-the-sixties. There may be 
a mild recession or two, they admit. but 

the over-all trend will be steadily u p
ward. Some predictions are : 

A shorter work week (although still 
not as short as four days) . 

Higher pay for everyone. (The $1 .25 
minimum wage will be only the start . ) 

Easy-to-find jobs. ( Population growth 
demands more goods, and will keep our 
work force employed as never before. ) 

More real income for extras. like sec
ond cars, travel, club memberships. 

New and better products to give you 
more for your money-like mural TV, 
washing machines that clean ultrason· 
ically, passage to Europe at fifty dollars. 

Not Fate, But Foresight 
Wherever you live, whatever you do, 

you can hardly fail to share in the fruits 
of this general prosperity. Some people, 
however, will get a much bigger share 
than others. Those who continue to live 
in a depressed community. who remain 
in less-needed lines of work, who refuse 
to take extra training as the need arises, 
will better their lot least. Those who 
change their work and place of residence 
to suit the demands of the times can 
count on many new comforts, without 
having to risk their financial security. 
And finally, a few successful chance
takers, with the nerve and wisdom to 
tackle a "businessman's gamble" will be
come full-fledged millionaires. Which will 
you be ? Now is the time to decide. For 
in the last analysis. the future, as it has 
always been, is up to you. THE END 
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Shopping 
Trip Around 

The VVorld 
PHOTOGRAP H I C  E S SAY BY MAXW ELL CO PLAN 

TEXT BY STEPHAN WILK I NSON 

0 nee every three weeks, this man 
packs a small bag, ki�ses his wife 
good-by, and leaves his Bermuda 

home for a quick trip around the world. 
He is Gordon Wood, forty-five, the pilot of 
a Pan American Airlines Boeing 707 jet 
that city-hops 22,000 miles, circling the 
globe in less than two days. Six times each 

week, these planes leave New York and head east to Europe, then 
the Middle East, the Orient, and across the Pacific to California. 
At San F.rancisco, they are met by other PAA jets that fly over 
the Arctic and Greenland, back to London-all in forty-two hours 
and twenty minutes flying time. Wood is often able to pause at stops 
along his route and sample the life and wares of each country. The 
jet he arrives in goes on with another pilot, while he waits to take 
the next, incoming, 'round-the-world flight. Come along with Gordon 
Wood, and see what his job is like ; the fare would be about $1 ,650, 
but, by the way of CosMOPOLITAN's camera, you can go as a guest. 

N EW YORK  Gordon Wood sits in 
"o f!ice" -cockpit of 
a 575-miles-an-hour 

Boeing 707 jet (above) . Stewardess T ellervo 
Noire stands by, as passengers come aboard at 
Pan Am's Idlewild terminal. Each plane loaded 
at circular, glass-walled building is nosed in 
under huge, umbrellalike roof- Short ramp leads 
passengers past flight deck-where Captain Wood 
waits to greet them-to plane's entrance door. 
Below, Wood's first stop before boarding his 
plane : the office of Dr. lames Crane, who gives 
each Pan American Airlines pilot a top-to
toe physical checkup once every six months. 
In case of sudden illness, there is always 
a stand-by crew on hand for substitutions. 



LoN DoN Huntsman, one of Savile Row's top 
tailors, has been clothing England's 
royalty-fact attested to by array of 

gilded shields on window ( above)-for over a century. 
Wood joins impressive list of customers as he chooses fabric 
for $105.00 jacket. (For suits, prices start at $145.00). 

PAR IS A brave man who buys clothes for his wife, 
Wood considers dress at Dior's Paris 
store. After making decision, he spent sev

eral pleasant hours at Maxim's-the world-famous restau
rant that services cuisine served aboard all PAA planes
tasting new dishes being considered for in-flight use. 

(continued) 



FRANKFURT Wood travels quick ninet)' 
miles by Autobahn from 
Frankfurt to Bonn to visit 

his old friend A dolf Galland, once a German Luftwaffe 
General and a pilot of world"s first jet fighter planes. 
A bove, the two flyers lounge in a Turkish bath and rear/ 
German magazine article about Captain Wood, who be
carne well-known in aviation circles when he gave up ten 
years of top-level execntive work with airlines in Brazil 
and Thailand in order to fly PA A 's newest jets. In 1 947, 
Wood piloted the first commercial around-the-world flight. 

0 Shopping Trip (cont.) 

''There's nothing special 
about flying around the 

world," says Wood. 
"I ' . 

h ' h t s routine t at s t e 
fascinating thing about it." 

GEN EVA On the balcony of hotel o verlookinp: 
Lake Geneva, Wood htnches with his 
Swiss-schooled children-Marjorie, 

"waiting to enter Oxford or the Sorbonne, and Donald, 
who is in last year at Le Rosey. Neither has ever attended 
U.S. schools-they have lived in South Am erica, the 
Orient, now Bermuda. Wood sees them as often as pos· 
sible ; whenever Flight #2 touches down at a Eu ropean 
city, he makes day-long trip to Geneva for visit. Donald, 
seventeen, aml Marjorie, eighteen, .find it easy to get back 
horne for vacations ;  PA A families travel at discounts. 



Part of Italy's busy movie colony takes time ou.t from 

R 0 M E filming to lunch at studio commissary with Capt. Wood. 
The casts of two different movies being made at Cine· 

citta include A._merican movie stars Robert Alda, Tina Louise, and Akim 
Tamiroff. At right, the Captain catches a needed, quick rest in a bar
ber's chair ; every time Wood's plane stops at R.pme, he has his hair 
trimmed in same shop. Since Wood speaks no Italian, the barber doesn't 
realize that one of his steadiest customers lives 5,500 miles away. 

BEIRUT 
At International Airport (already 
world's fifth busiest), Wood pauses 
with one of his passengers, a Paki

stani girl flying to Karachi, before driving into Beirut. 
The city, Lebanon's capital, has now become booming 
Middle East oasis of luxury hotels, oil-rich million
aires, Rivieralike gambling palaces and night clubs, 
and stores selling bargain wares of all the world's 
countries-with the advantage of Mediterranean beach
es at its doorstep, Europe four hours away by jet. 

TEH ER.AN 
let transport offers Iran's cap· 
ital-still in the Age of the 
Camel-its only dependable 

means of travel, yet Teheran is cosmopolitan crossroad 
between Europe and Asia. Ever-increasing numbers of 
travelers are buying brassware, silver jewelry, car
pets, and pottery for which the Persians are famous. 
Captain Wood does his shopping at the airport (below), 
in a store that protects its customers from the du
bious bargains of the city's centuries-old bazaars. 

(continued) 





/'resident's Guard 

KARACH I  -lancers of a 
crack Pakistani 

A rmy un it-stand at attention (left) near 
!'resident Mohammed Aynb Khan's resi
dence. The turbaned cavalrymen are her
itar,e of British rule, when Vice roy al
ways had a detail of native bodyr,uards. 
All four wear mustaches, traditional 
mark of soldier in Pakistan and India. 

O n e  h u n -

N Ew DELH I dred twen-
ty-two miles 

south of stopover in New Delhi is the city 
of Agra and the Taj Mahal. Three cen
turies old, built in seventeen years at a 
cost of $8,400,000, the Taj is world's 
most elaborate tom b. Much of its white 
marble interior is covered with passap;es 
from the Koran, lettered with rare gems. 

T w o  y o n n g  
N Lt t! d h i s t  BANGKOK priests, intent on 

(Jral'ticinr, their rwlim entary Enp;/ish, find 
sir,ht-seer Cordon W ootl at one of Bang
kok's one hundred-eighty temples (top, 
rir,h t } .  The city has become famous for 
honseboat-packed canals, that eamed it 
the name " Venice of the East," and for 
shimmering Thai silks tourists brinp; home. 

Capt. W ootl 
checks o n  HONG KONG prowess of 

rup; being S(Jecially woven for his home 
in small shop (center, right) 011 island that 
has become world's big!{ est ba rp;ain base
ment. Each of busily workinlf, women is 
stitchinp; her own "s(Jecial" pattern into 
rug; were the design more ornate, there 
. uould be one worker for each color nsetl. 

To Kyo 
Wood joins Japanese 
frit!lllls for l�tnc!t. on 
lawn of Chinzanso, one

time Tokyo estate con verted to restaurant. 
Oriental barbecue, called "Genl!,his Khan," 
is cooketl and served by waitress in formal 
lcimon o ;  chicken, pork, and vegetables are 
seared on griddle of inch-thick iron bars 
laitl across tabletop pit filled with burn
ing charcoal, eaten while still sizzling. 
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H 0 N 0 LULU Wood makes no claim to being 
· 

a gourmet, but boasts that he 
has never been in a country 

whose food he hasn't enjoyed-more than many less
traveled experts can say. Above, he takes part in traditional 
Hawaiian luau-eating pork roasted in an imu (an under
ground' oven}, with yams and fish wrapped in ti-leaves. 

SAN FRANCISCO Back in U.S., 
t h e  C a p t a i n  
hops cable car 

for a look at San Francisco's Fisherman's Wharf. This 
trolley is far cry from Wood's 36,200-horsepower jet
$5,000,000 metal bird that carries enough fuel to fill 
fifteen tank trucks, flies as fast as .45 calibre pistol bullet. 



OVER THE ARCTIC Last leg of 
trip take� 
W o o d ' s  

jet on 5,346-mile hop over upper Canada, across 
Greenland and the Arctic Ocean, to London. PAA has 
been flying this route with prop-driven planes since 
1957, but new Boeings have cut flying time from nine
teen to eleven and a half hours. Right, stewardesses 
give Captain the passenger list. When winds are right 
and weight low, he is able to fly straight to London 
without a normal fuel stop at Frobisher, Canada. 

LONDON  Tuczek Co. is one of world's 
last every-stitch-by-hand shoe
makers, and the Bond Street 

shop's products are virtually guaranteed for life. At  
right, Wood spends morning being measured-as 
thoroughly as a man being fitted for a suit-for three 
pairs of Tuczek shoes ; manager holds part of sample. 
London ends Wood's round;the-world run ; from there 
he returns to New York, then "commutes" by jet to 
Bermuda-in less time than many city executives 
take to get from their jobs to their suburban homes. 

BERMUDA (HOME) A f t e r  h e  
has circled 
the earth at 

near-supersonic speed, Gordon Wood finishes his 
Odyssey on ferryboat that docks him two hundred 
yards from house. His wife, Miriam, and child, Rosa
lie, meet him-wondering what he has brought home 
--as Wood looks forward to ten days of sun, surf, and 
adherence to Bermuda's 20 m.p.h. speed law, before 
he jets off, around the world, again. THE END 
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"I don't know whether to put this 
in this year's or next year's diary." 

"Mildred says she's 

mislaid it, but I 

think she's hidden 

the confetti." 

,,. 

Happy 
� Holidays! 

B Y  L E E  L O R E N Z  

The season of good cheer 

always brings one moment 

you'll never forget-though· 

sometimes you'd rather. 



"'Why don't we nmke a New Year's resolution to drink champap;ne all year round '! "  

"You don't know m y  wife ; i t's not 
the thought,  hut the gift behind it." 

: 
' " ' 

r ----

"Mom ! Guess who I ran into downtown 
and brought home for d inner ! "  
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flew From 'I'he Terrace 
Things might have been different for George if 

he had not found the Game silly and thought that 
Priscilla was even sillier for playing it . . . . 

B Y  M I K E  M A R M E R  I L L U S T R A T E D  B Y  R O B E R T  F A W C E T T  

The red-orange s u n  eased its way 
out of the Jamaican sky, then sus
pended itself halfway into the 

Caribbean horizon as though holding still 
for some divine time exposure. The late
afternoon shadows lengthened, · gently 
splaying a dusky tint over the brilliantly 
colored bougainvillaea and hibiscus, and 
finally came to rest against the bright
white fa�ade of Montego Bay's luxurious 
Hotel Dorando. I t  somehow seemed an 
effrontery to this picture-postcard setting 
when the body of George Farnham, arms 
flail ing wildly, descending scream trail
ing behind, tore through the coconut 
palms and plummeted to the patio below. 

Twenty minutes later, in the twelfth
floor suite from which the late Mr. Farn
ham had started his downward flight, his 
widow sat quietly on the sofa, a portrait 
of stunned bereavement. 

Opposite her, Mr. Tibbie, the slight, 
balding Assistant Manager of the Do
rando, perched birdlike on the edge of a 
chair. He was suitably compassionate, 
despite feeling uncomfortable for the 
past quarter-hour, since Mr. Farnham's 
widow had been placed in his charge. 

Tibbie shook his head. "Terrible," he 
said in the direction of the widow. "A 
terrible accident," he said again. 

The widow looked up, acknowledged 
Tibbie's commiseration with an almost 
imperceptible nod, and bowed her head 
once more. 

An accident. It had not occurred to 
her that George's death would be con
sidered an accident. I n  that brief moment 
on the terrace, she'd thought only of 
police, co4rts, a trial. But here, for the 
umpteenth time in the past fifteen min
utes, Mr. Tibbie ·referred to the accident. 

And earlier, when she'd hastened down 
to the patio as quickly as the elevator 
could carry her, everyone had been mur
muring about the accident. "Tragedy," 
they'd whispered. "Dreadful accident . . .  
lovely woman . . .  two of  the most beau-

tiful children . . . a terrible accident." 
Had no one seen what happened on 

the terrace? 
Priscilla Farnham was a soft, almost

plump woman, still retaining a trace of  
girlish prettiness. Never having consid
ered herself a particularly strong or re
sourceful person, she'd been surprised 
when she'd reached inside herself during 
these past minutes and discovered hidden 
iron. She was amazed at her ability to 
remain calm underneath, while wearing 
a mask of grief-stricken widowhood. 

Her feeling for George had long since 
gone. She had felt only a touch of re
morse, she recalled, when she looked 
down from the terrace and thought that 
George appeared strangely like an iso
lated piece of a j igsaw puzzle, framed 
on the flagstone. 

The jangling of the telephone pierced 
her retrospection. 

Tibbie, his eyes apologizing fo·r the 
desecrating peal of the phone, darted 
over to answer it. He announced himself, 
listened, then cupped a thin hand over 
the mouthpiece. 

"It's Constable Edmonds. He says that 
the man from C.J.D. is in the lobby and, 
i f  you're up to it, he'd like to stop up 
here to make a few inquiries." 

Tibbie smiled assuringly. "Just routine, 
I'm sure. You're a visitor to the Island, 
you know. And the Constable had already 
informed me that someone would be 
along to investigate." 

There must have been a noticeable 
change in her exp·ression, because Tibbie 
was quick to add :  "Of course, if you're 
not up to it  . . .  " 

"No, it will be all right," she said. 
Tibbie relayed the answer, then turned 

back to her. "Five minutes?"  
Priscilla nodded. 
"Five minutes will do fine," Tibbie in

formed Constable Edmonds, then hung 
up.  Turning to Priscilla : "Is there any
thing further I can do?" 

"I'd appreciate it  i f  you'd look in on 
the children." 

Grateful for the opportunity to leave, 
Tibbie scurried into the bedroom. 

The children : they were all that mat
tered now. What would they do without 
her? She pictured Mark, with his black, 
curly hair and long lashes. Only nine, 
but already showing signs of the lean 
good looks he would possess as a man. 
And Amy, two years his junior, wit!. 
Priscilla's own blonde prettiness and 
saucerlike violet eyes. She couldn't bear 
the thought of being apart from them, 
and her new-found resourcefulness was 
suddenly edged with fear. 

Five minutes. Five minutes to organize 
a defense. For what?  I f  the inquiry was 
to be a mere formality, an investigation 
of an unfortunate accident as Mr. Tibbie 
had tried to assure her, there would be 
no need for preparation. But i f  the C.l.D. 
man intended to probe deeper, if he had 
uncovered any intimation of the truth, 
the investigation would proceed along 
quite different lines. 

Murder! 

She shivered at the word, but what 
else could it be called ? Admittedly, 
George's death was not what might 

be considered "premeditated" ; there had 
been no long-nurtured, cold-blooded plan. 
Still, there had been some five or ten min
utes of thought behind it. Manslaughter? 
Perhaps. There could be many interpreta
tions of degree, but each of them carried 
its own special punishment. No, she must 
take another tack. Justifiable? Had 
George's death been j ustifiable ? Not 
legally ; although in a simple. almost 
primitive way, she Stlpposed it  really had 
been j ustifiable. In a sense, it  had been 
George's own fault. He had brought it  
on himself. 

Tibbie's return from the bedroom in
terrupted her rationalization. He reported 
that the children were doing fine. The 

"Perhaps we can start with your telling me what you can recall just before . . .  it happened." 
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staff housekeeper, whom he'd sent up  
earlier to  stay with them, said that Mark 
and Amy were extremely well-behaved. 

"They seem concerned only about you," 
Tibbie added with a comforting smile. 
"I told them you'd be with them soon." 

Priscilla nodded gratefully. "We're 
very close," she told the Assistant Manag
e"r as he took his perch on the chair again. 

Now to the business at hand, she told 
herself firmly. The business of getting 
away with murder. 

What would the C.I.D. man ask? Surely 
he'd look for a motive. Money? No, that 
would hatdly apply here. Jealousy? She 
dismissed that quickly. Hate? Well, there 
had been arguments, of course, but didn't 
they take place in the best of families? 

A fter all, the Farnhams were in  a 
strange country ; wouldn't the investiga
tion have to be based on their behavior 
in Jamaica? 

Her hopes sank abruptly. There had 
been an argument. A bitter argument. 
And she remembered that, at its climax, 
she had turned away from Geotge and 
suddenly seen the children standing there, 
in the living-room doorway, their faces 
frozen in expressions of fear and con
cern. She had tried to caution George, 
but he'd ranted on, shouting all those 
perfectly horrible things at her. Then he 
had stalked off to the terrace, and the 
children had run to her, pressing close. 

She'd needed five or ten minutes alone 
to collect her thoughts, to figure out some 
way to dissuade George from what he 
planned to do. So she suggested the 
Game. The fear and anxiety immediately 
disappeared from their faces and they 
ran into the bedroom to begin playing. 

Strange, she thought abstractedly. I f  
George had understood and partici
pated in the Game, everything might 

have been different. If, in fact, George 
had participated in anything

. that in
volved love and sharing, he might not 
be lying down there, covered by that 
ridiculously colorful patio tablecloth. 

The circumstances leading up to the 
scene on the terrace had begun, she 
reasoned, a long time ago, when George 
changed. He had been gay and consider
ate when he'd been courting her. But 
when her father had died, shortly after 
their marriage, and George took ove·r 
the management of the many interests 
and investments Father left behind, the 
metamorphosis had taken place. Geotge 
had become all business. No time for fun. 
No more unexpected gifts. No more un
expected flowers or candy. 1ot a surprise 
in a carload ; that was George. 

She had tried to get him interested in 
the Game and have him discover in it the 
joy and "romance that her own family 
had found. George reluctantly agreed to 
try it  once, she remembered. She snug
gled up to him and said, "Guess what? �' 
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George replied according to the rules of 
the Game : "What?"  And she said : 
"Guess what I did for you today?" George 
was then supposed to venture some silly 
guesses, like : "You found a million dol
lars in gold, !lnd you're going to put it  
under my napkin." Or, "You j ust made 
the Taj Mahal out of toothpicks, and 
we're going downtown tomorrow to pick 
out furniture." Then, the guessing was 
supposed to get more serious until George 
eventually discovered what she had done 
to surprise him ; or he'd give up and 
Priscilla would reveal the surprise. 

But, naturally, George had quit right 
after asking, "What?" He found the 
Game "silly" and thought Priscilla even 
sillier for playing it .  

O f c?urse i t  �as silly, Priscilla ad
mitted, but It was fun. It was fuJI · 
of Surprises and Giving and Doing 

and Loving. And Romance, too, because 
her surprise that night had been the most 
diaphanous of negligees. 

She and George had continued to drift, 
and only the arrival of the children had 
saved their marriage. Mark and Amy had 
inherited her looks and zest for life. 
They took to picnics and surprises and 
the Game and displays of love j ust as she 
always had. So, they'd become their 
mother's children. 

Pethaps-she allowed herself a tiny 
pang of guilt-she'd concentrated too 
fiercely on Mark and Amy and not 
enough on George. But still, she felt de
fensively, if George had wanted to be part 
of i t  . . .  if he'd wanted to share the 
wonderful understanding . . .  i f  only-

Priscilla got no farther. A discreet 
knock broke her train of thought and 
brought Tibbie off the edge of his chair. 
He went to the door, opened it, and 
admitted Constable Edmonds and a tall 
man in tropical civvies. 

Edmonds, resplendent in his summer 
uniform with red cummerbund and white 
"Bobby" helmet, introduced his com
panion. He then about-faced smartly and 
stepped back into the corridor, closing 
the suite door behind him. 

An efficient-looking man with piercing 
blue eyes and graying sandy hair, Detec
tive-Sergeant Waring was ranking C.I.D. 
investigator for the Montego Bay area. 

"Sorry to disturb you at this time, Mrs. 
Farnham," he said in a clipped British 
accent. "But if you feel disposed to an
swering a few questions, I'll try to take 
up very little of your time." 

"I'll give you whatever information I 
can," she said. 

The Sergeant eased into the chair 
beside Tibbie's and removed a small 
notebook from a j acket pocket. Absently 
searching fo·r a pencil and finding it, he 
flipped a few pages in the book, scanned 
his notes, then addressed her again. 

"Perhaps we can start with your tel l ing 
me, as best you can, what you recall j ust 
before . . .  i t  happened." 

"I can't remember too much, I'm 

q{raid. I was lying here on the sofa-in 
a kind of fog. I don't know whether i t  
was the scream that brought me out of i t  
or  the chi ldren. I j ust remember their 
shaking me, and I got up. We went to 
the terrace--! looked down-" she man
aged a little break in her voice "-and 
saw my husband." 

Sergeant Waring rose, walked quickly 
to the terrace, gazed about for a moment, 
then returned to his chair. 

"Had your husband been unnaturally 
depressed lately? Had he given you the 
feeling he might be thinking of  taking 
his own life?"  

"Oh, no ! "  Priscilla blurted, and  re
gretted the denial the second i t  was 
utte·red. She had not considered the pos
sible deduction of suicide. Now the op
portunity was gone. 

Waring asked, "Was he all right?" 
Priscilla looked puzzled. 
"I mean," he explained, "was he in  

good health? Did he suffer from fainting 
or dizzy spells or anything of that sort ?" 

"Yes," she replied. "In fact, that was 
one of the reasons we took this vacation. 
My husband worked very hard. Much too 
hard, we all told him. And he'd men
tioned headaches and dizzy spel ls every 
once in a while. I felt that he needed to 
get away for awhile . . .  to relax. And so 
we came to Jamaica." 

It's amazing, she marveled, how easily 
one can lie when the stakes are so high. 

The C.I.D. man made a note in his 
black book. 

"I realize this is quite a strain for you," 
he said solicitously. "If you'll bear with 
me for a few minutes more, I'm certain 
everything will be cleared u p. We must 
make inquiries in  all cases of violent 
death." He paused for a moment, then 
continued. "There is, as you know, a 
three-foot railing that surrounds your 
terrace. It would seem difficult  to con
ceive of a man j ust falling over a railing 
of that height . . .  " 

P riscilla felt the beginning of a 
nervous gnawing. 

" . . .  unless he had suffered a dizzy 
spell and toppled over. You see, Mrs. 
Farnham, one of the waiters . . .  " he con-
sulted his notebook again " . . .  a chap 
named Parsons, was setting up the patio 
tables for dinner. He happened to glance 
up, or perhaps it  was your husband's 
scream-the one you said you heard
that attracted his attention. And he saw 
your husband pitch over the railing. But 
Parsons claims he had a distinct impres
sion that your husband did not fall." 

Sudden shock swept through her. Some
one had seen what happened. 

"Naturally," \Varing said, "we asked 
Parsons if he had seen anyone on the ter
race besides your husband. He admitted 
that he had not." 

"Certainly you didn't think that-" 
"Of course not," Waring cut in with a 

disarming smile. "But we have to follow 
up any information of that sort. We soon 



discove-red that there was no substance to 
Parsons' statement, after all. In the first 
place, Parsons was almost directly be
neath the line of terraces, and, as he was 
looking virtually straight up, he could not 
possibly have had a clear view of your 
terrace. And secondly, Parsons' statement 
was predicated on his impression that 
your husband seemed to be trying to catch 
his balance. His arms were rather clutch
ing for air as it were . . .  as though he 
were trying to protect himself. It goes 
without saying that . . .  " 

Priscilla felt a sudden warm glow of 
confidence. Perhaps it was possible to 
get away with m urder ! 

" . . .  probably mistook your husband's 
desperate attempt to save himself as 
something more," the Sergeant was say
ing. "And now that you•ve verified your 
husband's dizzy spells, we can see how he 
might have j ust toppled over the railing." 

A rapping at the door interrupted 
him. He stepped to the door, 
opened it, and Priscil la saw Con

stable Edmonds' white helmet bobbing 
as he spoke rapidly in a low 'voice. 

Waring poked his head back into the 
living room. He looked carefully at Pris
cilla before saying, "Would you excuse 
me, please? I'll only be a moment. There 
are, it seems, some other witnesses." 

Her confidence ebbing away, she sat 
tight-lipped, questions tumbling over each 
other in her mind. 

The answer came as Waring re-entered 
and moved swiftly toward her. He sud
denly looked formidable. 

"Mrs. Farnham," he said. "Did you and 
your husband have a row shortly before 
he died ?"  

"Yes," she answered in a tiny voice. 
Waring pressed on. "The couple in the 

suite next door-the Rineharts-claim 
they heard you and your husband in
volved in a rather violent dispute. Your 
voices were quite loud, and they are 
certain they heard your husband say 
something about . . .  dying." 

"It seems like a silly argument now-" 
The Sergeant looked at her inquiringly. 
"I don't mean silly, exactly," she con-

tinued. "It just seems . . .  well . . .  unim
portant now. My husband wanted to cut 
our vacation short and go home. The chil
dren and I wanted to stay. Our original 
vacation plans called for us  to remain 
here for another week at least. The argu
ment got out of hand, I'm afraid, and 
there were some harsh words. Then he 
said thl\t when he was dead, I could do as 
I pleased, but right now, while he was 
head of the family, we were going home." 
She forced a brief facsimile of a smile. 
"That was one of his pet expressions." 

She looked up at Waring. The silence 
was the longest she had ever known. 

The Sergeant's face softened. "That 
seems to check in essence with the frag
ments of the argument which the Rine
harts overheard." He consulted his note
book once again. 

"There's j ust one more thing, Mrs. 
Farnham. You said that you were lying 
down on the sofa at the time your hus
band fell." 

Priscilla nodded. 
"And you also said," he went on, "that 

your children shook you right after you 
thought you heard your husband's 
scream." 

She nodded again. 
Waring wore the disarming look once 

more. "Would you mind, then, if we 
brought your children in here and asked 
them where you were when they called 
you? It's merely a routine check. Nat
urally, I can't question them officially ; 
and I must have your permission, of 
course. But it would clarify my report and 
end i t  all right here." 

Priscilla drew up her shoulders. "All 
right," she said. "But, please-" 

Waring nodded app-reciatively. He ges
tured to Tibbie who went into the bed
room and returned with Mark and Amy. 

Priscilla didn't look up as the children 
entered. Then, as they were led toward 
the Sergeant, she lifted her head slowly 
and caressed them with a smile. 

Waring resumed his seat, hunching a 
bit in order to be at eye-level with them. 
He spoke softly, but directly. "Do you 
understand what happened today? "  

Matk and Amy nodded gravely. 
"I'm going to ask you something. Will 

you answer me?" 
Their faces remained grave as they 

glanced questioningly at their mother. 
"You may answer the gentleman," she 

instructed gently. As she directed the 
children to face Waring, she saw that his 
eyes had been focused intently on her. 

He turned his attention to Mark and 
Amy now, and began gingerly. "A little 
while ago, when you heard your father 
-yell . . . .  Do you remember?"  

They returned the Sergeant's gaze. 
Waring continued. "You shouted when 

you heard him. You shouted to your 
mother . . .  and shook her, is that right?"  

They nodded solemnly. 
"Where was your mother when you 

shook her, do you remember?"  
Mark answered. "She was right there 

where she is now." 
"Are you sure?"  said Waring. 

"Uh, huh," said Amy. "We were 
playing the Game." 

"The game? "  
Priscilla started t o  explain. "It's j ust 

a little game we play-" 
She was stopped by the Sergeant's up

raised, cautioning hand. This was the 
moment Priscilla had dreaded. She had 
somehow known that the final judgment 
would be found in the Game. 

"What about the game?"  Waring in
quired easily. "What kind of a game?"  

Mark took over. "It's a game we play 
with Mommy. It's a lot of fun. We make 
up surprises. We buy things . . .  flr make 
things . . . o·r do things. • • . Then we 
say, "Guess what." 

"Guess what ?" Sergeant Waring echoed. 
"Sure," chimed in Amy. "Mommy says, 

'Guess what I did for you,' and we try to 
guess the surprise." 

"Or we say, 'Guess what we did for you,' 
and Mommy tries to guess,'' Mark added. 

"Go on," urged Waring. 
"Well, after Mommy and Daddy"

his voice dropped-"had a fight, Mommy 
said let's play the Game." His voice 
brightened again, and he looked toward 
his sister. "So Amy and me went into the 
bedroom to figure out a surprise for 
Mommy. And Mommy stayed here figut
ing one out for us." 

"Then, when you heard your father 
yell," Waring said carefully, "you came 
right to your mother. And she was right 
here on the sofa ? "  

"Oh, yes,'' trilled Amy. "She was lying 
down. We came to tell her our surprise. 
Do you want to know what it was?"  

"No,'' said the Sergeant, laughing. "A 
secret is a secret. I j ust wanted to  see 
if you knew where your mother was." 

He turned to Priscilla. "I think that 
takes care of everything, Mrs. Farnham. 
Of course, there will be an inque t after 
the post-mortem, but it will  be routine." 

"Must the children be brought into i t  
again?"  she asked. 

"I hardly think so. It  has been a trying 
enough expetience for them as it is." 

Waring shook hands with Mark and 
Amy and thanked them. 

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Farnham,'' he 
said. "I hope this wasn't too much of an 
inconvenience. I realize that your hus
band's tragic accident was upsetting 
enough without my disturbing you with 
these questions. But, it's my duty." 

"I understand, Sergeant Waring,'' she 
said. "And thank you for being so consid
erate with the children." 

"Not at all," said Waring. "I'm a fa
ther myself." He motioned fot Tibbie to 
follow him and they left the suite, softly 
closing the door behind them. 

Priscilla sat still for a long moment, 
not daring to believe it was all over. Then 
she smiled at the children who were 
standing quietly once again. 

Amy, a petulant look on her face, 
broke the silence. "Mommy,'' she said. 
"You didn't tell us your surprise." 

Mark added his disappointment. "You 
never told us what you did. You forgot." 

"No, I didn't forget," said Priscilla in 
a voice touched with sadness. 

She would tell them soon what she had 
done. When it was time to sit down with 
them and explain how the Game had been 
played wrong that day. 

No, she had not fo·rgotten. Nor would 
she ever forget that moment when Mark 
and Amy had shaken her and shouted, 
"Guess what? "  In a haze, she'd asked, 
"What?"  The children, their beautiful 
faces beaming with their surprise, had 
pulled her out to the terrace, pointed over 
the railing, and chanted, "Guess what we 
did for you today ! "  THE END 
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It was f9hristmas Gve and the hour for the tin1e-honored 
rounds of the happy carolers . . . .  18ut, this year, their 

songs had taken on a strange, heart-rending harmony. 
BY "\V ALTER M E A D E  I L L U S'T R AT E D  B Y  T H O R N T O N  U T Z  

The streets were empty i n  New 
Richmond. It  was late on the eve 
of Christmas and people were in

doors. Snowflakes, large and light, shone 
in the light of  street lamps. It was not 
an earnest snow, only the tag end of a 
storm that had covered the ground with 
its whiteness three days ago. It  was a 
dry, cold snow that swirled in little 
clouds about Paul's feet. 

He turned down Davis Street. Lights, 
hung on evergreens in front of neighbors' 
houses, flickered as the breeze stirred the 
snow-laden branches. He could see h is 
house about three-quarters of the way 
down the block : the dark house. 

He fel t  a pain glow in his head at the 
sight of i t :  the ache of a nightmare or o f  
a dimly remembered happiness. H is right 
arm tightened about the pound of coffee 
he had gone out to buy. And then, against 
his wil l, he remembered the wretched de
tails of the death of his son five endless 
days ago. 

H is memory of it was never blessedly 
abstract or vagtie. He saw it plainly. re· 
alistically, with the exception that al l  the 
eolor was gone completely from the pic
tul'es his mind made. He saw it  always 
in bb.ck and white. 

in the silent hours of  the night when 
he lay awake in Led near Ruth-knowing 
that she also l ay sleepless, watching 
through the blackness of the room-he 
wa� rel ieved that it neve·r came to him in 
colors. He found he had to think, to make 
a conscious effort to recall that his son's 
eyes were blue, that his hair was fair, 
that his cheeks took color easily. 

The pain went to his eyes as he walked 
duwn hi� street and.  without hearing him
sel f, he �aid, "Why?" over and over again 
to the empty, the echoing street. No one 
heard him. 

Hi� son was dead ; their son was dead. 
It had been unbelievably sil ly. The more 
he had gone over it in his mind, the sill ier 
and the more ridiculous it seemed. Paul 
kicked at the yielding snow. It was 
strange how the smal lest habits of his 

marriage persisted yet through a l l  of  it. 
Ruth had made him put on his galoshes. 

The bells of  Saint Michael's struck �ix. 
Five days ago at six o'clock his son was 
alive. Five days ago at six-fifteen his son 
was de.:d. Skippy ( no one ever called 
him John)  had taken his bike to Jim Nel
son's house to practice carols with Jim 
and two other boys in their quartet. They 
usual ly  practiced there because the Nel
sons had a finished basemer � where the 
boys would not be likely to bother any· 
one. Paul thought of  how many times he 
had insisted that the boy be sti l l  and 
not bother him, and how, now, he longed 
to be bothe·red. 

The day of the accident, Ruth was fin
ishing up the fruit cakes and he was sit
ting in the living room checking off the 
Christmas list. He had at last bought 
Skip the long-promised bike. And he'd 
got a mattress box from the department 
store to put it in so that it  could be dis· 
guised in the wrapping. He had it locked 
in the fruit cellar along with the Christ· 
mas decorations and a fur scarf he had 
managed to get for R uth. She wanted, she 
said, an electric mixer. 

He went over the list, making sure that 
cousins and aunts, uncles and friends h ad 
not been overlooked. The phone rang as 
his pen drew a l ine through Ida Philips, 
Ruth's great-aunt. It was the police. 

Skip was dead. Punky H arkins, the 
boy who had been riding him home 

� on his bike, was scratched j ust 
above the right eye. They had to take 
Punky'� bike because Skip's old one had 
broken its ch-ain. They'd skidded on the 
street-car tracks on 'Harrison Avenue. 
and Skip had been thrown. His head 
struck a piece of frozen sludge. which 
had fallen from a passing car. He never 
opened his eyes. 

Paul stopped in  front of h is darkened 
home. A single light shone from the 
kitchen window where Ruth was waiting 
for him. Their loneliness was a separate 
thing which touched only infrequently 

over the endless cups of coffee they drank 
together. He could not reach her at all. 
Sometimes he fel t  that she had stored up 
a fearful bitterness that would, in the 
end. turn itself upon him. And he W <' ,. 
afraid of it. 

The relatives had gone, and the friends. 
Paul's sister wanted to stay over the ho],. 
days, but he had at last got her to go 
after she had a quarrel with Ruth. He  
coul d  never find  out  what it  was about. 
He and Ruth would go away for a whi le, 
he had told her. Perhaps to Europe. 

He had thought it a good idea for them 
to be on a boat somewhere during Christ
mas, yet they had not gone. They could 
not bring t hemselves t•) leave the house. 
Perhaps something would happen. 

Paul  turned on a light in the darkened 
hal lway. Then he had an impulse to 
turn lights on all over the house. He  

put  down the desire to  do  that, took off  
h is  coat, and  shook the  snow from it .  
Then he went to the kitchen. 

She was sitting at the table, arms fold
ed in front of her. She did not look up.  
H e  was glad of  that because he knew she 
would cry i f  she did. l t  had been t hat way 
since the funeral .  She wou ld look at him. 
or their eye� would  happen to  catch. :J nd 
perhaps seeing some of her son in him, 
pe·rhaps because she could not bring her
sel f to say anything at all, she would 
begin to cry. 

He opened the can of  coffee and put 
the pot on. 

"Want some?"  H is voice sounded as 
though it had not been used for a long, 
long time. 

She nodded. And then he saw the pic· 
ture on the table. She wa� sitting. qni l f' 
sti l l ,  her shoulders slightly  hunched. 
leaning on her elbows. She stared direct
ly at a photograph taken of their son, 
last summer, in t he yard. 

Paul was suddenly enraged. Seeing her 
deeply lost in the unreasoning grief so 
close to his own, seeing her as he dreaded 
to see himself, made him sick with anger. 

'Ruth mn dow1t the wall�, through the sparkli�tg Sltow, a1td swept him up in her arms. 
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He grabbed the picture from the table. 
She was at him instantly. She caught his 
coat and held on with a strength that 
surprised him. 

"It is mine ! "  she screamed at h im. He 
pulled her against him because he could 
not hold her away. 

":Stop it, Ruth." Then trying feebly to 
explain why he had taken the photograph 
from her, he said, "1 t is morbid. You are 
not going tu continue to torture yourself." 

And then all the things she'd so care· 
fully imprisoned, all the remembered in
j ustices to her or to her sun, all the trivial 
wrong things which had ever happened 
between them liroke out uf her. 

"I f you had bought him a bike when he 
wanted it . . .  i f  you had listened . . .  
if  you had not said he was getting 

! azy. Give that back to me." 
They stood together and he held her 

firmly, swaying back and forth with her. 
"You've always had your way, even 

when we were . " 
"Stop it ! "  he screamed. 

( cuntiuued) 

But she would not. She could not. She 
kept it up, talking rapidly and point
lessly. He felt that he was going to say 
what he said before the words for it  had 
even occurred to him : "I loved him as 
much as you did." He said it  distinctly, 
as a challenge. 

She broke from him and knocked him 
against the kitchen table. The picture fell 
from his hands and the glass shattered 
on the floor. She stood looking at the 
fragments, and then she opened her 
mouth to scream. There was no sound, 
and she ran from t.he rourn holding the 
back uf her fist against her teeth. 

He sat fur hours on her hed. She rolled 
a handkerchief between her palms, pull
ing at it now and then with her fingers. 
Twice she began to cry and he thought 
she might be siek tu her stomach, but 
she managed each time to quiet he·rsel f. 
He dared not say anything tu her. He sat 
very still, praying. 

It was then he heard the sound. It was 
faint and �trange. He looked at her and 
noticed that she, too, had heard it. Her 

Stw did not loole up. 1-le was glad, because he knew she would cry if she did. 
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eyes moved and she wrinkled her fore
head as though she was trying to under
stand something of great difficulty and of 
great importance. 

The sound was coming from their front 
yard. It was soft and tentative : the sound 
of the voices of smal l  boys trying carols 
before the dark face of their house. 

She turned her head on the pillows. 
"Shall I tell them to go away ?"  
"I t  doesn't matter." 
They waited together in the darkness 

and st ill the singing continued. There 
were three voices, vaguely dbt inguishable 
heeause of their imperfeet harmony. 

"Would you come downstairs with 
me ?"  he asked. She looked at him, and 
then sat up slowly un the side of the bed. 
He was afraid to touch her. afraid that 
too much had been said between them, 
afraid of what the slightest show of affec
tion might now do to her. 

He got up and walked from the room. 
She followed him down the steps, making 
her way carefully. When they were down
stairs, they stood for a long and brittle 
moment before the door. He tried to 
guess what she wanted him to do, and 
he could not gue�s. He turned the light 
ofT in  the hallway and then quickly  
opened the  door. 

On the lawn stood three small boys. 
Last year, there had heen fou·r. 
Last year, they'd had to pretend 

they did not know they were going to be 
caroled. It  always had to be a surpri�e. 

The three boys stood, holding candles. 
They were trying to sing Away in the 
Manger. 

Their warm breath frosted in the win
ter air and rose about their heads like 
smoke. Paul looked down at his wife 
standing beside him, clutching her robe 
at the throat. She took his hand and held 
it  l ightly, unsurely. She shivered, and he 
knew, as he had known at other times, 
that they had shared the same feeling at 
the same time. 

Ruth leaned against him and he put 
his arm ahout her shoulders. They looked 
at each other and then away at the car
olers. And then they saw, in the flickering 
yellow candlelight, a small boy. standing 
in the snow, trying to sing. Punky Har
kins was trying his best to sing although 
his entire body was shaken with the effort 
of it. 

And then Ruth put her hands over her 
eyes and said softly, "Oh Lord, Lord." 
It was as if a great grayness through 
which neither of them could see had been 
wiped away and with its silent passing 
their world splintered back into focus. 

"Oh that poor little boy," Ruth said, 
"that l ittle. little boy. To think of how 
he must feel ! "  

And she ran down the walk, through 
the sparkling snow, and swept h im up in 
her arms. THE END 



-· 

CU�GfNG 
Though I rna y wander across the face of the earth, 

or hide myself in its deepest b yways, I know my curse 

is still with me. There can be no escaping it. . . .  

BY F R A N K  B E OUAE R'l' I L L U S T R A T E D  B Y  H A R O L D  H A L M A  

I t began more than fi fteen years ago, 
in I taly, during the war. We had 
been moving up to the front a l l  day, 

dragging our feet through the mud of the 
narrow Italian roads. 

We were g·reen troops, going into 
combat for the very first time. I was 
marching beside a young kid of about 
eighteen. Johnson, I think his name 
was. We were both trying to pretend we 
did not hear the sounds of arti l lery com
ing up to us from the next valley. We 
talked loudly about anything we could 
think o f, our famil ies, our home towns. 
the old movies we had seen on t he ship. 
When we had talked t hese subjects dry, 
we went on to  the jokes. any and a l l  of 
the old stale ones that either of us 
could remember. 

As we came up over the brow of t. he 
hil l  and caught our first glimpse of the 
val ley full of  smoke and sound below, I 
thought o f  one I had heard months he· 
fore. "Did you ever hear of the t wo Ger
man buys who were walking along t he 
bank of the R hine with their mother ?"  I 
asked Johnson. 

"No." he said. He was not really l isten
ing t.o me ; he was too busy hearing t he 
gunfi re in the val ley. 

"Wel l ,  one of the boys pushes his 
mother into the river. You know what he 
says to the other boy ?" 

"No." 
"He says, 'Look Hans, no Ma l ' "  
The inst ant I spoke, a geyser of  earth 

erupted in the field a hundred feet to our 
left. We d ived for the ditch and into a 
foot of muddy water. The bursting shel l s  
marched ano�s t h e  road. �howerin� us 
with dirt. We hudd led together. cursing. 
in the icy water. It was our first taste of 
what would be our fare for the fol lowing 
two years. 

I did not think of the incident again 
until my first leave in Rome some two 
months later. I had come into Rome with 
the simple purpose of laying on a good 
week's drunk. I shaved for the first time 
in menths and put on a clean uniform. 

Then I walked out of the hotel. looking 
for the nearest bar. It was one chance in 
a mi l lion that I should run into Mary 
Barnes. 

I had dated Mary in high schoo l ; 
we had even been going steady for a 
while. But  then I had gone to New York, 
and out letters had gradually  spaced out, 
until they had become just polite notes 
at Christmas. 

Now, as I .came around the corner of 
the hotel, there was Mary. cute and 
blonde in her Red Cross uniform. 

"Hi, Mary." I said, just as if it were 
Spartansburg, Pennsylvania, and it had 
been two days, instead of two years, 
since I had seen her last. 

"Stan ! "  she said, smiling up at me. 
We stood there talking for ha l f an 

hour in the middle of the sidewalk, obliv
ious of the crowd which was pushing its 
way around us. 

For the first three days o f  my leave we 
were together for every moment that she 
enuld get away from her work. On the 
evening o f  the third day, we were sitting 
in a little restaurant we had discovered. 
finishing the last of an excel lent bottle o f  
wine, when she said, "Have you hear_d 
about the two pilots in Africa who went 
on a lion hunt ?"  

"No," I said. "What about i t?"  

Apilot told me about it the  other day. 
It seems some pilots at an air 
base in Africa got into an argu

ment over which of them was the greatest. 
lion hunter. They finally decided to settle 
i t  by making a bet. Each of them put u p  
a pint of  whisky a s  stakes. The first one 
ta kil l a l ion would win both bottle�." 

"So what happened ?"  
"The first pilot rounded up some native 

bearers and set off on a safari. He was 
out for a week. but he didn't even "ee a 
sign of a l ion. The second pilot didn't 
waste his time on the ground. He bor
rowed one of the fighter planes at the 
base and flew around until he spotted a 
lion from the air. Then he dived down 

and machine-gunned it. He landed, cut 
off the lion's tail, and flew back to t he 
base to coll ect his two pints of whisky. 
Do you know what that goes to show ?" 
she asked. 

"No," I said. "What ?" 
"A strafed lion is the shortest distance 

between two pints." 
I started to smile, but suddenlv I 

thought of Hans pushing his mother into 
the R hine and those first she l ls landing 
in the muddy road. "I don't think that's 
very funny," I said. 

Mary looked hurt. "I was only trying 
to amuse you," she said. 

"That just isn't funny," I said. "You 
simply shouldn't make jokes about 
pilots that way." 

She looked at me strangely. "A I I  
right," she said. "I'm sorry I said any
thing. Let's forget it." 

"Okay," I said. 
But I could not forget it. Before I was 

supposed to meet Mary the next evening, 
I stopped off for a couple of quick ones 
with some of the fellows. By the time I 
shook my hangover, it was time to head 
back to the front. As a result, I never 
saw Mary again. 

I sti l l  did not think that it was the 
story that had been responsible. It  was 
just battle fatigue, I told mysel f. Every
one was on edge. Once the war was over, 
I would be all right. 

lt  was not until three years l ater that 
I began to learn the truth. 1 was lnck in 
New York, holding down a good job with 
a publishing company. I felt that I had 
completely readjusted from my war ex
periences. l had a smal l  bachelor's apart
ment and a circle of interesting friends. 
r could not have had a happier exi�tence, 
or so I thought, until one night when one 
of my friends invited me to a dinner 
meeting of the Explorers Club. Seated 
next to me was the lovely redheaded 
explorer and author. Natalie Coleman. 
I f  the Club served some exotic dish that 
evening. I dn not rememher it. I must 
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confes.; my complete allention was from 
the fir.;t focused only upon N a talie as 
she vividly de.;nibed her last trip to the 
Dark Continent. 

I cou ld not help but ask her out the 
next evening. One thing led to another, 
and before the month was up it was un
derstood that l would be accompanying 
her on her next expedition. Now I knew 
what was true happiness. H ow could I ,  I 
asked myself, ever have thought an eight
to-five routine behind a desk was living? 
Now I would be p lunging into the un
known j ungle with this beautiful woman 
by my side. 

I resigned from my job and devoted 
my time to the arrangements for the 
expedition. Then, on the eve of our de
parture, it happened. 

I remember the scene vividly. It was at 
the big going-away party the Explorers 
Club held the day before we were sched
uled to sail. A group of members were 
gathered about atalie and niyself, jok
ing and giving humorous advice. Natalie 
must have been excited and overwrought. 
Perhaps she had had a few too many 
martinis. Whatever the reason, I am sure 
that she wou ld never have done what she 
did if she had been hersel f. 

"D'd  I ever tell you about the trip 
I made into the Samauti country 
the year before last? "  she asked. 

"No, no, tell us about it," the others 
chorused. 

"We were a fter a Samauti ceremonial 
throne, one of those hand-carved jobs 
that are j ust about impossible to find 
these days. I 'd heard of one being in a 
village, deep in the jungle. I t  took us 
three days' marching to get there. We 
drove forty head of  cattle with us. The 
Samauti are terribly greedy about cattle. 
I knew that the vil lage chief wou ld not 
be able to ref use the g i ft of those cattle 
in front of his peop le-even in exchange 
for his precious throne. 

"Those three days were rough. We had 
to drive the cattle single fi le down the 
narrow j ungle trails. Every beast for 
mile.; around was hunting them. We were 
up every night fighting them off. 

"Fina l ly. we reached the vi l lage. I t  
was typical, you know, the grass huts 
with the cooking pits out in front. The 
whole vil lage turned out to greet us, 
;;houting and mill ing around the cattle. 
The chief came forward and I made . ome 
ceremonial gifts to the tribe : coins, and 
holt;; of cloth. 

"The chief then went into his cere
monial ;;peech, stating that the whole vil
lage was mine. He must have talked for 
fifteen minutes. When he finished. I 
�t.arted a;;king him about his throne. The 
old beggar was clever. I'll have to admit. 

He pretended that the throne had been 
stolen the night before. It was smart of 
him. That way, he wouldn't have to lose 
face in the eyes of the village by refusing 
to trade the throne for the cattle. 

"I thought the chief was probably 
bluffing, so I demanded that he show me 
to the room where the throne had been 
kept. He smiled and led the way to the 
ceremonial hut.  Sure enough, the hut  was 
empty, but you could sti l l  �ee the place 
where the throne had been sitting on the 
dirt floor. 

"The chief stood in the middle of the 
room, smiling and carrying on about how 
sorry he was that the throne had been 
stolen. but wasn't there something else 
I 'd like to trade for the cattle ? All of a 
sudden there was the sound  of cracking 
wood : down through the ceil ing came the 
throne. I t  landed right on the chief and 
crushed h!m to death. The old fellow had 
hidden the throne up  above on a platform 
of branches which chose that moment to 
let go. All  of which leads to the moral of  
the story," said Natalie. 

"Moral ?"  I said. "What moral ?"  
"People who live in grass houses 

should not stow thrones." 
A wave of nausea hit me. I had a sud

den poignant memory of that valley in 
I taly with the sound of gunfire coming 
up through the vineyards. 

I was too upset to remain. I made some 
excuse and went home. In the morning, 
Natalie called. I made up a story about 
an a l lergy to tropical fungi that my doc
tor had just discovered. T knew that I 
could not go with her on the expedition. 
There was a wall between us that could 
never be broken down. 

I went back to my work and, in six 
months. was my old self again-that is, 
unti l  I met Sarah. 

Sweet, beautiful Sarah ! If yon read 
this, wonderful girl. I hope it will hel p 
you to understand and forgive me. There 
is a place in my heart for yon, although I 
can never love you again as before . . . .  

We met at a society ball, one of  
those dismal affairs that  I was 
forced to attend because my boss's 

wife was one of the sponsors. I was 
standing off to the side of the dance 
floor, trying not to be noticed, when 
suddenly I caught sight of  Sarah danc· 
ing past. stately and poised, with a quiet 
smile on her lips. Instinctively, I 
moved forward and cut in. I do not even 
remember with whom she was dancing. 

From that first moment. as T glided 
across the dance floor with Sarah in my 
arms, I knew that we  were predestined 
for each other. I remember looking down 
at her and saying, "Is it with you the way 
it is  with me?" 

She smiled u p  at me.  ' ' 1  al ways knew 
it would be this way." :;he said simply. 
Then she pressed her head down against 
my shoulder and we were suddenly alone 
in  a world in which the other couples 
were only dull shadows. 

As I came to know Sarah better, my 
love and respect for her deepened. Her 
whole being radiated the inner warmth 
that was but one facet of her wonderful 
personality. She carried herse lf with a 
simple grace and beauty, whether she 
was wearing dungarees and an old sweat 
shirt or the most expensive of gowns. 

S arah and I had dined often at 
Sun Foo's ; we loved the intimacy 
of the restaurant as wel l as its 

excel lent N orth China euisine. l thought 
i t  only fitting that I take her there on 
the night I p lanned to propose. 

I had the ring in my pocket and a little 
speeeh memorized. A fter dinner we would 
drive out to a place I knew that. over
looked the Palisades. There, with the 
moonl ight spark ling on the waters of the 
Hudson, I would ask the question that 
would make me the happiest of men. 
There was no doubt in  my mind that she 
would accept. 

We lingered over our dinner. As we 
sipped a last cup of tea, Sarah said, "You 
know, I like this p lace even better t han 
Chan's Restaurant in  San Francisco." 

"Oh ?" I said. 
"Yes," she s·aid, "I  hope you can see 

Chan's someday. He had the most beauti· 
ful collection of  Oriental teaks before 
they were stolen." 

"Stolen ? "  I said. 
"Yes, it was very strange. Chan no

ticed some of them missing one morning. 
The bare footprints of  a smal l  boy were 
leading out of the restaurant." 

"A boy ?"  I said. 
"So Chan watched that evening." Sarah 

continued. "Pretty soon, a large bear 
came up to the restaurant, went inside, 
and, a few minutes later, came out with 
an armful of teaks." 

"Now wait a minute," I said. "Are you 
pu l l ing my leg?"  

"Sure. A boy-foot Lear with teaks of  
Chan ! "  

Again came the agonizing memory o f  
Italy, of  Hans and his mother, o f  the icy 
water of that ditch. How l got through 
the rest of  that evening I shall never 
know. The ring never left my pocket. I 
pleaded a headache and took Sarah home 
early. I forced myself  tn kis� her good
night. I have never seen her sinee. 

The next weeks were torture for me. 
Sarah called me two or three times a day. 
At first I lied to her. making up fictitious 
appointments that kept me from seeing 
her. Then. later, I had to tell her the 

The door opened, and a girl stepped out-the most beautiful girl I had ever seen. 
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truth : I could never see her again. She 
wept when I told her. and between sobs 
demanded to know what she had done 
wrong. I did not have the courage to tell 
her. I hope, Sarah, that you wi l l  read 
this and understand. 

At last, I could stand the strain j-\_ no longer. I fled New York and 
headed west. The Harveys, old 

friends of my parents, owned a ranch in  
Colorado. I drove night and day, arriving 
there in a state of <.:omplete collapse. 
They took me in and put me to Led. 

I ran a high fever for a week, but then 
began to revive. It was to Joan, the Har
veys' daughter, that I probably owe my 
re<.:overy. She was an outdoors girl, cer
tainly more at home in a saddle than in 
a sickroom. But she stayed by my side 
through the crisis of my il lness. She fed 
me, rubbed my back, read to me. Then, 
when I had recovered some ·of my 
strength, she took me on long rides 
through the countryside. I found that I 
took to ranching ; the outdoor life 
strengthened my body and my mind. 
Those days of horror in New York be
came just dim memories. 

Then one evening, as we dismounted 
at the corral, I caught Joan in my arms 
as she lipped from the saddle. 

"I was wondering just how long it 
would take you," she said after the first 
long kiss. 

In the weeks that followed, I began to 
learn the work of running a ranch. with 
Joan always by my side with a helping 
hand or a word of encouragement. I knew 
that I cou ld never return to New York. 
This was the life for me, among simple, 
straightforward people. 

It was obvious to the Harveys how 
things stood between myself and their 
daughter, and they welcomed me into 
their family as a son. One afternoon, 
Joan and I took a long ride u p  into the 
hills. There, beside a sparkling brook, 
with the sun casting long shadows on 
the red-rock canyon walls, I asked for her 
hand in marriage. Without hesitation, she 
accepted my proposal. 

The ranchers from miles around came 
to our engagement party. There was a 
roast steer and barrels of beer. Later, we 
gathered around the big stone fireplace 
in the ran<.:h hou e to sing songs and ex
change favorite stories. It was then that 
i t  happened. 

"You ought to tel l him about the rary 
bird, Joan," someone said during a lull 
in the conversation. 

"Yes," said her father. "Tell him about 
the rary bird." 

"Okay," said Joan. "My cousin in Aus
tralia sent it to us when it was only a 
baby. It was a funny, awkward creature 
with stuhby wing�. It only weighed two 
pounds. We figured it was just about fall
grown, but it certainly wasn't. We gave 
it the run of the house. It was an alert 
creature and it would eat almost every
thing we gave it." 

"Sure," interje<.:ted Mr. Harvey, "what 
an appetite ! It would eat anything in 
sight : grass, breacl. meat-anything. And 
it sure grew in a hurry." 

"Pretty soon. we had to put it out 
back. in a pen." said .loan. "It wasn't 
vicious or anything, but as it got larger 
it started knocking over the furniture in 
the house. 

"It kept on growing and. finally, we 
had to let it out on the range. It wan-
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dered around there for weeb, always 
growing. We would see it looming up on 
the horizon every now and then. It then 
got so large it could walk over any of 
the fences." 

"Now j ust one minute • . •  " I started 
to say. 

Joan held up her hand. "Wait," she 
said, "until I've finished." 

I was silent, hut a stab of fear ran 
through me. 

"Then it stepped on a neighbor's cow, 
and we realized that it had to he de
stroyed." said .l oan. "It wa� so large we 
couldn't shoot it and leave it to rot. So 
we dedded to take it up to Red Rim 
Canyon and dump it over the ed�e. We 
got all the neighbors together and roped 
it. It  didn't rea l ly re;.:ist. hut looked at us 
with its big, sad eye ·. We dragged it to 
the rim of the canyon and startecl t.o push 
it over. The canyon is about a thousand 
feet deep at that point. 

"Just. as we pushed i t  over, it spoke. 
You know what it said ? "  

I did not reply, but braced myself. 
"That's an awfu l long way to tip a 

rary." said .loan. 
It  was more horrible than I could have 

imagined. The room exploded in a red 
flash before me. Not knowing what I wus 
doing, I hurled the contenb of my hecr 
mug straight into Joan's fal'e. Then T was 
on my feet and running. I had to get away 
from this cur.·e that pur�ued me. I dashed 
for my car and gunned the engine into 
l ife. I heard puzzled, angry voices �hout
ing hehind me. I spun the car into the 
road and was off. not knowing in which 
direction I was heading, not caring, j ust 
wanting to escape. 
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For how many hours I drove, I do not 
know. I only remember longing for a 
place of solitude among s!mple people. I 
found myself driving down a wooden 
valley in Oregon, on a narrow one-lane 
road. I came through the pines into the 
main street of a little village ; neat white 
houses were clustered along the road. 
The town was peal'efu l ;  it drew me to its 
quiet comforts. 

Down at the end of the main street, the 
road crossed a small river. There was no 
bridge, just a ferry-an old barge guided 
by an arrangement of cables strung 
across the stream. 

A little cabin stood near where tlw 
ferry was beached on the river hank. I 
drove down to it and stopped the car. A 
man sat in the sunlight, fast asleep. with 
his chair slanted back against the cabin 
wall and an old straw hat tilted down 
over his eyes. 

Then the door of the cabin opened and 
a girl stepped out. She was truly the most 
beautiful girl I had ever seen. She was 
dressed simply in a homemade gingham 
dress, but she walked with the poise of  
a princess. Her jet black hair  flowed in 
a long sweep over her shoulders. She 
smiled at me. 

"Good afternoon," she said. "The toll 
is fifteen cents." 

"I'm not sure I want to cross the 
river," I said. " I  like this town and might 
want to stay a day or two. I s  there a 
hotel in town ?"  

"No," she said, smiling. "No hotel , 
but my mother always puts up  
anyone who wants to stay." 

"That sounds wonderful," I said. There 
was a moment of silence. Then I said, "I 
hope you won't think I'm being forward, 
but what is a beautiful girl like you do
ing in a little town like this? You 
should be in Hollywood right now." 

"Thank you," she said modestly. 
"Mother is always telling me I'm the 
town belle, but T don't really believe her. 
Besides, I couldn't leave here even if I 
wanted to." 

"What's that?" I said. 
"I must stay and collect the tolls," she 

said. 
"Now just a minute," I said. "this is a 

free country. You're over twenty-one. You 
can do what you please. Is someone fore· 
ing you to work here?"  

"Yes," she said sadly, "someone is." 
"Whq is he?" I demanded. "Show him 

to me. We'll settle this thing right now." 
The old man sitting beside the cabin 

slowly tilted his chair forward and lifted 
his hat. When he spoke, I knew that my 
curse was  upon me forever and  that I 
would never escape it, though I might 
travel to the ends of the earth. 

"You ask for whom the belle tolls," he 
said. "She tolls for me." THE END 
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I 
America's foremost writer of mystery and suspense 

takes you for a n ig htmare voyag e on the h i g h  
seas i n  search of a m iss i ng g i rl and the escaped convict 

who ho ped to use her  as a d ecoy for m u rd e r  I I I I 

BY J O H N  D. M AC DONALD I L L U S T R A T E D  B Y  A L  B U E L L  

S ometimes the hot night wind of 
Florida brings bad dreams. I slept 
deep in a heartbreak dream of the 

girl who was lost and gone, of my Judy, 
no longer mine, no longer wife. I n  my 
dream I looked out of blackness into a 
l ighted room where she sm:led upon a 
faceless man the way she had always 
smiled at me. 

I came bursting up out of the dream, 
tense, sweaty, wide-awake. The curtain 
whipped and writhed in moonlight. I did 
not know what I listened for until it came 
again, a lv scratching against the cop
per scree1�i ;1g three feet from my head. 

I slid the bottom drawer of the night 
stand open. and fumbled an oily cloth 
open to take the gun into my hand, feel
ing more as�ured but self-consciously 
dramatic. remembering the last time I 
had used it, months ago. to pot a palm
tree rat eating from the bird feeder. It 
was loaded, a� guns should always be. 
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As I rolled off the bed toward the win
dow, one knee against the harshness of 
the rattan matting, the scratching sound 
came again, and I heard a voice almost 
lost in the wind sounds, hoarse, urgent, 
cautious, speaking my name. 

"Sam ! Sam Brice ! "  
"Who i s  i t?" 
"It's Charlie, Sam. Charlie Haywood. 

Let me in. Don't turn on any lights." 
I went through my small living room 

and out onto the screened porch and let 
him in.  I smelled him as he entered. He 
stank of the s"wamps, of sweat and panic 
and flight. His voice was a half whisper, 
and I could sense the exhaustion in him. 

He found a straight chair near the 
k!tchen alcove, and sighed as he sat 
down. "You know about me. Sam ?" 

"I read the papers. You've been news 
for five days, Charlie." 

"They making any good guesses about 
where I am ?" 

"The dogs tracked you south from the 
road camp before they lo�t you. They 
think you're heading for the Keys." 

"Those goddam dogs. I circled back, 
Sam, after I thought I'd fooled tho�e god
dam dogs. I did some swimming. My God, 
I did some swimming. Gut any cold milk '?"  

I thumbed the top  off a new hott le  and 
handed it to him, and sat near him. 

"My God, that's good ! I'd forgotten 
j ust how good." 

I went back into the bed·room and 
stowed the gun away and looked at 
the luminous dial of my alarm clock. 

Twenty minutes after three. 
When I turned, he was close to me. 
"I wouldn't want you to use the phone, 

Sam." 
Anger was quick. "You made the 

choice, boy. You came to me. If you fig
ured it wrong, it's too late now. I f  T'm 
going to turn you in, you can't stop me." 



When the bea m came too close for comfort, I sa id,  "D ive." 
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WHER£ iS JANiCE GANTRY? (cont.) 

"I'm sorry," he said humbly. "I'm not 
thinking so good, Sam." 

" ice of you," I said, "to count me in 
on thi · .  It's just what I need." 

"I've got to have help from somebody. 
I took the chance you'd still be living out 
here, a place I could get to, and st i l l  liv
ing alone, Sam. I knew you don't scare 
easy. And, working for yourself, you've 
got more freedom to move around. And 
one time you hinted about a dirty deal 
you got-j ust enough so I guess you 
know how it feels to . . .  get set up for 
something you didn't do." 

"For som-ething you didn't do ! "  
On the basis o f  a l l  the facts, Charlie 

Ha}'11'ood would have trouble peddling 
his innocence. More than two years ago, 
he had been a car salesman at the Mel 
Fifer Agency here in Florence City. The 
busines I own and operate had brought 
me in contact with him. He was a likeable 
kid. about twenty-three, a little too mild 
to be a good car sale>:man. but. because 
he lived with his widowed mother, who 
had a smal l  income and rented rnoins to 
tourists. he didn't have to earn much. I'd 
had a few beers with him and cased him 
as one of those low-pressure kids who, i f  
h e  could find a bride with enough clrive 
and guts. might make a tidy, happy l ife 
for himself. 

It had flattered me a little to he with 
him, hecau;:e he hadn't forgotten I was 
one of his childhood heroes. When he had 
been in grade school, I'd been Sam Brice, 
fullback, the big ground-gainer in the 
West Coast Florida Conference. with of
fers from every semi-pro college team in 
the East. He was willing to forget that 
out of my own arrogance and stupidity I 
had let the wide world whip me. and 1 
had come home. after three seasons with 
the ational Football League, with my 
tail tucked down and under. 

Ayway, as the newspapers brought 
out. Cha·rlie Haywood had been 
acting erratic for several weeks. He 

drove out onto H or;:e�hoe Key late one 
March afternoon. broke into the luxuri
ous beach residence of a Mr. Maurice 
Weber who had recently been a customer 
of the Mel Fi fer Agency. and was appre
hended while trying to pry loo;:e a wall 
safe set i nto the rear wall of a bedroom 
closet. Mr. Weber had found him there, 
had held a gun on him, disarmed him, 
and called the sheriff's office. 

Charlie had spent I hree weeks in the 
County Jail awaiting the next session of 
the Circuit Court. He pleaded guilty and 
was sentenced to five years. I heard that, 
after a month at the state prison at Rai
ford, he had been transferred to one of 
the state mad camps down in the 'Glades. 

After twenty-eight months. I could still 
remember the gossip at the time he was 
sent up-how Weher had paid for a new 
car with cash, so maybe there was more 
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cash at thP house. Charlie had been 
drinking too much, and his performance 
had been so poor the sales manager had 
warned him that he'd either have to 
straighten out or be fired. 

"I pleaded guilty, Sam. I had to. It was 
the only thing I could do. That was the 
way it seemed at the time. But one day, a 
month ago, it all seemed to come to
gether in my mind, a l l  the loose parts o f  
it, and  I knew I'd been the worst damn 
fool the world has ever seen, and I had to 
get out and come back here and prove it 
was al l  lies, everything she said to me." 

"Who?"  
"Charity Weber. The hel l with bring

ing you into all that. Sam. It's my prob
lem. I'll do it my own way." "W7 hat do you want from me? "  

" [  want c lothes, sleep, and a 
chance to get clean. Nobody will 

know I was here, Sam. I'm in bad shape 
right now, but I'll come back fa t. They 
did one thing for me, Sam. They made me 
tough enough for what I've got to do. I'm 
not that guy you used to know, Sam." 

"This puts me in a hell of a spot." 
"I know that. I didn't tell you one of  

the  reasons I came here. it's because I'd 
do the same thing for you." 

There is no good answer to that state
ment. 

After a long pause, I said, "Okay, 
Charlie. But I wish I knew more about 
a l l  this." 

"All you have to know is that I give 
you my word I'm not guilty. And the rea
son I pleaded guilty is because . . .  I 
would have died for her, and she knew i t  
and so did he, so five years seemed like 
a little favor, something I was anxious to 
do. I wasn't . . .  equipped to handle a 
woman like that." 

His words brought my lost Judy back 
into my mind so vividly, I knew she had 
been in my dreams in  all  the windy night. 

I could smell new trouble coming, but 
I told myself  to let him get the rest he 
needed, so that when he was himself 
again, I could talk him into letting me 
call Sheriff Pat M illhaus to come for him. 

While he showered and used my rawr, 
I carried the foul wad of his 'prison 
clothing and ruined shoes out behind the 
garage to a corner out of the wind. buried 
the stuff deep, and stomped the soil flat. 
I tossed a pair of my pajamas into the 
bathroom. I was making up the spare 
bed in my bedroom when he came out. 

He sat on the bed and said, "Made it. 
More than a hundred miles acros that 
crazy empty country. Sloughs and ham
mocks and saw grass." He lay back and 
pul led the sheet and the siHgle cotton 
blanket up, sighed, and went to sleep. 

After I watched dawn turn to morning, 
I wrote a note for G�arlie Haywood. "I've 
locked the place up. I've laid out clothes 
that should fit you. Look around and 
you'l l find orange juice, coffee. Pte. 
There's eggs, milk. bacon. fresh-caught 
fish in the ice box. Help yourself. :\obody 

i� likely to c�me here during the day. I 'l l  
be back sometime this a fternoon." 

I laid out a brown knit �port i<hirt that 
had been too small for me from the day I 
bought it, and some khaki pants that had 
shrunk so that they, too. were too small .  

After I l ocked the cottage. I drove the 
four miles north into Florence City. I t  
was �1onday morning, the fifteenth day 
of August, and getting stickier and hotter 
every minute. A fter I got my mail out of 
my post-office box, I drove on out across 
City Bridge to the commercial area 
on Horseshoe Key adjacent to Orange 
Beach. parked my old Ford ranch wagon 
behind the office, and walked a..:ros� to 
Cy\ Lunch and Sundries for breakfast. 

"You early as can be. Sam." he said. 
"It's !\'Iunday. Cyrus. New week. New 

start. Energy. Cit up and go.'' He sighed 
and busted my two eggs onto the gri l l .  

I found one smal l  story about the H ay
wood escape on the lower half of the 
third page. They were stil l  looking for 
him. They expected In recapt tfre him any 
minute. They thought he had stolen a 
car in Clewiston and that he'd aban
doned it in Tampa. 

When l walked across to the ollice 
after breakfast, Sis Gantry had j ust ar
rived to open it up. The big rackety air 
conditioner had just begun to work. Ac
tually the cinder-block �true! ure is I he 
p lace of business of Tom Earle. realtor. 
It is one big room with his private offi..:e 
and the wa�hrooms and storage room par
titioned off in the rear. There arc .. even 
desks in the big room, with six of them 
used by his as�ociates and his c lerieal 
help, and one of them rented to me. I am 
Automotive Appraisal A sociate;;, which 
is a large name for a one-man firm. The 
month l y  figure I pay him covers desk 
space. phone :<ervice, and the right to 
have my name in sma ll  print on the door. 

Sis Gantry faked vast surpri�e and 
said, "In before nine? That crummv 
shack of yours mu;;L have burned down.;

, 

Her name is Janice, but she is never 
called anything except Sis. She i� a local 
girl with eight brothers, four older and 
four younger. She i>: a big-boned bru
nette, full of life and bourwe and �parkle, 
a truly warmhearted person. She has a 
wide, hearty mouth. a �ond figure-firm, 
rounded, and ample-and dark blue eye . 

Sis and I will never he at ease with 
each other. It started wrong w ith 
us ; after a while it became obvi

ous it should never have "tartcd at a l l .  I 
met her four years ago. Tirey had 
whipped me and I had come back to my 
own home town. know in� I shnu ld give a 
damn about what happened tn the rest of 
my l i fe, but finding it  hard to care. T had 
been in town a month. ancl I was doing 
rough carpentry work for one of the local 
builders, when I mel her. She was j u�t 
getting over hcing wh!pped. Sire was 
twentv-five then. and J wa;: a vear older. 
She l;ad made one of thn�e 

.
impo��ihle 

marriages, to a wild man-p,.ychotic, 



alcoholic, vicious. A girl with less opti
mism and vitality than Sis would have 
gotten out of it in the first year. But she 
stuck i t  out for four childless, incredible 
years, until he shot her in the throat and 
himself in the roof of the mouth. She sur
vived only because there was a very good 
man on the ambulance. 

We were a coupie of prominent misfits 
in Florence City, so we joined forces and 
talked out our problems. She liked to 
have a project and she elected me. She 
got me to look seriously for some kind of 
work that would suit me. Old Bert Shil
der at the Central Bank and Trust, who 
had known my parents all their lives until 
they drowned in the Gulf  fifteen years 
ago, put me onto this accident appraisal 
business and got me a job with a firm 
over in Miami. After four months, T knew 
enough about the business to take the 
chance of starting up on my own in 
Florence City. 

I t was Sis who reviewed my frail 
finances, decided I should own a 
place rather than rent one, and found 

the old bay shore cottage on one acre 
of overgrown land four miles· south of  the 
city line. She was working for Tom Earle 
by then, and she knew it was a steal, and, 
after she had bul lied me into it. she felt 
�he had earned the right to hel p me fix 
it up. And it was Sis who wangled the 
desk space in Tom Earle's beach office. 

And it was Sis. of course, who made a 
secondary project of decorating the bach
elor cottage, and came one night, with 
kitchen curtains, and stayed too late. I 
feel no great compulsion to think up  
excuses for us-and probably neither 
does Sis. We would have been better off 
had we kept the early uncomplicated re
lationship. But it was proximity at work, 
and a genuine fondness, and our individ
ual emotional vulnerability at that time. 
Maybe she wanted to hel p heal the wound 
Judy had left. I don't know. 

She finally-out of some necessary fe
male rational ization-convinced herself 
it was love. Marriage is what goes with 
love. The wife-to-be should spur her hus
band-to-be on to ever greater feats of 
wage earning. T could not say she began 
to nag. That would not be fair to her. She 
began to apply a gentle and ever-increas
ing pressure so that, at last. it was no 
longer any fun, and we drifted apart. 

"No," I told her. "My house did not 
burn down. I'm early to work because I 
am industrious. efficient, trustworthy, 
honest, loyal, obedi-" 

"Spare me," she said. "Let me get used 
to the shock." She went to her desk. 

I knew. as on other mornings. that 
desire would never completely die. We 
had been too close. I knew she was now 
dating a lawyer, a widower. but in all the 
arrogance of male vanity, I told myself  
that I could start the whole meaningless 
thing all over again. I t  is one of the 
familiar daydreams of all males. But I 
knew it could never be started again from 

the very beginning, and that had been the 
best part of it, all  the ways and discov
eries of our beginning. 

I sighed and put my mind on my un
opened mail. At least I had found a job 
I liked. A group of automobile insurance 
companies. employed me, on a fee basis, 
to appraise physical damage to vehicles 
so that claims could be equitably ad
j usted. Lawyers and adj usters handled 
the problems of blame. I had to keep the 
greedy claimant from getting a complete 
body job out of one dented fender, and 
also keep the insurance company in
volved from trying to weasel out of pay
ing for all legitimate damage from t.he 
particular accident. Success depended 
upon my being as fair as possible. 

During each tourist season I worked 
long, rugged hours, because our roads 
were ful l of Yankees who leaped at each 
other with a great clanging of tail fins 
and gnashing of grillwork. I could make 
enough in those months to see me through 
the reduced income and lazy hours of the 
rest of the year. I did not want to expand, 
service more companies, acquire a staff 
and an office of my own. [ had food. cloth
ing, shelter, tobacco, and liquor sufficient 
for my temperate needs. I had a small 
boat and time to fish from it, and a shot
gun and time to hunt with it. 

Sis turned around suddenly, and said, 
"Hey, did they wake you up last night 
with a mess of sirens down your way ?" 

"Sirens?"  I asked blankly. 
"I heard it on my car radio this morn

ing. Some old man spotted Charlie Hay
wood down your way at about two in the 
morning. He reported seeing him duck 
back into the brush down near Cass Road. 
That's about a mile south of you. The 
radio said state and county police went 
down there." 

"I think it would be pretty stupid for 
Charlie to head back here, don't you ? "  

" I  don't really know, Sam. I guess I'm 
pulling for him to get away. Does that 
mean I've got a criminal mind ?" 

"Probably," I said. "I slept through the 
sirens." 

"The wind kept waking me all night. [ 
never sleep right when it's windy. You 
know Charlie. don't you ?" 

I shrugged. "Casually. I know most of 
the boys in the automobile ageneies in 
the area. I had a few beers with Charlie 
Haywood. Pleasant kid, I thought." 

"Not a .safe breaker, or safe cracker, 
or whatever they call them." 

"But he admitted it." 
"I  know he did. but that doesn't mean 

I can't find it hard to believe." 

Just then Jennie Benjamin came in, a 
round and florid woman ; she crossed 
to her desk, and banged her straw 

purse down upon it. She had parlayed a 
real estate license and a cheerfully abu
sive personality into a good living by 
skilfully bullying the indecisive into 
renting or buying property they did not 
particularly like. 

I gave Sis my best guess as to when I 
would be back. I had two calls to make. I 
drove up to Venice and rechecked some 
rear-end damage to a Porsche which had 
been smacked at a stop sign. The com
pany adjuster had told me the estimate 
seemed too high, and he had mailed me a 
photostat of it from Tampa. I got the 
foreign-car parts book out of my wagon 
and checked the rear bumper segments 
and bumper guards and the al lowable 
labor costs of replacement. It checked 
out a ·  a fair estimate. I continued on 
north to Sarasota, where [ checked out 
a toughie. 

I had lunch and, as I drove back down 
through Venice to Florence City, I de
bated stopping at the office, but figured 
it would be best to go right back home. 

As I slowed to turn into my shell drive 
between the two big pepper trees, 1 won
dered if the police, checking the area, 
had looked my place over. If they ha1l 
found Charlie there, it might put me in a 
spot I 'd have trouble talking my way out 
of, but it might work out for the best. I f  
they hadn't found him, I hoped he was 
willing, ready, and able to leave. 

I parked by the porch and as I walked 
across the porch to the living room door, 
it opened for me and Charlie Haywood 
backed away to let me in. He held my .38 
revolver in his right hand, aimed straight 
down at the floor. 

"Nice friendly welcome, Charlie," I 
said, and slammed the door. 

"I didn't know who it was." 
"Somebody you might have to kill, 

maybe?"  
" I  don't want to kill anybody. I j ust 

want to be left alone until I do what I 
have to do." He placed the gun carefully 
on the end table by the couch, half con
cealed by the big ash tray I keep there. 

He took the cigarette I offered, with 
obvious eagerness. "I found the gun when 
I was hunting for cigarettes, Sam." 

"I didn't think, or I would have left 
some." 

Two years at the c�mp had toughened 
this boy. He seemed much more calm 
than I wou ld have been under the cir
cumstances. 

"Anybody bother you while r was gone?"  
"The phone rang · once. Eight rings 

before they gave up. That's all." 
"What are your plans. Charl ie ?" 
"Get more slee1) and then get out  of 

your hair at dusk.  Can you drive me into 
town ? Then that wil l be the end of it." 

"You'll be �pntted inside of one min
ute. won't you ?" 

"T found a couple of things you maybe 
could give me. I coulrl pay you later on, 
if  things work out." He got .up and went 
into the bedroom. He came out wearing 
an old ba�eball hat of mine, with the bill 
pulled well down. He wore big mirrored 
sunglasses. And the shape of his face 
was subtly but so completely changed, I 
would not have recognized him. 

"You can have the hat and the glasses, 
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but what have you done to your face?"  
"Cotton between my lips and my gums, 

and a couple of wads in my cheeks. Sam. 
It changes your voice, too. I heard about 
it in that camp. Is it going to work ? "  

" I  think it will. Nobody around here 
has seen you in more than two years." 

"I don't know what I would have done 
if you hadn't been willing to help me, 
Sam. I was right at the end. I didn't have 
anything left." He picked the cotton out 
of his mouth, put it in the shirt pocket, 
took off the hat and glasses, and sat down 
to finish his coffee. 

"You were identified, at two in the 
morning, a mile or so south of 
here. Cass Corners. So the cops 

are checking the whole area." 
He stared at me and then cursed bit

terly. "I was so tired, I wasn't tracking 
right. The wind kept me from hearing 
that car coming and, like a damn fool, 
I turned and looked at the lights for a 
second before I ran into the brush. I t  
makes it a little rougher, I guess." 

"Somebody told me, this morning, that 
she was sure you hadn't done anything 
criminal. She brought you up because 
she'd heard the radio report on your be
ing ><een in the area." 

"Who?"  
"Sis Gantry." 
"So she got her own name back? I 

hoped she would." 
"She petitioned the court and had it 

restored." 
He looked beyond me. his face soften

ing perceptibly. "I used to run around 
with two of the Gantry boys who were 
my age. Billy and Sid. That's how I got 
to notice Sis. I knew her, but I wasn't 
aware of her until I was. I gue�s, about 
fourteen and she was eighteen. And then 
I got the damnedest crush on her. God, 
how I hated tho"e big guys who were dat
ing her! Is she just as rugged a she used 
to be?"  

"I f  a runaway tiger jumped through 
the window, Sis Gantry would "cold it for 
breaking the window, scratch it behind 
the ear to show "he wasn't really mad, 
then cook it a steak." 

He stood up. "I'l l wash this "tuff and 
then go get a nap. You going out again ? "  

"J'II be bark a little after six." I 
looked at my watch. "It'll be dark enough 
by 7 :30 to drive you in. Where do you 
want ' to be left off?" 

"I've decided to give that a little more 
thought. Sam. 'rn know by the time you 
take me in." 

I left him my cigarettes, relocked the 
cottage. and drove into town over the 
bridge to the office near Orange Beach. 
Neither Sis nor .Jennie Benjamin was 
there. I knew the boss man wouldn't be 
in. Tom Earle was taking a summer va
cation at a Canadian fishing lodge. Vince 
A very was there, in persuasive, low-
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voiced conversation with a well-padded 
female prospect. 

Alice .Jessup came over to my desk as I 
sat down, and gave me a phone slip to 
return a Tampa call. She is a sallow, 
timid girl in her twenties. 

"Can you fit i.n a little dictation, 
Alice ?" I asked her. 

She blushed. as she invariably does, 
and said. "Oh. sure, it's real dead around 
here, believe me. I 'l l  get my book." 

Sis and A lice kept separate accounts of  
any time spent on my work and billed 
me at the end of  each month. I dictated 
the three reports, then returned the Tam
pa call and learned of two new appraisals 
to make, one in Osprey and one in Punta 
Gorda, and I would get the pertinent 
papers in the morning mail. I walked a 
half block south on Orange Road to stand 
in the murky chill of the Best Beach Bar 
and treat mysel f to a Vodka gimlet and 
argue the pennant race with fat, opinion
ated Gus Herka, owner, proprietor, and 
bartender. 

When we had exhausted basebalL he 
said, "Hey, how about that Charlie Hay
wood ? He was a customer, you know i t?  
Not  a steady customer. J ust sometimes. 
Nice-looking boy, Sam. You figure like 
they say he's come back here, hey, may
be ? Why should he do that ? Three years 
to go, more when they catch him. Stupid, 
you know i t ?"  

"Pretty stupid, Gus," I agreed. 
Though I was, at the moment, the only 

customer, he leaned toward me in a 
heavily conspiratorial manner. 

"A week before he got arrested, he 
came in here late, a little bit drunk, not 
too bad, lipstick all around his mouth, 
bought a bottle. Six bucks. Edgy, he acted. 
Like he would fight anybody. Not like 
himself at all, you know it? He went out 
with the bottle and drove away. I looked 
out. He had a woman with him. Saw her 
under the street lights, just the hair on 
her head, silver as a dime, floozy hair." 

"So what does that prove, Gus?"  
"You are stupid. Sam; you  know it ? A 

nice boy like that, he has a cheap woman 
making him edgy and drunk, and she 
needles him and needles him to come up  
with b ig  money, so  he tries something 
foolish. I seen it a dozen times before, 
you know i t?"  

I told him he was a great psycholo!!;ist, 
and walked back to the office. The 
reports were done and on my desk, 

errorless. Alice Jessup was waJtmg for 
Sis to come back and lock up, but I told 
her I would stay and wait. 

I had ten minutes alone in the office 
before Sis came to a screeching stop out 
front and trotted in. 

"Hey, I rented a house," she said. 
"Good deal." 
"In August any kind of a deal is good." 

She came and sat on the corner of my 
desk and looked down at me. "How are 
you doing. Sam ?" she asked. "Have you 
got a girl these days ? "  

"No girl. It's lonely, but it's peaceful." 
"I know what's wrong with you, Sam. 

It took me a long time. But now I know 
what it is." 

"The brand Judy left on me?" 
"You enjoy bleeding over .J udy. don't 

you ? Not that, Sam. No. It's something 
basic in you. You've never decided what 
you are, Sam. You want to be all meat 
and muscle and reflexes. You want to 
deny how bright and intuitive and sensi
tive you are. You're a complex animal, 
Sam. You try not to think, and so you 
think too much. You couldn't just plain 
love, Sam. You thought us to deal h. You 
like to  talk ignorant and at.:t ignorant. 
I t's a protet.:tive coloring. Maybe you 
think it's manly. I don't know. You �eem 
to have to . . .  diminish yourself." 

I faked a yawn. "You overcomplicate 
it. I 'm a simple guy, with simple needs." 

"Oh sure. That guard certainly comes 
up fast when anybody tries to get too 
close to you. Anyway, what I want to tell 
you i s  I think I might get married to 
Cal MacAllen." 

"Lve him?"  
"I  like and  respect him. Maybe 

that question is academic. 1 loved 
Pritch like crazy. I'm twenty-nine, Sam, 
and time is beginning to run out. He's 
forty-four, and wise and loving ; he makes 
me feel completely girlish. I think I know 
what I 'm getting into, Sam. The male
female thing isn't something I'd have to 
look up  in  the World Book Encyclopedia, 
exactly. He'll always miss his first wife a 
little, and I won't res.ent that. I get along 
fine with those two college kids of his. 
Should I do it, Sam ? Should I try to 
make it work ?" 

"And you're asking me?" 
She suddenly grinned, with sel f-mock

ery, and a gaudy joy. "Heck, no, Brice. 
I'm not asking you, I 'm telling you. 
You're j ust the first to know I 'm going to 
say yes to him in a few days. maybe even 
tomorrow. Pretending to ask you was just 
one of those silly games we women feel 
obligated to play." 

"Then tell him, for me, he's a very 
lucky guy, and I'l l  buy you a drink on it 
right now." 

"I've got that lea"e to fix up. and I 
couldn't tell him anyway. Sam. He'� hor
ribly jealous of you. Some fool talked us 
u p  to him." 

I wished her the be�t of  po��ihle lurk 
and happiness, ki�sed her soft cheek. and 
walked out to the oven heat of  my �tal ion 
wagon, · feel ;ng unaccountably forlorn. 
cheated, and left out of thing". She rould 
name one after me. Sam would he a 
dandy name for a girl. A" I drove over 
the bridge toward the mainland to check 
a claim that I could contact only after 
working hours. I became sourly amn�ed 
at myself. I shouldn't worry about getting 
over Sis Gantry when I hadn't yet recov
ered from Judy Caldwell. 

I met Judy Caldwell during my la"t 
year of  college ball. I was two months 



away from twenty-two, and she was a 
nineteen-year-old import, from .a girl's 
college in the east, flown in for the foot
ball week end by a fraternity brother who 
was so serious about her and had talked 
so much about her that we were prepared 
for a letdown. But when Judy entered the 
room, and when she smiled and looked 
around before saying a word, she turned 
all other females in the room to wax and 
ashes. With that careful-casual ruff of 
blonde hair, the mobile mouth, those bot
tomless violet eyes, and her trim, taut 
look of tension under control. I thought 
her the most alive thing I had ever seen 
in my life. Before I ever heard her voice, 
I wanted to own her forever. 

She was, in the most comprehensive 
meaning of  the phrase, a status symbol. 
In any given year, there are not many 
nineteen-year-old girls of  that wondrous 
breed. In a generation, there are pitifully 
few-in any age bracket. 

If you acquire one of them, you can 
walk them into any public place in the 
civilized world and be marked at once as 
a man of rare luck and special talent. 

Judy was one of that unique sisterhood 
and she was, of course, a status symbol. 
And she could not avoid or p-revent those 
things which weigh so heavily on the 
other end of  the scale. 

And the status symbol works both 
ways. You must be her symbol. also. De
feat is unforgivable, because she equates 
defeat with weakness. She who is content 
to belong to kings can never scrub cot
tages. She goes with success, and she 
leaves with it also. 

Ad once you have been showered by 
that special bounty, you can never 
fit yourself comfortably back into 

that world from which all magic has fled. 
She is in your nerves and your blood and 
your flesh forever. 

All you can do is try to avoid com
parison, because it can be a knife in your 
heart. I had tried. always, to keep her 
out of my mind when I was with Sis. 

I checked the freshly battered car in 
town. and so it was a little after seven on 
that August evening when T returned to 
my cottage. Charlie had just finished off 
a fried slab of fish I caught yesterday. He 
said he had slept until six. when the 
alarm had awakened him. He did not 
think the phone had rung again, or that 
anybody had knocked at my door. He said 
he was ready to go as soon as it was dark. 

"You certainly seem calm enough, 
Charlie." 

"When you know what you're going to 
do, tl�ere's no point in worrying any 
more. You can start worrying again if it 
doesn't work." 

"About the gun, I hope you're not go· 
ing to ask me if you can borrow it." 

"I won't need a gun. Sam, are you try
ing to find out what I'm going to do ?"  

" I  don't think I want to know. I have 
the feeling that I know more, now, that I 
want to know. You were picked up when 

you were working on the safe out at the 
Weber house. You got pretty bitter about 
Charity Weber. I can think of all kinds 
of things that could have been going on, 
and I don't want any more clues." 

H e opened the pack of cigarettes I 
had. brought, and said, "I guess 
you don't want to get mixed up  

in anything." 
"You're so right." 
"You got it the way you want it, I 

guess. That's the reason I came here. I 
knew you'd live quiet and keep your head 
down. I guessed you wouldn't turn me in, 
and I guessed you wou ldn't try to hel p 
too much. I can tell right now how anx
ious you are to be rid of me, so you can 
start forgetting you had anything to do 
with it." 

"I can let you have twenty bucks." 
"Thanks, Sam. It'll help. Even if I find 

out I don't need it, it  will  help the morale 
to have it in my pocket." 

We left at twenty minutes of eight. 
During the four-mile trip, he crouched on 
the floor beside me, one shoulder tucked 
down under the glove compartment. He 
asked to be let off in town, handy to some 
pay phone he could use with little chance 
of being seen and recognized. I suggested 
the outdoor booth at West Plaza, at the 
big shopping section, not far from the 
mainland end of City Bridge. The booth 
was brightly lighted, but set so deep in  
the  parking area, so  far from traffic, that 
it was unlikely anyone would come within 
a hundred feet of him. 

Charlie said it sounded all right. I 
pulled off into the shadows of the lot. The 
stores were closed, their night lights 
shining. The big drugstore was open, with 
fifteen or twenty cars parked close to it. 
All the rest was a dark desert of empty 
asphalt. He moved up  onto the seat, 
poked the cotton into place, tugged the 
bill of the cap down to eyebrow level. 
The sunglasses were in the breast pocket 
of the sport shirt, along with the ciga
rettes I had brought him. 

"Thanks a lot, Sam." he said. 
"Best of luck, Charlie." 
He got out of the wagon and walked 

toward the booth. I could see nothing 
furtive about the way he walked. He did 
not look back. I saw him step into the 
booth, close the folding door, and open 
the phone book. I swung around in a big 
arc and headed out onto the street. 

I could have gone home. That was what 
I wanted to do. I wanted to cook myself a 
meal, put the sheets and pajamas he had 
used in the laundry bundle, clean the 
place up, put Peggy Lee on the changer, 
and go sit on my screened porch in the 
dark, in the canvas womb of the safari 
chair, and drink some big drinks and 
think small, random, unimportant 
thoughts, and listen to Peggy, and forget 
the existence of Charlie Haywood. Sis 
was to be married. J udy was forever lost 
to me. Charlie would never bring me into 
his problems again. 

I will never understand why I didn't 
do j ust that. 

But there was something particularly 
touching about the gallantry of the new 
Charlie Haywood. He had been an inef
fectual boy. They had ground him into a 
man. Maybe I wanted to help him. More 
probably, I just wanted to watch. 

And maybe he had stung me a little 
with his remarks about my quiet life. It 
hurt my pride to have it pointed out, even 
though the big wheel had gone too fast 
for me and flung me off and I wasn't 
about to climb back on. 

So instead of heading on home, I 
doubled back and came back onto the 
parking lot from the far side. 

I parked on the far side of the cars 
near the drugstore. I stood up cautiously 
and looked out across the roofs of the 
cars toward the distant booth. He was 
still in there, and he was talking into 
the phone. T saw him hang up and step 
out of the booth. He came strolling to
ward the drugstore, giving a perfect imi
tation of a man killing time. I could 
guess how much the casual manner was 
costing him. 

I was back behind the wheel. I could 
see him through the windows of the car 
next to mine, a spare, shadowy figure in  
the  humid night. 

Now what? I asked myself. Sam Brice, 
public eye? On any TV show they would 
have cast me as the heavy. Maybe at 
thirty I would still have been acceptable 
for the rugged hero part had I not spent 
eleven seasons in football. Four in junior 
high and Florence City High, as All
State fullback. Four in the semi-pro 
brand of college baH played in Georgia, 
as defensive line backer and defensive 
end. Three seasons-almost three seasons 
-in the National Football League as a 
two hundred and fifteen pound offensive 
tackle, a little bit light for that kind of 
work, but compensating with both· quick
ness and balance. 

Take those eleven years of eating 
cleats, spitting blood, and being 
bounced off the turf, and add the 

unavoidable social fist fights, and you 
have a face to loan to bill collectors. 
Store teeth, a crooked jaw, a potato nose, 
miscellaneous scars and lumps, and a 
tracery of long-ago clamps and stitches. 
The weight is still at two hundred and 
fifteen, but it requires work and thought 
to keep it the·re, and I often wonder why 
I bother. An automatic reflex in the pride 
department, perhaps. 

The long minutes went by. 
At last, a curious thing happened. A 

stodgy little black Renault  turned in and 
went chugging across the great expanse 
of empty parking area. It gave one irri
table bleat of the horn. Charlie was al
ready on his way towards it. It  had 
stopped thirty feet from the phone booth. 

I didn't begin to actually believe i t  
until he had gotten into the l ittle car and 
it had started up again. Sis had pur-
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chased it way back when we had been 
together. She had driven out to the cot· 
tage with it many, many times. I didn't 
have to ask myself why she'd let herself 
be sucked in. Anything with a broken 
wing would get her immediate attention. 

Suddenly I realized it was my · fault. I 
had told Charlie of her blind belief in  
h is  innocence. He had needed someone 
for some service I either couldn't handle, 
or he had decided I wouldn't handle. He 
had been sorting over the people he knew, 
wondering whom to ask. And I had 
handed him Sis. 

"Damn you, Charlie Haywood," I mut
tered, and swung around in  amateur pur
suit. The streets of Florence City are 
very empty on any August evening. I 
knew Charlie would be alert for any car 
following them. I knew either of them 
would know my wagon ; Sis particularly. 

It helped to see them head directly for 
the causeway and City Bridge. Horseshoe 
Key is five miles long and, in all its 
length, it is seldom over a quarter mile 
wide. Orange Road is the paved road that 
extends the length of the Key. The one
mile commercial strip is right in the mid
dle of the Key opposite the bridge and 
includes the Orange Beach section. I f  
you turn right when you get onto the 
Key, you head north through the junkier 
part of the commercial section and then 
through an area of cottages and beach 
houses set too close together until the 
road ends at the North Pass Public 
Beach. If you turn south, you pass stores, 
bars, restaurants, and then a batch of 
pretentious motels with pretentious 
names, until suddenly you are in the land 
of the Large Money, the big homes you 
can't see from the road, and you can read 
all the neat signs that say No Stoppi):).g, 
No Trespassing, No Deep Breathing. · 

I hung back and didn't speed up unt:il 
I saw the Renault turn left. When I 
made the turn, th'e road was empty. 

The road was straight for so far, I knew 
they had ducked off, and I would have 
had a lot of trouble learning where, had 
I not seen too much light coming out of 
Tom Earle's office. 

I slowed down and, as I went by, I saw 
the two of them inside walking back to
ward Tom's private office. Evidently they 
had just walked in and she had clicked 
on the additional light a moment before 
I saw it. The Renault was tucked close to 
the side of the building, its lights out. 
When I went by again, I could see neither 
of them. I turned into the small parking 
area next to the Best Beach Bar, and

. 
cut 

the lights and motor. I should have gone 
home. If Sis got into any trouble, i t  
would b e  Cal MacAllen's problem, not 
mine. I could think of no reason in the 
world for her to have taken Charlie right 
to the office. It bothered me. 

I kept remembering how Tom's office 
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has two windows at the rear of the build- · 
ing. So I went back there, stepping on 
something that broke with a sharp snap
ping sound, then kicking an empty can a 
dozen feet-about as stealthy as a drunk
en actor falling into the drums. An un
seen cat spoke irritably to me. A mos
quito did slow rolls inside my ear. 

The blinds were down, the slats 
closed, but like most blinds, the 
closure was imperfect. From the 

fitst window I could see a section of the 
closed door and a segment of red leather 
couch. I could see part of the shoulder of 
the sport shirt I had given Charlie, and I 
had a close-up of the back of his ear, so 
close I was startled into backing away. I 
looked again, over his shoulder, and saw 
a slice of Sis's face. She was sitting at 
the desk, talking into Tom's phone. 

The windows were sealed shut. I could 
see the movement of her lips, but I could 
hear no sound. Charlie moved out of my 
range of vision and reappeared beside 
Sis, bending to whisper into her ear as 
she momentarily covered the mouthpiece. 

Many things dropped neatly into place. 
Charlie had been happy to sacrifice his 
freedom in some unknown favor to Char
ity Weber. He had changed his mind in  
prison. He  had  to  get hold of Charity. 
She would be the one who could clear 
him. He couldn't risk phoning her. Sis 
could make the call and perhaps decoy 
Charity Weber into a situation where 
Charlie could get to her and talk to her. 
Once it was set u p, he would have no 
more need for Sis's services. Suddenly I 
remembered how very calm Charlie had 
seemed after he had rested. It  wasn't a 
healthy calm. Suppose he was using Sis 
to decoy the woman into a situation 
where he could kill her. With his hands. 
He hadn't wanted the gun. That would be 
very nice for everybody. 

So it wouldn't hurt to follow the whole 
deal a little longer. 

I wanted to be in the car, ready to go. 
I started back toward my car. I had to 
pass once again behind the big new fur
niture store between the Best Beach Bar 
and the office. 

After forty feet, a flashlight beam 
struck me in the face from ten feet away. 
It had nice new batteries in it. Surprises 
make me irritable. And I disapprove of 
bright lights glaring into my eyes. 

I wrenched my head around and said, 
"Cut it out ! "  

"Who you and what you doin' back 
here?"  

Because I was born and raised in Flor
ida, I have often been accused of "mush
mouf" diction, though it seems to me I 
talk the same as anyone else. But this 
was basic swamp-talk, a back country, 
slough and 'gator, grits and pellagra 
whine, full of a mock servility, yet fla
vored with an arrogance born of that spe
cial toughness which must be constantly 
tested to make certain It IS still undi
luted. I should have recited my name, 

address, and occupation like an obedient 
child, and told him I had come back to 
check the rear door of the office building 
because I had wondered whether I had 
left it unlocked. 

But he kept the light on my face, so I 
said, "I'm gathering mushrooms." I took 
a step toward him and said, "Now get 
out of my way." 

The light went off. I had a half second 
to wonder if I was handling this very 
well, and then I had the sensation that a 
cherry bomb had been firmly taped to my 
skull over the left ear and detonated. The 
whole world jumped eight inches east
ward. I felt the jar as I went down onto 
my knees, and listened to a roaring that 
went fading, echoing down spiral stair
cases in the back of my brain. 

The light was on me again, and he 
said, in a tone of  warm appreciation, 
"Well, you don't lay down so fast ! Plenty 
big, anyways." 

He moved and I heard a faint whisper. 
The second bomb cracked a crater near 
the crown of my head and I spread my
self gently, face down, into the warm and 
placid Gulf, floating. while all the girls 
were laughing and Miss Lee sang. I felt 
him wrench my arms around behind me, 
and snap a coolness of metal on my 
wrists. I felt him pry my wallet out  of my 
hip pocket. 

I rested. I was very tired. 

He kicked me in the ribs, with 
insistence rather than brutality. 
"On your feet, boy. Pick all your

self up an' stand tall for LeRoy." 
I made the first effort and he gave me 

some help. When I was on my feet, I felt 
tall and frail and a little bit sick to my 
stomach. He walked behind me, and gave 
me little jabs in the kidneys with the 
night stick to steer me in the proper di
rection, and into the front seat of the 
blue sedan with the Sheriff decal on the 
door. I had to sit on the edge of the seat. 

As he started up, I realized I was once 
again capable of speech. "You're making 
a mistake," I said humbly. 

"Now don't we all, sooner or later." 
I had the feeling LeRoy and I were 

never going to strike up much of a friend
ship. He headed across the bridge to the 
mainland, driving without haste. 

"You a new deputy ?"  I asked him. 
"Since April. You got a name?" 
"Samuel Collins Brice." 
I got my first good look at him in the 

bridge lights. The brim of his ranch hat 
shadowed a pinched and narrow little 
face. His neck was too scrawny for the 
collar of the khaki shirt. He was about 
the size of a fourteen-year-old who has 
been sick and underfed. He kept his chin 
high in order to see over the hood, and 
he held the wheel firmly in his little 
brown hands. 

"I'm Depity LeRoy Luxey." he said. 
"I've seen your name in the paper a lot 

lately. You make a lot of arrests." 
"If a man is put his�elf in the arrestin' 



trade, and does his work good, it comes 
out thataway." 

He drove through the open iron gate 
into the courtyard area behind the Flor
ence County Courthouse. Golden l ight  
shone through an  open door onto the  o ld  
brick paving, and I heard some men 
laughing, and didn't know whether to be 
relieved or depressed to identify the rum
bling bark of Sheriff Pat Millhaus. 

We entered a corridor which had been 
narrowed by the addition of a waist·high 
counter on the right. Pat Mil lhaus 
lounged behind the counter with an inch 
of dead cigar in the corner of his mouth, 

· a blue sport shirt sweat-dark at the arm
pits strained across the mound of hard 
belly. He was talking across the counter 
to some man I did not know. 

Pat stared at me, his little dark eyes 
opening very round and wide, and sud
denly they were squeezed into slits in the 
dark hard flesh of his face as he began to 
laugh. He laughed a lot longer than was 
necessary. 

When he paused for breath, LeRoy 
Luxey asked gently, "You'd maybe be 
laughin' at me, Sher'f?"  

There was, behind that mi ld  question, 
a terrible and innocent ferocity. Pat had 
half-tamed a wild thing, and it had to be 
handled with extraordinary care. I 
sensed, ·as did Pat Millhaus, that if he 
had answered yes, the stringy little man 
would have immediately begun the blind 
and automatic and inescapable process 
of trying to ki l l  his superior officer. The 
structure of his pride would have permit
ted no a lternative. 

The Sheriff sobered at once and said, 
"I'm laughing at this damn fool you 
brung in, LeRoy. I've known him . . . 
just about eleven years. What's the story 
on him, LeRoy?"  

"I  was checkin' the beach like you 
said on account of the stuff that's been 
a-goin' on out there, and I come on 
this Brice sneakin' along behind of the 
Gulfway Furniture. I put the light on him 
and ast him what's he doing, and he 
makes me some smart-mouth talk and 
comes at me, so I thumped him some and 
brang him on in. This here is the money 
wallet I took off'n him, and he's got not 
knife or gun, Sher'f." 

"He talked smart, LeRoy, because he 
keeps forgetting he isn't a big hero with 
his name in the papers any more. What 
were you doing out there, Sam ? "  

" I  had the feeling I'd left the back 
door at Tom Earle's office unlocked. I 
parked my car at Gus Herka's place and 
walked back to check. I was going back 
to my car ·when I was stopped by . . •  

your eager little friend." 

"You got ideas about Iawing LeRoy 
for assault and false arrest ?"  

"[ think I asked for what I got." 
"We'll get your name on a release form 

before you go, just in case. Unloose him 
there, LeRoy." 

Pat took me down a corridor past his 

radio communications center to his office. 
He directed me to a straight chair in the 
middle of the room. He went behind his 
desk and lowered himself  into a big 
leather chair and stared at me. Except 
for black hair cropped so short the brown 
scalp shows through, he looks like one 
of those old prints of the fat Indian 
chiefs who got annoyed with Custer. 

Pat Mil lhaus is a good politician and 
a reasonably adequate l aw officer. 

He played footbal l  for Florida West
ern. While I was playing for Florence 
City High, he was a Deputy Sheriff who, 
by a rearrangement of his duty schedule, 
was able to work with the Florence City 
High coaching staff on a volunteer basis. 
I t  took me a long time to figure out why 
he singled me out. I final ly realized it 
was because, of all the members of the 
squad, I was the one who was obviously 
better than he had ever been. He rode me 
hard throughout those two seasons. 

My last game of the year was a 
night game. We won. After I had 
changed, Mil lhaus and I went 

back of the gym, a l l  alone in the bright 
white moonlight. I was nineteen and I 
weighed one-ninety. He was twenty·six 
and weighed two-twenty. I had more 
height and reach, but I had p layed three 
quarters of a hard game that same night. 

We fought for over an hour. We beat 
each other to bloody ruin. At times I 
couldn't remember who I was fighting or 
why. We would rest, our l ungs creaking, 
our arms like dead meat, and then go at 
it again. I don't know how many times I 
got back onto my feet off the cool, moist 
grass. I don't know how many times I 
watched him climb back onto his feet, 
as I waited, praying he wouldn't make it. 

It was a standoff. Afterwards we re
quired surgical attention. Neither of us 
was worth a damn for a couple of weeks. 

Folklore says that such an experience 
creates undying friendship. But it neither 
enhanced nor reduced our hatred. 

"It's a shameful thing to come so far 
down in the world you've got fel las like 
LeRoy putting knots on your All-Ameri
can skull ,  Sam." 

"He's quick with that stick." 
"Too bad you can't call a press con

ference." 
"Knock it off, Millhaus." 
He shook his big head sadly. "There 

you were, right on top. Finest tackle in 
the league, they were calling you. Had 
what they cal l a shining future." 

"You've been waiting a long time, so 
have your fun." 

"But you were so important you fig
ured you co�ld make your own rules. So 
you got thrown out of pro football for 
l i fe. It didn't get into the papers because 
that was part of the agreement. The 
papers talked ab:)ut a bad knee you 
didn't have. But they had to unload you, 
Brice, because they couldn't take a 
chance on you throwing a bal l  game for a 
little cash money. 

"Then you didn't have a thing left to 
hold the interest of that fancy little wife. 
Guess she decided if you were going to 
live small ,  you could live by yourself." 

He smiled comfortably. "I'd love for 
you to get into some real trouble around 
here sometime, so you coul d  see how I 
operate this department. You've got no 
kin left. No special friends. You're a 
loner, Sam." He leaned forward. "And 
there isn't one soul in the big world give� 
enough of a damn about you to care what 
I do to you." 

"As a tax payer," I said, "I'd l ike to 
know why you're fussing with me instead 
of hunting for Charlie Haywood." 

I saw a dangerous · anger in his dark 
eyes. It went away as he leaned back in  
h is  big chair. 

"01' Charlie's off in the brush some· 
place being et up by bugs. When he gets 
hungry enough. he'l l  come on out like a 
lamb. To save you from sitting here wor
rying about my business, I ' better let you 
sign the release and go on about your 
own business." 

He filled in the blanks in a standard 
release. I signed it, and two of his people 
witnessed it. I went home. 

When I arrived at the office at twenty 
after nine the next morning, I learned 
that Sis had not come to work, nor had 
she called. Vince, Jenny, and Alice all 
said i t  wasn't like her, but they were 
more interested in my visible signs of 
hard use than in Sis's absence. I told 
them I had backed into a door. 

When I went across the street for cof
fee, Cy had already heard, in some under
ground way, that I had been thumped by 
LeRoy Luxey. He told me LeRoy was an 
import from Collier County, where he 
had thumped one' haid too many. He 
admired my ability to walk around un
aided after such a session with LeRoy. 

When I realized I would have to 
do i t  sometime, I phoned the Gan
try home from Cy's pay booth. J t•e 

and Lois Gantry sti l l  live in the bi;; 
frame house that used to belong to Lois's 
people. Joe has worked for the phone 
company a l l  his l i fe, and he is close to re
tirement. Of thei'r nine kids, six of the 
sons are marrietl, and of those, four are 
in far places. Only Sis and the youngest 
boy, sti l l  in high school, live at home. 

I talked with Lois. Ever since it be
came evident I wasn't going to marry her 
daughter, she'd been chilly toward me. 
But this time she was too upset to re
member to be distant. The facts were 
meager. Sis had taken a phone call  a 
little before eight o'clock, and kept on 
her red halter top but changed from 
shorts to gray slacks. and had left the 
house in a great hurry. saying nothinf', 
about who had called her, but sayin;. 
she'd be back late. Lois had assumed S i ·  
had gone to  meet Ca l  MacAI Ien. She had. 
lain awake listening for Sis to come 
home, and at six in the morning. wonder
ing if they had eloped on impulse, she'd 
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WHERE iS JANiCE GMJTRY 1 (continued) 
called Cal, but he had not seen her or 
phoned her the previous evening. Lois 
was debating whether to call the police 
and I tried to tel l her it was a good idea, 
without in any way adding to her alarm. 

After I took care of my desk work, I 
drove to Bocagrande to appraise a hotel 
garage partially collapsed by a clumsy 
tourist. During the fifty-minute trip back 
over the familiar roads, I tried without 
success to feel optimistic about Sis. By 
the time I caught the noon news on the 
car radio, I shou ld have been able to 
guess how the n;::.:.:s people would handle 
it, especially in  the August doldrums. 

"Police are searching for a link 
between the disappearance of 
Janice Gantry and the belief that 

Charles Haywood, escaped convict, was 
in the Florence City area as recently as 
two o'clock yesterday morning. All high· 
way units have been alerted to look for 
Miss Gant'ry's car, a 1957 black Re
nault sedan with Florida license 99T313. 
Miss Gantry was last seen wearing . . .  " 

I turned him off. It was inevitable they 
would try to link the only two news stor
ies in our area. Neither Sis nor Charlie 
cou ld guess that I knew they'd been to
gether. Charlie would have no reason to 
tell Sis who gave him refuge. And they 
could not suspect that the Sam Brice 
they knew had been taking the trouble to 
follow them until LeRoy put a hickory 
halt to the venture. If I had guessed 
right, if  indeed Sis had been phoning 
Charity Weber from the office, it gave me 
a starting pla·ce-but I didn't know what 
to do with it. Somehow it did not seem to 
be such a wonderful idea to go out to the 
Webers and ask if anybody had seen Sis 
and Charlie. 

After a lunch on the run, I found a note 
in the office to phone Cal MacAllen. I 
returned the call and he asked me i f  I 
could drop by his office. I went over im
mediately. After his wife died six years 
ago, Cal had stowed his sons in a private 
school and taken off for a full year, 
abandoning his practice. No one had ever 
heard him talk about where he had been 
or what he had done during that year. He 
reappeared suddenly and went back to 
work, gray, precise, remote, and efficient. 

The girl sent me right in. There was 
an imitation of warmth in his welcome. 
He stared at me across his clean desk, 
neutral, gray, tidy, and watchful. 

"I've asked her to marry me, Brice." 
"You didn't ask me here to get my 

blessing, Cal." 
He tested the needle point on a yellow 

pencil with his thumb. "I'm finding it 
difficult to be as civil to you as I had 
hoped to be." 

"I don't know what nonsense you've 

listened to, MacAllen. Sis and I like and 
respect each other. If you're going to 
marry her, you'll have to ride along with 
her j udgments about people. She's bright 
that way. Whatever there was between us, 
i t  was over a long time ago. There's no 
shame and there's no guilt. She's level, 
steady, and honest. Maybe you're getting 
better than you deserve. I can go or stay. 
Take your choice." 

He stared at me for long moments and 
then his eyes changed. He went to a bar 
that didn't look like a bar, swung it open, 
and said, "Have a drink on someone who's 
acting like a damn fool, Sam." 

After the silent toast and the first gulp, 
I said, "Maybe you'll be better for her 
than I figured." 

"As you said, Sam, she's reasonably 
bright about people." 

His nerves were shot and he wanted to 
talk about her. He wanted me to come u p  
with some plausible reason for her dis
appearance, such as running away to 
think about marrying him. I told him that 
wasn't her style. Inevitably he progressed 
to speculation about Charlie Haywood. I 
assured him, with a little more force than 
I felt, that they were friends and Charlie 
was incapable of hurting her. 

And suddenly he showed me an excel
lent mind at work, cool and rational. 
"She can carry loyalty to a damn fool ex
tent, Sam. Suppose it was Charlie who 
phoned her last night. That's why she 
couldn't say who called, and why she left 
in  a hurry. She picked him up in her little 
car. I remember the Haywood trial, Sam. 
People wondered why he made no effort 
to defend himself. There was a nasty 
rumor about his protecting some woman. 
Can you remember who it was ? "  

"Mrs. Weber. Charity Weber." 
"Hmmm. Maybe Janice drove him out 

there to see her. Let's check that right 
now." He told his secretary to get Sheriff 
Pat Millhaus on the phone. The call was 
placed quickly. I did some roaming while 
he talked, and built us new drinks. 

He hung up and said, "Millhaus 
figured Janice might have helped 
Haywood voluntarily, on the basis 

of friendship. He thought Charlie might 
have come back to settle his grudge 
against Weber. This morning he and two 
deputies made a complete check of  the 
Weber house and grounds. They all went 
to bed early out there last night. They 
heard nothing. Weber said his wife was 
nervous about Haywood being at large, so 
Millhaus assigned a deputy to patrol 
around the house nights until Charlie is  
picked up. I wish we had a better sheriff, 
Sam. Who is this Maurice Weber? You 
know anything about him ? I've gotten the 
impression some people think he's pretty 

Peggy seemed to sh udder, and then I reached and found her. 

sinister, but I'm damned if I know why." 
I told him all I knew. He listened, 

frowning and intent. Four years ago, an 
agent came down and paid close to a 
hundred thousand for that four hundred 
feet of Gulf  to bay land, about eight hun
dred feet deep. He had working drawings 
with him, and let the contract on a house 
that cost a hundred and twenty-five thou
sand, complete with boat basin. swim
ming pool, landscaping, and �ervant 
quarters. The agent had the house fur
nished and decorated. A big, brand-new, 
fifty-four-foot cruiser appeared, operated 
by a hired captain who was also a gar
dener and handy man. Next, the honse 
servants arrived, a German couple. Final
ly the Webers arrived, and a new and 
luxurious sedan appeared. The agent dis
appeared. Every snob in the area imme
diately campaigned to rope in such con
spicuous consumers, but every last one 
was firmly brushed off. It is believed they 
were originally from Michigan, and that 
he was in the investment business. I had 
never seen either of  them. He was re
ported to be in his middle fifties, power
ful ly  built. She was reputed to be a 
breathtaking dish in her early thirties. 

"Haywood got friendly with her some
how and then Mr. Weber caught him 
while he was trying to open a safe?" 

"Cha·rlie wasn't trying to open it. 
It was set into the back of a closet 
off the master bedroom. He had a 

big pry bar. He was tearing the wall 
down. He apparently intended to pry the 
safe loose and carry it out. As I remem
ber the story in the papers, it weighed 
less than a hundred pounds empty. It was 
a barrel job, small  but damned sturdy." 

"Everyone was away from the house?"  
"I t  was late in the afternoon on a nice 

day in  March, two years and four months 
ago. The Webers had gone out on the 
boat with their hired captain. It was a 
Thursday, the house servants' day off. 
Presumably the servants had locked the 
house. But he had not broken in." 

"And he knew exactly where the safe 
was, so he had either wormed that infor
mation out of the Weber woman, or she 
was in partnership with him. Why wasn't 
all this brought out at the tria l?"  

"Who by, Ca l ?  He made no fuss when 
they came and got him. He would permit 
no attempt to raise bail for him. He 
p leaded guilty and they sent him away." 

"How come he got caught ? "  
"He had bad luck. Ordinarily the serv

ants wouldn't return until ten o'clock. 
The Webers had left the dock right after 
lunch, planning to be back at about five 
thirty. He admitted entering the house at 
a quarter to three. He cou ld see the boat 
basin from the window in the dressing 
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room. He had parked the agency car he 
was using where i t  couldn't be seen from 
Orange Road or from their boat if they 
returned earlier. But at 2 :30, one of the 
diesels conked out on the boat. Weber 
had his man turn back and leave it at 
J imson's Marina and stay with it  to get 
it  repaired. The Webers taxied home. 
They arrived a little after four. Charlie 
was too busy to hear the cab. Weber 
found the front door unlocked. When he 
walked in, he heard somebody, in the Led
room wing, making a hell of a noise. H e  
got a gun from his study and went i n  and 
caught Charlie hard at work. He dis
armed him. Mrs. Weber called the law. 
And that was that. It was such a shock 
to Mrs. Weber that she took to her Led." 

. "She did indeed ?"  He stood up with a 
sudden restlessness. "But this gets us no 
place. Millhaus has been out there. Jan
ice is not . . .  a devious sort of person. I f  
anybody has  hurt her . . .  " 

He didn't look cold or colorless. I saw 
more jaw than I had noticed previously, 
and his hands looked more powerful and 
capable than I would have guessed had I 
not noticed them. 

For half a moment he lost control of 
the shape of his mouth. "We've got to find 
her, Sam. And I don't know what to do." 

Ater I left Cal MacAilen's office, 
I knew it  was time for one of 
my rare visits to D. Ackley Bush. 

I phoned him from my desk. 
"Samuel ! For God's sake, my dear 

boy ! Who am I to deny anyone willing to 
voluntarily expose himself to intelligent 
conversation ? A meeting set for this 
evening has been canceled, so I am en
tirely free. I have been working again at 
my Yoga. Kishi is irreparably oriental, 
but he seems to think it  a kind of mad
ness. He mutters and slams pots about. 
When can I expect you ?"  

Ack swung the door wide for me, beam
ing his pleasure. He is a round, pink, 
bouncing little man, with a Carl Sand
burg thatch of white hair. He seems full 
of the scrubbed delight and harmless 
energy of a happy child, but there is a 
wicked light of irony in his bulging blue 
eyes which gives but faint warning of a 
tongue which serves him as mace, bludg
eon, sabre, and scalpel. 

He herded me into the living room, 
into that low-ceilinged place of books 
and paint ings, sculpture and ceramics. 
The sepulcl.Jral, emaciated Kishi-who is 
somewhere between thirty-eight and one 
hundred and three-trudged in with the 
frosty treasure of the chilled Martini 
pitcher, gave me a quick, rare smile, 
poured drinks ceremoniously, and took 
the pitcher back out to put it  on ice. I 
knew he would keep returning with it at 
those measured intervals which he con
sidered correct. 

After much small talk, during which 
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he complained of the cultural lag of the 
area and the futility of the committees 
which kept him busy, Ack stopped abrupt
ly, stared keenly at me, and sa:d, "You 
came here because you have something 
on your mind. You wouldn't come here 
voluntarily. I make you feel guilty." 

"Nonsense, Ack ! "  "I came down here to get my 
health back the year you were 
born, Samuel. I leased your father's 

bay boat and his services as a fishing 
guide. He endured my compulsive chat
ter. He was the kindest, gentlest man 
who ever lived. When I learned I could 
never leave this climate, I tried to repay 
his kindness by laying open the world of 
the mind and the imagination to his only 
child. You were good at games and you 
had the reflexes of a weasel, but I was 
fool enough to think I had won." 

"It all changed," I said. 
"You were fifteen on a Friday. They 

drowned on a Sunday, two days later. 
You went to live with that dreadful boor 
of an uncle. All thinking became too 
painful, Samuel. You entered your mus
cle years. Isn't it at last time to give up  
this undemanding image you  have of  
yourself?  I despise waste." 

I stared down at my fists. "I get along 
fine," I mumbled. 

"Do you indeed? Think about it, Sam
uel. Now why did you come hete?"  

He was astonished to learn of the  dis
appearance of Sis Gantry, and chagrined 
that he had not heard about it earlier. He 
listened with a rare lack of interruption 
as I went through every pertinent detail, 
beginning with the moment Charlie had 
scratched at my window. Kishi's fourth 
silent visit had begun to numb my lips. 

"So," he said, "the Webers live just 
down the road from me, and I agree that 
this whole mess is related in some un
known way to them, and you came here 
for a complete briefing on the mysterious 
Webers, because you feel I know every
thing about everybody. I will tell you all 
I know. It is damned little." 

"But you're a neighbor." 
"Which implies a human contact which 

has never existed, my boy. They have a 
fetish for privacy which reaches the stat
ure of mania. During almost four full 
years of residence. they have never spent 
a night, to my knowledge, away from 
that house. The house and grounds were 
planned to achieve maximum privacy. 
They live most abnormally for moneyed 
people, for any sort of people." 

He stood up and began to pace in the 
restricted area in front of the book
shelves. "Secrecy challenges me. They re
ceive a wide range of magazines of gen
eral interest. plus junk mail and circu
lars. Early each month he receives a 
registered, special delivery letter from 
Chicago. About twice a month she re
ceives a personal letter, addressed in a 
female hand, from Richmond, Virginia. 
They maintain no local bank account. 

The original land and building were paid 
for by cashier's check drawn on a Chi
cago bank. The servants pay all local 
bills in cash." 

"They paid cash for the second car, 
Ack. That's what made people think 
Charlie was after cash. Maybe, but I 
think there was more than that to it." 

"They have no local social contacts. 
They seldom go over into town. Itching 
with curiosity, I cultivated the servants. 
The boat captain is a sour, competent 
man who far prefers channel markers 
and shrubbery to people. I got nowhere 
with him. I had better luck with the 
Mahlers, Herman and Anna. the middle
arred house servants. They were pleased 
t;; hear my horrible German. They are 
both ridiculously contented. They, like 
the boat captain, never laid eyes on the 
Webers until the Webers arrived here on 
the Key. They reported the Webers as 
very nice to work for. Very quiet. No 
quarrels, no special demands. The Web
ers read magazines, watch television, go 
swimming, play gin rummy, and go out 
on the boat. The attempted robbery up et 
them. They live as though they were liv
ing in a resort hotel on vacation, paying 
cash. Very rarely, once or twice a year, 
one man or two men will fly down from 
the north and stay two or three days. 
They have two private unlisted phones. 
One is used for local calls to stores an.f 
repair people. Anna Mahler has never 
heard the other one ring." 

"I've seen that Sea Queen of theirs 
when I've been out on my boat. I've put 
the glasses on her. She likes to sit out on 
the bow. Very choice in a swim snit. How 
about him ? What's he like?"  

Ack pursed h is  lips. "Heavy, swarthy, 
thick graying hair. Samuel, he doesn't 
seem to fit the image of that much money. 
He moves with a kind of furtive, arrogant 
surliness, like a trespasser. bluffing it out. 
We can summarize it  in this fashion : ex
cept for the Haywood incident, there's 
been no flaw in their anonymity. It's been 
too cleverly planned to be accidental. 
There is some reason we cannot discern, 
some valid rea�on for withdrawal into 
their . . .  upholstered prison." 

"They robbed a bank." 
"Don't be asinine. dear boy. The con

sumption is too conspicuous, and too 
many little men in bureaus here and 
there keep records of all transactions. 
We must assume some degree of legiti
macy in how the money was acquired. 

"But we must assume, until we 
can prove otherwise. that there �s 
some relationship between their 

manner of living and the disappearance 
of your Miss Gantry." 

"So we go in and crack their safe." 
"You are either dull. or drunk. or mak

ing a bad joke. Use your brain, young 
man ! Where did Charlie Haywood make 
initial contact?" 

"Huh ? Oh. with the gorgeous wife. 
Shall I try winking and leering?" 



D. Ackley Bush became waspish. He 
flayed me expertly, salted me down, ex
tracted the apology his pride required, 
and then, in a conspiratorial way, told 
me j ust how I could make contact with 
Charity Weber. It wasn't a bad device. 
He took a handsome sea shell from his 
collection case, three inches long, black 
with gaudy splotches of white, and told 
me it  was a livona pica, or magpie shell, 
of precisely the right degree of rarity in 
the area to intrigue a collector without 
exciting the suspicion i t  might be a plant. 
I was to soak it in salt water and pack i t  
with sand, and take it onto the beach dur
ing the early morning hours when, at this 
time of year, i t  was Charity's habit to  
swim alone in the Gulf. He had watched 
her at long range on the beach, stooping 
and pouncing with the unmistakable avid
ity of  the sheller. I could ask her what i t  
was I had found . . . .  

"The old shell game," I said. 
"Plus your primitive muscular 

charm, Samuel." 
I spent the first two barren hours of 

Wednesday on the beach, carrying my 
livona pica calling card, finding no one to 
show it  to, before I gave up  and went to 
the office. My one-man business was in 
the middle of a summer lull. 

It was a long, aimless day, hot as 
grease, full of dull worry and irritation. 
After I was in bed that night, and had set 
the alarm for my sneaky appointment on 
the early morning beach, I made the mis
take of looking at the current issue of a 
glossy travel magazine before turning my 
light out.  There was an article on Ha
waii, with page after page of colored 
photographs. 

I idly turned a page and my lost .Judy 
smiled out at me. It was like forgetting 
you have pleurisy and taking a deep 
breath. But all the pain was in the heart, 
as vision blurred, then cleared again. 

The text was the usual chatty crud 
about Mrs. Timothy Barriss Falter being 
one of the most popular young hostesses 
in the islands, shown here with her 
daughter, Gretchen, by her swimming 
pool, with the house designed by her dar
ing architect-husband in the background. 
The fat blonde toddler hugged her leg 
and smiled up at her. Judy sat on the 
shore end of the diving board, wearing 
a blue sheath swim suit spangled with 
white stars of varying sizes, smiling joy
ously into the lens, water droplets shin
ing against the honey and perfection of 
her boulders and the tan of the long 
round thigh . . . .  

I hurled the magazine against the far 
wall and yanked the l ight out. I had to go 
through all of it again, alone in the dark
ness. She had wept when she had to leave 
me. It broke her heart. Her cold ape of a 
broker father had tried to block the mar
riage in every way known to man, and 
failed. While I was drawing pro pay from 
the team, she was drawing a fat allow
ance from him. When they bounced me 

out, he cut her off. She swore she would 
endure all hardship, and she did, for five 
months, then left a weepy note and flew 
home, and the cold ape put her safely out 
of my reach, but permitted those tearful 
phone calls that let me know .I had lost. 
And I had ne�er seen her again, until she 
stared at me out of the suitable, orderly, 
fashionable landscape of her Hawaiian 
marriage. 

Whipped in all known ways, I had 
come home to Florence City to build for 
myself a small hole I could crawl into, 
saying the hell with all of  them. In the 
night stillness I wanted to stop remem
bering Judy, but I could not. 

As the morning world was turning from 
gray to gold on Thursday, I looked south 
along the beach and saw a distant man
nikin, limber and moving well, walk down 
to the water and stand knee-deep to make 
the final adjustment of a bright yellow 
swim cap, then wade and plunge and 
begin swimming straight out, in a sleek, 
slow, powerful cadence. 

So I began the motions of the shell 
collector, moving along the brittle wind
row of the high-tide line, dropping plaus
ible items in the paper sack I was carry
ing, trying to move at the pace which 
would guarantee the planned intercep
tion. She floated out there, and I knew i f  
she looked toward shore she could not  
fail to see me. 

Soon I was within fifteen feet of  the 
towel she had dropped. A bushy salmon
pink towel, cigarettes, a gold lighter, 
sunglasses with yellow plastic frames. I 
made like a sheller working a fruitful 
area. She started in. I did not resume for
ward movement until I heard the slosh as 
she waded out. 

I watched her bare tan feet as she 
crossed my bows, perhaps eight feet 
away. Nice feet. Tan and narrow with a 
high arch. 

"Excuse me," I said, standing u p, 
reaching into my paper sack and fum
bling for the livona pica; and looking a t  
all the  rest of her . .  

Now, there is one demon loose 
upon the world whose specialty is 
to confront the unwary with coin

cidence so eerie, so obviously planned 
by a malevolent intelligence, that time 
itself comes to a full stop and his vic
tim stands transfixed by a conviction of 
unreality, while the demon hugs his 
hairy belly, kicks his hoofs into the air, 
rolling and gasping with silent laughter. 

My demon had clad this woman in a 
strapless swim suit of lavender-blue, 
spangled with stars, a perfect copy of 
the one Judy wore in the color picture. 
The water droplets shone on golden 
shoulders. I knew she was Judy's height 
-to the half inch-her weight to the 
quarter pound. The figure was the same : 
short-waisted, l ong-legged. without that 
busty opulence sought in the entertain
ment business. A fool might get a first 
imp·ression of boyishness, but his sec· 

ond glance would stun him properly. 
I stood like a fool, gaping at her. I t  

was not Judy's face o r  hair. Yet the tex· 
tures of her, the way she stood, and even 
her expression, were so much like Judy 
that I had the grotesque conviction it  
was all an elaborate joke. They had used 
make-up. They had trapped me. Soon 
they would come popping out of the 
bushes to laugh at me. 

But it was not .Judy . .Judy had a very 
faint suggestion of sharpness about her 
features. This girl's feature were more 
snubbed, with a broader mouth, thicker 
brows, sturdier cheekbones, more round
ness in her face. There was a boyishness 
in this girl's face, more merriness per
haps. Her eyes were a clear, pale, star
tling green. Her hair was an ashy silver, 
a color nature could hardly have accom
plished, yet close enough to her own so 
that it did not look lifeless. It was "a 
casual cut, fairly short. I remember;d 
Gus's comment about floozy hair, and 
knew he had not seen this girl up close. 

I knew the local estimate of her age 
was way off-or else she was a marvel
ously youthful item for a woman in her 
early thirties. 

I stood there like an idiot too long. She 
looked alarmed and amused. 

"Excuse me," I said again. I took the 
livona pica out of  my brown paper bag, 
moved a step closer, held it out, and said, 
"I wondered if you might know just what 
this one is." 

She shook her head. " It's a shell. 
That's as far as I can go. Flashy, 
isn't it ?" . I t  w.as a furry voice. 

You could collect shel ls, I suppose, 
without knowin the names. Crows and 
pack rats co �ct shiny things without 
looking them up in catalogues. She 
dipped her face into the big towel. 

"This is the first one of these I've 
found," I said inanely. 

"That's nice," she said with total in
difference, and I knew she was going to 
pick up her gear and walk away from 
me. This girl would be expert in fending 
off the casual pass. I searched for some
thing to say, but everything I �ould think 
of sounded vastly dull. She picked up the 
bathing cap, sungla�se�, and cigarettes. 
She turned toward the path through the 
sea oats. 

"I can wiggle my ears," I said des
perately. 

She stopped and half turned to look at 
me over her shoulder. 

"The shell gambit didn't work. And 
yelling fire would get me nowhere. You 
were going to spend some time on the 
beach, but along came a pest with a hag 
ful l  of  shells so you changed your mind. 
Okay, I'm a pest. But I can wiggle my 
ears, and twenty years ago i t  wa�  my only 
social grace. I was a very rahhity ch ild." 

She turned a l l  the way hack toward 
me, smothering a smile. marched toward 
me. and s'lid. "It's something I don't see 
every day. Go ahead." 
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I turned my left ear toward her and 
flexed the proper muscles. 

"That's tricky," she said. 
"Want to see the right one now? "  
"When you've seen one, you've seen 

them all ." 
"I'm sorry about the way I stared at 

you. You look so much like somebody I 
once . . .  used to know that I froze." 

"You boggled." 

' 'I 'm sorry. I'm a legitimate resident 
of Florence City. I own my own 
business and my own bachelor 

cottage. Your neighbo·r up the road, 
Dr. D. Ackley Bush, can tell you I'm 
respectable, with vot ing rights and so on. 
You should give a pest a chance to func� 
tion, or he gets frustrated. Pick your own 
topic of conversation. I could tell you, 
for example, about the albino raccoon 
who used to live back there where your 
house is, nearly twenty years ago. You 
know, folklore, nature talks." . 

She hesitated. '·Do you collect �hells?" 
l dumped the contents of  my paper bag 

back onto the beach. "Hardly," I �aid. 
"I'll keep this one because I like it. The 
shell routine was the best thing I could  
think of." 

She smiled and moved down to the flat 
tidal sand and spread the big towel. "I f  
you'd said you actually collect she I b, ['d 
be across the road by now. You're not the 
type." She sat on the towel, put her sun
glasses on, and frowned up at me. "But 
wasn't it  a pretty laborious routine? "  

"Walking u p  a n d  saying  hello i s  plain 
arrogant. You should have some kind of 
stage management." She offered me a 
cigarette. I sat on my heels and leaned 
forward to the guttering lighter flame i n  
her cupped hands. 

"That albino raccoon is  much better 
bait. Tell me about him." 

"Her. And her name was Mrs. Lot, 
given her by D. Ackley Bush." 

"Mrs. Lot ? Oh. Lot's wife. of course." 
"Ack was feeding them. He still does, 

hut the raccoon population on the Key 
has gone way down since the Key has 
gotten so built up. Stupid people classify 
them as vermin and keep hollering about 
gett ing rid of them." 

' I  love them dearly. Thieves in black 
ma,:;ks." 

So I told her the old and touching story 
of Mrs. Lot. how she would bring her new 
litters to 'Ack's back porch at feeding 
time, and c t r ff them into proper manners, 
and show them •>fl. Three weeks after she 
disappeared. Ack saw her in a d'lwntown 
store windnw, stuffed, mounted, and 
snarling. One of  the commerr.ia I fisher
men had shot her through the heao and 
brought her in. So Ark hao bought her, 
pried her off the limb she was mounted 
on, and burien her at the base of his 
jacaranda tree. 

She was touched more than she was 
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will ing to show me. She stabbed her ciga
rette into the sand, and said, "Can you 
think of any more ways to depress me? "  
There was a more than normal huskiness 
in her voice. Could this be, I wondered, 
a sinister fentale? Yet history records 
many sentimental murderers. 

She stood up and pulled her rubber cap 
on. "I've got to swim away from that darn 
raccoon of  yours." 

I went into the water when she was a 
hundred feet out. I lazed along, knowing 
how bad I could look i f  I got into any 
sort of  contest with her. I churn without 
grace. style, or speed. I can keep it  up 
all day, but it will never win medals. She 
swam with that compet it ion look. 

I raised my head and saw her fifty feet 
further out, loafing on her back. I went 
on out and rolled to float beside her. 

"Darn it," she said, "that white rac
coon is going to haunt . . .  " She gave a 
sudden gasp o f  pain and surprise. She 
was at home in the water, but suddenly 
she began to flounder and struggle. 

I ducked under to take a look at her. 
Somet.imes we get a psychotic sand sha1d< 
or nurse shark in Gulf waters. It is a very 
rare thing. Her right leg was bent sharp
ly at the knee, her foot curled and 
twisted. her calf muscles bulged and 
knotted. 

T popped up beside her. She was gray 
u nder her tan, but I knew she wouldn't 
panic. She was trying to smile. "Cramp," 
she said. "Golly ! I t  hurts." The pain 
wrenched the frail smile from her face. 

I towed her in. I towed her along on 
her back, my left hand cupped u nder her 
chin, sidestroking with my right arm. 
When we reached the shallows, she got 
up onto her good leg, but she couldn't 
hop through knee-deep water. I swung 
her up and carried her up  the incline of 
the beach and put her down on the big 
towel and said, "Roll onto the tummy." 

I knelt beside her right leg. "Now try 
to relax the muscles." 

"I never had anything hurt just like 
this," she said in  a small voice. 

The cal f was bunched and n gly. and 
like marble to the tourh. Her foot was 
curled l ike a ballet daneer's. and turned 
inward. T kneaded the !J an] hall of  mns
cle, exerting pressure to straighten her 
leg out as I did so. She gasped once. 

W ithin sixty seconds I felt the 
slackening of tension and I was 
able to straighten it a litt I e. Soon 

I had the leg flat. Her muscles jumped 
and quivered as the knots softened. The 
ugliness went away and, once again.  the 
calf was as i t  should be, long, rounded, 
supple-a slim leg made for dancing and 
running and joy. Her foot had begun to 
look a lot better. I massaged it, working 
at the arch with my thumbs until  the 
muscle hardness was gone. 

She gave a long sigh. "It feels so good 
when it goes away. Can I sit np now ?" 

"Now you stand up,  and we walk off 
what's left." 

She l imped quite badly for the first 
twenty paces. I walked �lowly beside her 
on the packed sand. As the limp dimin
ished, she began to stride more freely. 

"I've never had anything like that." 
"People think if you wait an hour after 

eating, no cramps. They're right, about 
stomach cramps. But your leg can go any 
time. Or both of them. I t 's a rebellion of 
the nerves. Swimming alone is about as 
dangerous as standing under a tall tree 
in a thunderstorm." 

"It would be silly to thank you for sav
ing my l i fe. 1 could have gotten to shore." 

"I know you �:ou ld. llut it was easier 
this way. How does it feel now ?" 

".T u�t  a l it t le twinge every t ime my 
weight comes down on i t ,  bnt that's going 
away, too." 

"I f you swim again today there's the 
off-chance it'll come back. You'l l be okay 
tomorrow." 

' Is this far enough ? "  she asked. I nod
ded and we turned and headed back to
ward the distant towel. 

I was so very conscious of her walking 
beside me, I didn't want to risk looking 
at her for fear of  saying some improb
able, unpredictable thing. The memory 
of the weight of her in my arms was too 
specific. I hated Maurice Weber for his 
claim upon such a precious entity. 

She said, "I would not care to 
drown, thank you." 

I shou ld have answered her i n  
the same casual-bright vein, and I in
tended to, but when I opened my mouth I 
heard myself say, "My parents drowned 
in the Gulf  when I was fifteen." 

"How horribl e ! "  
So I had t o  tell her about it, trying  to 

keep the emotion out of  my voice, and 
real izing it was the first time I had ever 
told the whole story to anyone. even .T udy. 
It had been one of those combinations o f  
bad  lnck and  bad j udgment, coinciding 
in  a fatal way. 

We were back at the towel hefore I had 
finished. When T did, she did not say too 
much or too l ' t. t le. or anything wrong. 
After a long �i !ence, she qid. smiling, 
"I'm glad you brought that up about 
wiggl ing your ears. r took the ri�k you'd 
be �illy or . . .  difficult to handle. But 
you've been nice, and very useful .  So 
thank you." 

She was s tanding then. smil ing at me, 
and as we looked into ea�:h other's eyes, 
in a fractional r>art of a second, there 
was created a new relationship. It is a 
kind of recogn ' tion, a cu rious moment 
that goes further than words ever can. I 
knew that it hit her as strongly as it had 
hit me, this certain knowledge that some 
crucial part of our futures would he 
shared. Then I wondered if she had 
looked at Charlie Haywood in this same 
way. It steadied me. 

"I'd like to see you again," I said, "if 
it  can be set up." 

"It might be arranged." 
"I f we've got a talent for conspiracy?" 



She looked quite startled. "Are you 
married? "  

" I  was once, but not now. No. You're 
the married one." 

"Are you out of your mind ! "  
"I'm confused, I guess. I missed a 

curve back there someplace. You aren't 
Mrs. Weber?" 

"Good Lord ! I'm Peggy Varden. Char
ity is my half-sister, and she's nine years 
older than I am, and I arrived here yes
terday. I was here for two weeks last 
summer, but earlier in the season. I am 
not married. I've never been married. And 
if I were married, I wouldn't go skulking 
around with you." 

"Don't be so cross. I'm sorry. I got 
mixed up." 

She tried to glower, but with that face 
of hers it wasn't too effective. "Do you 
have any distinguishing marks, sir? Like 
a name?" 

"I'm handling this well. Sam Brice." 
"That's a kind of durable, reliable sort 

of name. ow let's try it all from the 
beginning, Sam." 

"What?  Oh ! What time can I pick you 
up tonight, Peggy?"  . 

"Do you plan to feed me? Then say a 
little after six." She gathered up her 
gear, gave me a brilliant smile. "It's like 
pulling teeth, getting a date out of you. 
After last year, the dulle t vacation in  
history, I wasn't coming back here, but 
Char wrote such a lonely letter." 

Then she was gone, moving away from 
me, along the narrow path up to the road. 
I took a deep breath and let it out slowly 
and felt like laughing out loud. When I 
got to Ack's house, his small car was 
gone. I put the livona pica in  his mail 
box, used his outside shower, changed 
between my car and his pepper hecge, 
and went to the office. 

At eleven o'clock I went across the 
street, with a ·newspaperman from the 
Florence City Ledger, for some coffee. 
Though he had come to pump me, I 
learned more than he did. I learned that 
T. C. Barley, the State's Attorney, was 
taking a very active interest in the case, 
that more police talent was being brought 
in, that reporters had come down from 
Sarasota, Tampa, and St. Pete, and up  
from Fort Myers and Ravenna, and that 
hel icopters were being used in the search 
for the car along the sand roads of the 
back country. 

I made one afternoon call in Osprey, 
and spent the rest of  the time bringing 
my parts book up to date. By five o'clock, 
I was in my shower stall when Peggy 
Varden · phoned me. 

"You see, I even have a phone list· 
ed in my name," I told her. 

"I 'm terribly sorry, but I have 
a little headache and I guess I'd better 
cancel it fo·r tonight." Her tone sounded 
very flat and formal and unfriendly. 

"How about the same time tomorrow?" 
"Oh, my leg feels perfectly al l  right 

now, thank you." 

"I get it. Sorry to be so slow. If you 
can sneak out and still want to go, give 
me a polite 'no' answer." 

"No, I'm sorry." 
"If it has to be later than we planned, 

give me another no." 
"Thank )"ou, but that won't be possible 

either, Mr. Brice." 
"If you can get up the road to meet me 

on the beach in front of D. Ackley Bush's 
house, say something else about the leg." 

"No, I didn't realize a cramp could be 
so painful." 

"I'll do a slow count by half hours 
starting with six, and when I get to the 
right one, say good-by and hang up. Six, 
six-thirty, seven, seven-thirty, eight, 
eight-thirty, nine, nine-thirty, ten . • •  " 

' 'Thank you for asking me any
way. Good-by, Sam." 

As I was in no mood for conver
sation with Ack, I unhooked the chain 
across the Turner driveway and put my 
wagon in there, hidden in the shadows. 
I knew the Turners were away. 

I was in position on the beach at a 
quarter to ten. After a booming thunder
storm at eight o'clock, the sky had 
cleared and the world smelled new. There 
was a half moon silvering the beach, and 
enough phosphorescence so that I could 
see the quick streak of a questing fish 
from time to time. I sat in  the moon 
shadow of a sea grape on a half-buried 
palm log. I saw her when she was a hun
dred yards away. She came swinging 
along in a balanced and rhythmic way 
which made my heart veer sideways and 
then steady back on course. 

When she was closer, I stood up and 
moved out into the moonlight. She car
ried her purse and shoes. She wore a dark 
strapless top, a full pale skirt. 

She marched up to me and said, "I 
resent being turned into a sneak. I am 
not a creepy little kid. I am twenty-five 
years old. I'll make my own judgments 
on people and pick my own friends. You 
better take me to a fun place, Sam, anol it 
better be a late night." 

As I walked her to the car, I decided 
on a place to go. It meant a fairly long 
ride, but it would give us a chance to 
talk. Sometimes you get the feeling that 
you can never get all the way talked out 
with one special person. 

"They didn't like the idea of your go
ing out ?" 

"Not one litt le bit .  .T ust like last year, 
except last year I didn't even get a 
chance. They are so damn strange. They 
don't want to go anywhere . . .  or want 
anybody else to go. Because I'm a guest, 
Sam, I couldn't actually blow up. I had 
to play the whole thing slightly cool. 
There was pressure about my going out 
with somebody they didn't know. So I 
made the call hoping you'd realize they 
could hea�; me. You did almost too well. 
You have the talents of a born sneak." 

"I notice you got out." 
"We're both sneaks. I went into the 

yawning routine . .Just as I figured, they 
moved from the living-room television to 
their bedroom television after I went to 
bed. I went right out the front door j ust 
as bold as brass." 

"They lead a very quiet life," I said. 
"It's a very odd life, Sam. I guess it's 

wha-t they want. I couldn't live that way." 
"Is there any special reason for their 

living like that?"  
"I think it's h i s  choice, not hers. But  

she goes along with i t .  You see, I don't 
really know her very well. That must 
sound strange." 

"You said she's your hal f-sister." 
"Not even that, actually. When her 

father married my mother, she was ten 
and I was one. I adjusted, but I guess it 
made her feel like a displaced persen. I 
know she ran away a couple of timP.s ; 
when she was seventeen, she ran away for 
goed. That left me, as an eight-year-old, 
the eldest of three, and I liked that, so I 
was secretly  glad she was gone. When 
Daddy finally located her, she was mar
ried and singing in a club in Reno, and 
she wouldn't come home and he couldn't 
make her. She was lovely. She is still a 
very handsome woman." 

"She was married to this Weber?" 

''Oh, no ! He's her third husband. 
The first got a divorce. Ther. she 

· wed a man who owned a club in  
Vegas. Afte·r they were married a year, he 
was killed. I guess they thought she knew 
something about it, because they held her 
for a long time, trying to find out who 
had killed her husband and why, but she 
couldn't tell them anything. I guess he 
left her some money. She moved to Chi
cago and that must have been where she 
met Maurice. They were married about 
five years ago, I think, when she was 
about twenty-nine. I know nothing about 
him, except that he certainly has all the 
money he seems to need. 

"She got in touch with me after they 
moved down here. I work in R ichmond. I 
don't know how she got my address, but 
she wrote to me saying she didn't want 
to correspond with her father and please 
not to tell him where she was living. I . . .  
j ust got into the habit of  corresponding 
with her. Last summer I came down here, 
as I told you. It was weird. Never again, 
I told myself. And here I am again j ust 
because, dammit. she sounded so crushed 
when I tried to beg off." 

H e l p  F i g h t T B  
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As she talked, I sorted out her history. 
She had been brought up in Dayton, 
Ohio. She was twenty-five. Five years 
ago, in her j unior year in college, after 
a shattering romance brought her close 
to a nervous breakdown, she had dropped 
out and gone to stay with an aunt and 
uncle in Richmond, who owned and 
operated a small chain of dress shops. 
She had gone to work part time just to 
keep busy, but soon she was working full 
tiJne and loving it. She was as�istant 
manager of one of the stores and did a 
lot of the buying for the chain. 

"Career girl," I said. 
"Watch your language ! I'm talking 

about myself too m uch. How about you, 
Sam ?  Tell me the Life of Brice." 

By the time I had told her a little more 
than I had planned to ever tell anyone 
about the fiasco I'd rriade of marriage, we 
had arrived at the Colony Beach Club on 
Longboat Key. We sat in armchairs at a 
sunken bar, looked out, through g]ags, 
across a moonshiny sea, listened to gentle 
mood piano by one Charlie Davies, and 
drank vodka gimlets, and, by sotne un
spoken agreement, gave up the personal 
history bit for a while. 

I don't know how much she sensed it, 
then or for the rest of the evening, but I 
was living on two levels. The here and 
now was fine, but Sis Gantry shadowed 
more than half of my mind. When I 
laughed, I felt guilt. When I looked into 
the fine eyes of Peggy, I remembered 
bringing Sis to this same place, and what 
a good evening it had been. It  was a spe
cial kind of disloyalty, and a special kind 
of  guilt. I told myself I was cultivating 
Peggy in order to learn what had hap
pened to Sis. But that was better than 
80 per cent lie. 

We talked nonsense and learned 
small things about each other, 
and closed the place. We stopped 

at an all-night restaurant in Sarasota for 
steaks, and there she steered me back 
onto the interrupted saga of myself. 

"Your Judy sounds like a brat." 
"She j ust couldn't live the way we'd 

have had to live." 
"There's one other thing J don't under

stand, Sam." I could sense what was com
ing. "Couldn't you have j ust . . .  stayed in 
pro bal l?"  

"For the money to keep the marriage 
happy? I was thrown out of pro ball." 

She looked very startled. "Why? "  
"They decided they couldn't trust me." 
She frowned. "I don't understand." 
I sighed. ''Here it is, then. A game was 

coming up in Cleveland. She always went 
on road trips. But we had a battle about 
nothing at all, so she didn't go. On Satur
day night I left the hotel in Cleveland 
and went bar hopping, sore and reckless. 
After things got dim, I found myself at a 
table with two strangers, and I was argu-
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ing tha
'
t any man on a team could throw 

a game, if it was a close enough game. 
Suddenly I got slipped three one hundred 
dollar bills under the table. A great light 
dawned. I rolled them up into a little ball 
between my palms and dropped them into 
the nearest drink and asked the men if 
they wa�ted to go outside and discuss it. 
They didn't. So I left. We won that game. 
The hangover didn't affect my play. A 
week later, I found myself in Mr. Bert 
Bell's office. I identified pictures of the 
two guys who had propositioned me. 
They had followed · me from the hotel, 
waiting until I was tight before moving 
in on me. They were being followed by 
two ex-FBI agents who watched the 
whole deal. It  was all explained carefully 
to me. There were lawyers there, too. I 
had agreed to report any such attempt. 
Not only hadn't I reported it formally, I 
had not told any of the guys about it. 

"}(eeping the pro game clean is a 
great responsibility. I couldn't 
prove that I was not just hanging 

back waiting for a better offer. J had pro
tected those men by not reporting them. 
The season was nearly over. I'd be paid 
for the full season. But stay away from 
the squad, Brice. And no contract next 
year. Try to fight it, and you'll only hurt 
the game and accomplish nothing. Bell 
shook my hand. He felt sorry about the 
whole thing. So did J ,  hut that's the way 
it was. I suppose they were right. But I 
could never have . . .  sold out to anybody." 

She was quick to reach across the nar
row table and place her hand on mine. 
"I'm sorry, Sam. I'm very sorry. I'm sorry 
most of all that it still hurts, doesn't it ?"  

"I t ry  to tell myself i t  doesn't. They 
shouldn't smash you completely for one 
moment of stupidity. But what else could 
they do?"  

"What else indeed ? Can't you  think of  
at least ten men who would have gotten 
off with a reprimand ?"  

"I don't think about that, Peggy." 
"It just makes me mad. that's all." 
"I tell mysel f that a grown man should 

not be concerned about a game which is 
concerned with moving an inflated object 
from one end of a pasture to the other." 

"It is j ust as valid as the things most 
men do." 

"It's a ball game, and the hell with it." 
So we got back into the car and rolled 

south toward Friday morning. I parked 
again in Turner's drive. 

"Now we walk for our health," she 
said. We walked north, after hiding her 
purse and shoes between the roots of a 
pine. We walked all the way to Orange 
Beach, and sat on a cement picnic bench. 
She was subdued during the walk. 

She turned toward me. "Sam, I am 
cursed with a logical mind. It's something 
no woman should have. And so I have to 
ask you a question." 

"Like what?"  
"You went through that routine with 

the shell this morning. You came sidling 

up like a bison. But you thought I was 
Charity. So right from the beginning, 
when you were planning the shell rou
tine, you thought I was Charity. She does 
swim there often in the early morning. 
And she does collect shells. So. with her, 
the entire shell routine might have been 
more effective." 

"Probably." 
"Were you trying to set up some kind 

of  romance, Sam ? "  
"What would you think of  such a proj· 

ect ?"  
"I think i t  would he  damn dirty." 
"In what way ?"  
"You would have heard she's . . .  well. 

she's a dish, I guess. And. hecause of  the 
way he likes to live, she's probably bored 
and lonely." 

"I've seen her, but from quite a dis
tance." 

"So it's summer and you haven't got 
anything better to do, so why not try to 
take a hack at the vulnerable wife of the 
rich recluse. He's twenty years older than 
she is. It  could have worked." 

"But it turned out to be you." 
"Sam, I don't want to think you ca

pable of that sort of . . .  sly attempt at 
adventure." 

"So, because you are a bright girl and 
you do have a logical mind. you prob
ably have some kind of a second guess." 

"The man who tried to rob their safe is 
loose. Newspaper people have been try
ing to bother them. Anna told me about 
the police tramping all over the place 
Tuesday, the day be(ore T arrived. A man 
stands guard all night .  He had some wise 
words of warning about how I shouldn't 
be wandering around in the night, not 
with a criminal loose in the area. I 
thanked him and told him he was doing 
a splendid job. and to just keep on guard
ing like crazy. Anyway. a girl is missing, 
too. My darn logical mind has been hop
ping back and forth between the idea 
that you were making a play for Char. 
and the idea you wanted to just strike up  
a conversation and ask her some things." 

"Do you love your step-sister ? "  
" I  feel a certain loyalty t o  her. But we 

haven't got very much in common. She's 
odd. T don't know." 

I hesitated. thinking of the ways I 
should edit the account, shift the empha
sis. spare her some of my more lurid 
guesses. But with a mental shrug. I de
cided she would have it cold and straight.  

I talked the world gray, and talked the 
first edge of the sun up. 11 hen I waited for comment. She 

looked at me solemnly. She shivered. 
"It's all so dark and creepy and 

strange. I don't know what to think." 
"That's why I wanted to have a talk 

with Charity." 
She held my wrist tightly. "Maybe 

you've sort of built the whole thing up  
out  of  nothing. I mean maybe Maurice 
and Charity are just . . .  what they seem." 

"Charlie Haywood was seeing her." 



"Which must have taken some very 
tricky planning." 

"She let him go to prison. He could 
have gotten the schedule from her. She 
couldn't know about the boat breaking 
down. He was doing something that she 
had talked him into doing. He took that 
risk for her." 

"She seems very nervous and restless, 
much more so than last year." 

· ·y ou're sensitive to the way people 
feel. What's the relation:;.hip be-

. tween those two, Peggy ?" 
"Well . . they're very quiet and sort 

of polite to each other. But . . .  maybe 
I'm imagining it, but it's like the way 
peoople would have to be if they were on 
an island and knew they couldn't get off. 
Do you know what I mean ? "  

" I  think so." 
"He's in charge. Sam. There's no ques

tion about that. She seems to wait for 
some clue from him before going ahead 
with anything, and she has a sort of anxi
ety about pleasi . . .  no, not pleasing him 
. . .  about not crossing him." 

"Any affection at al l ?" 
"None ! Not a smidgin." 
"And no due to his background? "  
" I  think he's quite a n  ignorant man, 

Sam. He has very little to say. When he 
forgets himself, his grammar is bad. His 
table manners are terrible. He gobbles. 
Everything is gone in a minute. He has 
no . . .  air of importance. I don't want to 
sound like a snob, but he's like a man 
who came to fix the drains and happened 
to move in and take over somehow." 

"What's she like?" 
Peggy shrugged. "I guess she's seen 

and done everything there is. And some 
of it was nasty. From forty feet away, in  
her swim suit, baking beside the pool, 
she looks like a show girl. She knows how 
to walk and sit and stand. She spends 
hours on her face and figure, nails and 
hair. When she talks, she has too much 
fake expression on her face, a lot of  busi
ness with the eyebrows . . .  which is the 
show biz syndrome, I guess. I don't know 
whether she strained her voice singing or 
whether whisky did the trick, but it's a 
kind of baritone whisper, if you can 
imagine that. When you see her face 
close up, even when she's using that 
forced animation, you suddenly realize 
it's the most exhausted face in the whole 
world. Her eyes have been dead for a 
thousand years." 

"Much drinking?" 
"He takes it easy. She starts about four 

o'clock and builds, so she's quietly 
bagged come bedtime. Never sloppy. Just 
very remote." 

"Does she ever go out alone in that 
convertible ?" 

"What convertible? There's only one 
car, that fou�·year-old Continental. It 
hasn't much mileage on it ,  though." 

"That's the way I think she met Char
lie Haywood, when they went to Mel 
Fifer's agency and bought a convertible 

for cash. Charlie was a salesman there." 
"I guess it was sold. There's only the 

one car. What would she do with a car? 
She never goes anywhere." 

"Not any more. How about the serv
ants ?" 

"Three very nice quiet people. Stan 
Chase is a bermit. He coddles the Sea 
Queen as if he owned her. The Mahlers 
tend strictly to business, and they keep 
the relationship sort of  . . .  formal, but 
they are kindly people." 

The sun had hoisted itself high enough 
to bring customers to the public beach. 
They stared at us with open curiosity. 

"Let's hike back," she said, and 
yawned, and we started back. 

After a silent few minutes, she said, 
"Sam ?" 

"Yes, honey." 
"Mmm. Term of endearment. Sam, I 

know what you want to ask and I can 
guess why you think you shouldn't ask it 
of  me. But I'll do it anyway. I'll he the 
girl spy, dauntless adventuress, and re
port to you, sir." 

"There may ·be nothing to find out." 
"There's something to find out. Maybe 

it  won't have anything at all to do with 
that Charlie and your Sis friend . . .  " 

"You snarl when you mention her." 
"Simple jealousy. Be flattered." 
"I'm flattered." 
"You're even smug. As I was saying, it 

may not solve your mystery, hut maybe I 
can solve the mystery of Maurice and 
Charity. The more I think about them, 
the more strange they seem." 

"Peggy, please be very very careful. 
Meddling got one person a five-year jai l  
term. Whatever he doesn't want found 
out, he's taking a lot of  pains and money 
to protect it. I don't think it would be a 
healthy thing to have him find out you're 
prying. They're both hiding from some
thing, and they don't want to be found. 
Play it like it's dangerous, Peggy. Will  
you do that ?" 

"Sure. And I like the protective bit. I 
like you, Sam. I like you much. And I am 
not a vacationing cupcake looking for a 
fast romp with no boring complications." 

"You didn't have to say that to me, 
you know." 

She laughed. "When do I sneak out 
and meet you again?"  

"Tonight?" 
"When else? Same time, same place, 

same girl." 
We ·had reached the tree where we had 

hidden her shoes and purse. She turned 
to frown at me, and said, "Yesterday 
morning, when you stared at me in that 
strange way, was it because I look a lot 
like Judy?" 

"How would you know that ?" 
"Nothing else could have made you 

react that way. Do I look too much like 
her ?" 

"What would be too much ?" 
"Where you wouldn't really be seeing 

me. You'd be seeing a ghost." 

"No. I see you, not her. The face i s  
different. The hair is different." 

"Something else is different, Sam. The 
heart is different. I'm a steady girl. I have 
the constant heart. If I ever make a com
mitment, all the cards go face up. and 
facing you. So i f  you've been trying to be 
a different person all night, trying to 
adjust yourself to me, and you're not 
what you have been pretending to be, 
then you had best run. I mean it." 

"I think this is what I am, Peggy." 
"I can play ten thousand little games, 

but no big games. Am I scaring you? "  
"I'm not scared. Peggy." 
She stepped back close to the tree, 

l ifted her arm�, and said, "Let's see 
where we stand. Brice." 

It was important. Perhaps a kiss
which is objectively a ludicrous thing, a 
joining of mouths-is a special form o f  
interrogation and response. W e  told each 
other that this wasn't a trivial thing. It 
could be a lot of things, tender, strong, 
and sweet. But never trivial. 

The sound of  the car heading north on 
Orange Road broke it up. I saw Luxey go 
by at the wheel of a county car. 

"That's the polite little man who didn't 
want me to wander around in the dark," 
she said. 

"That's the polite little man who col
lapsed me with a night stick." 

"That little one ?" 

Av iper is a very small thing. So 
is a scorpion. So is a flu germ." 
I picked up her purse and shoes. 

"Thank you. I'm drunk on morning air 
and no sleep and being kissed, Sam." 

"It's a good way to be." 
I walked her to the strip of Weber 

beach. A deeply tanned woman came 
down the narrow path through the sea 
oats. She wore a vivid yellow swim suit 
with a small skirt effect, and carried a 
matching beach bag. She was handsomely 
built, and I knew at once that this was 
the floozy hair Gus had een in Charlie's 
car. It was worn long, and it was as 
spurious as a new dime, l i feless as the 
flax on a store-window dummy. 

She looked startled. and said to Peggy, 
in an aspirated croak, "I thought you 
were in bed asleep ! "  She directed her
sel f  to Peggy, but presented me with a 
flattering angle, careful ly posed. 

"Charity, may I present Sam Brice. 
Sam, my sister, Charity Weber." 

Charity gave me an almost imper
ceptible nod. "How do," she said. "Peggy, 
why are you dressed like that ? When did 
you go out ? Have you been out all night ! 
Where have you been ?" 

"Leading a gay, mad, dancing l i fe." 
The woman stared at her. I saw that 

the deep tan masked the corro ion of her 
face. "Are you drunk, darling?" she 
asked Peggy. 

"Just happy. Char, I was going to 
sneak out again tonight, but now I don't 
have to sneak, do I ?" 

Mrs. Weber was flustered. "Maurice 
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says we have . . .  uh . . .  a responsibility 
to you, dear, so long as you're our house 
guest. I don't think he'll approve of this. 
I don't think he'll like it at all." 

"What a shame ! "  Peggy said. "I'll 
have to take the rest of my vacation in a 
local motel. I couldn't upset Maurice." 

"You know you're welcome to stay 
with us, darling." 

"And go out when and with whom I 
please. I want that understood, Char." 

C harity Weber wheeled on me, focus· 
ing all weapons : the eyes, the 
mouth, the figure, aggressive, pro

vocative, flirtatious, and ironic. That 
efficient impact could have blinded inno· 
cent Charlie Haywood, turning him to a 
mouse sandwich for a panther. 

"I compliment your taste, Sam. This 
lovely little sister of mine is a rare kind 
of creature." She moved closer to me. "I 
have so few house guests. I do want to 
enjoy her while she's here. You won't 
be greedy, will you ? If you keep her out 
al l  night, she'll sleep all day." 

"Now you can come and call for m e  
properly," Peggy said. 

"Just stop in front, Sam," Charity said. 
"You don't have to come to the door. I 
know it's rude, but Mr. Weber doesn't 
like callers. People upset him. He's a 
very shy man. That's why we aren't . . .  
very social people." She patted my arm 
quickly. "I think you're going to be very 
nice about the whole thing, aren't you? "  

"Intensely co-operative," I said. 
She gave me a somewhat dubious look, 

then smiled and said, "You children say 
good night or good morning or whatever 
it is, while I swim." 

She tucked her hair into a yellow cap 
and strutted into the immature surf. 

So I stood there with one woman, who 
was a new source of a kind of joy I had 
thought I would never feel again, and 
watched another woman of whom I was 
instinctively suspicious, and felt, across 
the back of my heart, the black weight of  
worry about the third woman. Re-involve
ment in life was a painful process. I 
kissed the tip of the nose of the brand 
new woman and toJd her to be careful, 
and I walked down the road to my car. 
When I looked back, she was standing in 
sunlight, waiting there for the chance to 
wave to me. 

I was on the job by three o'clock on 
Friday afternoon. While I had slept, the 
.world had learned nothing new about Sis 
or Charlie. I took care of some appraisal 
reports, while the warm image of Peggy 
Varden seemed to hover just beyond my 
left shoulder. I wanted to apologize to 
Sis for feeling so good about Peggy. I 
thought of the Webers. I had exhausted 
Ack's information. Peggy might acquire 
more. I wondered what other source I 
could tap. Suddenly I thought of a very 
factual source, so I hustled over to the 
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County Courthouse, tracked down the 
right deed book, and found that the last 
transfer of the Weber property was from 
a Jason Hall of Tampa to the Starr De
velopment Company, an I llinois corpora
tion, with the address given as a Chicago 
post-office box, an'd the appropriate doc
uments had been signed by a Mr. E. D. 
Dennison, treasurer. That, I suddenly re
membered, was the name of the agent 
who had prepared the luxurious nest for 
the Webers. I checked the office of the 
County Tax Collector j ust before closing 
time and learned that the annual proper· 
ty tax bil l  was sent to Starr Development 
and paid promptly by cashier's check. 

On my way home, I tried to puzzle it 
out. Weber could own Starr Development, 
and it might be a tax dodge setup, but he 
had begun to sound like a man who would 
not be likely to own corporations. 

I had no more than settled down on my 
screened porch with a cold beer than I 
remembered somebody who might help, 
a tough little sports reporter in Chicago 
named Lou Leeman, about the only guy 
who had felt I was getting a raw deal and 
had tried to buck the system and get me 
reinstated-without even knowing how I 
had goofed. The long-distance operator 
tracked him down and, after we had 
whipped some dead horses for fifteen 
costly minutes, I asked him if he could 
check out Starr Development and Denni
son and Maurice and Charity Weber. He 
said he had contacts he could use, and he 
agreed to bill me for any expenses, but 
not his time, and I gave him my office 
and home phone n umbers so he could 
call me collect on Monday. 

At nine in the evening, when I stopped 
on Orange Road in front of the Weber 
property and gave one gentle beep on my 
horn in accordance with my instructions, 
I got LeRoy Luxey instead of my Peggy. 
He wanted to know what I was doing 
there, and I asked him which part of my 
head he wanted to beat. 

He peered into the wagon and said, 
"Keep smart-mouthing me, and I'll gen
erally beat on all sides of it, down and 
around, mister. I ast you . . .  " 

"You leave him alone ! "  Peggy said, 
whirling out of the night. "He 
came to pick me up." 

LeRoy clicked his light out, and said, 
"I check ever'thing happens here in the 
nighttime, miss. You made me on easy 
last night, miss, a-wanderin' off into the 
dark night and when I come on this night, 
I looked in a window and saw you and 
felt better right off." 

"I want to stay mad at you for hitting 
Mr. Brice on the head, darn it. So you 
j ust stop talking to me in such a nice 
way, officer." 

"Depity, ma'am. Depity LeRoy Luxey, 
and I hit him because I'm not of a size I 
can gamble long with a smart-mouth man 
size of this one tries to walk over me." 

"I got smacked for being stupid," I 
said, "and I hold no grudge." 

"From now on, you pickin' her up in 
the nighttime, blink · you lights on and 
off twicet and I won't bother you none," 
he said, and melted off without a sound. 

So I drove off with my girl and, with 
restraint, drove a whole half mile before 
parking in blackness and taking her into 
my arms and finding all our miracles re· 
confirmed. When breathing steadied, I 
asked her where she wanted to go, and 
with much hesitancy, with a preface 
which implored me not to leap to any 
conclusions, she said she would like to 
see my cottage. I laughed until she an· 
grily accused me of braying at her, and 
then told her I had been plotting the 
same sort of little speech absolving my
sel f of  lecherous intent before asking her 
if she would like to see it. 

So I took her home, and, in her cinna
mon blouse and her pale gray skirt and 
her straw sandals, she prowled the place 
like a questing cat, auditing my habits 
and hobbies, professing alarm at m y  
bachelor tidiness, expressing delight at 
evidences of  similar interests in  books 
and records. I had her pick what she 
wanted to hear as I made our drinks, and 
then we settled onto the dark porch in 
neighborly safari chairs, content with a 
wedge of bay to look at, and early Tatum 
at low volume to listen to, and a tartness 
of rum sours on the tongue. 

"Nice," she said. "So nice. Is it time 
for my report, sir? Very good, 
sir. I flew Eastern into Tampa 

two days ago, Wednesday the seven· 
teenth. Herman Mahler met me as before 
and drove me down, and by the time I 
arrived Charity was th-ree drinks in the 
bag, looking exhausted. There is a 
wing with a guest suite, and I turned it 
down last time as being too grand, and 
it wasn't offered this time. I got the 
same room as before, in the main part of 
the house, and this time it smelled like 
cigars, stale cigars, and I was nauseated. 
The air conditioning was on, but I 
opened the windows wide and got out of 
the room as soon as I could. I found this 
on the floor of my closet." 

She handed me a packet of  paper 
matches. I used my lighter flame to read 
they were from a Burgundy Street bar i n  
New Orleans. 

"If Anna Mahler had a chance to 
really do that room before I appeared, 
there would have been no cigar stink and 
no matches. She's a demon cleaner, Sam. 
So the girl spy decided there'd been re· 
cent guests. Operating on this assump· 
tion, I nailed Anna tonight in  t he kitchen 
while she was preparing dinner. She's 
reticent. I opened her u p  with sympathy, 
talking about one woman caring for so 
big a house and doing the cooking, too. 
Two men arrived after dark on the 
twelfth, one week ago tonight, in a rented 
car. Maurice stayed up late to await 
them, and forgot to alert Anna they were 
coming, which annoyed her. Charity was 
sick all the time they were there, and had 



her meals served in her room. They left 
after dark Tuesday night, the day before 
I arrived. Then I must have pushed t uo 
hard, because Anna closed up again .  I f  
last Monday night i s  the key night, Sam, 
there were two extra men in the house." 

"Names or descriptions?" 
" I  got the impression Anna considered 

them trashy. There's no snob like a guud 
servant. There's more to come, sir." She 
seemed to shudder. I reached and found 
her hand. It was too cold. She was curled 
in the chair, her face shadowed except 
where an edge of light jeweled one eye. 
"It's stopped being any kind uf game." 

"It never was that." 
"At dinner, talking ahout health, I 

gave Char every chance to say she'd been 
in bed for four days before 1 arrived, but 
she said nothing, which was not a normal 
reaction. They seemed curious about you. 
I edited you down to harmless hulk of 
friendly muscle, forgive me. And then 
I hrought up Sis Ga1itry." 

"Now that was certainly a clever-" 
"You hush. It would have been more 

obvious not to bring her up. We saw the 
news on Channel 13 out of Tampa, and 
there was a taped interview with Sheriff 
Millhaus, all about Sis and Charlie and 
so on, and it  is big local news, and it is 
normal for a house guest to chatter 
about the big local crime news, and am I 
supposed to not notice that little man 
who patrols the grounds al l  night?"  

"Maybe you d id  the  right thing." 
"Last summer they told me about the 

attempted robbery. So tonight I gabbled 
about my lovely theory that Sis and Char
lie were in love, and he had escaped to 
come to see her, and they had run off to
gether, and she hadn't gotten in  touch 
with anybody because that would endan
ger him. Charity practically exploded 
with enthusiasm for my theory. She over
did it. Maurice j ust kept gobbling food. 
I said it was hard for people to find a 
safe hiding place. Char said it wasn't so 
hard if you planned it carefully and had 
enough money. Maurice �tood up, threw 
his napkin on his plate, told her she was 
a sloppy drunk with a big mouth, and 
walked out. I've never heard him speak to 
her like that. She sat with her eyes 
closed. Then she began to talk about a 
lot of trivial things, with great animation, 
as if she didn't even know the tears were 
running down her face. Something is 
cracking, Sam. They're both under hide
ous pressure. You can sense it. Some
thing is going to hell fast in that house." 

I t took me a while to quiet her, and 
then I told her about my small in
vestigatory operation, and how I 

planned to check ownership  on the Sea 
Queen, also. And then she was charmed 
by the idea of a night ride in my boat. 
It's a heavy, elderly, matronly bay boat, 
twenty feet long, roomy and open, with 
good stowage, with a liS-horse Chrysler 
Marine that will pump her along at close 
to twenty miles an hour. As I was ready-

ing her to go, I explained her name to 
Peggy. It was the Lesser Evil, because 
I 'd m:.tde a choice of spending a l oose 
t ! HJ I ISand I had accumulated on a trip 
I n  Havana ur on this solid old boat t hat 
had rt>quin·d a couple of hundred hours 
of  work a fte'r I got her. \Ve went bum
bling and mumbling out toward the 
channel markers. It has a stand-up wheel, 
a fold ing captain's stool. She stood he
side me. joyous and pleao;ed, the night 
� ind i n  her bright pale hair. 

I took her out through Horseshoe Pass, 
two miles out onto a placid Culf. set her 
dead slow and parallel to the Key, and 
Ja,.hed the wheel so we could go hack and 
sit un the transom and talk in the way 
people talk as they are fal ling in love. 
We did not want to move too swi ftly  into 
love. This part was too valuable and 
memorable. And I knew we were haunted 
hy Sis in ways that bred restraint. 

So finally we came back inside, and 
cruised north along the unofficial channel 
close tu Horseshoe Key. As we passed the 
Weber boat basin, I noted that the S('(t 
Queen was not there. When I remarked 
on it, Peggy said it  was at a marina llav
ing some work done on it. 

We went up beyond City Bridge and 
tied up at Tad's Sea-Bar, had some 
draught beer to j uke music pitched too 
loud. A clutter of unattached males in the 

p lace became highly aware of Peggy, and 
it was a familiar thing to me. because it 
had alway" been j ust the same when I 
was with 1 udy. They both had that same 
flavor of great value. But my attitude had 
changed. I wa" proud in a slightly differ
ent way. r was nut poised and ready for 
too loud a comment or a drunken ap
proach, anxious to >'prinkle Ieeth across 
the sawdust. I was glad she was admired, 
and I felt no need to prove mysel f to her. 

We rode hack through a platinum 
moonlight. and then I drove my 
girl home. and stopped to see if  a 

certain pine tree was still there. 
I walked her the re><t of the way. and 

as I left her and turned to walk back to 
the car. Luxey's J :ght hlasted into my 
face, then wenl nut. leaving me with my 
night vision de4royed. 

"Prettiest girl I ever seen," LeRoy 
said. "Too nke for you to mess with." 

"Do you want lo guard the whole 
world. LeRoy ?" 

"['II stand firm on my piece of  it. mis· 
ter. I may bother you some other plar·e. 
some other time. hut not here nn mnr.-·. 
after tonight. Weber says if this Charlie 
was coming here. he WRtJld have eome hv 
now. so I checked it out with the Sher'f." 
He sighed. "I'm glad to get off this. It 
p ukes me, a man smackin' on his wif�." 

Among twenty Cordials by Cointreau, there's a 
flavor that can be the crowning touch to your 
dinner tonight. There are liqueurs, fruit-flavored 
brandies and specialties-every one Cointreau in 
qual i ty, Cointreau in flavor and Cointreau i n  
reputation. • Cointreau Liqueur, the crowning 
touch to a perfect dinner, 80 Proof. Produced 
and bottled by Cointreau Ltd., Pennington, N.J.  
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"You mean the Webers? But they 
don't fight." 

"Then they started in on a new habit. I 
heard al l  the fussin' two hour back, and 
snuck clo e in  case somebody got by me, 
but it  was them in the bedroom, her 
screaming and crying and yel ling about 
not been able to take no more of  this, and 
him workin' her over till she lay down 
moanin' and he stepped over her and 
went away and so did I .  It's a place too 
pretty, mister, for women to be treated 
such. It's not my business, nor yours, so 
get off the place on account of I feel 
mean and itchy." 

I walked my vulnerable head out of his 
hickory reach and drove home and found 
the ghost scent of  her perfume still 
trapped in the still air of  my porch. 

I had a call from Tampa on Saturday 
morning, and spent the rest of the 
morning making a few calls in  

Venice. After lunch I unlocked the office, 
wrote out some longhand reports for 
Alice to type on Monday, and had just 
finished bringing my expense sheets and 
check book up to date when Cal MacAl
len phoned me to come over if I had a 
minute. The four days o f  suspense had 
sal lowed him and sharpened his bones 
and put a tremble in his fingers. He was 
lonely. The Gantry clan had closed ranks 
and were giving him no emotional sus
tenance. He told me about the five-thou
sand-dollar reward he had posted, and 
told me about some of  the crazier clues 
and rumors among the dozens the police 
were patiently checking out. He asked me 
if I had any new ideas. H ad he not been 
�o obviously to the breaking point, I 
might have briefed him on my investiga
t ion of the Webers, but it was no time for 
anybody to charge into such a delicate 
situation, bellowing and · waving their 
arms. I told him I'd let him know if I 
thought of anything. 

When T left his office, I walked to the 
corner for some drugstore coffee. As I 
sat brooding at the counter, I was aware 
of something way down in my mind that 
I couldn't grasp. I could see it flash once 
in a while. It was the last minnow in the 
bait bueket, the slyest one of all. 

I could make one reasonable assump
tion, until J could check it out, from what 
Peggy had told me. Charlie had escaped 
on the tenth. If Weber had gotten nerv
ous as soor;� as he heard of the escape, 
and had yelled for help. I could assume 
that the two men who had arrived on the 
night of  the twel fth had been sent for. 
The timing was ·right. But that wasn't 
what was bothering me. 

Suddenly T dipped into the bucket and 
caught the elusive minnow ! Pat Mil lhaus 
had told Cal he had checked the Weber 
house on Tuesday morning. I went direct
ly to the Florence County Courthouse. 
It was a little past three. The air was still 
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and heavy, with thunderheads piled high 
over the Gulf. By the time I was admitted 
to Pat Millhaus's office, the sunshine out
side his window had a coppery look, and 
I could he:u the separate rollings of 
thunder. Pat waved me impatiently and 
contemptuously to a chair, complaining 
about the heat, the long hours he was 
working, the air conditioner the county 
wouldn't buy him, the fools who took up 
his valuable time. 

"Soon as one of  your playmates runs 
off, a big hero like yon has no trouble 
l ining up new stuff, LeRoy tel ls me, like 
that little gal guest out to the Webers'." 

"What makes you so damn miserable, 
Pat? "  

"Funny how the biggest men i n  this 
county like me fine, and everybody on the 
wrong side of the law think. I'm miser
able. Now I know you got no record, 
Brice. Not yet. But l know human nature. 
I know you've got the attitude that's one 
day going to put you right out on the 
county road gang. swinging a brush 
hook. Now don't tell me how honest you 
are. because it'll give me cause to laugh 
too hard in this heat. J nst keep it in your 
head we're talking across a fence, you 
and me. Now what the hell did you come 
in here for? "  He leaned his beefy arms 
on his desk. 

"Last Tuesday morning you checked 
the Weber house and grounds. Who was 
there besides the W ebers and the three 
servants?" 

"I got the funny idea you're messing 
into my business, Brice. You do any in
vestigating without a license, you can get 
on that road work faster'n you think." 

"Sis is my friend. It's just normal cur
iosity on my part." 

"The Webers co-operated just fine. I'm 
satisfied they don't figure in this thing at 
all. So your question doesn't mean a 
thing. But  I'll be a damn fool and answer 
it. There was two house guests there, and 
a rental car. I didn't see them. They were 
out on the beach. They'd come in the 
night before, I was told." 

H e pointed a thick finger at me. "If  
you got any interest in  this kind 
of  work, Sam, run for sheriff." 

"Maybe someday I will, if you can't 
find Sis pretty soon." 

I expected rage, but he fooled me. He 
leaned back with a grin, almost amiable, 
and said, "Don't sweat yourself. We're 
getting close. Sis would run to anybody 
in trouble, and when Charlie phoned. she 
went to him, and we know she had bet
ter'n fi fty dollars in her room that's now 
missing, and because of  hunting with her 
brothers, she knows the back country 
good as any man around. A little a fter 
nine last Monday night, a woman bought 
about forty dollars' worth of  staples from 
a late-open grocery north of  town, bnt 
it's a one-man operation by an old !!:uy so 
close to blind he runs it by touch and 
memory, so he's no help on description, 
but he remembers she talked local in-

stead of  tourist. So she figured on taking 
him back and getting him holed up in 
some hide-away shack near water, but aft
er she'd taken him there, he got nervous 
about maybe somebody had �een them 
together, so he takes charge and wnn't let 
her loose, and he covers that l ittle car 
with brush. Him not getting his hand� on 
a wom:tn in over two years would m:1ke 
him think of more good ideas why he 
should hang onto her. So when he thinks 
things are quiet enough, he'l l take ofT, 
Sam, and whether he kills her, or just 
turns her loose to hike on in, is �umc
thing maybe he hasn't decided on yet." 

"I f he had running on his mind, why 
did he come back here at all ? "  

"Had t o  have hel p, didn't he? Got it, 
didn't he? And it was the la,t direction 
everybody looked. until he had the bad 
luck to get spotted. Now get the hell out 
of  here so I can get some work done." 

The storm broke as I got to the outside 
door. I sprinted for the car. but I was 
soaked through before I made it. The 
rain came roaring down, too dense for 
driving. and I sat in the steamy wagon 
with the windows u p. By the time T could 
drive away. Pat's theory had lost its per
suasion and plausibility. Both Sis and 
Charlie were prevented hy their own 
standards from acting in the ways he was 
assuming. It would make sense nnly to 
those who did not know either of  them. 

The ·rain stopped. Streets steamed in 
the late afternoon sunshine and the 
air smelled like jungles as I drove 

to J imson's Marina to take a look at the 
Sea Queen at close range. I t  had the 
only ways in the area big enough to haul 
the Sea QtH'l'n. I turned ofT the main road 
a mile short of my place and drove to 
the bay front. Jimson's has the rlutter 
and indifference, the air of  aimless ineffi
ciency, the varnish smells and saw whin
ings of all  small-craft marinas. I parked 
and wandered around until I found her 
in one of the covered slips used for minor 
repairs and maintenance work, her stern 
toward the main dock. 

A sun-brown, knotty little old man was 
working on her. He wore a haseball cap 
and ragged khaki shorts. and he was fit
ting a new section of  top rail into place 
at the starboard corner of  the transom 
of  the flush-deck cru iser. He looked up at 
me and grinned hroadly with very few 
teeth. and said. "Well ! Ha-yuu, Sammy?" 

"Thought you'd be in a rocking chair 
on a front pnreh by now . .J . B." 

"Sure'd l ike to be. but of '  .l imson, he 
always sweet-talks me back on aernunt 
of people don't do work like T dn no 
more. Rut all I'll do is work on boats put 
together honest and u�ed right, like this 
here Weber boat." 

"What happened to it . . T.B. ?" 
"It was being brung into a dock at low 

tide, with the wind and current tricky. 
and the stern swung under the dock. and 
the rail got splintered and bent all to  
hell. Sammy. Shame to have it happen to 



a boat that gets the care this one does." 
"Care if I go aboard and look al her ? "  
"Don't maller t o  m e  none, but i f  that 

Chase fella comes back when you're 
aboard, he cou ld turn up ugly. He didn't 
say i f  he was coming hack. He don't say 
much of anything. I enjoy having him 
gone for a while. He watches every damn 
move I make." 

I went aboard. It was fifty-four feet of 
luxury. It  had every navigation aid ex
cept radar. I t  was equipped with air 
conditioning and television and a hand· 
some flying bridge. It took me t wo m in
utes to find the log and the papers. There 
are very few logical places to keep such 
items aboard any boat. The listed owner 
was Starr Development. I checked below, 
fast and furt ive as a thief. The Webcrs 
had been u:<ing her fur over four years. 
llut they'd left no mark on her. There 
were clothes. toilet art icles. l iquor, and 
food neat ly slowed and there was an 
uver:<ize bunk in the master stateroom all 
made up, but it l ooked as though they 
had used it for four weeks rather t han 
four years. Only obsessive maintenance 
cou ld have kept the craft in  such perfect 
and shining condition. 

J. B.  was countersinking brass screws 
into the new section of rail. 

"Funny thing, Sammy," he said. "this 
much boat is for cruising. Marathon, Nas
sau, all over hell and gone. They use i t  
often, but  they don't go no place. Hell, 
the way they use it, they could get along 
with that lit t le  scow you got." 

A battered yellow motor scooter 
chugged a long the dock area toward us. 
"You got ofT her just in time, Sammy," 
J. B. mut tered. 

The man parked the scooter on its 
brace and walked over without glancing 
at either of us. He walked direct ly  to t he 
section of rai l ,  ran I he palm of his hand 
across the two joinings, bent to inspect it 
inch by inch. 

He made a grunting sound which, I 
imagine. was supposed to express his ap
proval. "Sure it's seasoned good ?"  he 
asked J. B. 

"It's top grade." 
"I ' l l  do the finishing on it myself." 
"When you come to rubbing it down 

between coats, you'd best use . . .  " 

"I know how." I t  wasn't said with irri
tation or anger. I t  was said to inform J.B. 
that no help was needed. "Set those last 
couple of screws and I'll j ust take her 
along now." 

"It's a nice craft," I said amiably. 

Q uickly, he turned and gave me 
one glance of appraisal and dis
missal. He was a solidly built 

man in his forties, with a face like 
ca·rved dark stone, with weather wrinkles 
that turned his eyes to bright blue slits. 
He turned away, and I knew he would 
never answer any casual comment. 

"Too damn nice," I said, "for some 
clown to bash her iflto a dock. That's 
what keeps the yards going, people who 

don't know how to handle a boat." I 
would have thought he wasn't hearing a 
word if I hadn't seen the back of his neck 
darkening. 

"When they got enough money, t hey 
don't have to bash their own boats up," I 
said. "They ·can h ire some guy to do i t  
for them." 

That swung him around, his eyes 
smaller than before. jaw m uscles work· 
ing, fists clenched. "And j ust what kind 
of  a license do you hold, mister?"  

"I've been handling boats since I was 
four years old. and I never shoved one 
half under a dock yet, friend." 

"Lt's not

. 

have any fussing going on," 
J .  B. said nervously. 

" I f  a man racks up a boat, h e  
ought to  b e  man enough to admit it." 

Captain Stan Chase took a slow step 
toward me. "T didn't damage the boat." 

"Who did ? Big termites maybe ?"  
"I  wasn't aboard." 
It startled me. "I thought you ran it for 

the Webers." 
"I do. And when I do, mister, nothing 

happens to it. Nothing ! "  
"Then it looks like you should run it  

all  the time. friend." 
"I always have. Except this one time." 
I could sense that t he injury to the 

boat was as painful to him as a wound in 
his own flesh. This was basically a shy 
man, a quiet man, perhaps a good man. 

" It's j ust too much boat for an ama
teur." I said. 

"He's run it  a lot when I've been 
aboard. He knows how to handle it pretty 
good, too. But not at night. He shou ldn't 
have tried it." 

"Good as new," .T. B. said, "on�:e you 
put the finish on it." He patted the rail. 
"You're a l l  set now. Ca ptain." 

"I f you d idn't th ink he cou ld handle 
it," I said, "why didn't you go along?"  

For several l ong seconds I thought he 
wasn't going to  answer. "I  wasn't even 
there," he said. He spat down into the 
shadowy green water of the bay. "They 
sent me up to Tampa, Monday, to meet 
her sister coming in on a night flight. But 
she wasn't on that flight. She didn't get in
to Tampa until  Wednesday. They had 
their wires crossed." 

There was more that I wanted to ask. 
But  I cou ldn't go any further without 
making him suspicious. Why was he sent 
instead of Mahler ? At what t ime did they 
ask him to leave ? 

He spread a length of tarp and wheeled 
his motor scooter aboard and laid it down 
gently on the tarp. J. B. and I helped 
with the l ines. He eased the Sea Queen 
expertly out of the slip, rounded the Jim· 
son marker, and took her out to the main 
channel and turned south toward her 
home berth. 

I went home and showered and 
stretched out on my bed. The rain had 
brought the toads out and they were in 
good voice. Bugs, mourning doves, and 
mocking birds were trying to drown them 
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out. I fe l l t i red. but not sleepy. When the 
phone rang. i t  was D. Ackley Bush. 

He t hanked me for ret u rn ing his shell, 
and he was art iculately hit ter about my 
giving him no report. Somehow he had 
learned I was dating a hou�e guest of  t he 
Webers', repu ted l y lovely. I t  appa l l ed h i m  
t :  learn she had been t here for t w o  weeks 
t he previous summer without his learn· 
ing about it. He grew irri table at  m y  
evasivenes , and was not appeased b y  m y  
promise t o  t e l l  him t he whole �tory i n  
detai l  later on. He sighed wi th  consider· 
able malevolence before hanging u p. 

By t hree min utes a fter n i ne I was 
parked in  a dark p l ace with a l l the ener
gies of Peggy Varden t rapped in m y  
arms as we affirmed o u r  speci a l ,  private, 
Sat urd:1y night world. She ·bowed excel
lent judgment by vot i ng for the same 
kind of  a n  eveni n g  as the last one. 

"No stage ><ett ing for my e�pionage 
report, Sam, because there's ab
�olutely nothing to re port . Cha'r· 

i t y  has been i n  hiding most of the day. 
She fel l  and hurt her face last night." 

So. as I drove toward my p lace, I told 
her LeRoy'� ex planation o f  t he hurt faee. 
I t  sickened her so. l was sorry I 'd to ld  
her. So I saved a l l  t he rest o f  i t  unti l  we 
were sett led on my porch, wi th  drinks 
and music and darkness. I reported my 
conversat ions with Cal Mac A I Ien. Pat 
M i llhaus, Captai n Stan Chase, and J.  B. 

"I . . . I don't l ike someth i ng in your 
voice. Sam. I don't l ike i t  at  a l l ." 

I knew t hat ho ldi ng her hand wasn't 
enough. not enough for what was comi ng, 

o [ tugged, and she set her drink d· >wn 
and came over into m y  lap.  I held her 
close as l to ld her m y  assumptiun. keep
ing my tone flat and factual .  I t o ld her 
a bout the large, detachab le section of t he 
ra i l of the S1•a Queen. which would open 
a . pace wide enough so that. w i t h  care, a 
sma l l  car cou l d  be ro l led acros� p lanks 
from the dock onto t he flush deck. B u t  
o u t  i n  t he G u l f, i n  a swe l l .  i t  w o u l d  be 
tricky to deep-si x it  t h rough t he same 
opening. Damage caused t hat way could 
look very much a� if  t he boat had caught 
her rail  under dock and, in  swinging free, 
had broken t he rail  and �upports out· 
ward. She rol led her round forehead 
a long t he angle of my jaw, and I felt her 
shiver. l to ld  her t ha t  the damage t o  t he 
boat had happened on that same Monday 
night, and I reminded her t ha t  these were 
shal low waters-you cou ld drive a car 
ofT a cl i ff  or find deep holes close t o  
t h e  shore. 

She :;at in her own chair and sai d  in  a 
remote voice, " l 'm scared, Sam." 

"Maybe I've put it all together wrong. 
Can I ask you �orne thi ngs to help me 
check it  out ? "  

"Of cou rse." 
"After Sis phoned Charity. Maurice 

wanted to get Chase out  o f  the way, so he 
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sent him on the wild goose chase to 
Tampa to meet you, two days early. Now 
I wonder i f  the M ah lers were sent any
where at  that  t ime, too." 

"They wou l dn't have t o  be. At e ight
t h i rt y. t heir day is over. and they hole  u p  
i n  their o w n  a partment heyond t h e  !!a
rage. Herman is . get t ing sl i ght l y deaf, 
and they are incurable televi!'ion addicts, 
so t hey wou l dn't hear anything. They 
keep their  dra perie� pul led �hut  and their 
wi ndows face north and we!'t.  so they 
wou ld n't see anyth ing. And I've never 
heard of t hem com ing hack to the house 
or even goin g  outdoors om·e they're 
through for the day." 

"The grou nd is  dam p  t h i s  t ime o f  year. 
I 'd l i ke you to look for t ire marks, lead
ing hack t o  the boat basin." 

"r w il l  but  . . .  I ran.'t bel ieve Charit y  
would b e  m ixed u p  i n  someth ing so . . .  " 

"h would account  for the terrible 
strain and tension you 've ment ioned." 

"Yes. hut i t's so . . .  " 
"There were t wo handy-dandy hel pers 

in residence. And i f  mv gues� is r ight. 
it's . . .  a very effirient di!'posal system." 

"Isn't it t i me to go t o  the pol i ce 
w i t h  th is  i n format ion, Sam ? "  

' Al most. We don't need much more. 
Bur here's one t h i n g  r in s i�t on. You can't  
stay in  a creepy. deteriorat ing si tuat ion 
l ike that.  Go back t on i gh t  heranse your 
stuff i s  there. Pack inconspirnously. 
Check for those t i re tracks. I'l l d rop hy 
in r he la te  a fternoon and get yon away 
from there." 

"What w i l l  I t e l l  Charit y ? "  
"Anyth i ng y o u  please. I'm taki n g  n o  

chances w i t h  you." 
"Hmmm. A m  I i mportant  to yon or 

somel l l i ng?" 
"Yes. I ' l l  check you into  a motel." 
"Okay. I ' l l  cater t o  your every fool ish 

whim. Sam Brice. s ir." 
"Snddenly I fee l a hell o f  a l ot better." 
"And I feel val uable and protected . 

And what's wrong with t h e  motel you've 
got r igh t here ? "  

"Well .  the heds are l u m py .  a n d  t h e  
shower isn't very good. a n d  the water 
tastes and !'mel l s  l ike sulphur.  and most 
of t he d ishe" l! re rh irped . You de,.:erve 
to have m uch better." 

"Do yon know why I suddenl y love 
yon more. Sum ?  Be,·ause I said 
a damn- fool  thing, mak i ng a bad 

joke because I was nervous, and yon 
could have gotren all cra w l y  about i t ,  
but  y o u  knew how I mean t  i t ."  

"Yes. But don't t ry me t wice." 
So the rest of the even i ng was l ike the 

n ight hefore. bnt not qu i te as good he
cause by then I bel'eve we were both 
certa in that Sis and Charlie were �orne
where under that  moon l i t  water. We tried 
a l i t t l e  too hard t o  be gay. h u t  too many 
o f  the people I have known and loved 
have drowned. She was festive in yel l ow
green slacks and a coarse cotton Guate· 
malan b louse. and the beer at  Tad's was 
just as cold, and the moon on the way 

back j ust as gaudy, but it wasn't work· 
i n g. On the way back. she suddenly 
seemed to move far away from me. She 
was sti l l - faced and remote. a l l  v i tal i ty  
and sp ir i t gone. I had seen t hat happen 
often to .J udy.  and I remem bered how. in 
that state. any attempt to reach 'her 
would drive her further away. But Peggy 
touched my arm and said. "I'm sorry. I 'm 
clown in a deep wel l .  P lea�e hel p me 
c l i m b  out of i t ." 

I h ad been ru nning dead slow. I hee led 
the gear lever into neutral and cu t 
t he en gi ne. I took her hy the slender 

waist and l i fted her and sat her. fac ing 
me,  on the  she l f  above t he da�hhoard. 
her back to the windshield. I kept m y  
hands on h e r  waist . She was a l it t le 
above me. her l i p;; at my forehead level .  
She stared somberly  down at  me. 

"St raight tal k." l �a id. " A l l  t h is . . .  
ugl iness w i l l  be over. I met yon hct·ause 
of i t ,  so it i s a l l  bad bu t  the meet ing-you 
part. When it is over. be braced.  het·an"e 
I k now now I w i l l  make the total ofler. 
A l l  t he:e is o f Sam B ri•·e. O . >n't he tqo 
overwhelmed. You can do so much bet ter ; 
i t 's a m i ra..Je you're � t i l l  loo�e."' 

"Don't you cut yourse l f  d own ! " 
"Whatever you w i l l  want, I w i l l  try to 

get  i t .  with a t ot a l effort." 
"When you make thi� offer. yon w i l l  

know w h a t  I w ant .  To h e  warm. t o  b e  fed. 
to he loved. to be housed. Not h i n g  more 
than t h at . "  

"Where did I get t h is k ind of l uck ? "  
"l'm y o u r  l uck. S a m  B rier. I ' m  you r  

l i fe. You now have a gi rl .  You l i ftrd m e  
out o f  the wel l .  No� s a y  the mal,!:iC words 
and l i ft me down." 

' I  love you." 
I sl id her clown into m y  arms. A fter a 

long t ime. !'he said. "What's that  grinding 
sound. dearest ? "  

"That ? O h .  t hat 's t he h u l l  scra ping on 
an oyster bar." 

"Hmmmm. Can it damage i t ? "  
"Oh . . .  prohabl y." 
She sighed and said. " I  guess you bet

ter do somet h in g about it . . .  l ater on." 
I s lept  late on Sunday, and woke to a 

blazing day. and so it was noon be fore I 
pried .l .  B. loose from h i s  shark in t he 
p i ney woods and drove h i m  to .T imson' . 
He was w i l l i ng to co-opera te. a fter ex
pressing what he fe l t  t o  be sullicient  
i rr i tat ion. 

It  t ook about t we n t y  m i nutes t o  l ocate 
t he scra pped fragments of  the ra i l  o fl  t he 
Sea Qu1•en. 

"How did t he damage look when you 
saw it. .l . B . ? "  

"I looked i t  over. Samm y . and I fig
u red t here was only one way it cou l d have 
happened. The stern swung under a dork. 
and t here was a swel l ,  and as whoever 
was running i t  t ried to sw ing the stern 
back out  fast. t he swell brought it  u p  
against t he underside o f  t he dock." 

"So t hat the rai l  was broken away 
from t he boa t ? "  

"Hel l ,  you can see t hat  from this  j u n k  



here, Sammy. This here tube bronze waf' 
the upright supports. and they was bent 
outwards all to  hell, this-a-way." 

I w�nt over the bent metal inch by inch 
in the bright sun light. 1 found an abra
·ion with black enamel ground into it. 

.. I want to  take this piece along. J. B." 
"1 d,m't guess old J imson will ever 

miss the scrap value onto it. Why the hell  
do you want it,  Sammy?" 

"If  it ever comes up, J .  B . ,  wi l l  you 
testify that this piece came ofl the Sea 
Queen?"  

. .  It better not cume up  on account of I 
don't like court stufl. Is this some part 
of yuur insurance job. Sammy?" 

"Sort of." 
1 put the twisted section uf tubing i n  

the station wagon. I was convinced spec
troscopic analysis would prove the black 
·mear was paint off a Renault .  1 tried to 
remain objective. l knew if my imagina
tion started working, 1 was going to feel 
very, very sick. 

1 tuuk J. B. back tu his place, and then 
drove duwn to Maria's Bar in Bayside. I t  
is a shabby joint patronized a lmost. ex
clusively by commercial fishermen. Ti�erc 
is no group more clannish, more violent. 
or more cal lously exploited. As it was 
wel l after one o'clock, the p lace was be
ginning to fi l l  up with the Sunday after
noon trade. I had known some of these 
men a l l  my life. And even though, as a 
kid, I had endured the backbreak uf the 
gill nets. working on shares, I was sti l l  
an outsider, and I knew I had to muve 
slowly and careful ly. I could nul hope to 
start a conversat ion. 

I nodded at the old hands I knew best, 
and they ident ified me tu the others. 
A fter 1 made two been; last the bc;;t. part 
of an hour. r was ahle to move gradual ly 
into a group. accepted in a l imited way, 
sl ipping back into the lazy direction of 
my chi ldhood. At l ast came a l u l l  when I 
could rlsk asking. as ca:ual ly as possible, 
if anybody had seen the Sea Quem going 
in or out of H orseshoe Pass last Monday. 

Ater a studied silence, an old man 
named Luke Johnson allowed that 
he'd seen what he thought was her. 

He and his sons had been out to net 
moonlight macke·rel, moving along slowly 
off the bar south of the pass. 

"Dumb fool drunk they was," he said, 
and spat on the floor. "Barrelin' out wide 
open, and way to hell north of the chan
nel so's I sucked in my belly  to he'p 'em 
over the bar t hough I don't know why, 
and they · made it and went roaring out. 
About a half afte·: ten in the night, it 
was. I'd say it was that Sea Qw'l'n, yes, 
but we argued on it  on account of m y  
middle boy caught i t  against the moon 
and said it had a l i t t le fantail  cabin the 
Sea Qw'l'n ain't got. Maybe an hour later, 
maybe a squidgin less, we was into mack
erel a mile north of the pa s. and I see 
her working her way back in, feel ing 
along cautious like the l iquor'd wore off." 
He spat again. "Run you ofT the road. 

R u n  you off t he water. Makes a man pon
der on moving up into the top of a tree." 

Conversation became general again, 
and as soon as I cou ld do so without be
ing rude or conspicuous, I eased uut of  
the group and' headed my wagon toward 
town. I had it a l l  pieced together. so t hat 
even Pat Millhaus would have to l isten, 
hut first I had to get my girl. I wanted a l l  
t h e  rest of it  over. I felt guilt  over m y  
impatience t o  have Sis avenged and 
mourned and laid to rest. I wanted my 
life to start. 

I parked in the mouth of the Weber 
driveway. walked to the front door, and 
thumbed the bel l and looked at my watch. 
I t  was twenty minutes after five. 1 pressed 
the bell again. 

C harity Weber opened the duor half 
way. "We l l  now ! "  she said in her 
whi�pery growl of a voice. "Howdy," 

she �aid. Her tan face was I.Jruised. She 
smel led l ike a spi l led drink. 

" H i .  1 want to see Peggy." 
"Come un in and I ' l l  ca l l  her," �he said. 

Her attempts to I.Je Hirtatious �eemed like 
an automatic reflex. semi-conscious. 

She :;tepped hack, swaying. and I went 
in. 1 sensed somebody at my left. I 
started to t urn my head. Something made 
a very sma l l  sound. My head was b lown 
off. Fragments of it  soared back through 
my childhood, arching and fizzing. The 
rest of me went down a long greased 
s l ide. naked and bel ly-down, down into 
blackness . . .  

. . . a kitten trapped under 
the hou�e, mewling, hume:;ick, .lost. A 
faint sad sound reaching down into my 
s leep. I wanted it to go away. I n  it.� whin· 
ings. the kit ten formed my name. "Oh, 
Sam ! '' it said. "Oh. darl ing." In the i l 
logic uf dream� I cou ld accept that . . .  
almost. Certa inly k'ttens can ta lk.  Why 
he excited a i.Jout it ? Logic festered in 
sma l l  ways, and I began to come up out 
of the black comfort, up to sick sweat, 
pain, a gray world. 

I was on my hack, my head turned to 
the right. I saw a cinderblock wal l  inches 
away, in a faint gray l ight that wa dawn 
or dusk. The left side of my head was 
ballooned by pain, so that I could im
agine my ear a dozen inches out beyond 
where it should have been. I wantefl to 
touch the area with tender concern. But 
my hands were numb and clumsy c lubs. 
bound together. It  took great effort to 
ra ;se them to where T coulfl l ook at them. 
They were puffed and darkened. pre�sed 
h nrd together in a parody of prayer, 
bound together by that plastic-covered 
wire u�ed for extension cord�. T rai!:'ed 
mv hand� and touched the left f'icle of mv 
h�'ld with the hack of my ri!!ht hand. Th� 
hand was numh. The pain became more 
bri-�rht ancl har�h. 

"Darlin!!." the small voice said. 
I turned my heacl s]o,vly. experimental

ly. I saw her on the floor. six feet away, 
facing me, trussed. fetal, wearing a 

pinched mask of despair. One window 
�pil led that pale l ight onto the cement 
floor. Beyond her were garden tools, a 
pump, pressure tanks. To the right of the 
tanks. between the tanks and a closed 
door, a man wa: sprawled face down in 
deeper shadow, hi" leg� toward me . 

"Are you a l l  right ?"  I asked in an 
ancient voice. speaking from the bottom 
of a wel l .  Her hair wa� the palest t hing 
in the room. She wore �ome sort of dark 
blue sun suit. Her tender Ae�h rested 
again;;t the roughness of the cement floor. 
The air smel led of damp and rust . 

" l 'm sorry, I 'm sorry." she said, and 
began to cry. " I 'm such a damn coward," 
she whimpered. 

"Can you move clo�er? "  
"Yes . . .  l didn't want to. I was afraid 

I 'd . . .  find ont you were dead." She 
h itched her�e l f  over. writhing. u�ing her 
heels and elbow�. She held herself pre
cariously halarwed long enough to kiss 
me, then bu rrowed he·r face into my net'k.  
1 fel t  the trickle  of her tears as they 
fel l  on my throat. 

" [  fouiHI the tracks." she whispered. 
"Some bran .. hes on the bushes were 
broken. He caught me, Sam." 

"Maurke? '' 
"I'm such a coward. I was going to be 

ful l  of bright lies and I was going to 
laugh at him and a l l  that. But he hurt me. 
God, how he hurt me. Sam ! I fainted. and 
then he hurt me again, terribly. and I 
couldn't talk fast enough. Sam, tel l ing 
him al l  about us.  The words just tum
bled out. about everything we'd guessed . 
He knows everything now, Sam. I'm so 
a.;hamed of my,:elf ! "  

"Peggy. don't he. l�lea>;e don't be. 
Who is that, over t lu·rc '? " 
' Captain Clra�e. He . . .  he's 

dead, Sam. He . . .  he heard me. f think. 
When I was sereaming. f don't t hink 
Maurice knew f could scream so loudly. 
He came and . . .  there was an argument 
and they ;;hot him." 

"They ? "  
"There're two more men here now, 

Sam. I think they're the same ones." 
"Where are the Mahlers? Where's 

Charity ? "  
"They sent t h e  Mahlers away, Sam. In 

the big car. I don't know where or why, 
and I haven't seen Charity since about 
e leven o'clock this morning. She was 
drunk then." 

' ·Where is this p lace . . .  in relation to 
the house? "  

"Sort of  between the garage and the 
kitchen." 

"How long have we been here ? "  
" I've been here since . . .  about three 

o'clock. They brought you in a couple of 
hours later. Sam. Those two men. They 
didn't put you down. They just sort of . . .  
dropped you. I t  was ugly and horrible." 

"Has anybody been in  here since 
then ?"  

"About a ha l f  hour ago, the  smaller 
one of the two men came in. I heard the 
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other one call him Marty. He smokes 
cigars a l l  the time. He was humming to 
himsel f. He went through Captain 
Chase's pockets, and then he came over 
and went through your pockets, too. I 
asked him if you were dead. Al l  ·he did 
was sort of chuckle. Then he came over 
to me and he . . .  said some nasty things 
to me and chuck led some more and then 
he went away. I was crying and ca ll ing 
your name, and moving closer to you lit
tle by l ittle and you . . .  woke up." 

The light was going too quickly. I 
l i fted my hands and looked at the wire on 
my wrists. It was knotted where I 
couldn't see the knot. I had her move to a 
position where she coul d  get her fingers 
onto the wire around my wrists. I fel t  the 
soft, weak movements of her fingers. 

"Sam . . . I can't. There isn't any life 
in my fingers." 

"Is there anything we can use to cut 
i t?" I asked her. "Tools should be over 
there in the corner. Can you manage to 
get over there, honey, and see if there's 
anything"? "  

"Help m e  �it U (J." 
I pushed at her clumsil y  and got her 

up into a sitting position. She went 
across the sma l l  room by digging her 
heels against the cement and hiking her
sel f  along in  a sitting position. It  was 
ludicrous and heartbreaking. I heard a 
thumping in the darkness, a smal l  metal
l ic c langing. 

She came hitching back in the same 
laborious way, breathless with effort. 
"Wi l l  this help ?  Can we use this, Sam ? "  

She held i t  in numb hands against the 
l ight. a smal l  triangular file. 

"If there's any way to hold it, we can 
U�e it." 

We adjusted our po�itions so that she 
was able to hold it between the heel s  of 
her numbed hands and, by flexing her el
bows, rub it back and forth against t he 
multiple windings of the strands that 
hound my wrists. I felt a wetness and 
knew she had gouged numbed flesh. 

She stopped. and [ heard a blur of male 
voices beyond the c losed door. The fi l e  
dropped onto my chest. 

"M ove away from me ! Lie down," 
I whispered. 

I could see the dark shadow 
of the file against the paleness of my 
shirt. [ worked at it with my bound wrists, 
shoving it dumsi ly inside the front of my 
shirt, between huttoris. l felt the rough
ness and coolness of it against my skin. 
I ti lted my body and it s l id down my 
ribs on my left side, out of sight. 

The door opened. A man some distance 
away said, "He can carry a l l  that j unk, 
Maurice." 

A naked bulb c l icked on over the door 
frame. By the time my eyes adju ted to 
the l ight, a sizable man was standing over 
me. He was swarthy, with graying hair, 
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small pouched eyes, a small m ustache, 
too much soft flesh on a heavy bone 
structure. 

He kicked me idly, casual l y, without 
force, in the left thigh, and said, "The 
smart guy ! The big brain." 

"Mr. Weber, I presume." 
"You presume! Man, you are so 

so right ! "  
"I think you'd better l et u s  go, Weber. 

I think that woul d  be the smart thing for 
you to do." 

"I've done a l ot of stupid things, Brice. 
So it  got me in a big mess. Now I get out 
of it. I shoul d  have dropped Charlie-boy 
into the Gu l f  more than two years ago. 
But there wasn't time to get anybody to 
hel p, and she got right down on her knees 
and begged, so what the hell . "  

"w hat was he  after? What was in 
your safe ? "  

"You're so smart a n d  you 
don't even know that ? "  

"I know what I think it  was. I think i t  
was . . .  is something you're holding over 
Charity." 

"J ust a couple of pieces of paper, 
Brice. And a couple of pictures, and a 
little reel of tape. A l l  the time it's been 
like having the next twenty years of her 
life a l l  wrapped up, because that's what 
they'd give her if I ever mailed them to 
the authorities in Nevada." 

"So she's been part of the deal ? "  
"You tell m e  about the deal, friend." 
I knew 1 was showing off, and it wasn't 

hel ping either of us. "You've been l iving 
the big dream, Weber. I don't know how 
you put the squeeze on, or who you put it 
on, but you got just what you asked for. 
House and boat and cash every month 
and servants and exactl y  the kind of 
woman you'd want to own." 

"It's nice to own a woman m y  way, 
Brice. You don't have to beat on her. ot 
when you've got the leverage locked up in 
a safe. So I've been l iving as good as a 
man can live, Brice. And it's going to 
keep on j ust the same way." 

"Why did Chari it plead gui l ty?" 
He kicked me again, with more empha

sis. "I got careless about keeping Charity 
c lose to home. l even let her talk me into 
getting a car for her. So she went after 
that kid and snowed him so bad he was 
ready to do anything for her, l ike crack
ing a safe. but I caught him. But I told 
him the story he would tel l ,  and I had a 
gun that I p lanted on him, and I said 
that if he didn't p lead guilty, I was going 
to ki ll his dream girl, and I told him j ust 
exactly how I 'd do it, and how l ong it 
woul d  take. She was there to back me up, 
and plead with him, too, because she 
damn wel l  knew I woul d  do it. So it  took 
over two years of doing hard time before 
she wore off him enough so he started 
thinking again, instead of j ust remember
ing how noble he was." 

"What did he think was in the safe ? "  
"Cod knows what she told him. I never 

asked. When I heard he'd escaped, I fig-

ured he'd come back here. Jai l  can tough
en up a soft kid, so I brought in some 
help.  It came in handy, Brice. I told them 
to hang around Tampa for awhi le  to see 
if things died down okay." 

"But they didn't." 
"They wi l l  now, Brice. They wi l l  now." 
"No, there's too much you're going to 

have to explain, Weber." 
"You're the big brain, Brice, going 

around figuring everything out. See if you 
can pick any holes in this situation. Char
ity is aboard the Sea Queen, dead drunk. 
A fter she passed out, I poured a little 
more into her. Today 1 phoned that 
friendly sheriff and told him . . .  I mean I 
asked him i f  it was okay if we went on a 
cruise, around to the east coast. I said 
we'd be living on the boat for awhil e, at 
Lauderdale, at the Bahia Mar place, and 
he could get hold of  us there if  he had 
any questions. I said you and Peggy were 
coming a long for the ride." 

"There ate peopl e  who know that I 
wouldn't . . .  " 

"Wait until you get the whole picture, 
friend. Your wagon is. back at your cot
tage, parked and locked, with a note 
stuck on your porch door, saying, 'Bark 
in a week.' The Mahlers packed and took 
off to drive the car over to Lauderdale 
and find a p lace to stay so they' l l be there 
to greet the sailors. The rental car is in 
the drive. Ben wi l l take it to Naples. 

"You and me and . 1arty and the 
women and our captain will l eave 
on the Sea Queen in the hour. 

We'll be towing a dinghy with an out
board motor. But when we get off Nap les, 
we'll make you two comfortable, open the 
sea cock, and take off in the dinghy. When 
we get ashore we'll float the dinghy away 
empty. It wil l  be one of those mysteries 
of the sea, buddy. My personal stuff is in 
the car. By tomorrow night, we' ll be three 
ordinary guys, Hying north. I t ' l l  be a 
week before the excitement starts. And 
that's more than enough time." 

1 moved my lashed hands, and, looking 
down at them, saw the sma l l  coppery 
g lintings where the edge of the fi le had 
cut through the plastic insu lation. l 
moved them to a position where he would  
be  Jess l ikely to  notice these marks. 

"They' l l  be looking for you," I said. 
"If they decide I wasn't lost at sea, 

too." 
"You haven't told me all of it. You 

haven't told me why. Or who yoR are. The 
name isn't Maurice Weber, is it ? "  

"The Maurice i s  straight. Not the 
Weber.'' 

"A city ha l l  type. It  !<hows on you, 
M aurie. A crummy little political leech 
who spent most nf h :,.. l i fe trying to he 
important. I gnorant. stupid. and danger
ous. You've got the manner. boy. How 
did you start out ? R unning errands for 
the hoi's of yom ward ?"  

He kicked me in  the  wail't. in  the  left 
side. The pain made me ga!<p. 

"They thought I was stupid. too." he 



said in a snarl ing voice. "They give me 
the big payoff fur loyalty, a crummy job 
in the a��es�ur'� office. Sixty-fi' lousy 
hucks a week. They thought I was so 
loyal and �o stupid, I was the guy to trust 
with the payoffs. They'd �lip me an extra 
ten. Big deal ! · After I gut smart, I kept 
un acting stupid. just like before. But I 
was checking out every deaL every pay
off. I got me one of those little cameras 
and I learned how to use it. I had some 
places bugged and taped. Fur three years 
[ worked. uai l ing them down, all the big 
names. all the fat cats. I knew the union 
payoffs and the construction kickbacks 
and all the ways the grea e flowed up
stream from the cops on the beat to the 
boy� un top. I made three complete sets 
of everything, and I planted two of them 
in the �afe�t places in the world, where 
if I didn't check in four times a year, the 
packages would be sent d!rect to the 
FBI ,  the only deal tho�e boys can't fix. 
The �pecial Grand Jury was in  session 
and I gave them an anonymous tip to call 
me in. The D.A. wa� fixed. and he let the 
fat cats know aboul: it, and it made them 
so nervous they got hold of  me. So I 
showed them one complete package. Stu
pid, loyal Maurice. I laid it right on the 
line. A house like thi. , a yacht, servant;;. 
a chunk of cash twelve times a year, and 
some gorgeous broad who'd do anything 
I told her to. They set it up  through a 
dummy corporation, the house and yacht 
and su forth. to keep the tax boys off me. 
I had to pi . .  k a new name on account o f  
a warrant being is;;ued when I didn't 
show. And it wou ld still he going on if I 
hadn't made two mistakes. I shouldn't 
have gone so soft she got a chance to 
mess with Charlie-boy. And I shouldn't 
have let her invite her little sister. It's 
nothing that can't. he cured overnight." 

"Where did you get the two killers, 
Maurie '!"  

He shrugged. "The buy� I'm squeezing, 
they're prominent l'it!zens. hut the way 
they operate. they got syndicate connec
t ions. Su r gut the loan of a couple of  
specialists. Al l  they care about is to stay 
the hell out of  prison. and that's where 
they a l l  p:o if anything had happen;; to 
me. They're big men. They can't give up 
the hig car;; and the women and the club 
memberships." 

"Why did you have to kil l  the Gan
try girl, too? "  

"Because she came with Charlie-bdy. 
There wasn't any choice. She 
phoned Char. who said she was 

alone in the house. They walked right into 
it. l ike a ( 'ou pla pigeons. I've got to see 
how things arc coming a long." 

He walked out into the night, leaving 
the light on. 

"Horrible. horrible." Peggy whispered. 
She moved ncar me. and I was trying to 
get the file when Weher came baek with 
the two men. The smaller of the two wore 
a cigar and the yachting cap T had last 
seen on Stan Chase. He had the face of a 

fat, sleepy weasel. The other one, the one 
:\1aurie had called Ben, was bigger than 
I am, with a bulging redness of  freckled 
face, surprised blue eyes, and a carroty 
brush cut. 

"Put her in one of the bunks," Weber 
ordered. 

"A pleasure," the weasel said. "Open 
wide. sweets." She would not open her 
mouth until he worked hard thumbs 
against the corners of  her jaw. When her 
mouth gaped. the weasel crammed a blue 
plastic sponge into it and tied it in place 
with a length of  clothesline. She made 
gagging sounds as Ben carried her out. 

The weasel and Maurie removed 
Chase's body, carrying him with 
Maurie's fingers across Chase's 

chest. the weasel carrying him by the 
ankles. I was left alone for ten minutes. 

Ten minutes can be long, long. long. 
Bitter. black, and long. After having been 
thought stupid for so long. he found it 
gratifying to think of  the monumental 
stupidity of the rest of the human race. 
(I was trying to work the file out of its 
hiding place so that r might try to put it 
to some c lumsy use. ) 

Out of arrogance. he had made mis
takes. He had thought he could kill and 
get away with it. Now he realized the job 
had been so sl ipshod he would have to 
give up  this corner of paradise. But he 
was free and clear ; he still had his hand 
on the money machine. 

J wondered what the men he was black
mailing thought of  him. He had wrapped 
them up neatly. And so all t hey could do 
was to give him what he wanted, and 
wish him a long l i fe. His support had 
become a business expense, and prob
ably a minor one compared with the 
gross. They could be delighted they had 
not been trapped by a man hungry for 
power and position within the organiza
tion. The land, house, and cruiser owned 
by Starr Development might eventually 
return most of the capital outlay. The 
cash payment each month . would cer
tainly be no more than three thousand 
dollars. a tiny part of  the i l legal gross in 
any large and corrupt municipality. 

I cou ld see an untidy parallel between 
his chosen l ife and mine. We had each 
stepped out of the arena. 

With sour objectivity, T could see how 
it would end. It was Sunday evening, one 
week since Charlie had stood outside my 
bedroom window. It would be perhaps 
another week before the Sea Queen was 
reported missing. The Coast Guard would 
mount an air search. Maybe a few people 
would raise enough hell to compel thor
ough investigation. D. Ackley Bush. J.B .. 
possibly Peggy's people. Then the world 
might be made aware of there being too 
many disappearances. 

Lou Leeman might leap into the act, 
focusing attention on Starr Development.  
But i f  it  had been set up  with enough 
care. it would be impossible to check it 
back to the key people. Weber would es-
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WHER£ iS JANiCE G�TRY? (cont.) 
cape with his leverage intact, able to  
demand a new paradise and  a new captive 
woman, in  Arizona, California, or one of 
the islands of the Caribbean. 

Terror makes a man helpless. My ter
ror was more for her than for myself. Her 
death would be an unforgivable waste. I 
struggled to control emotion. I hoped to 
be given some small chance before i t  al l  
ended, and if I were to use any smal l 
chance, I had to remain as cold as an  
assassin, as  impersonal as a stone. 

In tribute to my size, all three came 
back after me. They packed my mouth 
with a rag and tied it in  place. Webe'r 
hugged my bound ankles against his side. 
Marty and Ben each grasped an u pper 
arm. They dropped me on the grass 
while Weber turned out the light, closed 
the utility room door, and locked it. 

It was the calmest of nights. I could 
hear the sound of faraway trucks on the 
mainland highway. 

They carried me aboard and dropped 
me onto the teak deck near the stern. I 
tried to hold my neck rigid, but my head 
snapped back and hit hard enough to 
daze me for a few moments. The previous 
blow on t he head and the taste of gaso
line on the rag nauseated me. I fought it, 
suspecting I might strangle i f  I became 
actively sick. Nausea slowly subsided. 

Ben and Weber walked toward the 
house. Marty sat on the rail. I 
heard him spit the end of a cigar 

into the bay water, and saw the flame on 
his face as he lighted it. 1 lay across 
the rear deck, my head to starboard. The 
waning moon was rising. I rolled my head 
to the left, looking toward the �tern, and 
saw the body of Chase be�ide me, on its 
back, the face waxen in the moonlight, 
mouth agape, an eye half  open, but 
dulled, without the wet glitter of l i fe. 

I heard a car start and head north up  
the Key, the motor's sound fading. 

Weber came onto the dock. Marty 
spoke in the low voice of conspiracy. 
"All set now ?" 

"He'll wait in the parking lot by the 
big city pier they got down there. You 
sound clutched. You worry ?" 

"Damn well told, I worry ! I told you 
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l ast week, you do things so fancy, it just 
means they go wrong. You thought it was 
cute, dumping that car in the ocean, and 
we bust a gut getting it onto the boat and 
i t  didn't turn out so cute after all, pal." 

I watched Weber stand and look at the 
man for a long �oment. 

"What were your orders, Marty?"  "MY orders? I guess my orders were 
to take orders from you, Mau-

- rie, but I know more about the 
rough stuff than you do. Right ? "  

"Sure, Marty. They give you a name 
and de:scription and send you someplace 
you've never been, and you can blow 
somebody in half  in his own driveway and 
get away clean. So give me the benefit of 
your advice, Marty. We leave these peo
p le in the driveway, maybe?"  

After another silence, Marty said, "So 
let's go for a boat ride." 

I soon knew Weber had watched Cha�e 
so often he had learned to do it hy the 
book. The running lights were on. The 
dinghy was riding the proper distance 
astern. The two die�els were running in 
sync at about a thousand r.p.m. Weber, 
with Marty beside him, was operating the 
Sea Queen from the flying bridge, hand 
operating the big spotlight to pick up 
the reflectors on the channel markers. 

1 knew, when we made the turn to star
board and went out through Hor�eshoe 
Pass, that the tide was past the high. and 
I was praying for Weber to run aground 
on one of  the shifting bars, but he used 
care. \Vhen he put on more throttle, I 
knew we were through the pass. 

They came down the narrow, curving 
ladderway from the flying bridge. and 
Weber went to the duplicate controls in 
the �emi-enclosed bridge a dozen feet 
frnm me. He turned on the chart light. 

Weher gave the craft a li ttle more 
throttle. then came astern with a fla,-h
light.. stepping over me and over the body 
as though we didn't exist, to check how 
the dinghy was riding. 

When he went back to the controls, 
Marty said. "We got gas enough ? I don't 
want anything should go wrong, Maurie." 

"For God's sake ! "  
" I  get uneasy about al l  this water. Aft

er you open up the bottom l ;ke you said, 
how long will  it take to sink? "  

"Twenty minutes t o  a half-hour." 
"It will really sink?" 
"Like a stone." 
"How far out will  it sink ?" 
"I don't know ! We'll  get you into the 

dinghy and all  set. I'll get it headed 
straight out on automatic pilot and give 
it  full throttle and go over the side. You'll 
have my clothes in  the dinghy. She may 
go five miles before the water shorts out 
the power." 

"How about the people?" 
".lust knock them out. Unwire Brice 

and the girl. Stow everybody below. I f  
they're ever found, it'l l show that they 
drowned." 

"Except for the guy Ben shot." 

"That wi l l  be one of the mysteries of 
the :sea." 

1 heard a thud as the automatic pilot 
was engaged. 

After a few moments, Weber said, 
"There ! That'll do it." 

"When do we get where we're going?" 
"What did I te l l  Ben ?" 
"You said about two o'clock." 
"Well ? "  
"Christ, Maurie, can't I even tal k ?  

How will  w e  know when we're there ? "  
"From the lights o f  the city. �tupid. 

Now we can go below and get a drink." 
" .l  don't like this mnninl!: along blind 

in the dark. Maurie. honest to God." 
"So let's get a drink and take your 

mind off it, and let's go talk to the lit
tle sister." 

They went below and lights went on in 
the main lounge, shining out acros� the 
deck, dwindling the moonlight. I could 
hear the constant roar of the water as 
the displacement hull thnl><l it a><idc in 
foam and turmoil. l wa,- trying to rea1·h 
the file. I thought I might he able to 
wedge it upright between the planks of 
the teak deck. When I rolled. l felt it  
sl ip  around to the �mall of my back. 

Suddenly, over all the sound of the en· 
gines and the rush ing of the �ea. I heard 
a thick climbing wail. a prolonged ulula· 
tion from the captive throat of my girl. 
Without worcb, it expre�sed outrage and 
a dreadful panic with ><ueh l'larity that 
my own breathing ><lopped and the ><wcat 
on my body wa� iey. They had taken the 
gag from her mouth. or it had heen dis
placed in struggle. I heard a male roar 
of anger. and I heard Weber's heavy, 
phlegmy laughter. a� ><he hegan to make 
a euriou>< yelping ><oU JHI .  

I wa>< then h{'yond l'arcful thoughts, 
cool planning. Dc><peration l'an create 
madne><�. in><anc energy. I wa� on my 
right side. The wire kept the heeb of mv 
hands firmly pre><�ed together. and the 
wire went so far 11 p my wrist� as to keep 
my elbows t.Ju:ked again�t. my �ide><. r 
shut my eye>< and foreed my elhow>< out . 
I cou ld feel the mw•eles of arms and 
shoulders bulge against my skin. Vermil· 
ion dots swam through the blackness 
behind my eyes. I canted my head onto 
my shoulder in strain, lip� pulled back, 
lungs full to bursting. throat closed. 
Something would give. It could be hone 
that would crack, or musele fiber that 
would rip away. or the wire that would 
break. I know the pain mu�t have been 
great, but T had no awarene><s of pain. 
It was autohypnosis created by an in
sanity of effort. 

Suddenly there was a popping sound. 
absurdly tiny to be the product of 

� the most concentrated strain I have 
ever known. I sensed a sliding and loo�
ening at my wrists. I opent>d my eyes 
and moved my hands into the path of 
l ight from the main cabin. The wire had 
parted. probably where Peggy had begun 
to cut into the copper core with the small 



file. I worked the encircling strands loose. 
(She screamed in torment and anger.) 

With my hands free, I reached. down 
to my ankles. I could ieel the senseless 
fingers fumbling ineffectually at my an· 
kles. I forced myself into a sitting posi· 
tion and slammed my hands a<gainst the 
teak deck to force some life into them. 
Into the numbness of swollen tissue came 
a pain electric and violent. It would be a 
long time before I re.gained the deftness 
to deal with knotted wire. I found the 
file and I was able to close my hand 
around it, in the same way as an infant 
holds a spoon. 

(Her screamings were more breathy, 
weaker.) 

I swung my ankles into the light and 
sawed clumsily at the wire. It parted 
after an anguished eternity, and after I 
had unwrapped the wire, I yanked the 
length of clothesline loose and pulled the 
sickening cloth out of my )'llouth. I tried 
to stand and went sprawling. Both feet 
were n umbed. I pulled myself up and 
stood, holding onto the rail and stamping 
my feet, trying to bring the feeling back 
into them. 

· 

("Stop ! "  she screamed. "Oh God ! 
Stop ! " ) 

I tested my weight on feet that felt like 
wooden clubs. My hands hung like sacks 
of . putty. I wanted to move fast, hoping 
for surprise, knowing I had no time left. 

I went stumbling, lurching down into 
the brightness of the big lounge. The 
three of them were at a low divan at my 
left. Weber was at the far end of the 
couch, kneeling, laughing, holding her 
shoulders down. He was facing me. Peg
gy's wrists were still bound. She was 
naked. She was thrashing, kicking with 
her lean, strong legs. Marty was cursing, 
struggling, trying to evade her kicks and 
pin her down. His back was to me. 

AWeber saw me, his eyes went wide. 
He released her and sprang back. 

"Hold her ! "  Marty yelled in fury. 
I reached him in two lurching strides. 

I could not make a fist, so I chopped down 
on the nape of his neck with the under
side of my right wrist. A he dropped, 
limp and sighing, Peggy rolled off the 
couch and onto her feet. her face wild 
and vacant, looking at me and through 
me without recognition. 

"Run ! "  I yelled into her lace. "Go 
over the side ! "  

I knew what Weber was going after, 
with speed and direction. I knew I could 
not stop. him, could not even reach him 
in time. I slapped her face with my numb 
hand. Her eyes seemed to focus. "Over 
the side ! "  I yelled once more. She slid 
fleetingly by me. I followed her, blunder
ing, off balance, too slowly, like one of  
those nightmares when, in panic, you run 
from some monstrous Thing, and you run 
through glue. 

As I started to pull myself out onto the 
deck, I heard the hard flat bark of the 
shot and a hammer sound against the 

paneling near my shoulder. I stumbled 
onto the deck, veering to my right out of  
the l ine of fire. I saw her going out over 
the stern. Panic had sent her straight 
back to dive over the stern rail. I saw her 
stretched sleek and pale in the moon
light, and I knew that if  she entered the 
water in that kind of dive, -the layers of 
turbulence behind the cruiser wou l d  snap 
both her back and her neck and break 
her legs, provided she missed the dinghy. 
But j ust before she fell away into the 
darkness, I saw her curl herself up in
to a ball. 

I went over the port rail, plunging as 
far as I could. I smacked the water hard 
and went far under, wrenched and 
twisted, spinning, hearing the hard un
derwater chunking sound of the screws. 
I swam underwater for as far as I could. 
I came up. The Sea Queen was twice as 
far away from me as I had dared hope. 

I looked for Peggy. She was expert 
enough to handle herself in the 
water with bound hands. I knew she 

had jumped . far enough to be clear of 
the propellers. I looked along an empty 
path of moonlight. 

"Peggy ! "  I yelled her name. 
"Peggy ! "  I listened to too much si

lence, then heard a faint call. I swam in 
that direction, stopped, and called again. 

"Sam," she answered, "Sam." I saw 
her then and swam to her. She was sob
bing bitterly. 

"Sam, they were . . .  " 
"Snap out of it ! We've got to be smart, 

honey. We're going to have to spend a lot 
of time underwater." 

"I can't stay under with my hands . . .  " 
"So I'll have to pull you down and try 

to keep you down. Here they come." 
The Sea Queen, now under manual 

steering, had circled back. I could see 
the white water at her bow. They would 
be up on the flying bridge. When I 
saw on which side it would pass, I set 
about inaeasing the distance between us. 
I slipped her bound hands up over my 
right shoulder so I could tow her and 
still use both arms. She kicked strongly 
and we moved a little faster than I had 
hoped. When he was so close I feared he 
might detect movement in the moonlit 
water, we re ted. 

I said in a low voice, "Be ready to go 
under. He'll use that damn searchlight." 

As I had hoped, he stopped short of 
where we had gone over the side. It  is 
easy to underestimate distance and mo
mentum on the water. He reversed both 
engines, then lay dead in the water. I put 
my head under. and I could not hear the 
churn of the screws. 

He lay a hundred yards away. The run
ning lights suddenly went off. There was 
silence. The big white beam came on, and 
began to swing back and forth in a ran
dom pattern. When it was close, I said, 
"Dive." We went down. The tropic water 
had a stubborn buoyancy. When we had 
to surface, they were shining the big light 

on the water on the far side of the boat. 
"They could have drowned easy," 

Marty said. It startled me the way his 
voice carried in  the silence. 

"Shut up ! "  
"Look, her hands are tied, right?  And 

you think you hit him in the air on that 
second shot. So why shouldn't they 
have drowned ?"  

"You were such a big help." 
"It was Ben wired him up, not me, pal. 

He come up behind me and hit me good. 
How far to shore?"  

"Maybe five miles." 
"I  don't like it. I told you something 

would go wrong. didn't I ?  This deal was 
too damn fancy." 

"Run this light. I'm going to make 
some big circles around here and keep 
on looking." 

I heard the engines start. He made his 
first circle, going too fast for an effective 
search. Perhaps he was losing his temper 
and his patience. I could predict the path 
of the cruiser, but not the crazy pattern 
of the light. I was afraid he would blun
der onto us. His second circle brought 
him dangerously close, and we went un
der when he went by. His third circle 
swung out around us, and while we were 
under, the water all around us was 
lighted by the searchlight. 
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WHER£ iS JANiCE G�TRY 2 , ....... . ) 
\Vhen we �.:ame up, Peggy began cough

ing and retching. " . . .  swa llowed some," 
she said. "You stayed under so long." 

She had little time to recover before he 
came around again, and it seemed as if 
he would run us down. I waited as long as 
J dared and, when the how �wun!! slight
l y, went down and tried to move in the 
oppo�ite direction. As the turlmlence 
rolled us. r knew how close it had been. 

That was the last time he came any
where near us. We floated and watched. 
He was two hundred yards. five hundred 
yard-;. and then a half mi le away. 

"Darling, darling," Peggy said, her 
voice frail. 

Then I saw the running Fght: come on. 
The Sea Quren strail!htened away on 
course, running south, leav ing us in the 
bland emptiness of the sea. 

"We're so far out. darling," she said. 
".Just a l ittle swim on a hot night. Re

fresh ing." 
"Whil-h way do we go ?"  
"We go  that way unt.il we  walk up the 

beach. girl. It should be LaCost,. · Key." 
"Can you undo my hands, darling?"  

I tried. My fingers were l ike bread
sticks. "Later, maybe. I'll try again 
later, honey." 

"But I can't help us much. It  will all  
be up to you." 

I had been able to kick my shoes off 
shortly after j umping off the boat. My 
pockets were empty. The shirt and slacks 
were lightweight. I realized they might 
be useful when we reached shore. 

Had I been alone. I could have man
aged. You swim until your arms turn to 
dough. and then you float for a while. and 
start off again. using a different stroke. 

There weren't many ways T could haul 
her along and make any kind of time. 
The best way was to have her hehind me, 
holding onto my belt. float in� between my 
legs, adding her kick'ng to my lnmhering 
crawl. I could not keep that up long. We 
would re t, then try a back stroke with 
Peggy c linging to one ankle. being towed 
along, helping us with her kicking. Our 
least effective method was when I hooked 
her clasped hands over my shoulder and 
did a side stroke. 

In water less warm and less buoyant, 
we could not hope to make it. And soon I 
began to suspect we could not make it 
even under these conditions. Water is an 
alien element. It saps strength. Each time 
I t :red more quickly. 

After a l ong, long time, I realized she 
was speaking my name. I rolled onto my 
back. gasping, trying to will those ten
sions. which made it difficult to float, out 
of mv muscles. 

"Y "n I!O on and get hel p," she said. "I 
t:an float around for days, happy as a 
clam. really." 

When I could speak. l said, "Nonsense. 
T'm enjoying every minute." 
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"My God, aren't we hright and brittle 
and gay,"' �he said, her voice breaking. 
"We'll make our crummy l i ttle quips 
right to the end, won't we ?"  

"Hey," 1 said, "Don't ! "  
"Well, I'm :;it:k o f  gallantry, Sam. I 

love you with al l  my heart. Leave me 
right here. Swim to shore." 

"Peggy. I'll never leave you. We'll 
make it together or we won't make it." 

· •Then we won't make it. Sam. You're 
groaning with every stroke." 

"I'll rest fo·r a l ittle. Then I'l l  
be okay." 

"How far are we from shore? "  
"Half  way, at least." 
"If it ends like this, it\ ,;uch . •  a 

dirty cheat." 
" I t  won't. Believe me. it won't ! "  
"D,m't k !d  me, Sam. I'm a big girl." 
We floated in the darkne;:s and the 

silence. I added it al l  up, and there was 
only one way in the world I could make 
it come out right. 

"I better ;;ee what T can do with that 
knot again. honey." 

"That's the way I figured it out, too. 
Darling"? "  

"What ?"  
"Good luck." 
I found the knot in the darkness, and 

the short ends o f  wire. My fingers had 
more feeling. but they were still c lumsy. 
I was exhausted and the effort kept push
ing me underwater. I pawed at the knot 
and gnawed at it until I had to rest. 

"Are you getting anywhere?"  she 
asked, too calmly. 

"I'm pretty sure I am," I lied. 
"If you can't do it, I'll  make you leave 

me. I ' l l  move away from you, Sam. You 
won't he ahle to find me in the dark. I 
won't answer you." 

"Don't say that ! "  
I tried again until I was exhausted, 

but I kept my hand nn her wrist while I 
floated and rested. On the third attempt, 
I went underwater, and got a dogtooth 
wedged in a loop of the knot, felt the 
edge of  wire gash my gum. yanked my 
head l ike a wdlf tearing meat, and felt 
the miraculous loosening. 

Moments later the wire was on the 
floor of the Gulf. and she was sobbing 
and laughing. glorious in that moonlight. 

She swam slowly around me, working 
the circulation back into her hands. She 
came to me, pressed salt l ips against 
mine. and said, "Race you to shore, mis
ter?"  

"More quip ? "  
"Now it's d ifferent, darling. W e  can 

afford them."  
"I  have the  feeling you'l l win." 
"Tel l  me when you're ready to start." 
"Right now. but slow." 
"Make the race. Sam." 
We swam side by s;de. T h ·�d thought it 

would be a lot easier with,...ut l,er hn• T 
learned J had verY l ittle  strength le ft. I f  
I didn't husband it with great care, I 
would not make it. 

She was calling to me again and she 
came over and caught my arm. slopping 
me. I felt like crying childish tears be
cause somebody had :;topped me and 
now I didn't know if I could get going 
again, ever. 

"Sam," she said. "Look, darling." 
I looked. I saw the darkness of the 

shoreline. 
I t  started my arms moving again. And 

after a long time my knee touched bot
tom. I staggered up and fell forward, and 
tried to get up again and could nut. I was 
crawling onto wet sand when she caught 
my arm and hel ped me up. I leaned my 
weight on  her as we  plodded up  to  where 
the sand was dry and warm with the 
l ingering heat of  the ;:un that was long 
gone. I dropped onto my knees and rolled 
over onto my hack, chest heaving, heart 
laboring. She knelt be�ide me and sat 
back on her heels. 

After a long time I looked at her. She 
was a shadow that hluttcd out the stars. 
The moonlight made her hair bright ; it 
came down at an oblittue angle. touching 
her here and there with a faint sitver 
wa;:h. Jt touched her cheek. the tip of  her 
nose. her shoulder, half a breast, a curve 
of  hip, a roundness of flexed thigh. The 
Gul f  lapped the sand. tame as a puppy. 

"Old hero type." my girl said softly. 
"Stubborn, durable, and o forth." 

"It ain't o ften I take a moonlight swim 
with a naked hussy." 

"I'm being sweet to you because I'm 
actual ly after your shirt." She leaned to 
kiss the corner of my mouth. I touched 
the satin of her back. 

"Everything from now on," she whis
pered, "is all profit." 

She straightened up and said, "How 
did you get loose? "  

"When you were screaming, I was ;;ud
den ly a hie tn bust that wire. I think it 
broke where we notched it with the file." 

She :huddered. "They took that nasty 
sponge out of  my mouth because Marty 
likes screaming. He'd clubbed me over 
the ear with his fist and [ was fighting in 
a sort of daze. I wasn't going to be able 
to fight much longer. Hey. do you know 
how much I love you. Sam ?" 

"What you  feel i s  gratitude, woman." 
There was a small multiple whining 

that kept increasing in its ominous vol
ume. My girl began to twitch. "Sam. 
there's a hundred billion mosquitoes 
here ! We're going to get eaten alive ! "  

''Lcky thing a tourist like you has a 
native along." 

I sent her out into the water. I 
stripped down to my shorts, wrung out 
the shirt and trousers and spread them on 
driftwood sticks stuck into the sand. And 
then I joined her in  the shallows. When 
too many of them started to swarm around 
our faces, we would duck under and move 
away from them. 

A fter an hour of that she began to get 
a little sleepy and cross and wanted to 
know if she was expected to sleep in the 



darn water. I went up and felt the shirt 
and trou�ers for the tl�ird time and found 
them dry enough. I hastily scooped two 
long holes up in the clean, dry, warm 
sand. I had her come nuining and stretch 
out with her head on her sand pil low. and 
I covered her over with a layer of sand. 
then propped the �port shirt on four 
sticks so that it substituted for mosquito 
netting over her head. I was thoroughly 
bitten before I had made the same ar
rangements near her for my. e lf, breath
ing through the propped-up mesh of the 
tropiea l-weight slacks. 

'"Good night. my da'rl ing." she said in  
a very crisp and matter-of-fact voice. A 
few minutes later, when J asked her i f  
she thought she cou ld get to Jeep. there 
was no answer. 

When the early morning sun woke me, 
I sat up to find her ne�t empty. I t  was a 
morning ful l of �parkle and glints of 
l igh t. a west wind. 

"Hoo ! "  she cried from a hundred yards 
out. "Hal looo ! "  

I stood u p  out o f  the sand. T hobbled 
to the edge of the water. Every muscle 
was full of broken di�hes and ·fish hooks. 
I was a hundred and nine years old. I 
swam slowly out to her. 

"Good morning, my love," she said. 
"My hair is a gummy mess. I 
didn't bring any lipstick. I 'm all 

red welts from bugs. I 've got l it t le gray 
balloons under my eyes, I think. Take a 
good look. And then. if you could bear 
to kiss a girl �ood morning . . .  " 

I did. I said. "The looks are ni fty. It's 
the good cheer I can't stand." 

"What are the plans? What do we do 
now. Sam ?" 

"We walk north up the beach to  Boca
grande Pass where we hitch a ride across 
to a phone. which we use to cook Weber 
and friend�. LaCosta is a long key. It can 
be a long walk." 

"And sometime. Sam, we are coming 
right har·k to this beach. thi� spot. in the 
/,rsSI'T Evil. It's our beach, our place. 
Notch a tree or something so that we can 
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locate it later. Sleeping bags and net
ting and morning coffee, Sam." 

"It's a date." We swam in.  When she 
told me it  was a l l  right to turn and look 
at her, I had to laugh at the way she 
burlesqued the poses of fashion models, 
dressed only in my sport shirt. It came 
to mid thigh, and the shoulder seams 
were hal fway to her elbows, but it was a 
marvelously provocative garment. I no
ticed something for the first time and 
went to her and caught her wrist and 
wou ld not let her wrench her hand away. 
I looked at the puffed, painful redness, 
the places newly scabbed on the back of 
her hand. 

"It doesn't hurt much now, really  i t  
doesn't," she said. 

"They look l ike burns." 

"

W
eber and his damned cigar. I 
was a terrible sissy about it. I 
got through the first four and 

fainted on the fifth, and then T just . . .  
told them everything we'd guessed, about 
the little car and everything." 

I touched the hurt places with my l ips. 
My eyes stung. "You're the best there is," 
I said. "The best." 

"And it so happens that I belong to 
you fo·rever, because you brought me out 
of the sea." 

So we walked north, barefoot on the 
wet sand, squinting against the b laze and 
glare of the sun on the beach and the 
water. glad of the fresh west breeze. I 
estimated it was five miles before we 
reached the pass, where we saw the phos
phate dock and the buildings of Boca
grande across the way. At last one of the 
tarpon boats, drift-fishing the deep chan
nel, decided to come over and see why a 
crazy couple had waded out onto the bar 
and were whooping and waving. It 
seemed simplest to tell them our boat 
sank off LaCosta. They took us over to 
Boca, to the nearest commercial dock. 
After I talked loud enough and long 
enough and named enough names, the 
dock master reluctantly produced a blank 
check on the Florence City Bank and 

To most eyes, they would have seemed a typical, happy-go-lucky 

group of tourists hound for the West Coast in their hright new 
station wagon. . . . But, behind one of those masks of inno('ence 

lurked a desperate ami relentless killer-and behind another, 
a terri fied thief fleeing for his life. Don't miss writer James Mc
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Trust and cashed it for twenty-five dol
lars. So many people had gathered to 
stare at Peggy, she looked as if she would 
have l iked to sl ip down between the tim
bers of the dock. 

I got on the phone with a handful of  
change. and gave the rest to Peggy. When 
I got through to Pat Mil lhaus. I sent him 
into tem porary shock by asking him if he 
wanted to know who had ki l led Sis and 
Charlie. 

The phone began to beep at fi fteen
second intervals. I told him who to look 
for, the places to look. and ju�t how fast 
he had to move. When he began to hedge, 
talking about false arrest, [ yelled at him 
that I had proof. and if he didn't budge 
off his fat fundamental. I'd have him slain 
on the front page of every newspaper 
in Florida. 

I made my second call to D. Ackley 
Bush. and as sonn as he began tn catch 
on, he interrupted me to say hi" would 
arrive in his l ittle car in fi ft y  minutes, 
and hung up. 

By the time I had finished phoning, 
Peggy had used my money to effect a 
total change, having purchased a show
er, halter, shorts, sandals, comb, and 
l ipstick. After I freshened up, we found a 
breakfast place, and after I briefed her 
on Ack, she was prepared to adore him. 
He arrived on schedule. I had to drive, 
because he said if he drove and l istened. 
he would drive into a ditch. His approval 
of Peggy was immediate, vast. and com
pletely audible. Ack

. 
sat on the edge of 

the back seat, leaning so far forward he 
was practical ly between us, clueking and 
gasping at the story we unrolled for him. 

A I finished the story. we reaehed my 
place. T pried a screen off to get in. 
I located my extra car keys. I left 

Peggy in Ack's care. When T drove out, 
heading for the Courthouse. the two of 
them were sitting on my porch. drinking 
tea and beaming at each other fondly. 

Memory retains only the sharpest 
images. the violences, the dramatics, the 
incongruities. 
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WHERE i5 JANiCE GANTRY 2 (cont.) 

I can remember the interminable ques
i ioning. T. C. Harley, the Stale's Allorney 
ltand led it. Pat 1illhaus was there, and 
Deputy LeHoy Luxey, and another dep
uty. Cal MacAllcn was there, with the 
worn, stunned look of a man who has 
been told he has something incurable. 
There were officials there I couldn't iden
t i fy, and a court reporter tapping each 
word onto stenotype tape. The Mahlers 
had been found in Lauderdale, and were 
being brought back for questioning. 

A fter I had been through all of it. Dar
ley kept taking me hack to my initial 
·uspicions, the very beginniug · o f  my in
vestigation. 

"You corwealetl an escaped convict? "  
h e  asked again. 

"Yes." 
"And if you had turned him in. 'Miss 

Cantry would now be alive. r am making 
the assumpt ion she is dead. of course." 

"Yes. I know that. I d idn't know it 
would happen that way, but it diu. And 
I'm going to have to learn to live \Vith it." 

"Mr. 13rice, l have yet to get a certain 
answer from you pertinent to this whole 
investigation. You kept accmnu lating 
facts and rumors of  great interest to 
Sheriff Millhaus, yet you did not come 
forward to tell him. Why ? "  

I glanced a t  Pat's impassive Indian 
face. "I am not one of the Sheriff's favor
ite people, Mr. Barley. He would have 
taken the smallest excuse to whip my 
skull and stick me onto one of hi� road 
gangs. I didn't care to take that chance." 

"That's a goddam lie ! "  Pat roared. 
"My petsonal opinions don't come 
in at all. I treat everybody fair and 

equal in my job. He could have come to 
me. He's trying to cover up  something, 
the way it looks to me." 

"Well, Mr. Brice? "  T. C. Barley said. 
In the silence, LeHoy Luxey cleared 

his throat in such a meaningful way that 
everybody looked at him. He licked his 
lips and swallowed, looking like a shy, 
leathery child. He said humbly, "Maybe 
I shouldn't say word one on account I 
whipped this £ella's head by myself, but 
it was an honest mistake he brung down 
on hisself. But he did get that little girl 
out of  bad trouble. And I say fair is fair, 
no matter what it costs a man. If'n this 
Brice had come in here with his ideas, 
the Sher'f woulda not listened at all. This 
Sher'f wonlda jailed him for any small 
thing on account this Sher'f hates Brice 
and tole me so hisself and has been 
dreaming on ways he could get Brice 
locked up so he could whip his head for 
him nine times a day, which he said to me 
in his own words." 

"You're through ! "  Pat yelled at the 
small man. 

Barley looked quietly amused. "Lux
ey," he said, "turn in your badge. I have 
an opening on my personal staff for a 
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man who believes that • . .  fair is fair, no 
matter what it costs." 

Luxey pointed a thumb toward Mill
haus. "A job like that, M r. Barley, what 
will it make me to him ? "  

"When you deal with him, Luxey, you 
will be representing me. And when you 
work in this county, you'll be working 
with him, not for him." 

"I  would surely like i t  Lo IJc j ust that 
way," LeRoy said. 

Just a,s it looked as . though the top of 
Pat s head wa;; gomg to blow otf, the 
phone rang. We all knew that only 

one call was authorized to  cume through. 
Millhaus listened for a lung time, grunt
ing iufretJuently, and finally said, "We'll 
put out the welcome sign. Thanks, Ed," 
and hung up. 

"Cot 'em ! "  he said. "I was dreadful 
scared they would split up, making i t  al
most Lou tough to spot 'em, but Ed Howe 
and his people nailed them a t  the Tampa 
International j ust a while back, Len min
utes before they got on an Eastern flight 
to New York. Their luggage has gone, 
Lut we'll have it grabbed at the other end 
and shot Lack. They're saying it's some 
mistake, which is to be expected. I guess 
they figured you and that girl drowned 
and they would have time to get out safe 
without spl:tting up, Sam." 

He gave me a wide, warm, friendly 
grin that fooled nobody. 

I remember very vividly the scene that 
evening in  Pat Millhaus's office. By then 
Peggy had rested and had been ques
tioned and was dressed in a glamorous 
summery outfit Ack had bought for her. 

T. C. Barley had us sit side by side off 
on a couch against the left wall, where they 
would not see us as they were brought in. 
By then, battalions of news people were 
milling around the halls and drinking 
beer out on the courthouse lawn in  the 
warm dusk after the late afternoon rains. 

They brought Ben in first-Benjamin 
Kelly he called himself-big, impassive, 
freckled, brutalized, wearing the atti
tudes of  previous imprisonments. 

"Do you know those people?" Barley 
asked, pointing. 

He turned and stared at us. I could de
tect no change of expression. "No sir," he 
said. "I don't know th6m." 

"He shot and killed Captain Chase," 
Peggy said in a small, firm voice. "He 
carried me aboard the Sea QuePn. Then 
he left in the rental car to drive i t  down 
to Nap]e� to meet the other two." 

"I don't know what the little lady i s  
talking about," he said. 

They took him out and brought Marty 
in. Rafael Martino, he called himself. He 
looked undressed without his cigar. 

When directed to look toward us, he 
didn't handle it quite as well as had Ben 
Kelly. His expression did not change, but 
his color paled to a bloodless gray which 
was suddenly oiled by sweat. 

"I never saw these people in my l i fe," 
he said in a husky whisper. 

"He and Mr. Weber burned my hand," 
Peggy said. "The Mahlers can identi fy 
him and the other one, too. He tried to 
• . .  rape me aboard the boat." 

"She's nuts," Marty said, but it carried 
no conviction. I remembered his certainty 
that things would go wrong, his con
tempt for amateur operations. Things 
could not have gone more wrong. 

Weber was last. And he was not a pro. 
H e  walkeJ in arrogantly. 

"It's about time you people did some 
P.xplaining," he said. 

"Do you know those two people over 
there ?"  

He t urned quickly and looked at  us. 
"Hello, Maurice," Peggy said. l t.  sledged 
him in the pit of the stomach. His mouth 
dropped open and his eyes looked wild. 
He took a half step and quickly caught 
his balance. 

"Can't you say hello? "  Peggy asked. 
In the silence, you cou ld sense the way 

his mind was racing around the small 
perimeter of the trap, looking for some 
gap, some tiny, logical place j ust big 

• enough to wiggle through. 
"Hello, Peggy," he said at last in  a 

ghastly voice. He had t o  acknowledge 
knowing her. 

Peggy turned to T. C. Barley. "It was 
his cute little plan to drown the three of 
us, j ust like the other two, Mr. Barley." 

"It didn't work very well, Mr. Weber, 
or whatever your name is," Barley said. 

I suspect that for a few seconds he 
came very close to breaking completely, 
turning into a droning, helpless idiot. But 
he slowly gathered the small strength 
remaining to him and said, "I get to 
have a lawyer, don't I ? "  

"Before the indictment b y  the Grand 
Jury, yes." 

"I got the money for a damned good 
one," he said. 

"You'll need a good one," Pat Millhaus 
said, grinning like a raccoon. 

In the end, i t  was LeRoy Luxey who 
simplified the problems of the prosecu
tion. He studied the transcripts of the 
statements made by Peggy and me and 
the Mahlers. He decided where a little 
persuasion might help. And he arranged, 
without authorization, a little sound
proof time with Martino. There are those 
who claim that Martino has never been 
quite right, mentally, since being inter
viewed by LeHoy. For days he would 
scream at any sudden sound. But it can
not be denied that, in one sense, Luxey 
did him a favor. In return for his sudden 
eagerness to  assist the prosecution, he 
was given thirty years, as opposed to the 
sentence of death by electrocution award
ed Weber and Kelly. 

Lu Leeman, with top legal assistance, 
managed to trace Starr Develop
ment back to a series of dummy 

principals and fictitious addresses in a 
large city in Michigan, but there the trail 
was lost in an impossible tangle. 

. But by isolating the specific city, he 
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SEND FOR FREE SAMPLE LESSON 
l<:xeeutlve Accuunbtnlll and CPAR tmrn $5,000 to $10.000 a year 
nnd up. Thnu�ttndM needed. We tn,in you thoroly at home in spMre time 
fur CPA ftXKmintt.liOnK or extteutive 1lC'C'OUn1.in.r positions. Prevloull 
����p���e������:�:��aA�.�����:�"t�1. 

t
�:r�!��o�";�:� Hb�k,!����r����� 

tieM in AcC"ountin�t" K.nd B�tmp/e leKAtm. 
LASALLE Extension University, 417 So. Dearborn St. 
A Correspondence Institution, Dept 1255-H, Chica110 5, 1 11. 

H I G H  S C H O O L  
You can still finish Higb School - at home, in your 
spare time. No interference with job or social life. Win 
more pay, better job, new respect. Take only the sub
jects you need. Personalized guidance. Diploma to 
�raduates. I. C.S. will send you 3 valuable books FREE to help you get started : (1)  "How to Succeed," (2)  High School subjects, (3) sample Jesson. Write: 
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE S C H OOLS 

Dean of Women, DEPT. 39023L, SCRANTON 15, PA. 

High School at Home Many Finish 
I n :! Years. 

Oo us raJlhJ iy us your time und uhllltlt•s permi t .  I•rcJ>arcs 
fur t.:ollcge tHlt runcc CXUIIIS. Standard I I .�.  texts �liJIJillCd. 
Ui11loma awanlcd. ('rcdit for U.S. suhjcc·ts already com� 
ltlclt'd. Single �uhJcc·ts if desired. l•'rce Hullct ln. 
American School. Dept. H 9 1 0. Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37. 

English Course for Adults ::,?,�� Y::,'\7���1.' 
:\ command or good English brings rec·ognltlon. frlt'nds. 
hi.dlcr lillY. C'Oillldt•nec. \Ytth my new st•lf·t·orrc�tlng Jlll'l hod 
Yt•U can stop muking mbtakes. speak & wrlte ctfct·tin!ly. 
15 min. a dtt�· ut home. J.'rec :t! n. hklt. Don Bolander, 
Career l nstltuie, Dept. E·3212, 30 E.  Adams, Chicago 3, I l l. 

LEARN ELECTRONICS 
RA D I O-T ELEVIS I O N  

� BY PRACTI C I N G  AT H O M E  
Achieve career status through home 
study. NRI training includes practical 
experience_ with special equipment .. Sparc 
time earnings can start soon. Wnt.c for 
Catalog FREE. National Radio Insti· 
tutc, Dcpt.OMN !.Washington 16, D. C. 

Interior Decoration at Home 
AJlPfO\'ed supcnlsed home study t raining. J!'inc starting 
J>olnt for career. :\o classes. l':o waslotl Urne. Text and work 
kit furnbhed. Diploma awanlccl. Low tui t ion and payments. 
Xend for free houklct. Chicago School of I nterior Decoration, 
835 D lversey Pkwy., Dept. 3399, Chicago 14, Ill. 

Secretarial-Accounting-Business 
At'('rcttltcd rcshlcnt and homo study for men and women. 
Xend for Free t 'arecr book explaining tnlnlng, rates, and 
em)l loymcnto)lportunllles. Accredited n1cmber National Home 
�tudy f'ounc·ll. 01 apprm·cd. H i l l's Business U niversity, 
Dept. D, 629 West Main, Oklahoma City 2, O klahoma. 
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was able to confirm the real ident i ty of 
Maurice Weher as one Mauril:e Berg
mann, one-Lime city employee. Soon after 
this ident ificat ion was p u b l icized, the l id 
was b lown off that city, exposing i n t ri
cate corr u pt ion. smashing a powerful  
machine, rout ing i m portant men to pris
on, and causing t111iny other officia l:;  to 
k i l l  l hemselve . 

Until that even t. Bergmann, awail ing 
execut ion, had been cu riously optimistil:, 
f e l l ing his guard� there were important 
people who wouldn't let him die. But  the 
Michigan story broke him, and so rapid 
was t he d isintegration, i t  was an almo�t 
mind less thing that was fina l l y  strapped 
into the chair. 

But I acquired my worst memory long 
before his execution, way back when t he 
slate, in assembling its case, was most 
anxious to locale bodiei<. M artino's con
fession sl ated 1 hey had run straight out 
from Horse�hoe Pass for twenty-five min
utes before Weber-Bergmann ><topped the 
Sea Queen. When they u n t ied t he J ines 
that held the car, it got away from them 
and smashed the rail  as i t  went over the 
side when t he boat rolled. M art ino said it 
floated in t he moonlight  with a l i t t le of 
the roof ex posed for so long that they 
considered ramming it, but sudden ly it 
was gone. 

On an impulse I will always regret, I 
ta lked myself aboard the Coast Guard 
launch that went out on a day when the 
Gulf was flat calm, the visibility perfect. 
We worked in co-operation with a heli
copter, idling along as it churned back 
and forth at about three hundred feet, 
searching the probable area, dropping 
bags of marker dye from time to time to 
facilitate maintaining the pattern. 

Ahigh noon, eight miles out, the heli
copter hovered, dropped slowly. 
The pilot came on the air to us, 

and said, "Bingo ! Shows up like a beetle 
in a bathtub." We went ove·r to the spot. 
The fathomeLer showed seventy feet. We 
dropped a marker buoy. The helicopter 
tilted and swung away, heading straight 
for home. 

I put on the mask and fins, and went on 
downstairs with the Coast Guard diver, 
a free dive without tanks. Visibility was 
so good, I saw the car when we were half
way down. He was taking the cable down. 
We caught hold of the rear bumper. As 
he was threading the snap end of the 
cable around the rear bumper, I worked 
my way around the lef t  side of the car. 
It was an insanity to see it sitting on the 
smooth sand bottom, still shiny, wearing 
its Florida tag, all alone in the biggest 
parking lot in the world. 

I came face to face with Sis Gantry in 
that green. luminous world. Charlie was 
a slumped shadow beyond her. She was 
fastened there behind the wheel by the 
safety belt I had kidded her about, turned 

and leaning toward the window, her eyes 
open, her b lack hair floating wide and 
wild in the endless silence of that flooded 
car. I kicked u pward. a reflex of horror 
and panic. b u t  slowed myi<el f properly 
and. exha l ing. emerged into the bright 
day that cont radicted the nightmare that 
exbted be low. 

The next day they towed a barge out. 
winched the little car up and aboard, and 
brought i t  home, water draining from i t  
a l l  the way. 

I t is l •allt iH:ed hy a l •el lcr  memory. 
A fter I brought m y  bride back from 
Otfr marriage in Dayton, we 11sed the 

Lesser Evil for honeymoon week ends 
while the weather stayed hot well  into 
October. We cam ped on empty beaches, 
snug under the slars. 

On a Sepl ember night  of a moon a l
most f u l l ,  Peggy was curled a�ainsl me 
under the mosquito bar, but I coul d  not 
sleep, and so. in a west wind strong 
enough to keep the bugs hack in the 
mangrove brush , I walked down to the 
edge of the water. 

1 began to think of the Sea Quren. 
They had not yet given up looking for her 
at that L ime. [ t hought of her out there in 
the deep�. Maybe she had opened up 
enough for the currents t.o move through 
her, so that Charity and Captain Star. 
Chase were at that moment doing an 
infinitely slow dance down there where 
the moonlight would never reach, taking 
a f u l l  five minutes for each bow, each 
random pirouette. 

It struck me with a horrid force that 
four of us could be down there, in that 
black minuet, touching. turning, spin
ning with a slow and rotten grace. 

It was a moment of nightmare so real 
that I could not believe my Peggy existed . 
I turned to go to her and saw her coming 
slowly down the slope of the beach to
ward me. reaching a sleepy hand in 
woman's habit to pat her shining hair. 
moving toward me in slender, silvered 
loveliness. 

"I lost you." she said in a grumpy, 
sleepy voice. She peered up into my face. 
"That's a strange expression." 

"I started thinking about . . .  where we 
might have been tonight. and what it's 
like down there. And suddenly this didn't 
seem real." 

She put her arms strongly around me 
and held herself l ightly against me.  "Oh, 
darling, it's rea l .  I t's very real." 

There, in that moonlight, we affirmed 
this new and precious reality, which con
tradicted a l l  old hurts and fears. 

They are still there, of course, on the 
weedy floor of the G u l f, Charity and the 
Captain of the Sea Qneen, expensively 
entombed, new companions to old Span
ish bones, but these days we remember 
them seldom, and without pain. 

Life is full and joyous, and we bury 
the bad memories under the new, which 
we now accumulate with ease and pleas· 
ure. And love. Tm; END 
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A merica's Largest Family of Fine Liquors 

VODKA 80 PROOF AND GIN DISTILLED FROM 100% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIR ITS. 
BRANDY 80 AND 84 PROOF. CREME DE MENTHE 60 PROOF. ROCKING CHAIR 

KENTUCKY WHISKEY A BLEND 72lr'z% GRAIN N EUTRAL SPIRITS. 

a. 
Df MENTitE 

Delilhtful mint conlia l from an 
Old World recipe! 

Mr: BOSTON DISTI LLER I NC. 
Dept. C, I 0 I 0 M a ssachusetts Avenue 

Boston 1 8 ,  M a ssachusetts 

Here's my check for $--· Please send 
me __ revised editions of Old Mr.  
Bosfon's  Deluxe Official Bartender's Guide 
at $ 1 .00 each, postage pre·paid. 

NAM �--�-----------------

STREET _____________ _ 

CITY ________ ZON E..._ STATE.....__ 



'N'«po·lion itonnant l'or�rti avant }a Batallle d'Austerlltz. Pelnt�re par Antoine. Charles Vernet. (M ua8e.d e  Versailles.) 

Napoleon giving his orders before the battle of A usterlitz, December 2, 1805. Defeating the combined 

.Russian and A ustrian armies, Napoleo!l described the battle as "the finest of all I have fought. " 

COURVOISIER 
C O G N A C  

Great products, like great fig�res of hi�tQry, acquire enduring fame. 
So. with Ctnirvoi�ier Cognac. It is the Brandy of Napoleon - from 
whose ' d�y to this Courvoisier has been: the choice of kings and 
statesmen and all who ca� command the finest. Enj�y it for its 
matchle.ss flavour a�d bouquet -pour La ':gloire it perpetuates. 

Imported by W. A. Tax lor & Company, New York, N. Y. Sole Di.<tributors for the U.S.A .  

*couRvoiSIF.R ·cocNlc - AND ci:wn
.
voiSIEII ONLY - BEAns THIS 

REGISTERED• PHIIASE .ON EVERY BOTTLE. REG. u: S. PAT. OFF. 

SPECIAL OFFER IN FRENCH CRYSTAL WARE - Four Courvoisier snifter glasses, about 3_% inches tall, 
with Napoleonic emhl_em in pe�manent gold design. Shipped to. you fr

.
�m France. Send $1 cash, check 

or money order payable to T. V., P. 0. Box 1 205, Grand C�ntral Station, New York 1 7, N . Y. Dept. C0-2. 




