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B A C K  A G A IN ... K entucky’s  F in est Straight B ourbon!

Six (yes 6!) patient years of aging have mellowed Old Charter to the peak of 

richness and flavor. It’s the whiskey that didn't watch the clock! Taste it and 

you’ll he convinced. For Old Charter is Kentucky’s finest straight bourbon. 

THIS WHISKEY IS 6 YEARS OLD ■ STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY ' 80 PROOF ' BERNHEIM DISTILLING COMPANY, INC., LOUISVILLE, KY.
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Is that the kind of treatment a 
pretty girl should get 
when she’s off on 
her vacation and 
ready for romance?

Not if she’s a bright girl, it isn’t!

But Ginny isn’t very bright about some things . . ; 
her breath, for example.

She has a little touch of halitosis (bad breath) from 
time to time, and the boys have already spotted it. 
She’s elected herself to the "Suicide Club”. . . 
social suicide, that is. She’ll miss many a good time, 
sit out many a dance, watch the moon rise alone 
. . . and wonder why.

You, yourself, may not realize when you have halitosis 
(unpleasant breath)*. So the smart thing to do 
is to be extra careful about offending this way. And 
by being "extra careful” we mean using Listerine 
Antiseptic night and morning, and especially 
before any date where you want to be at your best; 

Almost instantly Listerine Antiseptic makes 
your breath fresher, sweeter, less likely to of­
fend. Start the day and go to your date with a 
wonderful feeling of greater assurance and fresh­
ness. Make Listerine Antiseptic a "must” every day.
It helps you to be at your best always.

Lambert Pharmacal Company, St. Louis, Missouri

*While some cases of halitosis are of systemic origin, most cases, 
say some authorities, are due to the bacterial fermentation of tiny 
food particles clinging to mouth surfaces. Listerine Antiseptic 
quickly halts such fermentation, then overcomes the odors fer-
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IN FACT, HER HANPS 
WERE HARPLY EVER STILL., 
UNLESS SHE WAS ALONE, 

OR. . .

SITTING ON THEM! FOR 
FLORA WAS AFRAIP SOME MALE 

MIGHT SEE (OR FEEL) HOW 
PRY ANP ROUGH THEY WERE!

NATURALLY, THIS HURT 
FLORA'S CHANCES, BECAUSE 
MEN LIKE TO HOLP HANPS!

THEN PORATOLD FLORA 
ABOUT A NEW ANP PIFFERENT 

HANP LOTION! THE 8EF0REHANP 
LOTION... TRUSHAY!

SO FLORA SMOOTHEP CREAMY 
FRA6RANT TRUSHAY ON HER 

HANPS BEFORE SHE PIP 
PISHES... BECAUSE TRUSHAY 

GUARPS HANPS EVEN IN 
HOT, SOAPY WATER!

ANP BEFORE SHE PIP 
LIGHT LAUNPRY FLORA 

PROTECTED HER HANPS WITH 
"OIL-RICH* TRUSHAY -  TO 
HELP PREVENT SOAP ANP 

WATER'S PRYING PAMAGE!

NOW (AS YOU CAN SEE) 
FLORA HAS GOOP REASON TO 
THANK TRUSHAY'S SPECIAL

BEFOREHANP PROTECTION 
ANP ITS WONPERFUL 

SOFTENING HELP!

Jbe “Beforehand" 
Lotion

P.S. Trushay’s grand for softening hands at any time! Wonderful, too, for rough, 
dry elbows and heels . . .  as a powder base . . . before and after exposure to 
weather. Trushay contains no alcohol, is not sticky. Begin today to use Trushay!
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M e M  Raving Beauty.
Lavish it on your lips and your fingertips. It’s Peggy Sage’s 

new dewy, dreamy rose. Beautiful on, beautiful to everybody. 

You’ve never never seen anything like it. You’ll rave. 

He’ll rave. They’ll all rave. What more can any girl ask? 
Shimmer Lipstick, $1.00*. Shimmer-Sheen or Regular Nail Polish, 60^*

P E G G Y  SA G E



S T E RL I NG
Have a wedding laced with every lovely old tradition. And have a dowry to gladden a lifetime . . .  
of incomparable Wallace Sterling. Wallace Silversmith# have excelled at their craft for over a century. 
In no other sterling will you find “third-dimension heauty”, the carved-in-full contour heauty ex­
pressed in the famous Wallace patterns above. Left to right: Grand Colonial, Sir Christopher, Stradi­
vari, Grande Baroque, Rose Point. Six-piece place settings (the ideal wedding gift) include luncheon 
knife, luncheon fork, cream soup spoon, teaspoon, salad fork, butter spreader; about $Ct5 to $30. 
Willace Silversmiths, Willingford, Conn. • Since 1 835 • R. Wallace & Sons of Canada, Ltd., Toronto, Ontario

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



¥T WAS 7 years ago that Amer- 
lica’s most famous cake of ice 
made its first appearance.

Here it is once again, to remind 
you that a Four-Roses-and-ice- 
and-soda is still the most glori­
ously cool and refreshing drink 
you could ask for on a warm mid­
summer afternoon!

And we’re certain ytfu’ll thank 
us for this cooling reminder, once 
you savor the matchless flavor

Cooling idea
and mellow smoothness of a Four 
Roses highball.

For there’s no other whiskey 
with quite the distinctive flavor 
of Four Roses.

Try a Four-Roses-and-soda be­
fore this day is over—won’t you?

Fine Blended Whiskey-90.5 proof.
40% straight whiskies 5 years 
or more old; 60% grain neutral
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Be careful, Mrs. Williams

by elisabeth sanxay holding

you are about to lose your husband

Before Viola had taken off her 
yhat, Mr. Prince, editor-in-chief of 

Our States, came into her office.
“You’re looking very fine today,” 

he said benignly.
“I feel very fine,” Viola said, 

smiling at him in the mirror; a tall 
girl, taller than Prince, straight 
and slender and splendidly 
alive, with a fine color in her 
cheeks, a high-bridged nose, 
arched dark brows.

“Like Marie Antoinette,” Johnny 
had said the first time she had 
worn this new black suit, nipped in 
at the waist, a white scarf high 
around her throat. “Like a marquise, 
you look. I like having a marquise 
for a wife.”

That had been last Friday, when 
they had managed to meet for

“But we’re both wearing a white 
scarf,” Viola had cried. “X didn’t 
notice you putting yours on this 
morning, Johnny.”

“You don’t look at me nearly 
enough,” Johnny had said. 
“Anyhow, it’s a sign. A good

They had both been pleased 
beyond reason about the white 
scarves; it had been, somehow, 
one of their very best lunches to­
gether. She smiled again, remem­
bering it. And then, something 
came like a little cloud across her 
mind, a little shadow.

Naturally I hate to think of





aware of Hartwell’s value to the magazine, but he 
disliked him very much, and he was afraid of him.

But not Viola. She was silent for a moment, think­
ing fast.

“Mr. Prince,” she said, “I’ll move in with Gibby.”
“Nothing of the sort!” said Prince. “You need an 

office to yourself.”
“I can manage.”
“You know how—trying he can he.”
“I’ll manage,” said Viola.
“Well, of course, he does get on with you much 

better than with anyone else,” said Prince. “If you 
think you could stand it, Viola, it would be a solu-

“I’ll manage,” she said again.
For it was unbearable to think of Gibby’s being 

turned out of his queer, fussy little office, with all 
his books, and his bowl of goldfish. And somehow 
his disagreeableness made it worse.

“Let’s do it now, before (Continued on page 153) 
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Viola said,

“ Y ou’re typical 

o f the sort o f  woman

men fa ll fo r— 

temporarily.”

Johnny having a cold, she told herself. But I needn’t 
be silly about it. He said he was much better this 
morning. He ate a good breakfast. I’m not going to 
be silly.

And I’m not going to admit that little doubt, that 
faint stir of uneasiness.

It was really only sensible of him to sleep in the 
guest room, she told herself. It’s the decent, con­
siderate thing to do if you’re getting a cold. Or think 
you’re getting a cold.

“I’ve been mulling over this thing, Viola,” said 
Mr. Prince. “Hartwell’s the logical one to be moved.”

“Oh!” Viola said, in-dismay.
Our States was expanding; they were starting a 

?3outh American edition, and a new editor was com­
ing in, with two assistants. They could not rent any 
more space, for love or money, and for weeks a little 
turmoil had been going on, endless discussions about 
who must be moved where.-

“But I thought it was all arranged for Miss Ripton 
to move in with Fredericks,” said Viola.

“I’ve been thinking it over,” said Mr. Prince. 
“Fredericks has a great many people coming in to 
see him. No ... Hartwell’s the logical one. He doesn't 
come in every day; sometimes only twice a week. 
He doesn’t have many people to see. No. He’ll have 
to be co-operative about this.”

Not yet had Gibson Hartwell been co-operative, 
ever, about anything. He made an asset of his ill- 
humor and his bitter tongue. His insults were cele­
brated; his book reviews were admired, and dreaded, 
for their pitiless wit. Mr. Prince was perfectly well



I met my first hermit when I was a child in Colo­
rado. He lived in a log cabin in the Rockies and the 
miners circulated fascinating stories about him, but he 
died without telling us whether they were true. I 
didn’t meet my second hermit until after I began to 
work as a reporter on the New York Evening World. 
She was Ella Wendel, the lady who refused to sell the 
back yard of her Fifth Avenue mansion, although it 
was valued at a million dollars, because her poodle 
liked it. Whenever one of her sisters died, she in­
herited more money. Once I went to her summer 
home in Tarrytown to ask her what she intended to 
do with her latest inheritance. I met her as she was 
wheeling the poodle out through the front door in a 
baby carriage. When she saw me she screamed and 
ran back into the house with the carriage and the 
poodle, slamming the door behind her.

That did not lessen my curiosity about hermits. In 
the summer of 1938, I encountered another one on 
East 128th Street in Harlem after interviewing the 
father of a murderess. That neighborhood was pretty

The father of the murderess kept a watchdog 
which he had to chain before he could talk with me, 
and when I left him he cautioned me to walk on the

well-lighted main thoroughfares, like Fifth Avenue, 
on my way back to the subway station.

While I was standing on the corner of East 128th 
Street, waiting for the traffic lights to change, I no­
ticed a decaying brownstone house at 2078 Fifth 
Avenue which had been apparently vacant for some 
time. Its windows were boarded and its storm doors 
closed. I stopped a passing Negro woman and asked 
her why the house was empty.

“That house ain’t empty, honey,” she said. “Langley 
Collyer, the spooky man, lives there. Some folks say 
he’s got his dead Ma in the front parlor. His brother, 
Homer, may be dead in there, too. Langley never 
comes out before midnight. He owns seventeen pianos 
and he carries his money in a carpetbag.”

That was enough for me. After I had written my 
interview with the father of the murderess, I re­
turned to Harlem in a taxi and waited in it near the 
Collyer house. At midnight, Langley slipped cau­
tiously out of his basement gate.

All that summer I made futile attempts to talk 
with Langley. His doorbell had been missing for years, 
but I banged on the drainpipes, rattled the basement 
gate and slipped numerous notes under the front door. 
I found out later that he hardly ever opened his mail.

By Helen Worden
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drainpipe. He wanted to offer Langley $28,900 in cash 
for a piece of property owned by the Collyer brothers.

I didn’t see Langley again until one day in 1939 
when the New York Edison Company, with the help 
of the police, entered his house and removed a gas 
meter which had not been used for fifteen years. 
Jacob Iglitzen, the neighborhood druggist, kept me 
posted on his movements.

“I’m a very busy man,” Langley told Iglitzen one 
midnight. “I have my home and my blind and crip­
pled brother to care for during the day. I shop in the 
evening.”

His shopping consisted of working a garbage route, 
begging for stale bread and meat scraps and picking 
up oranges in the Harlem public market. He dragged 
the stuff home in a wooden box which he pulled along 
the sidewalks with a piece of rope.

In November, 1942, the Bowery Savings Bank tried 
to evict the Collyers and foreclose a mortgage on their 
house. Langley did not know about the impending 
foreclosure because, as usual, he had not opened his 
mail. The sheriff’s men, blocked by the barricaded 
doors, entered a parlor (Continued on page 118)

She let





T he m an you see below 

is  Ja m es  P . Brown, 

the mayor of a  small town.

H e  is not afraid of Jo h n  Fallon, 

but M rs. Brow n is afraid.

She has good reason to b e . . .



an d  turn tow a rd  som e form  o f  le ft-w ing  totalitarianism .

its alignm ent with the United States

C  an the present Labor government re­
main in power in Great Britain? And if 
it fails, what will take its place?

These two questions are of great im­
portance for all Americans. The Attlee 
cabinet will not stand until the next 
British elections in 1950 unless it begins 
to keep some of the promises it made to 
the voters '

those promises will be kept. And there 
is a growing danger that if the present 
British government fails, its liberal de­
mocracy may be replaced by extreme 
left-wing totalitarianism.

.The safety of the United States de­
pends upon the triumphant vindication of 
our form of democratic government in 
the eyes of the. world. A blow against 
democracy in Britain will weaken our 
safety. In fact, democracy in Britain to­
day is as much of a bulwark for our 
security in the postwar world as the 
military resistance of Britain was a ram­
part of our military security during the 
Hitler blitzkrieg.

Modern history records no other such 
rapid deterioration in the might of

apparent reason why London should not 
be restored to its traditional position as 
the financial and commercial center of 
the globe.

Today, as a result of her resistance in 
the two World Wars, and as a result of 
the collapse of world economy during 
the years between the wars, Britain finds 

years ago. At the moment, herself drained of her resources. The 
though enough of British people are suffering greater re- 

' " ' " strictions upon their individual liberty
and greater hardships in their daily lives 
than those of the war years. Their gov­
ernment is canalizing all of the nation’s 
energy into the task of increasing exports 
to an extent sufficient to pay for the im­
ports of food and of raw materials upon 
which the very life of the British people 
depends.

Yet even so, Britain, on March thirty- 
first of this year, showed a deficit of 
more than two and a quarter billion dol­
lars for the preceding fiscal year—a sum 
equivalent to fifteen percent of the na­
tional expenditures. The announcement 
by the Chancellor of the Exchequer that 
a budgetary surplus is anticipated next 
year does not change the situation. For

great power, which has been undefeated if this surplus materializes, it will only
___, as that which Great Britain suf­
fered between 1919 and 1947.

At the close of the First World War, 
Britain still retained the position of pre­
dominance which she had enjoyed since- 
the Napoleonic era. Her imperial domin­
ion had been increased rather than di- relinquished; the protectorates
minished by the Treaty of Versailles. Her 
naval strength was subordinate to that 
of no other power. No other nation 
threatened her safety. There existed no

_idle_______ .
all but a few crown 
strategic bases must 
It is also (Continued

be due to “windfalls,” such as sales of 
war stores. American credit is being de­
voted to keeping up minimum imports.

Under such conditions the liquidation 
of the British Empire was of course in­
evitable. India and Burma will s

break ing

costly than it is in America.



Is
Deserting 
Democracy ?

By Sumner Welles

Episodes of unrest, like the housing-squatters’ strike, have plagued Attlee’s government.



H e  said:
“L en d  me a hundred dollars; 1 want to court you.*’

S h e said:
“Shouldn’t we make it five hundred? I ’m  tough to court.”

She knew exactly what was going to happen. The tears of pain 
in her eyes were swelled by ones of self-pity. She was going 
to die. That was only fitting and proper. You had to pay for what 
you got.

Just before they put the mask on her face, she caught a 
glimpse of Dr. Riley. His manner was serene, and he looked 
casual even in his surgical gown and rubber gloves. That was 
Doc Riley for you, casual because he didn’t have sense enough 
to be concerned. A general practitioner in a little town, a com­
bination boy-scout leader and veterinarian. If she were in a 
hospital in New York, with an anesthetist and a specialist in 
difficult deliveries and a pediatrician waiting to grab the kid 
and a bill for several thousand dollars forthcoming, they wouldn’t 
be so darned casuhl. But this was better. It finished things off 
properly. The gods needed appeasing.

The mask smelled horribly of rubber and metal and reminded 
her of when she’d had impacted wisdom teeth removed. Her 
stomach knotted automatically. She breathed deeply of the gas, 
concentrating so hard she scarcely felt the rhythmic pain. There 
wasn’t a whole lot more time, and she had to remember every­
thing and savor it, in case memory did not exist where she was

In the spring, in New York—last spring that was, not this 
spring—a somewhat spoiled girl named Judy Norris Went to a 
cocktail party. It was raining but warm, a sticky day lacking 
empty cabs. Ordinarily she wouldn’t have gone, but she’d had 
several drinks beforehand, and suddenly the party seemed fun. 
The apartment was crowded and hot. The hostess, an otherwise 
blameless rich married woman, was proud of the celebrities she 
could get, and all at once Judy hated her, so she drank an Old- 
fashioned too rapidly and was nasty to several people. Finally 
she sat down in a corner, ate crackers (Continued on page 86)
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By Robert Carson

Judy said indignantly, 
“ Are you asking 

an expectant mother
to do the cooking, 

sewing
and cleaning ? ”





She was a fugitive fro m  fea r. She fled until she fo u n d  someone 

who showed h er what courage really was

She had been driving too fast. She realized that 
when she saw the rough stone wall whip by in a gray 
blur, and the scattered bushes of forsythia rush past like 
one straight yellow flame. She lifted Her foot from the 
gas pedal, and slowly the world took reasonable shape 
and form again. Her hands, clammy and sweating, re­
laxed on the wheel; the ear rolled gently to a halt.

The windows were open, and the early spring morning 
came in as softly as a ghost. She glanced about her with 
dazed eyes. The rolling lawns were to her right, such a 
slick young green they looked as though they had been 
painted on the earth. The mild air had a sleepy sweetness, 
and in the air, rising and descending like playing dol­
phins, were the fat bronze-throated notes- of a bell.

Here I am, she thought. It was all suddenly familiar to 
her again: the craggy stone wall, the curving lawns, the 
lemon-colored forsythia, and the beautiful swimming notes 
of the bell. She took out a handkerchief and dried her cold 
damp hands. The car had stopped just short of thick stone 
gateposts; on one post was a copper plaque, polished to a 
sheet of gold. Its bold script read: St. Agatha’s Academy for 
Young Ladies.

“Full circle,” she said to herself; “a full circle as round 
as an O.”

She hadn’t seen St. Agatha’s since her graduation day, 
when she was seventeen, when her fledgling courage 
could have slain dragons. Now she was forty-seven, which 
was another thing, and so frightened that the hands she 
had wiped .dry a moment ago, were wet again; all down

By Loretta Burrough



her body, under the elegance of her 
expensive clothes, was this shiver­
ing sweat of fear. The bell stopped, 
and she heard the high-strung 
quarreling of sparrows in the 
bushes; they sounded just as angry 
at one another as the sparrows of 
thirty years before.

She shifted gears and turned the 
smart car between the gateposts. 
The white gravel road stretched be­
fore her, rising like a road of pearl, 
and at the top of, the hill, she saw 
the windows of St. Agatha’s, with 
the cross above the roofs, bright 
gold against the blue April sky.

An old man was digging in a flower 
bed beside the road; bent over, leis­
urely with age, he looked up in 
vague curiosity as the big car rolled 
by. Tjie old man was like thirty 
years ago, too; when she was a girl, 
there had always been a pensioner 
at the school, indifferent as an 
island in the sea of young lives.

Past spectacular flashing patches 
of the Hudson, the car hummed up 
the long drive to the top of the hill, 
where it stopped, surrounded by 
the dove-colored school buildings. 
She turned the ignition key and got 
out quickly, as though to stay in 
the car were to stay locked up with

But when she was out of the car, 
the fear was still there. It was there 
in the shadows of the sunny land­
scape, in the shadows of her mind; 
it was there in the air she must 
breathe. Jim won’t die, she thought, 
and repeated it like a child’s abra­
cadabra—Jim won’t die—soothing 
herself with it until she again re­
membered the surgeon. His clean 
eyeglasses glinting, he had said 
kindly, plainly, “I .won’t minimize. 
It’s extremely serious. You must be 
prepared for anything.” You must 
be prepared even for the death of 
your, husband, that meant; at the 
moment, love is of no avail. Every­
thing was in the hands of the clean, 
palm surgeon, with the glinting 
eyeglasses, the long, solemn face.

She had listened to his words, the 
muscles in her neck stiffening, her 
mouth tasting of dust. And then, 
when they had wheeled Jim away 
on the stretcher, the room she 
waited in had filled to the corners 
with silence. It was that silence, 
like the silence at the end of the 
world, that she had run away from.

I’ve got to stop thinking, she told 
herself, and gave a deep, shudder­
ing sigh. There was nothing she 
could do until it was time to go 
back to the hospital, nothing at all. 
Almost in bewilderment, she stared 
about her. She had fled to St. Aga­
tha’s, as though to a sanctuary. Now 
what? The blank shining windows, 
the bed of daffodils and hyacinths, 
a distant lawn mower whirring like 
a greedy insect—everything asked 
her what she was doing here. What 
would she say when someone ap­
proached her with that sensible 
question, as someone was bound to 
do? The moment might be coming 
now, because she heard the clear 
crunch of footsteps on the gravel 
behind her.

She turned around nervously, as 
though her visit were thievish, il­
licit. One of the nuns was walking 
towards her at a disciplined pace 
that did not hurry, her veils flowing 
behind like a black cloud. She had 
an agreeable face, a little pale, a 
little weary, as though it might con- 
conceal and control illness.

“Can I help you?” she said. “I am 
Sister Celeste, the principal of St. 
Agatha’s.”

Here was the question: What are 
you doing here? What do you need? 
What do you hope to find?

Because she did not know at all 
what she ought to answer, she said, 
“I’m Paula Wright, Mrs. James 
Wright. I was driving by, and as I 
hadn’t seen St. Agatha’s since I 
graduated—”

She paused a moment, puzzled. It 
really was extraordinary that she 
had never come back before, be­
cause St. Agatha’s had been father

and mother to her orphaned child­
hood. The nuns had hushed her to 
sleep, decorated little Christmas 
trees for her, iodined her scratches; 
they had even, rather vaguely when 
the proper moment came, told her 
the facts of life.

“I’ve always (Cont. on page 82)

W hile the operation was in  progress,

P a u la  felt that the world seem ed to contain nothing hut h erself  a n d  her sorrow.
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What is the most 

urgent problem facing 

America today ?

COSMOPOLITAN PUT THIS OUESTION 

TO TWELVE MEM BERS OF C O N G R E S S -  

FIVE EXPERIENCED PARTY LEADERS AND 

SEVEN YOUNG WAR VETERANS WHO 

ARE SERVING THEIR FIRST TERMS 

IN WASHINGTON.

HERE ARE THEIR ANSW ERS:

JOSEPH W, MARTIN, JR., 62,
of Massachusetts, Republican, Speaker of the House of Repre­
sentatives: Restoration of orderly government is our most 
urgent problem, for that matter the most urgent problem of 
the world today. Millions ate still displaced, hungry and dazed 
by the horrible disaster which wrecked their lives and laid 
waste their lands. These millions turn to the beacon of freedom 

38 and security, which, thank God, still burns brightly here. We
have a duty to stand as an example of national strength and 
freedom. Government control over the private affairs of the 
people must end before peace and order can come to us again.



Jo sep h  r . McCa r t h y , 37,
Republican, first-term-senator from Wisconsin: Balancing the 
present inconsistency between our wage scales and the cost of 
living is our most urgent problem. We have sixteen million in­
dustrial workers and forty million nonindustrial workers, such 
as grocery clerks, schoolteachers and farmers. Raising indus­
trial wages without aiding the larger nonindustrial group wiH 
bring greater dislocation to our economy. Today, the only 
wage increase our economy can stand is in the forty-million 
group. Then, if strikes can be avoided, a resultant increase in 
production and reduction of prices will follow, forestalling a 
depression.

ROBERT A. TAFT, 57,
Republican, serving his second term as senator from Ohio:
Our basic problem, iri both the urgent and long-range sense, 
is that of preventing depressions so that substantially full em­
ployment may be maintained. No problem is more vital to our 
welfare, to the very existence of our way of life or the peace 
of the world. It involves studies of price levels and wage 
levels and their relation to each other, methods of preventing 
monopoly control in industry and labor from distorting prices 
and wages, spending for consumption and for capital invest­
ment plus studies of individual and corporate savings and of 
many other economic forces bearing on a stable economy.

. S o m e  c o n g r e s s m e n  f i n d  it at  h o me

JOHN F. KENNEDY, 30,
Democrat, first-term representative from Massachusetts: We 
are confronted with many exacting problems, but the most 
important, from a long-range view, is the great housing 
shortage existing in this country. Congress must act to provide 
housing for a great percentage of our veterans and to institute 
a broad program of public housing that will aid low-income 
groups who, before the war, lived in houses that were mostly 
substandard. The simple fact is that the building industry can­
not build homes for prices that veterans and others in the low- 
income brackets can pay; therefore federal, state and local 
governments are under great obligation to render aid.

WALTER F. GEORGE, 69,
Democrat, senator from Georgia since 1922: Our most urgent 
problem is whether management and labor can realize that 
our only salvation is to produce here the goods and services 
needed not only by our own people but also by all the peoples 
of the world. That means an agreement whereby production 
can be carried on without interruption until peace and the 
world economy are restored. This cannot be done through 
legislative action, although some remedies of abuses may be 
enacted. Such an agreement is fundamental. It will shape our 
own salvation and determine whether the world is going to pot.



What is the most urgent problem 

facing America today?

DONALD L. JACKSON, 37,
Republican, first-term representative from California: The 
atom and its control dwarfs all other problems. Great clouds 
of flame, smoke and debris over New Mexico, Hiroshima, 
Nagasaki and Bikini formed the question for all civilization to 
answer. We can pass through one of two doors—leading the 
world to either a day of enlightenment or a day of stark dis­
aster. An atomic-bomb race may well write finis to our civiliza­
tion. We cannot enter upon a mutual suicide pact with the 
other nations of the earth, nor can we, in the present state of 
unrest, cede our deadly knowledge without assurance that the 
atom will be made the servant of mankind—not its master.

b u t  t o r  o t h e r s  t h e  p e a c e  of t h e  w o r l d  is t h e  b i g g e s t  w o r r y  of t h e  m o m e n t .

ARTHUR H. VANDENBERG, 63,
Republican, senator from Michigan since 1928: Peace at home 
and abroad is the most urgent problem facing the American 
people today. We must find a way to stabilize labor-manage­
ment relationships at home so high and uninterrupted produc­
tion can sustain high wages and low prices. On the other hand, 
we must persistently hunt for collective peace and security in 
the world—not only to stop another war but also to remove 
the burden of armaments from national economies of all 
concerned. There are other problems. We must sustain 
Western Democracy against Eastern Communism, at home and 
abroad. But the firmest answer is my first one—PEACE.

TOM GONNALLY, 69,
Democrat, senator from Texas since 1929: The most urgent 
problem facing the American people today, in my judgment, 
is the establishment of world peace. Until this is accomplished, 
the world will remain in a state of uncertainty and insecurity.
The governments and peoples of the devastated areas will be 
unable to readjust their economy and become once more self- 
sustaining until treaties are signed and hatreds are buried. 
There can be no lasting prosperity, for America with a 
great portion of the world unable to produce, unable to 
purchase and depending upon us for the necessities of life.



JOHN BELL WILLIAMS, 28,
Democrat, first-term representative from Mississippi: Lack of 
national unity is our most urgent problem. A united America 
is invincible against foreign threats; hence foreign threats to 
our national security are hardly as ominous as those which 
work from within. Many “social” and “economic reform” 
groups ostensibly “crusade” for overhauling of our social and 
economic system. These organizations of deceit—boasting 
many patriotic but misled Americans—are actually Communist 
and Fascist fronts, or are infiltrated with “subversives.” 
Our future depends upon the eradication of these weevils. 
These groups pit race against race, class against class . . .

GEORGE A. SMATHERS, 33,
Democrat, first-term representative from Florida: After two 
world wars within a generation, our greatest problem is world 
peace. Both wars resulted from rampant ambition and greed. 
Because of our hatred of war we tried to ignore or appease 
those evil forces. Today, forces of oppression and aggression, 
this time under a new flag and another name, are again on 
the move. We ultimately must defend ourselves against their 
encroachments. Shall we again resort to appeasement and 
isolation, or shall we take a firm stand against aggression 
now—while there is still the possibility of averting war? 
That is the problem of our civilization.

OLIN E. TEAGUE, 37,
Democrat, serving his first full term as a representative from 
Texas: What to do with the world leadership which has been 
thrust upon us is the most urgent problem facing the Ameri­
can people today. We did not seek this leadership, and it is 
doubtful if the average American cared whether the United 
States was the leader, but I believe the nation stands today 
at a crossroads. We must accept this responsibility or see 
our opportunity pass to a less desirable leader. God-fearing, 
God-loving peoples everywhere are praying that Americans 
accept it. We must be as great in peace as we were in war.
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A nn stood in a long white slip before her 
dresser brushing her hair, pushing the long part 
straight across the back and jamming little 
combs into it behind her left ear. This would be 
just the night for one lock to want to work 
loose and go streaming down.

She could hear Dave splashing in the shower. 
He was humming. He sounded happy enough. 
But he wasn’t going to like it when he found 
that the shirt she had laid out would be hard 
to button at the neck. The weight put on in the 
Army had made hjm a full size larger. Nothing 
he had owned when he went away fitted him 
now, and a colonel is used to clothes which fit, 
and it had been impossible to find a new dress 
shirt anywhere. It was hard for Dave to adjust 
to civilian scarcities. He saw no excuse for them. 
He would begin talking about the 
unfairness of the wage-price scale 
again. She sighed, combing curls 
over her finger on the top of 
her head.

She could hear Dave Junior 
getting the car out of the garage, 
racing the engine irritably before 
the door. He had not been very 
gracious about letting Ann and 
Dave have the car tonight. He 
wanted it himself.

“Whose car is it?” Dave had de­
manded a little while ago.

“Darling,” Ann had smiled, “it 
has been his—to all intents and 
purposes—for the past two years.
He’s washed it and polished it and 
oiled it and babied the tires, 
learned to drive it, done all the 
errands with it. Now he has a 
girl, and of course he thinks the 
car is his to have fun with at night.
I know it isn’t sweet of him. But 
you can’t expect that kind of sweetness from 
a seventeen-year-old son. Besides, next year—if 
he still wants to enlist—he may not be where he 
can have the car at all—or any car----”

That silenced Dave. He did not like looking 
forward for Dave Junior any better than Ann 
did. Perhaps not so well, for he knew more of 
what the boy might be going into . . . Still, 
she wished it had not been necessary to bring 
up the subject. She wondered if men, coming 
home, felt that their wives now thought first 
—always—of their children’s happiness, fearing 
only the future, forgetting that husbands have 
already earned the happiness children have still 
to earn; forgetting the risks already run, the 
fears patiently and bravely conquered. It was 
not true, .but it might seem so. A woman 
looked in all directions at once and felt like 
a stag at bay. She called on her husband for 
understanding and self-sacrifice more often than 
on anyone else because where else was she so 
likely to find it? Perhaps that was not fair to 
him, but to whom is life fair?

She could hear Bud in wry argument with his 
best friend on the telephone. Those two were all 
but inseparable, yet, so far as Ann knew, they 
agreed on absolutely (Continued on page 148)
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There she sat— bored, brittle, impatient— waiting to take Christy’s father away from her mother.



tI he vicious thing about Tabithia 

was that even when she grew tired of her admirers 

she never really discarded them.

She never quite let them go

p a r t  o n e  o f  a t w o - p a r t  n o v e l  b y  A u d r e y  D e  G r a f f

nchantress

Christina Claiborne awoke somewhat belatedly in the third- 
floor bedroom of a stone-front house in the East Eighties. Her 
eyes came to rest on the old carved furniture that had once 
belonged to her mother, and she allowed a certain comfort she 
derived from the sight of it to steal over her for a moment, like 
a soft down quilt pulled gently over a sleeping child. She wanted 
to snuggle under it and dream childish dreams again. Then she 
remembered, and, with remembering, cast it all away from her: 
the thoughts, the comforts, the memories. This was a morning in 
September, when the course of her life was going to be decided: 
whether she went to college or whether she got married. It was 
something to think about.

She got right out of bed and pinned her blond hair up tightly 
on her head. She did this without looking in the mirror, without 
turning her head for arch glances at herself. Self-contemplation 
and wonderment were for those who were unsure of themselves, 
and Christy Claiborne, at eighteen, was sure of nothing on earth 
except herself.

She went into the shower and held her uplifted face and the 
slight, perfectly formed body beneath the spray. Whether she 
went to college or whether she married Chet Howard was not 
half so important as the fact that, in either case, she would be 
leaving this house and Gladys forever. Gladys was her step­
mother.

As though it were a signal of her new freedom, she turned the 
shower on to cold and gave a little gasp and shiver of delight 
as it flowed over her. She held her face up into it, reveling in it 
for a moment; then, just as suddenly, she shut it off and stepped 
out of her glass box, reaching for one of the big soft towels. She 
had to shake her head and blink twice before she realized there 
were no towels there.

Dam! It wasn’t like Katie to slip up on things. Even with the 
sudden death of Christy’s father, the funeral, everything dif­
ferent in general, Katie had looked out for her. Now the towels. 
They were very special ones that she had bought for herself, and 
like everything for herself, the finest and best and plenty of them;



not because she wanted them much, even cared at all 
whether she had them, but because it had annoyed 
Gladys when she went over the bills and because 
Gladys had never dared to complain to her husband.

Like a sprite, Christy took big dancing strides across 
the blue rug of her bedroom, opened the door to the 
hallway and pursed her lips in a shrill whistle, her 
particular call for Katie.

“I’m coming, coming, coming.” Katie was puffing up 
the staircase, carrying a breakfast fray.

“Towels, Katie, towels; you forgot my towels.”
“I forgot nothing.” Katie was red-faced, plain, and 

cross. There had been four generations of Katies Since 
the original one had come from England with her 
mistress. Katie, the fourth, had a permanent, short 
skirts, and nail polish to match her lipstick; the 
modern trend had crept into her attitude and he>- 
speech. But at heart she was completely the loyal 
family servant.

“I put the towels out myself when I did the bath­
room. Late, on account of the funeral,” she added.

“Well, there’s only one little hand towel here now. 
Come, see . . .  I’m practically dry though, so it 
doesn’t matter.”

“Just a minute.” Katie set down the breakfast tray 
and went to the end of the hall to the linen closet. She 
came back bearing two ordinary bath towels. “The 
pastels are missing,” she announced. “Your father’s 
scarce in his grave and she seizes the towels, so you 
have to jump around to dry or come to her begging.”

Christy wriggled around with the towel a bit and 
pulled on some underwear. She and Katie exchanged 
looks of understanding. There was nothing absurd to 
either of them in the picture of Gladys Claiborne 
stealing bath towels, so long had they attributed every 
conceivable annoyance to her essential meanness. “I 
wouldn’t put it past her,” Christy remarked, dismiss­
ing the matter. She snapped off her white rubber cap 
and worked with the hairbrush a moment. “However 
things turn out, we’re not worrying about bath towels, 
are we, Katie? Guess I’ll wear my brown suit.”

“Your fur?” Katie asked.
‘No, just my brown hat. There.” She fastened the 

zipper. “Anything good on that̂ tray?”ski
Katie told her dourly, “unless you like

cold bacon."
There was no thought of getting anything more, and 

actually the coffee was still hot in the silver pot and 
the toast warm. Christy ate contentedly. Katie, tidying 
up the room, asked, “What will you be doing?”

“It all depends on the will. If father left me this 
house, I’ll have the great pleasure of speaking to 
Gladys about other arrangements.”

“Likely he left it to her. What would he be leaving 
a house to an eighteen-year-old girl for? What I’m 
thinking is, if he left you her for a guardian, what 
then?”

“I don’t think he named her as guardian, Christy 
said confidently. “He must have known how we felt 
about each other. But do you know, Katie”—she set 
down her cup—“in all these years ever since my 
mother died and I came back here to live, there s 
never been anything said. Not one. single word. Not 
a word. Maybe he never knew I hated her.” 

Katie’s hand, smoothing the bedspread, paused, her 
pale blue eyes stared wonderingly. “Maybe,” she re­
peated awesomely, “maybe.”

Christy sipped her coffee again. In that case, 111 
marry Mr. Howard, Katie.”

“And if it isn’t her for guardian; 
® if it’s someone else?” 

illustrated by . “Then I’ll go on to college, as I
planned. I’d be there now, if this 

s hadn’t happened. It’s just a miracle
we hadn’t called the express to 
get the trunks.”

“Sounds to me,” said Katie, “like you’re 
dying to marry Mr. Howard.”

“I’m very fond of Chet,” Christy said musingly, 
“very fond indeed.”

She brought herself back to Katie with a quick

” Christy told her. “Anyone who likes me 
can like me”—she stepped back and added carefully 
to her image—“as I am.”

“You’re smart, I suppose, and different.” Katie was 
wistful. “But you could be pretty.”

Christy turned from the mirror and picked up her 
gloves. “Someday I will be,” she promised glowingly; 
“someday when all this is over and I’ve really started 
my life. Perhaps, at college, I’ll have a frienc} who will 
ask me home with her. Why, Katie, it might be this 
Thanksgiving, or any week end this fall; parties some­
where, dances. And then, Katie, I can wear all those 
gowns I bought, the ermine jacket Daddy gave me last 
birthday, Mother’s jewelry . . .”

Christy’s eyes were lost in dreams. Katie re­
marked practically, “Myself, I don’t see, why you 
didn’t do it before.”

“I couldn’t.” Christy came out of the dream. “I’m 
the sort of person who must have everything or noth­
ing at all. When I have a good time, I want it to be a 
good time, real enjoyment, without ugly things in the 
back of my mind, like Gladys, and what she did to my 
mother; and father, and the way he let us down.” She 
went on talking to Katie, as though she were some 
friendly, disembodied spirit who would understand 
everything and never repeat it.

“I’Ve just been waiting to begin,” Christy thought 
aloud. “I haven’t lived at all yet. And when I do begin, 
it’s going to be wonderful, (Continued on page 97)





That

By Dickson Hartwell

now lives rather quietly 

with Number Eight— 

when he isn't 

putting her in jail— 

but sometimes he calls 

the police, the fire 

department and the 

newspapers and threatens 

to take on a 

Number Nine



O ne of the most celebrated of the money-scatter­
ing Broadway playboys, Thomas Franklin Manville, 
is now leading a quiet life. He lives in a small 
apartment over his garage, rises at six thirty in the 
morning, does all his own cooking and housework, 
mows his own lawn, washes his automobiles and 
even observes traffic laws.

As he puts it, Manville is “not operating” at the 
moment. In 1944 he auctioned off the furnishings 
of his twenty-eight-room stone-and-shingle house, 
Bon Repos, at Mamaroneck. The sale brought in 
approximately seventy thousand dollars. More than 
one thousand women bid wildly for Manville sou­
venirs, paying $60 for a pair of garbage cans, $195 
for a toy train and $60 for a broken doghouse.

With him in his present modest setting, when he 
isn’t putting her in jail, is his eighth wife, the former 
Georgina Campbell, an Englishwoman to whom 
he has been married about nineteen months, an 
endurance record for Manville marriages of the 
past ten years.

But to everyone who knows Manville, a period 
of quiet is merely the lull which heralds a storm. 
It is his habit to erupt suddenly and, when he does, 
things happen. The Mamaroneck police are alerted, 
ambulance bells jangle at near-by New Rochelle 
Hospital, and city editors experience a familiar 
nausea.

On his various outbursts and marriages, Manville 
has tossed around the income on $8,750,000 and a 
$2,000,000 trust fund: chartering a twenty-one-seat

airplane to bring one girl to New York from Holly­
wood; spending more than $10,000 for full-page 
newspaper ads for a lawyer and secretary and then 
throwing 150,000 replies into wastebaskets; paying 
$3,100 to bring a luscious secretary by special train 
from Louisville to New York; ordering orchids 
by the score, fur coats by the half dozen, and cham­
pagne for everybody within hailing distance in 
night clubs. And, at fifty-three, though he has the 
appearance of an unsuccessfully reconditioned 
Model-T, when the mood strikes him, Manville is 
still raring to go.

Manville’s spending orgies sometimes have been 
exaggerated. On a toot in New York he has spent 
$4,000 in a single night. Evenings which cost him 
$1,000 were once common, with dinner for four at 
$100, theater tickets at scalper’s prices, $150 (Man­
ville insisted on front-row seats and also bought 
seats for as many as seven bodyguards spotted 
throughout the audience) and night-club checks, 
limousine hire and tips adding up to $750.

Manville likes to think that such sprees help the 
country by keeping money in circulation. They are 
not entirely meaningless—they buy Manville the 
notoriety and good times he craves and, like a good 
purchasing agent, he can always remember what 
he spends. One of his most notable series of ex­
travagances is credited with breaking the demands 
of Wife Number Four for a divorce settlement of 
$1,000,000. When a stalemate in negotiations became 
obvious and it appeared that the case might drag 
on indefinitely, Manville started tossing money 
around like a successful counterfeiter. He got a new



and bigger yacht, bought two additional expensive 
automobiles, showered gems and jewels lavishly, 
handed out tips that bug-eyed blase headwaiters and 
chartered a special seven-car train. Because of Man- 
ville’s flair for publicity, every dollar spent seemed 
like ten*, and it appeared for a time as if he were 
going to dissipate his entire fortune rather than give 
any part of it to his wife. The opposition grew con­
cerned. Suddenly Wife Number Four’s lawyer, who 
had declared himself set for an indefinite seige, came 
up with a settlement proposition. Manville accepted. 
His down-the-drain expenses for a month of wild 
spending were $60,000. That, he points out, was a 
trifle. “I saved about $750,000,” he says, “and that

The relationship which Manville enjoys with his 
home town of Mamaroneck and the near-by City 
of New Rochelle is not that of the average citizen. 
He is the recipient of unusual tax-paid services. He 
is an honorary deputy sheriff of Westchester County, 
and to prove it he carries a gold police shield, suit­
ably inscribed and decorated with a large diamond. 
He is also honorary fire chief of Mamaroneck. In 
this capacity he can and does have a fire engine sent 
to his place merely by asking for it.

At the police department there is no lack of atten­
tion to his desires. He has permits for three pistols 
and for a siren on one of his three automobiles. He 
likes to go places with either a radio-car or motor­
cycle-police escort, and sometimes, desiring to give 
circumstance to an excursion, he will also request 
a fire engine as well. On a toot around town not 
long ago, Manville was accompanied by a police squad 
car, two motorcycle policemen and a fire engine. 
Manville is generous in showing his appreciation 
for such service. But the report that he gives each 
cop and fireman a necktie at Christmas was prob­
ably circulated in itony.

The police and fire departments, however, cannot 
fully meet the capricious needs of the Manville 
menage. He also solicits unusual services from the 
New Rochelle Hospital. Occasionally guests at Bon 
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Repos embarrass him by suffering an indisposition, 
such as overindulgence in alcohol. Then he sum­
mons an ambulance from the hospital and orders the 
offending guest removed. Sometimes, though, he is 
confronted with a guest who merely annoys him and 
is not in the least indisposed. Then, too, he buzzes 
the hospital and an ambulance comes quickly. Under 
threat of medical removal, the guest usually prefers 
a cab and gets one.'

Manville sometimes uses this ambulance service 
in reverse. Once, when he telephoned a friend to ask 
him to join a party, the friend’s wife said her husband 
was in bed with a cold. Within a few minutes an 
ambulance screamed up to the man’s house. He was 
removed from his bed to a stretcher and whisked to 
Bon Repos. “Ha!” Manville laughed. “You thought 
you could put me off that way, didft’t you?”

The master of Bon Repos is slightly stooped and 
stocky, five feet nine inches tall and weighs about 
160 pounds. He affects pearl-gray Tuxedos with deep 
purple lapels and midnight-blue and black shirts. 
Though sun and sun lamp keep him ruddy, his joking 
references to himself as “grandpappy” are oddly 
appropriate. But he is spry withal, and his restless 
energy has worn out many a husky bodyguard de­
tailed to accompany him on his New York blowouts. 
Silence distresses him, and he likes phonograph 
records' played incessantly. When he used to occupy 
the main house at Bon Repos, a battery of record 
players, controlled from his office, bedside and dining­
room table, ground out music all day long. There 
were loudspeakers everywhere in the house, and the 
sound system covered the four acres of ground as 
well, including a croquet court where Manville plays 
assiduously but without noteworthy skill.

The Bon Repos mansion also had a special tele­
phone system with twenty phones and a device 
whereby Manville could, and did, eavesdrop on the 
conversations of his guests. The kitchen range had 
eight gas burners and four ovens, and the smaller 
of two refrigerators was seven feet tall.

The air-conditioned, pine- (Continued on page 131)







Conclusion of a tempestuous novel 

of love and action in the frontier days

Nobody ever quite understood what it was that 
set off the chain of events which led to 
what became known in the history of Silver 
City as the Battle of the Ballots, an event 
remembered to this day by the old timers; an 
event which has become a legend for citizens 
who. were not even alive at the time it 
happened. Mrs. Hirshbein, poring over 
her astrological charts afterward in her 
bedroom, above the fire-singed Emporium, 
could find nothing to explain the explo­
sion. She finally gave out the opinion that the 
whole thing was caused by spots on the sun.

The Professor died quietly late one 
afternoon, with Bridget sitting in a chair by the 
side of his bed while Madge waited 
belowstairs with the doctor and the nurses. 
The old man clung to her hand as if in all his 
wandering, unstable, fruitless life she were the 
only thing in which he had ever found any 
satisfaction. A little before he died he re­
gained enough clarity to recognize her, but 
he never regained the power of speech.

Tears came into Bridget’s eyes, not at the fact 
of his dying, but that the old skull­
duggery and humbug were gone from 
him. There was something gentle and 
childlike about him. It had been there always, 
and at times during their life together 
the quality had revealed itself. Now as he 
lay dying she knew that this quality 
always had been the very essence of the old 
man and that all the rest—the pre­
tense, the hypocrisy, the impersonations, 
had been no more than the shell which had grown 
around him as a result of the humilia­
tions and failures of life.

He died very quietly. He simply 
closed his eyes and stopped breathing.
Gently she laid his hands across his chest and 
went downstairs. To the doctor and 
nurse she said, “I think you’d better go 
up.” And then in Madge’s arms she 
began to cry.

They buried him two days later in the 
little graveyard beside the rushing river 
bordered by cottonwood trees.

The only (Continued on page 141)

When she was sere the rider was Dick
and help was at hand, Bridget's courage flared



Who shall say whether he was traitor or hero, 

caught as he was in the gale of the world?

Now, thinking over the whole business, it is 
curious how and when and where I met him. 
To say that I was a soldier at the time would 
be going a little too far. I was a clerk in the 
intelligence section of our outfit, and I was 
where all good intelligence clerks and general 
officers should be—about fifty miles behind the 
lines. True, in going about this pleasant little 
French town, I wore a steel helmet and I car­
ried a carbine, but I was merely obeying a 
general order and never had occasion to make 
use of either. As a matter of fact, this day when 
I crossed the square, I had just been taking 
some snapshots of the local cathedral, and I 
was going to the little film store to have them 
developed.

I had passed the carts and stalls set up in the 
square, with their wares of berets and souve­
nirs, and was opposite the combined city hall- 
police station-FFI headquarters when a man 
in a civilian suit, with an FFI brassard over 
the coat sleeve, came rushing out of a doorway 
and accosted me. He asked me if I spoke 
French, and when I replied that I did he asked 
me to be gracious enough to follow him into 
the police station.

There were a few desks in the room. Behind 
one sat a young woman secretary hacking 
away at a typewriter. Behind another was a 
dark-mustached young- man of about thirty, 
clad in a blue uniform, and I could see from 
the sleeve insignia that he was a captain. 
Seated at the side of the desk was a big Amer­
ican Army major. The French captain got up 
and shook hands with me. He said that his 
name was Bovet and wanted to know whether 
I spoke French. I said that I did.

“Good,” he said. “Very good. You see, ser­
pent, the major does not. He is here to see me 
about a man we have just picked up for the 
murder of an American colonel the other day. 
Will you please explain to him that we think 
this is the man, but we are not yet sure? We 
have been questioning him thoroughly all 
night, and we will question him tonight again 
—also very thoroughly. Tell him it is only a 
matter of a few hours.”

The major listened to me for a few minutes, 
and then waved his big hands in assent.

“Okay,” he said, “Okay. Now ask him what 
they will do with him if he is the guilty man.” 

To this Bovet replied, “If he is guilty we will



A  re d  g la r e  
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By Seymour Cain



turn him over to your forces to be shot, if you wish.” 
I told this to the major, and I could see that he 

didn’t like the idea very much. I didn’t like it very 
much myself. We probably were both thinking that 
the French ought to deal with their own traitors and 
bury.their own dead. However, the major made an 
appointment for the following day and left.

The man with the FFI brassard touched me on 
the arm. “Would you like to see this fellow?” he said. 
“I can take you to the jailhouse.”

“Yes,” I said. “That sounds interesting. My name 
is Robert Edmunds.”

“And mine is Jacques Charnier,” he said, shaking 
my1 proffered hand.
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We went down the side of the square, up a side 
street, past the big hospital and the cathedral, down 
a steep slope, to a big gray-white stone building. 
There was an FFI man on guard. Apparently he 
knew Charnier, for he let us pass through the big 
iron-barred gates.

Q  ur man was in a cell by himself. Talking to the 
■  fellow was rather disappointing. He was a small 
ratlike creature with prominent cheekbones, and he 
looked as if he had had a hard night; besides, I don’t 
think he was overjoyed at the sight of an American 
uniform. After listening to a few monosyllabic replies 
I gave it up as a bad job and presented him with a



half-used package of cigarettes. Charnier and the 
guard gave me a look that implied I was guilty of a 
breach of good taste, but I didn’t feel too embarrassed 
about it. Perhaps he had murdered the colonel, but he 
was a man, and he probably had only a few hours to 
live. Was it wrong, I thought, to give a condemned 
man a few cigarettes?

I felt the same a few days later when I read in the 
local papers the notice of his execution.

After we came out. of the jail I invited Charnier into 
a cafe off the square for a few aperitifs, and he ac­
cepted. Over our drinks we grew quite friendly and 
told each other, about our pasts and our present duties.

U  e was rather reluctant to speak about his re- 
fsH sistance activities, but I was able to worm out 

of him that he had been in the movement since the 
earliest days and had killed his quota of Germans and 
done his share of sabotage. During peacetime he had 
been an engineer and had traveled all over France 
building bridges and aqueducts, and I could see where 
his civilian experience had been of use to him in his 
wartime trade.

I realized that he was not like the young fellows in 
the FFI with whom I had previously come in con­
tact. In the first place, he was a lot older—he must 
have been around thirty-eight—with a wife and two 
children and a settled, secure civilian past. “The air 
of command” is an idle phrase. What he had, I would 
say, was the air of responsibility, of resourcefulness, 
of coolness during times of stress. And, although he 
was of a normal height—about five ten—he gave one 
an impression of great size. Perhaps it was the width 
of his shoulders or the big capable hands or the large 
face with the big set features.

Afterwards he insisted I come home with him for 
supper. It was impossible to shake him off, and I soon 
found myself at his side, letting the knocker fall on 
the white door of a neat modest-looking home.

know a woman is usually annoyed when a 
HI man brings home an unexpected guest for din­
ner, but Annette Charnier didn’t seem upset at all 
and welcomed me most warmly.

She was a pretty little thing. She was just about 
thirty then, with beautiful dark eyes and soft brown 
hair caught into a bun at the nape of the neck and a 
trim yet sensuous little body. I fell in love with her 
at first sight. Jacques realized this and used to tease 
me about it, especially in her presence, as he knew I 
was embarrassed easily.

The little girls took after her. Georgette was eight

and Marie ten, and they seemed cut from the same 
stem—brown-haired, dark-eyed, sweet and gentle.

We all had a good time that first night It was a fine 
dinner, from the hot savory onion soup, through the 
salad of country-fresh vegetables, to the roast rabbit, 
taken from the brood that they kept in little cages out 
in the back yard. The red wine made me congenial 
and talkative, and I translated all the jokes I knew 
from American into French and they loved them alL 
I found that humor is not necessarily limited by na­
tional boundaries, and nothing I said, no matter how 
outrageous, could seem to shock them. I was, after all, 
in the heart of French civilization.

By the end of the evening the little girls had taken 
me into their hearts as their own special American 
friend, and before they went to bed they pinned a 
couple of their religious medals on my shirt and gave 
me some snapshots of themselves.

^Hhen I left that night I had to promise to come 
again the next night—“had to,” I say, but of 

course I wanted to desperately. In this exile of foreign 
soldiering I had found a family and a home.

After that it was dinner five or six evenings a week 
and usually an aperitif with Jacques in the cafe dur­
ing the afternoons. His job with the provisional local 
administration was only a minor one, and he had a 
lot of free time on his hands. Within a week’s time I 
had settled down into something like the role of uncle 
to the little girls and of brother-in-law to Annette 
and Jacques Charnier.

If today I speak a good and pure French, it is only 
due to Jacques’s efforts, for he was a pertinacious and 
thorough teacher. Always he was correcting me, al­
ways he was showing me how what seemed to me 
grammatically correct French syntax was not “good” 
French. Once I wrote a letter to a girl in another part 
of France. It was just a short note, about twenty lines 
in all, but he spent an hour and a half editing, insert­
ing, deleting, explaining and making clear, until, I am 
sure, the note the girl finally received was one of the 
masterpieces of French prose literature.

Yes, in my rootlessness, in my exile, in my aliena­
tion, I had found a settled piece of ground, a place to 
hang my hat, a house I could call home. But, strange­
ly enough, I always had an uncertain feeling when 
with Jacques. It was not that way with Annette and 
the kids. With them everything was security and 
perfect sympathy and understanding. But there was 
always something withdrawn about Jacques Charnier, 
always something about him that seemed to be pri­
vate,, secret and enclosed, (Continued on page 115)



Cosmopoli tan 9s W e  Citations of the Month
B y  Louetla O. Parsons

Ladees and Gentlemen! The Parsons Bazaar 
of Picked Pictures Is Now Open. Step right 
this way, Ladees and Gentlemen, for we 
have Good Goods to Offer this Month.

What will you have, fair Ladies and Gen­
tlemen? Would you like to recapture the 
crystalline emotions of your childhood at the 
time when you really believed in Santa 
Claus? Would you like to re-experience the 
true spirit of Christmas, even though the 
Fourth-of-July firecrackers are popping all 
around you as you read this?

Do you prefer to come along with me and 
witness one of the most courageous social 
documents of our time—one that with no 
mincing of words faces the current problems 
of adultery and divorce?

Or do you want to romp through our movie 
past, in glorious Technicolor, guided by a 
golden girl with a brassy voice and a person­
ality warm as July sunshine?

Or is it your desire to be chilled while 
you’re thrilled with the brutality of men 
against men, of law against disorder, of the 
cop against the criminal, and all this por­
trayed with a force that is as ruthless as its 
characters?

I can offer you any or all of these widely 
contrasting experiences this month, Ladees 
and Gentlemen, and very happy I am about it, 
too.

I say, as you are probably saying, it’s about 
time that Hollywood turned up with some 
supershows. I admit that all the June movies 
were a bit dubious, but there’s no summer 
complaint about this July crop.

Personally, my favorite picture of the month 
is “The Miracle on 34th Street.”

It’s 34th Street in New York City to which 
the title refers. Specifically, it’s Macy’s depart­
ment store—the biggest store in the country— 
where all the action is shot. The gentleman 
who beamingly performs the miracle is a 
little white-bearded, twinkling-eyed character 
called Kris Kringle. What he’ll bring you is 
not only a gift of chuckling entertainment, but 
the restoration of your faith—in people and 
kindliness and the spirit of true generosity.

I wrote here, some months ago, about the 
benefits that the strike of set designers in our 
studios had actually given Hollywood. As the 
months have passed, these benefits have be­
come even more pronounced. Since fake back­
grounds can’t be (Continued on page 78)





a subtle and unusual story about the twilight world

of childhood and a little boy who wanted desperately to be kin to somebody

He was idling down Piedmont street, stepping on 
every line in the sidewalk. If he missed one, didn’t 
step on it, he’d die before he got to the corner.

At the corner he was still alive, and so he 
paused for a moment, stuck his big toe in the soft 
tar that filled’the crack between the asphalt street 
and the concrete curb, then ran across.

“I’ll count every line on this block.” It was just 
lately he’d started talking to himself, like Crazy 
Mattie, the vegetable woman who stopped in the 
middle of the street sometimes to talk to herself, and 
to dead people, and to God. “I’m not crazy. I just 
haven’t got anybody to talk to . . . four, five, six . . . ”
One day, about a week after the Fourth of July, he’d 
counted sixty-three lines, and that was a lot for a boy 
who just weighed forty-eight pounds. He could have 
counted more, but old Miss Hallie Thompson who was 
as deaf as a giraffe had hollered from her porch, “How’s 
your Grandmother? How’s your Grandmother? How’s 
your Grandmother?” He couldn’t tell whether she heard 
his answer or not. She just nodded and went back to 
reading her newspaper. It looked like an ordinary news­
paper to him, but everybody said she read Lips.

He lost count again this afternoon, thinking about 
Miss Hallie reading Lips. He took out of his pocket the 
black carbon stick from a flashlight battery and drew 
a long thin lip on the sidewalk. Then he turned side­
ways and drew another, smaller, fatter lip in the other 
direction. It looked like a T but not very much like 
one. Then he spelled out, in regular letters, his name 
—Ted—the way Miss Clark, his first-grade teacher, 
who had a one-legged canary at home, had taught him.

He stood up and hopped on one leg to the top of 
the hill on Piedmont street. He jumped up on a wall 
under an oak tree and sat down to cool between 
two roots that made a regular little nest. When he 
had caught his breath he jumped up and began 
clucking like a hen: “Oh, cluck cluck cluck, look 
what I did. Cluck cluck cluck . . .” He couldn’t cluck 
like Red Andrews, but he could crow better. He 
let out a healthy crow for the city rooster, then 
cupped his hands over his mouth and crowed 
again for the country rooster who was answering 
from way off.

Down at the bottom of the hill, across from the 
lumber yard where he was headed to play in the 
sawdust pile, and next to the filling station where 
Jake, the Purple-Heart man, worked, a trailer was 
parked. It. hadn’t been there yesterday, and now all 
of a sudden here it was. Just like that. Ted ran down 
the street and coasted, with a screeching of brakes, to 
a stop across the street from the trailer.

Three men were out in front, two of them seated 
on boxes, watching the third one placing bottles on 
shelves at the end of the trailer. A faded sign above 
the trailer door said in red letters: “Dr. Brown’s 
Big word Bigword Tonic!”

Warily Ted crossed over, pretending he was going 
to the filling station. But then when the men didn’t 
notice him, he edged up closer to the group (one 
of them was Jake) and looked at the bottles. There 
were flat ones filled with red-brown (Continued on page 94)

by max

T H E

Jake kept shaking him and asking, "Did the snake bite you? Did he?"





O h j w h a t a p a in fu l



fl
f*

lesson this always is to learn





A. B. Jackson

“Oh, I’m a dress model, size ten, misses. For a manufac­
turer. We’re laid off between seasons. Sometimes I get a 
photograph job to help out.”

“You’re one of those slick girls that go around with a 
bandbox and snoot everybody? I thought they made gobs 
of money.”

“I never could get into the big agencies; I don’t know 
why; I’ve tried and tried—but you know—sometimes 
people are jealous—and not kind. I think people ought to 
be kind, don’t you? That’s why I liked Ann right off; she’s

Kev thought Ann was anything but kind, but he had no 
chance to say so for Marla lowered her voice and asked an 
odd anxious question. “Has Ann’s family got a good many 
servants?”

“Why—they’ve got a cook and a couple of maids and a 
laundress and a chauffeur; that’s all I guess; and one of 
the maids is part-time,” said Kev, surprised.

Marla looked troubled, but they had reached the house 
and Mrs. Emmers came out and shouted around, calling the 
Kinnells darling. She and Ann were screamers. Kevin 
didn’t see how Mr. Emmers stood it. She screamed at him 
now, “Kev, won’t you carry up the bags? Then stop at 
the pool and have a drink.”

“Sorry, I’m busy. And you (Continued on page 137)

Gobi but definitely worshipped 

Kev, who was in a dream-cloud over 

Marla, who had her eyes riveted on 

A. B. Jackson, who was too wise.





:: -4 I~ l«’s not life that matters; it’s the courage 

you bring to it.” Strange how often it’s the woman 

who has to point that out to the man

Now it was ten o’clock in the evening.
Here, on top of the hill, the wind w i-> strong 
and steady and smelled of the sea. |1
The yellow, house stood at the top of the 
hill. The street ended below the house at 
a concrete wall. The hill dropped bare 
and sharp down from the wall, leveling 
out far below at the boulevard that 
skirted the water front.

It was very quiet. You could hear the 
clank of chains from the ships in the 
harbor, and the rusty-hinge sound of a 1
windlass. To the right the lights of the 
Oakland bridge were strung in a double 
line across the bay. On the lower level, 
distance-small, sped a commuters’ train, 
like a long insect.

Across the bay were the hills of Oakland 
and Berkeley, and behind them the higher, 
empty hills, blue-white in the moonlight.
The city lights appeared to twinkle. There 
were many lights, and it was like lying on' 
your back and looking at the sky.

The yellow house was the last house on the 
hill, and stood higher than the others. It was a 
very old-looking house. It was of two stories, 
and appeared to be leaning forward, about to 
plunge into the harbor below.

A taxicab came up the street and gave a little 
jump as it breasted the crest of the hill and 
stopped in front of the yellow house. A man 
and a girl got out; They reached back into 
the cab and pulled out three suitcases, and 
the driver got out and opened the rear 
trunk and took out another bag. The man 
paid the driver who then made a U-turn 
and disappeared over the crest of the street.

The man picked up three of the suitcases, 
tucking one of them under his arm; the girl 
picked up the other one and they started up 
the steps toward the yellow house.

You could see the girl in the moonlight.
She was rather small, and the most beau­
tiful thing about her was her hair. It was 
dark and piled high on her head. She 
was wearing a white raincoat, and below 
the raincoat you could see that she had 
lovely legs. The man was a big dark fellow

allan paris



and he carried the three bags 
easily. As they went up the steps he 
appeared to walk crab-wise, turn­
ing toward the girl and looking 
anxiously into her face. Neither of 
them said anything.

The man put down the bags, took 
a key from his pocket and opened 
the street door of the yellow house. 
They went inside and down the hall 
a few feet and paused before a door. 
The man unlocked the door and 
reached inside and switched on the 
light. The girl put down her bag 
and put her arms about the man’s 
neck. He lifted her and carried her 
from the hall into the room.

In the center of the room was a 
double bed with a faded quilt on it. 
At one side of the room was a cheap 
maple bureau with four drawers. 
The mirror was not a part of the 
bureau. It was a round mirror with 
a small crack at the bottom, and it 
had an old-fashioned oak frame; 
the top leaned against the wall. On 
the opposite side of the room was a 
sofa that had seen much better 
days. A door in the center of an­
other wall led to a closet. The bath­
room was down the hall.

On the floor was a blue rug, worn 
in the center, and gray in color 
where it was worn. The wallpaper 
featured large green flowers. A 
Currier and Ives print hung 
on the wall. There were two chairs: 
one, straight-backed, facing a 
desk; the other, an old-fashioned, 
wicker affair on rockers, fac­
ing the window. The window was 
small and looked out on the grocery 
across the street. The shade was 
dark green, and at the moment it 
Was half-drawn. The curtains were 
white except at the bottom, where 
they were beginning to turn yellow.

' he man called Nick Wallace put 
the girl down, stepped into the hall 
and came back carrying the bags. 
The girl called Phyllis was standing 
at the window.

Nick put the bags down and ad­
vanced toward her. He stood behind 
her and said, “I’m terribly sorry.” 

The girl turned and looked up 
into his face. She said, “It’s all 
right, Nick. It isn’t bad at all.” 

“You don’t have to be brave.” 
“It’s all right, Nick,” she said. 

“Really it is.”
“Go ahead; cry if you want to.” 
“Nick,” she said, and put her hand 

against his mouth. “Please, Nick.” 
“I warned you not to expect 

much,” he said. “I hated to bring 
you here. I dreaded it.”

“Nick,” she said. “Nick, darling.” 
“I should have waited,” he said, 

“until I could get something better. 
But I couldn’t wait any longer. I 
was so damn lonely.”

“Do you know how much I love 
you?” she said.

“Tell me.”
68

“So much that it frightens me. I 
don’t know whether people should 
love like that. I love you so much 
that it scares me a little.”

“That’s how I feel too,” Nick said.
“This is home,” Phyllis said. 

“Wherever we are together, that’s

“I’m so damn ashamed,” Nick 
said.

“Oh, Nick,” she said, and put her 
arms about him. “Don’t ever say 
that again.”

“ ‘Ah, love, if I were king,’ ” Nick 
whispered, “ ‘What treasures to 
your feet I’d bring.’ Here is my 
treasure, Phyllis. With green walls 
and a view of a grocery store.”

“Stop it!” Phyllis said. “Stop it, 
Nick!”

“All right,” Nick said. “I’ll stop.”
Phyllis said, “Do you love me 

Nick?”
“What a silly question.”

“I love you terribly,” Nick said. 
After a while Phyllis said, “Shall 

we unpack tonight?”
“Tomorrow is Sunday,” Nick 

said. “We can unpack tomorrow.” 
“Yes, tomorrow is Sunday,” 

Phyllis said!

At noon, someone knocked at the 
door. Nick opened it, and it was 
Mrs. Willis.

“Oh,” Nick said. “Phyllis, this is 
Mrs. Willis, our landlady. Mrs. 
Willis, this is my wife.”

“How do you do?” Phyllis said. 
Mrs. Willis nodded. She ducked 

her head and peered about the 
room. “Lot of baggage,” she sniffed. 

“Yes,” Nick said, “quite a bit.” 
“No cooking,” Mrs. Willis said. 

“You understand no cooking.” 
“Yes,” Nick said.
“No drinking. No smoking-either. 

Clouds up the curtains.”
“Yes,” Nick said.
“You both work?”
“Yes,” Nick said. “We both 

work.”
Mrs. Willis hesitated and then 

clamped her jaws together, the 
cheek muscles bulging to resemble 
acorns. “I run a respectable place,” 
she said loudly. She paused again, 
and then thrust her narrow, turkey 
head forward defiantly. “You sure 
you’re married?”

Nick sucked in his breath. Phyi- 
lis, standing next to him, her hand 
on his arm, felt the muscles in his 
arm tighten convulsively. She 
stepped quickly over to a bag and 
took the marriage license out and 
extended it to Mrs. Willis.

Mrs. Willis glanced at it. “Seems 
all right,” she said. The muscles in 
her jaw relaxed. “Didn’t mean .no 
harm,” she muttered.

“Of course, Mrs. Willis,” Phyllis 
said. “It’s perfectly all right.” 

“Well, all right,” Mrs. Willis said. 
When she had gone Nick went

over and sat down heavily on the 
bed.

Phyllis sat down beside him and 
put her head on his shoulder. She 
could feel him trembling. “Now, 
Nick,” she Said.

Nick closed his hand into a fist 
and kneaded it into the palm of his 
other hand.

“Nick,” Phyllis said. “Nick, dar­
ling. Now, Nick.”

H e got up suddenly and walked 
over to the window and then turned 
and faced Phyllis. “You know what 
it is, don’t you?” he said. “Here’s 
the way it is. Everybody wants 
power. Most people never have any. 
But they want it. So, Mrs. Willis 
gets a little power. This house is her 
Third Reich. She is the Fuehrer 
here.”

Phyllis went over to him and put 
her arm about his waist.

“Nick, baby. It’s not that bad.” 
“Oh, yes, it’s that bad. It is very 

bad indeed.”
“Darling,” Phyllis said, “you’ll 

feel better after breakfast.”
He looked down at her in aston­

ishment. “Do you think it’s that 
simple?” he said. “Just something 
that a nice breakfast will put 
right?”

“Darling, she didn’t mean any 
harm.”

“The bride,” Nick said bitterly, 
“was welcomed at her new home by 
an accusation that she was. . .

“Oh, Nick,” Phyllis laughed, “if 
you could see your face!”

“Come here,” Nick said. He sat 
down on the sofa and held out his 
hand, and Phyllis came over-and 
sat in the chair facing him.

“For a long time now,” Nick said, 
“I never have thought of myself 
alone. Whenever I think of the fu­
ture, I think of things we could do 
together. It’s always you and me 
together.”

“I know how it is,” Phyllis said. 
“I never think of places I’d like 

to go any more,” Nick said. “When­
ever I think of places you’re always 
there with me.”

“I know, Nick,” she said.
“I don’t want to do anything any 

more unless you’re with me,” Nick 
said.

“Yes, Nick,” Phyllis said.
“How would you like to leave 

here?” Nick said abruptly.
“What do you mean?”
“Leave San Francisco. Go away.” 
“I’ll go anywhere with you.” 
“Look,” Nick said. He jumped to 

his feet and went over to his coat 
and took out a small notebook. He 
came back and sat down on the sofa 
and opened the notebook to a page 
of figures.

“I’ve thought about it a long 
time,” Nick said. “I admit that this 
room has got the Indian sign on me. 
Not this (Continued on page IS5)
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Why do families go for this Noodle Soup?

Because i t ’s BEEF through and t hrough!

BEEF NOODLE SOUP
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far Fe/s-Naptb "

Welcome, Brother! You are now entitled to 

membership in the Fels-Naptha Boosters Club. 

'Experience’ meetings held every week on wash 

day. Be sure to bring the 'missus’. W e want 

to hear her own report on Why Fels-Naptha 

is the Best Laundry Soap 

on the Market.

Fels-Naptha Soap

"I’m nobody’s pin-up boy— but any time I can do 

the Fels-Naptha folks a favor— count me in.

The missus says I’m a fast man with a shirt and if 

it wasn't for Fels-Naptha Soap, her permanent 

address would be R. D. 1, Laundry Tub Row. 

"W e ll. . .  she keeps me stocked with dean shirts 

(white, that is) and she’s ready to step whenever 

I am. So if I'm the type you’re looking for 

. .  . shoot! It’s on the house.”

B A N /S H E S  TA TTLE -TA LE  GRAY
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IT HAD TO BE BETTER TO ENJOY SUCH 

UNIVERSAL PREFERENCE FOR 320 YEARS

BLENDED SCOTS WHISKY 86.8 PROOF • RENFIELD IMPORTERS, LTD., NEW YORK





fy fc  clemstAy, I ty lr ftA s l u d f y / hu 

cLiMPty, 'fetH !
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WnovM iL/ jjitYv "that yynJm VjWK, 'tiurfh {ovkAuML—  

wHCovOib natural bJfociMjVii ijau/u dmilk !

A Product of Lever Brothers Compony

lue/ VefAodent! Tuntt/ «/ dafy —

AMj î dua, tUiUiit 1mah to Ijltov





O n ly  one soap 

gives your 

skin this exciting 

B ouquet

W ou ld  you possess the 
fragrant appeal o f so m any popular g ir ls ?

Do you want to intrigue a man in a sweetly disturbing way? Then 
impart to your skin the fragrance men love—the exciting perfume 

of Cashmere Bouquet Soap. This enchanting fragrance comes from 
i secret wedding of rare perfumes, far more costly than you’d expect 

to find in any soap. For seventy-eight romantic years popular 
girls have preferred Cashmere Bouquet Soap. Be doubly 

desirable, be forever sweet and feminine; bathe every

Cashmere
Bouquet
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But now Fresh brings you a new fluffier, 
creamier deodorant . . .  to give you carefree 
underarm protection even on hottest days. 

Only Fresh can give you this patented 
combination of amazing ingredients in a new 
deodorant that has never been made before.





BARBARA DA V ID

■ STANWYCK'NIVEH
I  in the daring unpublished story by
■ ERICH MARIA REMARQUE

who wrote ‘‘Arch of Triumph”

T H E o f a r L O V t

(RICHARD CONTE

ENTERPRISE
STUDIOS
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There's no holding her !

You can't say "Hold itl" on a pose like

Because it wasn’t a pose. It was a 
pause of motion for a split fraction of a 
second and could never again be dupli­
cated with exactly the same light, the 
same buoyant feeling. You get pictures 
like this the first time ... or not at all.

So keep an ace up your sleeve—and in 
your camera—by using wide-latitude

Anseo Film for your pictures.
Latitude is the ability of a film to de­

liver a satisfactory negative, even when 
minor exposure errors, have been caused 
by haste. And Ansco’s wide latitude 
means that your chances are extra good.

Try your utmost to expose correctly. 
But depend on Anseo Film’s wide lati­
tude to do its utmost to help you. Anseo, 
Binghamton, N. Y.

a s k  *°«JlllSCO F ILM & C A M E R A S
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A w a y  y o u g o ,and your heart has wings —
that carry yovi badk to your very first ride on
a dashing pink-and-gold charger! How you
gripped those reins,, wide-eyed . . . remember?
Flying to a woinderhtnd so very personally yours?

You’ve neve:r outgrown your gift for keeping
life gay with r interests. You’ve learned
many ways to outwit care . . . never forgetting
that problem days need be no problem, with 
Kotex — the napkin made to stay soft while

Further, your confidence never fails you.
How could it — when the flat pressed ends
Kotex prevent retreeling o■utlines. When tl
exclusive safety ceinter insures protection y
can trust. And when Kotex alone gives you
choice of Regular,, Junior and Super . . .
meet your special needs.

So many good reasons why you and mr
women choose Kc>tex. To help you find 1
young-hearted fun and laughter that are 
very personally yours.

More women choose Kotex* 

than all other sanitary napkins

To make the most of the comfort Kotex gives you, buy a new Kotex Belt. Adjustable, snug fitting, all-elastic.
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in the eight radiant NEW shades of EVENING IN PARIS 
"2-0-8 "FACE POWDER!

Face Powder

by BOURJOIS

intens'M'-

” 2-0-8”  is the sensational new face powder process 
developed by the House of Bourjois. A modern miracle of 
jet-propulsion infuses the powder with color and

e of 2.08 miles a; 
ce powder of richer color, finei 
wer, to make YOU lovelier th

makes you lovelier

... and LOVELIER

..a„d LOVELIER!
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quished the suitcases and pressed a small 
drugstore parcel into Christy’s hand. “It’s 
the best I could buy,” she wept. “You 
write to me now.”

Christy promised and pushed through 
the crowd with Chet. “There are nothing 
but coaches on this,” he said darkly. “It 
begins thiŝ minute, little one. I can’t help

“It’s quite unnecessary,” she said crisp­
ly, “for you to feel anything at all. I know 
exactly what I’m doing.”

He settled her next to the window, put 
her bag up on the rack and leaned down 
to whisper, “Any time you can’t take

“I can,” she interrupted sharply. Even 
if he had finished that remark, it was too 
late. His moment had come and gone up 
there in the office. But probably he was 
just going to say, ‘Til find something for

No. Chet, standing there beside her, 
was already part of the past. She even 
smiled at him. At the smile, he bent down 
and kissed her, and there was forgiveness 
in her voice when she told him good-by. 
She could afford to forgive him because, 
against any reasons she could bring forth, 
she was suddenly glad it was to be like 
this.

,s left behind. But with the first 
turn of the wheels she thought: a new life 
—Warren University, Elliott, Tabithia and 
the children. A new life, not like anything 
you’ve ever known before. The years with 
Gladys were over at last; now she could 
begin to live. She opened her purse for 
Katie’s parting gift, lipstick, compact.

■ vardly at her lips.
“You’re getting too much on,” said a 

voice beside her. It was a low, mocking 
voice; it belonged to a weathered-looking 
young man with the deepest blue eyes 
she had ever seen.

Christy paused, lipstick and compact in 
hand, to consider him. His hair lay in flat 
dark curls against his head; his features 
were strong, well-cut. He was not of her 
world, she knew that instantly, and a 
glance at the clothes he wore confirmed 
it. They were quite right, and he wore 
them well. But he hadn’t always had the 
right clothes. That was it; he hadn’t always 
been right. The lipstick on her lips began 
to feel gummy and, on an impulse, she 
wiped it all oft with her handkerchief.

“You don’t put quite so much on to 
start with and then you blot it off,” he 
said.

She opened her mouth to say some­
thing, then turned back to the window 
again. If she said anything to him at all, 
it must be the right thing. He must think 
she was very naive and inexperienced, 
not to know about make-up. If she hadn’t 
been in such a hurry to begin the new 
life, she wouldn’t have been experiment­
ing on the train. It would sound queer in­
deed if she said, “I’ve been keeping my­
self as plain as possible because I hadn’t 

• started to live yet.” Of course she wouldn’t 
say that, and of course she didn’t care 
what he thought anyhow.

She turned toward him again. He wasn’t 
smiling or mocking now; he was just 
looking at her, and the line of his lips 
and the expression in his eyes made her 
forget for the second that you must be on 
your guard against the world. She smiled.

He smiled too. “I believe the dining car 
leaves this train at Albany. Will you have 
lunch with me?”

“Why, thank you. No, no, thank you.” 
Of course she couldn’t go. Who did he 
think he was anyway?

“I was afraid of that,” he said sorrow-

\\

Soapiiijl' dulls hair— 
Halo glorifies it!

Yes, even finest soaps 
and soap shampoos hide the 

natural lustre of your hair 
with dulling soap film

• Halo contains no soap. Made with a new 
patented ingredient it cannot leave dulling soap film!
• Halo reveals the true natural beauty of your 
hair the very first time you use it, leaves it 
shimmering with glorious highlights.
• Needs no lemon or vinegar after-rinse.
Halo rinses away, quickly and completely!
• Makes oceans of rich, fragrant lather, even in hardest 
water. Leaves hair sweet, clean, naturally radiant!
• Carries away unsightly loose dandruff like magic!
• Lets hair dry soft and manageable, easy to curl!

HALO REVEALS THE HIDDEN BEAUTY OF YOUR H A IR!





No W onder Fleisclnnann’s M ak es

A m erica’s M ost D elicious Gin D rinks!

F L E I S O H M A N N S

I t ®  ^

Yes, Fleisehmann’s Gin is “dry” 
dry . . . 100% dry! That’s one of 
four big reasons why Fleischmann’s 
makes America’s most delicious gin 
drinks. Reason Two: Fleischmann’s 
has a superbly delicate, light taste! 
Reason Three: Fleischmann’s is so 
very, very smooth! Reason Four: 
Fleischmann’s priceless mixability 
provides the perfect base for Tom 
Collins, Martinis, all gin drinks!
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Gay new cake make-up with sponge compartment right in the case

" I m  excited about 
the n ew  Cashmere Bouquet

Beau Cake
w ith m ake-up sponge right 

in  the c a s e ! ^

— says lovely

A thrilling improvement in cake make-up that's set Hollywood 
all agog. For Cashmere'Bouquet Beau Cake has its own dainty 
make--up sponge in’a moisture-proof compartment tight in the 
compact. As glamorous Gail Patrick says,"It’s perfect! As soon 
as I open my Beau Cake there’s the sponge, ready for use.” 
Cashmere B q̂uet Beau Cake imparts ravishing young color 
to your skin; hides tiny blemishes; lasts for hours and hours. 
Epjoy it once and you’ll agree Cashmere Bouquet Beau Cake 
is truly the cosmetic sensation of the year.

Beau Cake



n n  O L D
I h o m p s o j v

BRAND

When on summer nights 
You turn on the lights 

And the neighbors come over to play ,,

No matter who wins
There’ll be plenty o f  grins 

When Old Thompson appears on the tray.

H. E. Kelley

deserves another
So make it Old Thompson ... it’s 
smoother and tastes better. It is 
different, you’ll find, because 
it’s W ED • IN • T H E  • W OOD. 
Fine old Glenmore whiskies'are 
blended with the choicest grain 
neutral spirits and then put back 
into barrels to assure a perfect 
union of these famous distillations. 
This method costs more, takes 
longer, but the difference tells 
in the taste. Try “ Thompson!”

Blended Whiskey, 86.8 Proof. The Straight Whiskies 
in this product are Jive years or more old. J2M% 
Straight Whiskies— Grain Neutral Spirits.

• LOUI S VI LLE,  K E N T U C K YGLE N MO RE  D I S T I L L E RI E S  C O M P A N Y
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the gold medal whiskey





11Mothers, think this over! More than 
three out of every four cases of decay 
start in tiny . . .  often unnoticed . . .  
little, pits and flaws in the tooth 
enamel; Places that are often except 
tlonally hard to reach . . .  hard to see 
. . .  hard to clean! To help do this job 
. . .  to help clean many of these tiny, 
hidden harbors for debris . . : the 
makers of Listerine Antiseptic created 
this cleansing "Prescription For Your 
Teeth”. . . a formula devised by ex­

perts of a company which has spe­
cialized in the field of Oral Hygiene 
for more than 6 0  years!

Remember, please. . .  all dentifrices 
are nbt alike . . .  all are not "just as 
good”; Listerine Tooth Paste com 
tains a special ingredient that enables 
it to help clean many of the danger 
areas, where. so much decay may 
begin! Get a tube of Listerine Tooth 
Paste, today!
Lambert PharmacalCo., St. Louis, Mo.
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ADM IRAC IO N  SHAMPOO

NOW CONTAINS ----------- ------------- ----------

A M A Z IN G  NEW FILM-REMOVING INGREDIENT

Now your hair can have that shiny gleaming look that makes your 
friends stop and stare. Just shampoo with new Admiracion contain­
ing film-removing "Decaninm.”  Admiracion super cleans your hair 
and makes it gloriously alive with brighter more lasting luster that 
adds hair glamour to your personality. Get the new Admiracion 
with "Decanium”  at your toilet counter or hairdresser today.

Y OR HEAVY TEXTURED H
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house. But, of course, Fallon’i 
was ineffectual, and this third dream 
seemed to be even more gifted with the 
breath of life, less dreamlike than the 
other two had been.

He dreamt that he walked again along 
the dark, cobbled alley and that he was 
dressed as he had been before, in the 
gray Inverness cape with its caracal 
collar and in knee boots of gleaming 
black. He walked hurriedly tonight with 
his head down, as though he wished to 
avoid the notice of passers-by, but some­
one stopped him all the same, and spoke 
to him. It was a man, a smiling, genial 
man, a few inches shorter than himself, 
who laid his hand upon his arm.

“Good evening, John,” the stranger 
said. And in his dream John Fallon felt 
a quick start of fear run through him, for 
he had not supposed the dream creatures 
from this other time would know his 
name. “We’ve missed your playing,” the 
stranger continued. “You mustn’t stay off 
the boards so long again, John. It’s not 
fair to those of us who like our Richards 
spiced and our Romeos manly. Come, say

“Not long,” Fallon heard himself say, 
"much sooner than you think, perhaps. 
Now I must hurry. Forgive me. I have a 
—an appointment”

At this the stranger laughed, and said, 
“Not all Juliets are to be found upon our 
stages, eh, John? Don’t let me detain you. 
Keep your appointment, and tell the lady 
for me that her taste in Romeos is excel-

Then Fallon said a peculiar thing in his 
dream. “I will tell her,” he said, “since 
you’ve guessed my cause for haste. My 
face said more than I guessed, apparently. 
Good-by for the present.” It was a 
peculiar thing to say because Fallon was 
keenly aware in his sleeping mind that' 
he was speaking a calculated lie, that he 
was hurrying to a rendezvous of a very 
different sort

As he moved quickly along the alley 
away from the stranger, faster and faster, 
almost running at last, darkness seemed 
to engulf him altogether, and Fallon 
awoke, shivering in his bed in the first 
gray piercings of daylight. He lay rigid 
and still for a while, thinking about his 
dream. His logical mind, his entire nature 
rebelled violently against attaching sig­
nificance to it or to the others, and when 
certain implications forced their way 
into his intelligence he hurled them out 
again angrily. “Damned nonsense!” he 
whispered. “Ridiculous nonsense!”

Still, Fallon didn’t try to go back to 
sleep again, although his body ached with 
fatigue. These recent nights in which he 
had his dreams, for some reason had 
brought him sleep without rest, as though 
his physical body had been forced to 
follow the devious course of his dreaming 
mind. Fallon rose, bathed and shaved, 
and spent an unusual amount of time in 
dressing himself. When he had finished 
he saw by his bedside clock that it was 
still not yet six o’clock. He decided to 
go for a walk before the rest of the 
household was awake. The air, he told 
himself,'would do him good, freshen his 
mind. What he refused to tell himself, 
although the knowledge pressed relent­
lessly against his mind, was that he hadn’t 
the courage to face the sleep his body so 
desperately needed, the courage to face 
the dream that sleep might bring.

W hen Fallon returned that afternoon 
from a business luncheon, both Geiger 
and O’Neill were waiting for him in his 
private office. “Well?” he said abruptly.

Geiger zipped open an expensive pig­
skin brief case and took out a sheaf of

Distilled
LondonDry

Gin

BECAUSE OF LIQUEUR Q U ALITY and HIGH
DRINKS NEVER TASTE THIN WITH

Temporarily, GORDON'S GIN is being shipped in the round Victory bottle.. .100% NEUTRAL 
SPIRITS DISTILLED FROM GRAIN • GORDON'S DRY GIN CO.; LTD., UNDEN, N. J.





That M arry ing  M anville  M an
(Continued from page SO) 

paneled apartment over the garage, \ 
he now lives, has two bedrooms, a 1
room. It is furnished principally Z T I  
clocks of all sizes and types, and Manville, 
a punctual man, takes a keen interest ir 
their accuracy.
M anville’s principal claims to fame are 
his eight marriages, but he is far from 
leading the field. A comparatively un­
known Reno barber, Arthur Du Pont, has 
twelve marriages on his record. And not 
a newspaper editor in New York ci
member the name of the woman i i .___
city who recently got her seventeenth 
divorce; But Manville’s marriages have 
usually been juicy affairs, and he has been 
sufficiently enterprising to see that the 
press was informed of every detail.

Though he has been marrying for
thirty-six years, "■------------ * *- -
slow start becau
plications, and it________ „ _________
first eighteen years as a husband. In the 
next eighteen years, he averaged 
marriage every three years, but no 
he has the hang of the thing, he is doing 
better. Beginning with 1942 he has a’
aged almost one wife a year. Since__
end of the depression he has also formally 
announced his engagement to at least 
twenty other girls who somehow didn’t 
quite make the grade.

The requirements for marriage to Man­
ville aren’t difficult. No bookworm him­
self—he reads newspapers mainly to learn 
what, if anything, has been said about 
him, and he rarely opens any of the cheap 
editions of light fiction he orders in 
batches of fifty oi' one hundred volumes— 
Manville has not set inordinately high 
academic standards for his wives. But in 
a physical sense, they usually weren’t dull 
at all. Several were judged outstanding 
by Earl Carroll and the late Florenz Zieg- 
feld. On the other hand, they weren’t 
always as striking or as luscious as they 
have been described.

— — a Follies girl, though there is no 
record that she worked for Ziegfeld. She 
was an entertainer in a quiet spot which 
Manville patronized as a precocious youth.

The marriage occasioned some excite­
ment. At seventeen Tommy was growing 
his fourth mustache, had shaved for five 
years and had developed an interest in 
the opposite sex which prompted rumors 
disquieting to his rather conservative 
father. In June, 1911, the senior Manville 
heard Tommy was planning to skip to 
England and marry a French actress, a 
story which Manville claims he planted 
to get his father out of the country. To 
prevent the rumored wedding his fether 
caught the first steamer for Liverpool. 
While he was at sea, Tommy and his first 
bride were married in New York. Power­
less in mid-Atlantic, his father roared his 
anger by wireless. Fearful that he would 
have this New York marriage annulled, 
Tommy and his wife applied for another 
license in Maryland and Pennsylvania i 
were refused. They tried in Jersey C 
and were remarried there. Tommy bra- 
ly announced that as fast as his father 
set his marriage aside in one state he’d 
marry in another. The newlyweds were 
honeymooning at the Waldorf when the 
elder Manville returned. He registered at 
the Belmont and sent for them. The in­
bed,” he finally told them. “Now go lie

Tommy screwed up his thin, faunlike

"Our marriage was all thorns ..
Ned was habitually bristling like a 
cactus, over nothing at all . . . was 
seldom his sweet, loving self any 
more. What had happened to our 
perfect marriage? Why, this: I only 
thought I knew about feminine hy­

giene. I didn’t realize that careless 
now-and-then care could spoil one’s 
married happiness . . . until my 
doctor enlightened me. Yes—then, he 
recommended using “Lysol” brand 
disinfectant for douching—always.

"Now it’s love in bloom"
Happiness is, to the heart, as sun­
shine to a flower . . . and we’re so 
happy again now! Ever since I be­
gan following my doctor’s advice 
on feminine hygiene—always use 
“Lysol” for douching. No more salt,

soda or other homemade solutions 
for me! Not when far more effective 
“Lysol”—a real germ-kiUer—is so 
easy and economical to use. As the 
doctor said, “Lysol” is a thorough 
yet gentle cleanser ... and it works!

More women use "LYSOL" for Feminine Hygiene the 
other germicide . . . for 6 reasons 

Reason No. 2: NON-CAUSTIC . . . tissue. Try the easy-to-follow 
GENTLE ... ."Lysol" douching solution "Lysol" way I

membrane — not harmful to vaginal reef "Lysol" solution8. f ,  always) 1
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out and approached the first man he saw, 
an apartment-house janitor.

“Will you give me a dollar for that au­
tomobile?” he asked.

The man, popeyed, did a double-take 
and said, “Sure.” The transfer was made, 
and the janitor, William Bums, resigned 
his job, drove the car to the dealer, sold 
it back and, with the capital thus gained, 
opened a plumbing business in which he 
has since prospered.

Manville is impulsively generous. A 
Mamaroneck policeman was painfully 
troubled with his teeth. Manville sent 
him to a dental surgeon and paid all the 
bills. Recently, despite her current hus­
band’s protest, he hospitalized and paid 
several thousand dollars for treatments 
for Wife Number Six. He once paid the 
full cost of an appendectomy for a night­
club hat-check girl. When one of his 
favorite reporters failed to show up at 
Bon Repos to cover a story, Manville in­
quired about his absence and learned the 
man was in bed with sinus trouble. With­
in an hour the reporter was visited by a 
leading nose and throat specialist who 
explained that Manville was paying for 
a complete treatment.

Manville is a suckei
handlers and consider— ------------—
only a nominal handout for a legless sup­
plicant He will cross the street to give 
money to one who doesn’t see him first. 
His Christmas list is very long. One year 
it included fifteen limousines.

Manville believes the administration of 
organized philanthropy costs too much, 
and his contributions to recognized chari­
ties are so insignificant that leading fund­
raising firms do not bother to list him in 
their files.
I n 1944 Manville wrote a will disposing 
of his estate after his death through three 
trust funds established to provide scholar­
ship incomes for the study of medicine at 
Columbia University, Cornell University 
Medical College and New York Medical 
College.

An individual student may receive- a 
maximum of three thousand dollars dis­
bursed in six-hundred-dollar install­
ments over a period of five years. When 
the provisions of his will were announced, 
’ 'erest in marrying V— 

ipped with a thud 
,._y show windows.

Manville’s “contributions” to the'legal 
profession in fee payments have been 
considerable. Broadway characters esti­
mate that he has paid one firm more than 
a million dollars, which is unlikely. His 
legal expenses for one major law suit 
were $133,090, and he paid out $61,000 in 
fees getting his divorce from Wife Num­
ber Four.

Although a great many of Manville’s 
friends deplore the large sums he spends 
on lawyers, and sometimes advise him 
to refuse to pay. their bills. Manville usu­
ally pays, though, figuring that he is 
legally bound to do so. Once he was 
goaded into protest of a seventy-five- 
hundred-dollar bill for a trifling service 
involving only several telephone calls, and

still a hundred times too much, but Tom­
my was triumphant,” a friend said after­
wards “He bragged about it for weeks.”

__ s involving marital settl<
outlawing of breach-of-promise suits 
probably benefited him more than the 
Wagner Act̂ has aided labor. His wives are

money before he marries them. But this 
does not eliminate protracted settlement 
negotiations. Meeting with his attorneys, 
Manville will listen carefully to ah out-

ores of women to marry him in 
the same spirit that other men say, “How 
beautiful you look, my dear.” It’s merely 
a passing compliment. When he wants 
be especially flattering he makes a pub 
announcement about his marriage inte:

Ten young women progressed sor _ 
distance in sturdy efforts to become Wife 
Number Five, for example, but not one of 

justicethem reached the altar c

The young lady who came the longest 
distance, and lasted the shortest time, was 
a hapless Hollywoodian named Elinor 
Troy, a tall, willowy, redheaded, occa­
sional movie player.

Miss Troy made her bid in the fall of 
1939. The newspapers were full of Hit­
ler’s war against Poland, France and 
England and Manville, ignored by head­
line writers, was unhappy. To get some of 
the spotlight back where he thought it 
belonged, Manville put in a telephone 
call to Elinor in Los Angeles. She was 
her roommate told him, at a neighbor­
hood movie. Manville called the movie 
house, had her ferreted out of the audi­
ence and told -her to go to the airport 
where there would be a plane waiting to 
bring her to New York. They would be 
married in Virginia, he said. A special 
plane chartered at a cost of three thou­
sand dollars and loaded with champagne, 
orchids and Miss Troy arrived at Newark 
Airport on October 21, 1939. Manville, no 
longer bored and attended by a covey of 
reporters, whisked her in his cream- 
colored limousine to the Waldorf-Astoria, 
but not before she had said to reporters, 
“Yes, we’re going to be married.”

Manville, who insists on announcing his 
own wedding plans, issued a correction— 
“I just want Elinor to do the town with 
me. The war news was boring me.”

At the hotel Miss Troy found one cc-----
of her suite stacked from floor to ceiling 
with dozens of boxes of orchids. “Oh, 
Tommy, you wonderful thing!” she said.

“I told them to send up a lot of orchids,” 
said Manville, “but I told them several

Three days later, on October twenty- 
fourth, at a party at the Waldorf, Man­
ville announced their wedding plans. Two 
days later they retired to Bon Repos 
where Elinor discovered Yvonne. Arden, 
a British-born radio singer who had been 
announced as Wife Number Five six 
months previously. Elinor objected strenu­
ously to Miss Arden’s presence, and Man­
ville sent Elinor packing. But instead of 
denouncing Miss Troy as a jealous witch

ed her departure to housekeeping inex­
perience. “Troy,” he told reporters, “didn’t 
know enough to turn on the gas to boil

M anville, incidentally, although, not an 
.expert chef, is good at such dishes as fried 
chicken, lamb chops and steak. He can 
concoct a sauce for vegetables of butte 
cream and seasoning that has real mer 
Since he closed the main house and 
moved into the apartment over his garage, 
he has done all his own cooking and 
cleaning, including washing the dishes, 
pots and pans. He thoroughly enjoys these 
small tasks, and he is an immaculate 
housekeeper. In his big house, he once 
had a staff of seven maids whom he

psON’T risk losing any of the precious 
U  hours of your vacation! If "those 
hateful days” should catch up with you 
just at vacation time, use Tampax fot 
your sanitary protection. This very mod­
ern product is worn internally, so it
needs no belts, pins or external pads----
No bulges or ridges can ever reveal 

themselves through

a formal dress. You can 
swim, hike or dance 
utterly without self- 
consciousness or em­
barrassment.

Tampax is not just an 
' 'improvement” in monthly sanitary pro­
tection. It is revolutionary. It brings you 
many advantages all at once. For in­
stance, Tampax causes no odor. Also, 
no chafing. It can be worn in tub or 
shower. A whole month’s supply slips 
into purse. And disposal is easy, for 
Tampax bulk is only 1/15 of older types.

Perfected by a physician and made of 
pure surgical cotton in throw-away ap­
plicators, Tampax is sold at drug and 
notion counters in 3 absorbency sizes, 
for varying individual needs. Economy 
box lasts 4 months (average). Tampax 
Incorporated, Palmer, Mass.
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AMONG men whose fine perception guides them unerringly to 
I I  the niceties of living, one whiskey stands out as of topmost 
choice. That whiskey is OLD TAYLOR, a glorious bourbon 
superlatively distilled according to Old Kentucky’s best 
tradition. For moments of reflection and relaxation— for 
pleasant hours with congenial friends who value fine 

whiskey, make your choice OLD TAYLOR.

National Distillers Products Corp., New York
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art of your charm...
So important to your loveliness. . .

part of the impression you make! This fluffy, 

fresh-scented cream guards your charm

faithfully. Gentle to skin and fine fabrics, 

yet it firmly controls perspiration. Like all r

Tussy preparations, this can be found 

at better cosmetic counters. . .  50^, $ 1 ; plus tax

TUSSY cream deodorant
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1 9 4 7 C o s m o p o lit a n
Lyle Bryson, Director 

COSMOPOLITAN EDUCATION DEPARTMENT 
S7th Street at 8th Avenue, New York 19, N. Y.
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C o s m o p o l i t a n  E d u c a t i o n  D e p a r t m e n t





Q  “I tried not to look down. There I was, 
far above the glacier, mighty glad that I 

was tied mountaineer-fashion to my two friends 
who had braced themselves the instant I slipped. 
Inch by inch, they hauled me to safety.

^  “Getting up nerve enough to go on took me a 
good ten minutes. My friends put me in the rear— 

the ‘safest’ position. But after my slip, that didn’t seem 
nearly safe enough. Later, another climber above us 
slipped the same way and was killed.

“At last we reached the top. I looked 
at the peaks around us, breathed a sigh 

of relief. I didn’t relax long. Coming down is 
even rougher on the nerves than going up. 
You can see how far you’d fall if you slipped!
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