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Here’'s a completely new kind of vinyl floor. It's Tessera Corlon

Everything about Tessera Corlon is new. Colored vinyl chips in random patterns  blend elegantly with any decor. Ask your dealer for Armstrong Tessera Corlon.
“float" in translucent vinyl. You can look down between them. Run your fingers  FREE: Send for actual sample of Tessera. Write Armstrong Cork Company, 6004
over Tessera—you can actually feel the chips. And Tessera's natural textures King Street, Lancaster, Pa. In Canada. Dept. 40-A, Box 919, Montreal, P. Q.

(Armstrong vinyl floors

is one of the famous
1860-1960 Beginning our second century of progress

Tessera Corlon

Floor Is Armstrong Tessera Corlon, Style 86537. You can use it In any room— upstairs, ground level, downstairs.



How new BAN guards
against ‘nervous perspiration”

What causes perspiration?

Why is the odor

caused by nervous tension

more offensive than the

odor caused by

physical exercise?

Do deodorants have to

irritate the skin?

B AN's lotion formula is gentle enough for the softestfeminine skin.

Read the facts about a remarkable new deodorant—called BAN.

—that stops odor all day—and is gentle to your skin, besides.

What causes perspiration ?
Medical science recognizes two different types
of perspiration.

1. Thermal perspiration: This is caused by
heat or exercise—and cones from relatively
smell, widely distributed glands.

2. Nervous perspiration: This is caused by
emotional or nervous tension. The offensive
odor it produces comes primarily from larger,
nore powerful glands in the underarm area.

Why is the odor caused by
nervous tension so offensive?
The larger, more powerful glands that cause
nervous perspiration are constantly building
up secretions that “spill over” at the slightest

everyday anxiety.

Getting the kids off to school—hearing the
baby cry suddenly—being caught in a traffic
jam. Any of these conmon situations can
trigger nervous perspiration.

And nervous perspiration produces even

more offensive odor than the hardest physical
exercise!

How does new BAN guard
against nervous perspiration?
Amazing Ban contains 22% more protective
ingredients than the average leading deodor-
ants. Ban protects against perspiration caused
by heat, by exercise, and by nervous tension.

Ban helps keep underarms dry. Stops odor
all day—even the offensive odor caused by
nervous tension.

Do deodorants have to
irritate the skin?

Many women feel that deodorants have to be
harsh and irritating in order to be effective.
This is simply not true. They don’t In fact,
ore of the ingredients in Ban is akin to the
body’s own soothing oils and enollients. Ban
iSgentie to all types of normal skin.

Today there are no less than forty-seven
deodorants that 100k something like Ban—

that have tried to copy its unique roll-on
design. But Ban is still far and away the
deodorant nmost Anmericans trust. No other
deodorant has duplicated the form u1a of Ban.

You can purchase Ban at drug stores, nost
food, variety and department stores.

ANOTHER FINE PRODUCT OF BRISTOL-MYERS



Bunburgers

Here’s a delicious new way to serve hamburger for
dinner. Oh, so very good. Quick and easy, too.

It's hamburgers in the bun —with Hunt's Tomato
Sauce in the meat —and as a tempting topping. Just
about the juiciest, most delicious combination of
flavors you can imagine!

The buns get crisp and crunchy. And the filling
has a richness, a spicy tomato goodness that Hunt's,
and Hunt's alone, can give. Because Hunt's is the
kettle-simmered tomato sauce. Seasoned just right!

Do try Bunburgers; your family will “eat 'em up.”
That's not all. Try Hunt's Tomato Sauce in your

You

favorite meatloaf, stew, pot-roast-and-gravy, fish
dishes and casseroles. It's mighty good and mighty
handy —for Quick Stunts at your house.

6 hamburger buns 1 teasp. salt

1 Ib. lean ground beef teasp. pepper

2 8-0z. cans Hunt's
Tomato Sauce

2 tablesps. finely
chopped onion

Hollow out centers of the buns, leaving bottoms and
~-inch rim. (You may use sliced or unsliced buns.)
Crumble up the bread you have removed and mix
well with meat, onion, salt, pepper and IV2 cans of

LADIES' HOME JOURNAL

make ’em—and bake ’em
—in the bun!

Hunt's Tomato Sauce. Fill buns. Bake on cookie sheet
in moderately hot oven (375°F.) for 20 minutes.
Spoon remaining sauce over buns. Bake about
5 minutes more, until sauce is hot.

Hunt...for the best

HELPFUL RECIPES on every can. Also write
for FREE Recipe Booklet, “21 NEW WAYS
TO SERVE HAMBURGER.” Hunt Foods,
Dept. K4, P.O. Box 5, Fullerton, California.
In Canada: Hunt Foods, Tilbury, Ontario.
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From the author of our new serial, The
Mistress o f Mellyn, beginning on page 44: "It
is essential that | hide my identity under the
pseudonym, Victoria Holt, for reasons | can-
not at present disclose. My husband and |
live in London, with Kensington Gardens
and Hyde Park just across the road. | have
tried to write a story which will excite read-
ers as much as it excited me.”

D l’GDodri:h Schauffler {Tell Me, Doc-
tor, page 34) tells us: "1 was born in Highland
Park, Illinois, attended Williams College and
Harvard Medical School, with postgraduate
work at Chicago. | then came to Portland,
Oregon, where for thirty-three years | have

specialized in gynecology and obstetrics. |
have five children, ten grandchildren.”

Trap of Solid Gold, page 64, belongs
to a character who earns so much money he
goes broke, a circumstance made believable
by the skill of the writer, John MacDonald.
He estimates he has earned more than a half
million dollars in fourteen years of writing
and "saved very little of it.” Before that he
was an Army colonel and didn't need money.

CHANGE OF ADDRESS. At least 30 days before a cha

this is not possible, write out your old address and

delphia 5, Pa: The post office will not forward copics o ycu provide necessary postage. Duplicate copies cannot be sent. = Ladies’
US. and Great eritain. Al rghts reserved. Trde registered inUsS. aten
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Your all day

scents, smooths,.
clings more lovingly,
more lasti?igly

than costly cologne

No cologne prolongs and protects
your daintiness like Cashmere
Bouquet Talc. Never evaporates.
Never dries your skin. Leaves
you silken-smooth, flower-fresh
all over. Make Cashmere Bouquet
..pure, imported Italian Talc...

your all day Veil of Fragrance.

UGS
Bououet Tale

the fragrance men love




Oh Boy...
Mommy
sure knows
what
we like!

You're sure o please the whole family
when you sene <=SI» Brick Oven
Baked Bears. All day long, <=2S>
Bears are baked through and through in
a rich brown sugar sauce and with se-
lected terder pork That's what gives
them thet real oldfashioned, donnesst
flavor. High in protein, nourishing and
essily digested Brick Oven Baked
Bears are a spedial treat with raisinrich
CJ5> Brown Bread and with zesty
Corn Relish on the side.

BURNHAM & MORRILL CO., Portland, Maine

More nutritious because they’re high in protein content!
Easily digested because they’re baked through and through.

brick oven

BAKED BEANS

SEALED OVEN-HOT IN BOTH GLASS JARS AND TINS

Tett

our readers
write us

PENNSYLVANIA
LET'S SHOW A LITTLE RESPECT!

Dear Editors: The Capitol building in
Washington is a stately and dignified
setting for the Government of the
United States; why, then, must tourists
make a shambles of it?

Last summer when | visited the Cap-
itol, 1 was shocked to the core by what
| saw. Certainly | think it's wonderful
that so many thousands of Americans
bring their children to Washington
each summer to show them our Gov-
ernment in action, and | watched with
emotion as reverence was communi-
cated from parent to child.

Nevertheless, | saw: A woman
weighing at least 250 pounds, wearing a
sleeveless plaid blouse, and blue jeans
rolled up to her knees. At least a dozen
women over fifty wearing abbreviated
shorts and shirts. (All of them were
bare-legged and most of them had vari-
cose veins.) Many wore sun suits, some
of which were strapless. Among hun-
dreds of women, | observed only two
who wore hats and carried gloves.

Almost all the teen-age girls | saw
wore Bermuda shorts or shorter shorts;
teen-age boys slouched under the
classic arches with sport shirts open to
their navels. Only one child (a Negro)
seemed to have been scrubbed and
dressed properly in deference to the
place he was visiting. Some of the chil-
dren were barefooted, many wore only
rumpled shorts or play suits.

The men tourists were equally un-
kempt. A typical outfit was a wild
Hawaiian shirt, wrinkled shorts,
nylon socks halfway up hairy calves,
and dusty black shoes. They all seemed
to be chewing gum, and many carried
bags of peanuts and threw the shells on
the beautiful tile floors.

Washington is hot in summer, and
one cannot expect a family coming in
from a steaming day of sight-seeing to
look as if they had stepped out of a
bandbox. But the Capitol is air-condi-
tioned; the legislators and newspaper-
men who work there all day wear ties
and jackets. It would therefore seem
possible that before entering the build-
ingwomen could cover their explosively
naked sun dresses, men could put on
coats and ties, and everyone's hair
could be combed. As for shorts—well,
don't they belong in the country and at
the beach, and not on the streets of a
big city?

Is it old-fashioned of me to suggest
that our appearance, like our behavior,

should suit the setting in which we ex-
pect to find ourselves? We make our-
selves neat for church and teach our
children to do likewise—partly out of
respect for ourselves, and partly out of
respect for a house of worship. Should
we not show a similar respect for the
buildingwhere our nation finds its heart

and being? Sincerely yours,
Wallingford Margaret P. Britter
VIRGINIA

SAY HELLO TO YOUR NEIGHBOR

Dear Editors: In the six years of my
marriage, I've lived at eleven addresses
in seven towns, four states, two na-
tions. There has, of course, been great
variety in accommodations, but with
one exception, each move has had this
in common: loneliness.

I'm writing to suggest that the
Journal start a drive to renew the old
courtesy of calling— on new neighbors,
the sick, the old, the forgotten. Our
society is so mobile now that we need
this gracious gesture more than ever.

Sincerely,

Falls Church Judy Rogers

CALIFORNIA
MY FAVORITE DOCTOR

Dear Editors: Not for him the plush
office, the swank car, the bank-account
diagnosis in strict appointment hours.
His was a plain, simple office up a flight
of dusty stairs over the drugstore in a
small Oklahoma town. Any hour of the
day or night could find him rattling
hurriedly along in his antiquated car,
bellowing lustily, Jesus, Lover of My
Soul, or some other hymn with a "good
beat” to it, to answer a call—perhaps
to one of the better homes on "the nice
side of town” ; or to a small shanty over
in darktown; or "out ten miles past the
Friend schoolhouse to the first road be-
yond the next section line and turn
down three miles to the house—we’ll
hang a lantern on the gate.”

As a child, 1 would go with him on
some of his country calls, soaking up
quite a bit of philosophy as we'd jolt
along a washboard road. "See how tall
that hill looks in the distance?” the
doctor would say. "Now, you watch
how it melts down to nothing as we get
closer. That's the way trouble is. From
a distance, it may look mighty big, but
no use worrying about it, for the closer
you get to it, the smaller it becomes.”

CONTINUED ON PAGE 7



Tell the man in the cheery wagon
To bring you milk to fill your flagon,

Your milk will be most fresh and pure
And health protection doubly sure!

Atyour store or atyour door

YOUR PERSONAL MILK CONTAINER

PURE-PAK DIVISION, EX-CELL-O CORPORATION

Which will not smesh upon the floor
Nor spill all over when you pour.

It’s sealed in Pure-Pak, and you can
Have home delivery—Tell the man!

"TI)_ao x
MVolkomo JU CLUt O-UIL

Qjy~toM W iA ou

(NAME)

“IT POURS LIKE A PITCHER"

==k .



r'W oAywic Obbit (JinuALIc)

...ESPECIALLY WITH KrAFT STRAWBERRY PRESERVES

Aunt Jemimes greet more sun-
rises than any other pancakes.
And no wonder—they’re the
all-time family favorite. Light,
tender, with the real pancake
flavor! Some day soon try
strawberry preserves on your
Aunt Jemimes. Great eating!



CONTINUED FROM PAGE 4

Comforting came naturally to him,
radiatingfrom his soft Southern speech.
Somehow a sore throat instantly was
better on his simple prescription of a
warm-water-and-salt gargle; and no
pulse could be much out of line when,
if by chance, as he'd sit counting it
holding his beloved pocket watch which
was never wrong, the Rock Island
would whistle outside town, and he'd
frown and say, "Train’'s late. Due at
6:15 and it's now 6:18H."

Or "Great Caesar's ghost,” he'd ex-
plode, making short work of any who
were inclined to hypochondria. "W hat
are you doing in bed? There's nothing
wrong with you a little hard work and
home cooking won't cure!”

My doctor pioneered to Oklahoma
when it was still Indian Territory, and
despite his simple, homespun decep-
tiveness, he kept a sharp mind up to
date, poring over the American Medical

CORRECTION

Dr. Schaufiler regrets that a
statement in his December
Tell Me, Doctor gives a mis-
leading impression about
breast feeding following the
insertion ofa breast prothesis.
This operation will not cause
later complications with lac-
tation. ED.

Journal and professional hooks any
moment he could spare from his large,
but not lucrative, practice. He seldom,
if ever, presented a bill, for "an honor-
able man pays his debts” —a theory not
shared by all his patients.

During his later years, he became
city and county health physician, and
one day care and overwork made him
collapse. When he was released from
the hospital, it was with stern warnings
to "take it easy” by his fellow phy-
sicians. Just two nights later he an-
swered a call to attend a woman in labor
at an itinerant trailer camp. The sev-
enty-eight-year-old doctor sat through
the cold night on an upended wooden
box, bringing a child into the world. It
was his last call. The stroke which hit
him the next morning took his life.

His name was Eli Lide Dawson. To
me, there is no question of who is "my
favorite doctor.” He was the greatest,
and | am proud he was my father.

Sincerely,

Studio City Jan D awson Jensen

NEW YORK
WHEN GADGETS WON'T WORK

Dear Editors: Two years ago we were
faced with the problem of redoing a
superannuated kitchen. Our architect
suggested thatwe buy all the same kind
of equipment, which we did. We were
told that one repairman would then be
familiar with all the equipment and the
number of service calls would be
minimum. Not so, alas!

Our confidence was first disabused
when, after two weeks of use, the dish-

washer refused to relinquish our plates,
glasses and silverware. | explained to
the company serviceman that | con-
sidered this an emergency! | asked only
that they open the dishwasher imme-
diately, not repair it. For five solid days,
while I made numerous pleading phone
calls, we stared at the dishwasher in
helpless fury and ate off paper plates.
Similar incidents followed.

The crashing climax was reached on
the day when five different gadgets
broke down at once. The wall-oven
thermostat turned temperamental, the
dishwasher handle broke, the refrigera-
tor meat-tray groove fell off, the range
indicator light burned out and the
dryer apparently had ambitions to be a
refrigerator and was cold, cold, cold!

| suggested that one competent elec-
trician be sent to fix all my recalcitrant
widgets. Their men, said the company
service bureau, were not "jacks of all
trades.” So it took four trips and three
men to set everything right.

The servicemen from the company
were always pleasant and reasonably
able. But | can't help feeling that I'm
being charged for all their unnecessary
trips. So | now have an intelligent
"jack of all trades” who finds no diffi-
culty in fixing everything. | love my
new gadgets—when they work.

Sincerely yours,

Hastings-on-Hudson Allison Sirna

IOWA

EDITOR IN THE DOG HOUSE

Dear Mary: | am still bleeding a little
about the picture you and Doris [other-
wise known as Dream Girl— ED.] chose
to appear in the February Journal, but
| am also on the road to recovery, and
offer you forgiveness and absolution.
But wasn’t that a dreadful picture? It
makes me look a little like Trujillo, the
dictator of the Dominican Republic,
but | don’t look at all like him. ... Do
you still have that 8x10 of me at the
typewriter outdoors? That is the one |
would like to see published.

With warmest affection,

Des Moines Harlan

Mr. Miller as HE prefers.

NEW YORK CITY

Dear Harlan: | suspect my taste just
runs to strong men because | found you
very reassuring in that picture. | re-
iterate, if | were going into the north
woods or darkest Africa, | would choose
you as my companion (with Doris’ per-
mission, of course).

Warmest regards,
Mary

Better than aspirin-even
aspirin with buffering for

TENSE,

NERVOU

EADACHES

Acts Instantly to Give More
Complete Pain Relief

Tension builds up in neck
and scalp muscles. ..

2

....puts painful pressure
on nerves.

3.

Tension and pressure
cause headache pain.
Anacin _contains_special
medication (not found in
aspirin_or any buffered
aspirin) to relax tension,
release pressure and
relieve pain fast.

3 out of 4 doctors
recommend
the ingredients in<

AN A CIN Orelaxes tension,
releases pressure,
relieves pain fast!

Tense, nervous headaches need the special
medication in Anacin. Mere aspirin or even
aspirin with buffering contains only one pain
reliever and no special medication to relieve
nervous tension. But Anacin contains a num-
ber of medically proven ingredients —each
with a specific purpose. Anacin not only
relieves pain incredibly fast but also contains
special medication to relax tension, release
painful pressure on nerves—assuring a better
‘total’ effect—more complete relief from pain.
Anacin Tablets are safer, too. They have a
smoother action and do not upset the stomach.
Buy Anacin today.

ANACI

FAST PAIN

F EF
HEADACHE=NEURALGIA
NEURITIS
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The texture Of coolness: wicker Punch. It's the breezy-going coolness, the supple softness of this new
textured leather that makes Wicker Punch so appealing. And the lighthearted feeling, the walk-the-world-over ease of these
airy Cobbies make them your perfect companions for a dashing, doing summertime season. Most Cobbies 10-93 to 12-93

THE UNITED STATES SHOE CORPORATION. CINCINNATI 7. OHIO = THIS PRODUCT HAS NO CONNECTION WHATEVER WITH THE AMERICAN NATIONAL RED CROSS



Hair spray  New spray
feel like  holds gently,
varnish?  softly

NO STICKINESS, NO DRYNESS NO DULLNESS EVER

New finger-rest lever..
, easy to press..
easy to aim

Now there’s a spray that's mede for real iive beautiful hair-
dos. Made to hold them longer...with nore of the vamishy
feeling, none of the sticky stiffness you're used to in other
hair sprays. How come? The secret’s in the super-fine “lano-

lized” mist that keeps hair soft, soft, soft... that gives your

hair body, brilliance, springiness. Could you ask for anything WAY CU R LS P RAY
nore? Well...more there is! You spray with an exclusive

finger-rest lever that gives you a super-fine spray with perfect SHULTON

confort, perfect aim So spray anay with new 3 Way...and

don'tletold-fashioned hair spraysgetin your hair. |5)F]LB1E( Holds without stickiness...conditions dry hair...brightens dull hair
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Old Golds Spin Filter spins and cools
me smoke to less than tod | temperature
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Old Gold Spin Filter Smoke

and the cooler the smoke
...the better the taste!
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A primitive painter just " discoveredf’ in the last six years,

Ralph Cahoon specializes in the blend offact andfantasy you see in " Sailors Beware.”

His collectors include art enthusiasts who live asfar away as Africa

and California and as nearby as his neighbors in Cape Cod, Massachusetts.

May | Tell You About My Heart Attack?

he best way to deal with a heart attack is to be

the kind of person who is unlikely to have one!
For certain types of personality do have an affinity
for certain diseases.

You are, for instance, more likely to suffer a heart
attack if you are an intellectual worker than you are
if you are a manual worker, or if you are an executive
than if you are a shipping clerk. You are nmore likely
to suffer one if you have strong anmbitions than if you
are easygoing, and if your reaction to conditions of
stress is anxiety than if it is anger. If you are given
to anger you are nore likely to have peptic ulcers.
Keeping up with the Joneses is good for ulcers and
bad for the heart, though keeping up with your own
ideals of yourself may be even worse for the latter.
If you are the choleric type that blons off steam you
are less likely to have a heart attack than if you are
outwardly calm and apparently in full possession of
yourselfwhile innardly you are enmotionally bottled up.

By DOROTHY THOMPSON

Recent studies have suggested that writers, artists,
executives, scientists and, above all, physicians are
the chief candidates for angina pectoris or coronary
thrombosis. These are people who are perpetually
trying to surpass thenselves, have a very high sense
of responsibility, and grieve over failures. If you are
under forty-five you are more likely to have a heart
attack if you are a man than if you are a worman.
Doctors believe that the presence of certain hor-
nones in wormen of childbearing age protect their
circulatory systens and hearts. X\fter the menopause
women are about as susceptible as men.

Among doctors heart attacks appear to be alnost
1 A an occupational disease—as peptic ulcers are
called the occupational disease of newspapenmen.
Generally this latter has been attributed to the pace
of their lives, their careless methods of eating, and
their tendency to drink too much—a picture of the
newspaperman which is considerably exaggerated.
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Newspapermen see, more than most, the
seamy side of life and observe the follies of
mankind, even of men in high office. Except
when they achieve an eminence that allows
them effectively to blow off editorially, what
they see makes them angry, and anger makes
them dyspeptic. If they gobble their food and
drink too much, the cause is the same that
gives them ulcers. It is sociopsychological.

If you do not believe in the interrelation
between social and psychological factors and
the state of health of the bodily organism,
consider what has happened to the incidence of
ulcers between the sexes since the end of the
Victorian age and the emancipation of
women! In the days of Life With Father, father
was the unquestioned boss o f home and family
and lived in a highly secure emotional atmos-
phere. In those days mamma had the ulcers—
the incidence of this disease among young
women was extraordinarily high. Papa’s in-
sides were all right. Now, when men still bear
the chief brunt of family responsibility but
without the superior security of status thatthey
once had in the family, papa has the ulcers. *

A certain snobbery exists among people
who have recovered from heart attacks, prob-
ably attributable to an unconscious realiza-
tion that, in some respects, they belong to an
elite. Recovered victims—and their number is
innumerable—have what amounts to an ex-
clusive club; and the President's heart attack
made them even more snooty. You have to
have had a heart attack to know to how
numerous a fellowship you belong, because
before you are out of the hospital you will
receive cards from total strangers, letters of
advice, and messages that amount to congrat-
ulations rather than condolences, from mem-
bers ofthe unregistered Coronary Club. These
usually testify to the writers’ feeling better than
they had for years once they had recovered.
All but one who wrote to me confessed, how-
ever, that they had never again lived exactly as
they had before; they had cut out many activi-
ties thatactually they did not greatly enjoy and
performed only for social reasons. Some had
found joy in new activities as substitutes—one
had become an enthusiastic amateur painter.

Having been ordered to reduce or eliminate
their intake of animal fats and sugars, they
found the treatment was not temporary and
that they had to keep them reduced. The
reason for this is the existence of cholesterol
(fatty deposits) in the blood vessels, the pres-
ence or absence of which can be determined
by tests. Of course if those deposits are there,
they narrow the vessels and compel the heart
to work harder. You will be advised not to
eat fatty foods of any kind, avoid cream and
use only vegetable fats or oils when they are
required. | f you have been prejudiced against
margarine, you will have to get over it. You
will also have to reduce your intake of eggs,
because of the fatty yolk. And if you have been
a heavy smoker you will have to cut out ciga-
rettes—or cut them radically down. And you
may as well face up to the fact that, with occa-
sional lapses, you will stay on this regimen
for life.

I f you are wise, you “do exactly what your
doctor tells you” —and recover completely.

| have been thoroughly inclined to follow
my doctor’s orders, because | have enormous
confidence in him, and not the slightest con-
fidence in my capacity to prescribe for myself,
even if | were not in a leaning mood in which
I am abnormally inclined to put my troubles
off onto others. But those medicines!

Dicumarol, for instance. This is an anti-
coagulant, designed to prevent clots in the
blood stream—the immediate cause of a
thrombosis. But it is a tricky drug. I f you took
enough of it you would, 1 presume, have a
condition similar to hemophilia, in which the
blood does not clot at all, and a slight wound
can be fatal. The dosage is prescribed only in
connection with weekly tests of the blood,
each of which determines whether the intake
is to be retained as during*the previous week
or whether it is to be reduced or augmented.
Sometimes the dosage is different for alternate
days—and | am afraid | will get the days
mixed up, a condition of anxiety that | hope
will not contribute to another heart attack!
* See Social Science in Medicine, Leo W. Simmons and
Harold G. Wolff, Russell Sage Foundation.

There are pills to keep the blood pressure
even, pills to cheer me up, pills to strengthen the
heart muscle, pills to relax the nerves, and pills
to help me sleep. All my life | have been anti-
pill, but now my dressing table confronts me
with a whole battery of bottles, containing
tablets pink and green, and capsules white and
gray, and | obediently swallow them.

Meanwhile | feel perfectly well, except for a
certain lassitude which | suspect is due, partly
at least, to the pills. But although six months
have elapsed since the attack that landed me
for amonth in the hospital and another month
in bed most of the time at home, and to
diminished social, mental and physical ac-
tivity still, my heart has not entirely recovered.
There are still symptoms of weakness as re-
vealed in cardiograms, now rather infrequently
taken. The pills—or some of them—are there-
fore indicated for some time to come, and as
far as | can extract any definite information,
the Dicumarol, as a deterrent, indefinitely—
and therefore the blood tests.

There is no reason why this should interest
anyone except prospective heart patients. It
is well, however, to know in advance that one
does not fully recover from an acute heart
attack quickly. One is not usually “just as well
as ever” in six months. It is better to count on
taking things for a year rather more easily
than one anticipated.

You will be able to accept this long con-
valescence cheerfully or otherwise, depending
on your temperament.

I am the type that suffers from feelings of
guilt or frustration if she is not working
productively or creatively, and who has always
worked best under a degree of tension. But |

Knowledge comes by taking things
apart—analysis. But wisdom comes
by putting things together.
TAKEN FROM TEACHER'S TREASURY OF
STORIES FOR EVERY OCCASION

am not sure that this dependence on tension
is not a bad habit induced by years o f meeting
deadlines three times a week during the long
time when | was writing a newspaper column.
Writing a book, which | am now trying to do,
requires a slower pace and more calm. It
might be that an imposed slowness will ac-
tually help mellow it—or would, if I could
make myself over a little more successfully!

All writers have one advantage over others:
the capacity to be interested even in their own
misfortunes, and to want to record them. The
chief effect, therefore, of having had a heart
attack has been to make me fascinated by what
happened to me. Like so many heart attacks, it
came apparently right out of the blue sky. |
went to lunch with a friend—on an exception-
ally hot July day on which | had been excep-
tionally physically active—and over a glass of
iced coffee suddenly got a rather severe pain
in my chest, that traveled up into my jaws
and down into my left arm. | complained of
it, and he remarked with concern, “It looks
like heart.” It did indeed. It looked like what
had happened to my husband almost exactly
ayear before and which had ended fatally, but
he had had previous warnings and had an ex-
cessively high blood pressure, which I did not.

I did not lie down; it subsided, | drove my
friend to his home and myself, after several
errands, ten miles to my own, and then lay
down to rest. Then it came again, this time
much worse, and | sent for the doctor. He
gave me medicaments, the pain subsided, and
following instructions | went to bed. But two
days later | had a much worse attack—and
this time | felt pretty serious about myself—
and was taken in an ambulance to the hospital.

At the time of the first attack | had been
very much depressed. To what extent was this
emotional upset, compounded of several fac-
tors, a contributing cause of the attack? | do
not know, and neither did my doctors, but
none of those who cared for me in hospital
and out of it would dismiss the fact of my
emotional condition as irrelevant. The most
modem physicians no longer do so.

CONTINUED ON PAGE 14



Cherished gift...the cherished fragrance of new Voltage...incredibly feminine!
madly flattering! Dorothy Gray creates this essence of excitement in a beautiful
new gift series forthe important occasions ahead: Easter, Mother’s Day, Graduation.

Perfume—% oz. $5. Concentrate Deluxe Mist—2 oz. $5.

Concentrate—1J2 oz. $2, 3 o0z. $3. Dusting Powder—4\fe oz. $2.50.
Concentrate Atomist—3 oz. $3. Special Gift Set, $3.

Dorothy Gray
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OUT OF

DAYS
ARE SHELTON STROLLER DAYS. Sometimes, you're

tempted to wear one every day! A Shelton Stroller looks
so well, needs so little looking after. In nylon jersey, of
course, allnylon, even the thread! Washable, itdrip dries,
needs no ironing ever. The Parfait floral print (below)
comes in spring-fresh colors, in made-for-you sizes . . .
“fitting” reasons

for you to choose

“THE
CARE-
FREE
FASHION’

For FREE fashion folid) p
and name of nearest store, .
write to: Department K. Utldtm CASUALS, 1350 Broadway, New York 18.

CONTINUED FROM PACE 12

Psychosomaticknowledge isat leastone hun-
dred years old. It fell into disrepute with the
immense advance in biophysical knowledge
and the phenomenal cures brought about by
the application of the physical sciences—
biology, physics and chemistry. But in the last
ten years it has again become recognized that
the whole person, not just one of his organs,
is involved in an illness; that the human per-
son is not just a chemical compound but a
social and psychological organism that is
somehow all of a piece. Shocks, griefs, di:
appointments, frustrations do reflect them-
selves physically. The heart does skip a beat,
the teeth do chatter, the blood does leave the
brain and a faint ensue under conditions of
exceptional emotional stress.

The language is full o feveryday phrases that
translate into physical terms emotional states
of the heart:

“My heart stood still... was in my boots...
was inmy throat... turned over... jumped...
sank... leaped forjoy... broke... melted...
was full. Heartsick . . . wring the heart . . .
‘the heart bowed down by weight of woe’ . ..
Richard the Lion-Hearted . . . heavyhearted,
hardhearted, softhearted. A heart of stone...
of lead ... ofice.”

The heart is “the fountain of sweet tears,”
according to Wordsworth. “Gladness of the

heart is the life of man,” according to Ec-
clesiasticus, and the heart can break, "yet
brokenly live on,” according to Byron. And
nothing is more terrifying than a “ heartless”
person, whom Shakespeare called “a marble-
hearted fiend.”

And, indeed, without a heart attack we have
all had real heartaches, resembling in less
acute form the symptoms of a physical attack.

In the last decade an enormous amount of
research has been done in the relation of the
social sciences and individual psychology to
physical disease. Such research may easily
pave the way to the next greatest advances in
medicine. But it will have its difficulties, for it
is much easier to deal with the concrete physi-
cal body, subject to measurable tests, than
with the mind and soul.

Whatever induces a heart attack, a stay in
a good hospital is helpful to both body and
soul. I was lucky. The little hospital into which
| was delivered largely because it was the
nearest to my country home could not have
been better. It is an institution with only forty
beds, situated in a village but serving an area
of half a dozen other villages and farmland.
The nurses may not be bachelors of science,
but they were warmhearted, cheerful, skillful
women, always on hand when one needed
them, and seeming to care about my comfort
as a mother would care for her child’s. The
diet food was tastefully cooked and served;
the water was always changed in the vases of
flowers sent by loving friends; in short, | was
extremely pampered, and the pampering
helped not only to heal my physical heart but
to lift my depression and heal that other
heart which is more than a bodily organ!

Incidentally, there was nothing initially
wrong with that vigorous muscle the size of
your clenched fist, which performs the amaz-
ing function of distributing blood and oxygen

CONTINUED ON PAGE 17

LADIES' HOME JOURNAL

The
“constipation of
womanhood"

Special laxative for women
gives gentle relief more naturally

“A llmy 26 years,” writes
Mrs. Holland, “and
through twopregnancies,
I've had tofightconstipa-
tion. But no more! With
Correctol,I'm ‘regular’at
thesametimedaily...and
I'm never nauseated or
upsetas | often was with
ordinary laxatives.”

Mrs Kerman Holland
Lexington, Ky.

Correctol® has been specially developed
for awoman'’s delicate system. It is com-
pletely different from harsh, all-purpose
laxatives.

Its secret is a non-laxative miracle reg-
ulator that simply softens waste. Along
with this, Correctol contains just enough
mild laxative to give regularity a start.

Working together, these two gentle
ingredients make Correctol bring relief
more naturally than any ordinary laxa-
tive can. Even in pregnancy and follow-
ing childbirth. In menstrual periods—and
after middle age, too!

Do try Correctol soon.
30 tiny pink tablets. $1.00 (LS X p C )
—at any drug counter.

CORNS

also Calluses. Quick, easy,
and economical. Just rub TAHHOVCC

on. Jars, 351, 60f. At your

druggist. Moneyrefurded

if not satisfied. Moss Co.,

PROF

Schools, church groups, women's clubs, etc... Interested
in earning 45 cents profit on each Si sale of attractive
Gift Tie Ribbons. Also complete line of gift wrapping
papers. Write for FREE sample brochure today.

Stops Bad Breath
INTERNALLY!

You Simply
Can't Offend

No other method
dares make
this claim 1

For quick, safe, sure, 'round-the-clock
freedom from odors of strong food,
alcoholic beverages, smoking, etb., take
wonder-working, pleasant-tasting
“ENNDS” Tablets containing the
miracle extract, Daratol®

“ENNDS" actinternally where sprays,
mouthwashes, toothpastes simply can't
reach. Can’t upset the stomach. Trial
size at Drug counters only 54/,

EWDS
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Even last week’s orchids stay fresh in Tupperware!

It’s true! Everything a garden grows stays fresher, longer, in Tupperware . . . everything from orchids to onions. With Tupperware
you can preserve the loveliness and fragrance of your corsage for another party ... or enjoy the crispy goodness of today’s salad for
another day’s lunch-time treat. m Here's how Tupperware does it: The patented Tupper Seal locks air out—ocks flavor and freshness
(and fragrance) in! It’s smart to economize by turning leftovers into “plan-overs” with Tupperware. m Tupperware is even fun to buy.
It's sold at friendly home parties. Plan now to attend —or have—a Tupperware party. You'll see how Tupperware's beautiful un-
breakable plastic containers save food or flowers —and time in your kitchen! m Call your local Tupperware dealer or distributor. See
tupperware inthe Yellow Pages under “Housewares” or “Plastics.” Or write Dept. J-4, Tupperware Home Parties Inc., Orlando, Fla.

UPPERWARE HOME PARTIES INC., ORLANDO, FLORIDA



THE MAYTAG COMPANY, NEWTON, I0AA. SOLO IN CANADA AND THROUGHOUT THE WORLD

Never before has it been this simple
to wash clothes exactly right

NEW MAYTAG EXCLUSIVE:
You push just one button. No dials
to turn. No charts to learn.

Bven if you're a bride and have never dore a
laundry in your life, you can wesh any wash-
able fabric perfectly with this new Maytag
Automatic. For all you have to know is the

kind of load you want towash. Sinply put the
dothes in and push the button that describes
them The new Maytag does the rest.

This new Maytag autom atically Selects the
correct Water level, washing temperature,
washing tine, and agitation speed; rinsing
temperature and rinsing time; even the speed
of the spin.

There’s abutton for every kind of load youll
ever wash, plus a button that lets you rinse
things separately and a button that lets you

spin dry separately. See this exclusive new
autonmatic—and its matching Halo of
Dryer - at your Maytag dealer’s now.

Maytag's Lint-Filter Agitator
eliminates the problem of
unsightly lint.

Maytag's Automatic Bleach
Dispenser knows exactly
when to add the bleach.

—the dependable automatics



NEW WONDER DRUG LOTION

STOPS SCREAMING
PAIN OF BURNS

... instantly !

Be ready to relieve the agonizing torture of
burns the second they happen! Start quick
healing, too . .. with this amazing grease-
lesslotion that flows on.No rubbing needed.

Solarcaine was originated in Florida. Then
the news spread like wildfire. Not only about
the wonderful relief it gives from sunburn, but
from pain of kitchen burns—and from * deter-
gent hands,” chapping, scrapes and scratches,
itching. From all skin pain.

Anesthetics in Solarcaine actually block
pain, as refrigerants cool, soothe. Antiseptic.
In a plastic squeeze bottle. Save up to $1.42
by getting large size Solarcaine.

SOLARCAINE (8

LIPS SORE? Raw? Cracked? Get Solarcaine
Lip Balm—quick! Cools. Soothes. Antiseptic
—promotes healing. Eases pain of cold sores
and fever blisters—at once!

PUT A STOP TO

“CONSTIPATION
MISERY"!

Millions of people have found it is
quite unnecessary to suffer cramps,
headachy digestive upset and other
miserable results of taking a laxative.
At the same time they get prompter,
more dependable results than from
other laxatives.'

They use Dr. Edwards’ Olive Tab-
lets, the pure vegetable "prescription”
containing the ingredient "of greatest
value” for relieving intestinal over-
tenseness present in most constipation.
Another ingredient promotes flow of
intestinal lubricant to soften dry,
hardened wastes. No griping. No
stomach distress because it works in
bowel lower down.

Proved 58% more effective than 6
other laxatives in hospital test. Ask
for Dr. Edwards’ Olive Tablets at any
drug store.

-B IS S”

mgertips
store
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to every part of the body, with unfailing regu-
larity from the day one is bom until one dies.
One takes one's heart so much for granted
that if it stops for a second or ceases to func-
tion properly, the recognition is accompanied
by great fear. But the heart, in heart “ attacks,”
is usually an innocent bystander. The culprits
are the blood vessels; these may contain
“plaques” which narrow the vessels. Or the
heart may be affected by high blood pressure,
arising from the kidneys or from the central
nervous system (again affected by emotions),
which requires the heart to pump under a
higher head of steam.

A thrombosis is due to a blood clot in a
vessel, which shuts blood off from an area of
the heart and deprives the muscle of adequate
nourishment. A cramping of the heart is due
to its being called upon to perform more than
it is capable of, due to lack of co-operation
from the blood vessels. That condition is
called angina pectoris. The symptoms are
identical and the treatment the same. If blood
is shut off altogether, one dies very quickly.
Though there are cases to the contrary, the
probability is that if you don't die quickly you
will recover.

No human being has ever invented a ma-
chine as amazing as the heart. It takes care of
every sort of physical emergency; it automati-
cally goes into high gear to increase its pump-
ing of blood in case of hemorrhage; it speeds
up against anemia; it is the great compensator.

In education we are striving not to
teach youth to make a living, but
to teach youth to make a life, in
the sense that a life is useful hap-
piness and well-spent leisure.

WILLIAM ALLEN WHITE

But emotional stresses as well as physical
causes restrict the blood vessels, and the heart
muscle to fulfill its function of keeping you
alive from minute to minute, diffusing blood
and oxygen, must be strong enough to keep at
it. When an attack occurs and the circulation
is cut off in part, an intense inflammation sets
in and a firm muscle becomes, in the affected
area, a soft mass. But the heart, given help,
soon starts to heal itself. New fibrous tissue
grows to replace the injured area, which in
time shrinks below the original muscle size.
Meanwhile, new collateral blood vessels are
formed—brand-new ones—to take over the
interrupted circulation.

While this remarkable process of self-
healing is going on, the progress of which can
be recorded on the electrocardiograph, it is
self-evident that the least possible additional
strain should be put upon the organ. The basic
cure for all heart attacks is rest. Because the
heart is always in there pitching, and the
therapy is to require it to pitch as little as pos-
sible. If anyone in perfect health runs upstairs
or uphill, his pulse will accelerate. When one's
heart is in the early stages of healing, one does
not even walk upstairs, and until it is quite
well one walks, if one must, one slow step at a
time. Active use of the arms excites the heart.
For weeks | was not allowed to touch a type-
writer and all my writing was longhand. | am
still not allowed to drive a car.

All the medicines are secondary to rest, for,
| repeat, the heart, that doughty little center
of life, if not too massively damaged cures it-
selfif it is given a break. Drugs are either pre-
ventive, such as Dicumarol, or are for reduc-
ing blood pressure and therefore taking some
load off the heart. But mental and emotional
depression burdens the physical heart too. No
one knows why, or exactly how, but experi-
ence shows that the phrase “My heart is
heavy” is not just a manner of speaking.

Cheerfulness is extremely healthful. But we
cannot all be like the colored lady who, when
asked how come she looked twenty years
younger than her years, said, “When | works |
works hard; when 1sets | sets loose; and when
| worries | goes to sleep.” That blessed soul
is not likely to have a heart attack. END
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our warm-weather wonder...
ounces-light

SU M tA ty -S A U U

For feet on the go, on the grow . . . Summer-Sault offers firm
support, sound protectlon . . .every bit as important when it's
hot as when it's not. Cool, airy, completely flexible . . . fine-
leather uppers, resilient sole. And, of course, that matchless
Stride Rite fit. White, Buttermilk, Bright Red. $5.50 to $6.95,
according to size.

Green Shoe Mfg. Co., Boston, Mass.



Glorious eating... ’

for better health through better nutrition

Delicious, exotic Shrimp Curry—with the wholesome bonus
of Wesson, the pure vegetable oil. it's po/y-unsaturated.

Starting today—enjoy tempting meals prepared with Wesson . . . get the
extra-good nutrition your family needs for good health.

Wesson preserves vitamins in cooking—even helps us absorb more of certain
vitamins. And Wesson itself is rich in Vitamin E. Lighter and clearer than
any other brand, Wesson is also an unsurpassed source of concentrated food
energy that stays with you. While an average serving of this Shrimp Curry,
served with rice and garnishes, totals only about 480 calories, these calories
satisfy hunger longer.

Among all leading brands, poly-unsaturated Wesson is unexcelled when medical
recommendation specifies a readily-available vegetable oil to replace solid fat. Wesson
is processed for optimum poly-unsaturates, therefore— unlike solid shortenings—
it is never hydrogenated.

FREE. For 16-page booklet of delicious Wesson recipes with your health in
mind, write The Wesson People, Box 873, New Orleans 2, La.

WESSON SHRIMP CURRY. Cook 2 cutonions in
3 tablesp. Wesson 5 min. Mix in 2 tablesp. flour, 1 teasp.
curry powder, % teasp. salt, dash pepper, 1 cup water,
X1 cup raisins, 2 cloves. Stir till thick. Add juice and
grated peel of ]/o lemon, 1 1b. cleaned raw shrimp.* Cover,
cook slowly 15 to 20 min. Serve with rice and garnishes
of chopped water chestnuts, shredded cabbage, pimiento,
parsley, orange peel. 4 servings, about 480 calories each.
*Or use 2 cans (5-0z. size) Blue Plate or Gulf Kist or Dunbar
brand shrimp, drained. Omit salt, add shrimp just before serving.

COeam,and, Poty-unAafaw ferl



Still Too Few

By MARGARET HICKEY

What isa Homemaker? To children whose
mother has been taken to the hospital, she is
the friendly woman who fixes their lunch,
reads a story, and keeps unhappiness and
disorder at bay. To an elderly man or
woman, she is the visitor whose help with
housework and marketing makes the differ-
ence between independence and placement
inaninstitution. To ahandicapped mother-
learning to live with the results of disabling
illness—she is the means of holding a fam-
ily together.

Not nurses, not domestics, these women
capably take on the tasks which keep a home
running. They are paid—but they are re-
warded, too, by their own pleasure in "do-
ing for people,” in reducing the stress of
family crisis by their practical skills.

Homemaker services are still few through-
out the country. Administered by a variety
of organizations—social and health agen-
cies, public-welfare departments, private
voluntary groups— they are available in only
about 150 of the nation’s 3100 counties.

How can this down-to-earth, immensely
valuable service be brought to more com-
munities?

In New Jersey, citizens’ groups have
shown what volunteers can do in this field.
Community sponsors of the now 16 serv-
ices, which reach 14 counties, include Jun-
ior Leagues (as in this month's story of the
Morris County project), Rotary Clubs, Zonta
Clubs, councils of Jewish women, medi-
cal societies and their women's auxiliaries,
and many others. A voluntary Consultant
Committee on Visiting Homemaker Services,
working with the state health department
and local groups, has done much to encour-
age new programs.

In North Carolina, an experiment in
homemaker care for the elderly and disabled
is being conducted by the state public-wel-
fare department with $20,000 granted by the
Doris Duke Foundation, plus Federal match-
ing funds for public assistance. In three
rural and semirural counties, visits by
homemakers once or twice weekly are prov-
ing the human and practical values of keep-
ing older people living in their homes and
communities as independently as possible,
as long as possible. END

A brand-new baby can sometimes manage to turn a home topsy-turvy, but with aVis

ng Homemaker
on hand to cook, clean, launder and help with the children, the Murray household is running smoothly.
Here Mrs. Fern B. Faircloth shows Morgan Murray the right way to pat sister Elizabeth’s soft, soft hair.

PRACTICAL HELP WHEN
FAMILIES NEED IT

... Homemaker Service in Morris County, N. J

ot long ago in Morris County, New Jersey, tragedy struck when a twenty-four-year-
N old mother died of a childhood heart condition. She left her husband, only twenty-
five himself and a high-school English teacher, anti their two sons, aged three and two.

Many people helped. Neighbors took the boys at first, then their maternal grand-
parents, who lived on Long Island. But their grandfather was suddenly transferred to
Florida— departure time within a week. The young father, who had been making trips to
see them every Sunday while he tried desperately to plan for the future, had to make all
his decisions in a hurry.

He says, "The only thing | was sure of was that the boys and | had to stay
together. | thought about moving to Florida, but | loved my job, and | hated the idea of
giving up the house that my wife and | had just bought. It was in a good neighborhood
abounding with children. But a live-in housekeeper would cost me, with board, about $300
a month. I'm a teacher. | just couldn’t afford that.”

It wasn't long, however, before two different people told him about the Morris
County Visiting Homemaker Service. He reached assistant supervisor Mrs. Mary F.
Fletcher by telephone. She was immediately sympathetic. "1'd like to give you our Mrs.
Gannon,” she told him. "She’s particularly wonderful with young children. She has seven-
teen grandchildren herself.”

"D o you think you could get her by next Monday?" asked anxious Mr. Hughes.

"1'll try,” said Mrs. Fletcher.

Mr. Hughes says, "U p to the last minute | was afraid something would go wrong.
My mother had left her home in Brooklyn and come down to help, but her health had not
been good for years, and she couldn’'t handle two little boys alone. | woke up Monday
morning feeling scared. My mother is really quite frail, and whoever came was going to
have to take on an awful lot. I'd never even met Mrs. Gannon. 1could have—but I'd taken

Mrs. Fletcher's word. When she walked in the door on the dot of eight. | had the biggest
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How long
has it been
since you’ve
traveled by train?

1 f it hes been sone tine ago, there’s awonderful surprise in
%?Eforw You'll m%&%? e and rest-
today’s train travel can especi i ona
Union Pecific Doneliner or Strearirer. Y@
You'll knowwhat we meanwhen you view the legendary West
the picture windows of Done cars—relax in the lux-
uriously appointed Lounge and Club cars ... in the nodem
Pullmars ... or the contoured-for-confort Coach seats with
stretchrout leg rests.
You'll be celighted, too, with Union Pacific’s traditiorelly fire
dining car nedls, freshly prepared and graciously sened, at
noderate cost

On your next trip to or fromthe West choose ore of our srart

Dorreliners or Streamirers ... at your service daily between
Chicago or St Louis and the entire Pecific Coest.

An Avis or Hertz rent-a-car will gladly
be resened for you at your destiration

Ask about our low Family Fares. They save
you dollars . . . add to your travel pleasure.

Consult your nearest Union Pacific representative
— or your Ticket or Travel Agent— for full de-
tails and descriptive literature, or write to

UNION PACIFIC

Room 815, Omaha 2, Nebraska

feeling of relief I'd had in some time! She
just looked at the kids and said ‘Hi!" Then
she started right in talking to them. When 1|
left she was getting ready to do the breakfast
dishes, and she said to me, ‘You go along
now. Everything's going to be just fine!™

Mrs. Gannon, gray-haired and grand-
motherly, took over the household completely
on school days from eight to four, when Mr.
Hughes got home. She cooked and cleaned
and laundered, but she had other more un-
expected skills as well. She gave two-year-old
Michael, who has bright red hair, trike lessons.
She chatted comfortably away with Billy, en-
couraging him to talk out some of his con-
fusions of the last few weeks. Mr. Hughes says,
“There was no question about her giving them
love—but with the right kind of discipline too.
Billy's table manners even improved.”

Within days, the worried look on his face
had eased. And down at the headquarters of
the Morris County Visiting Homemaker Serv-
ice, in the charming old Colonial house in
Morristown which it shares with the county’s
Family Service and Visiting Nurse agencies,
Mrs. Fletcher listed another case of a home
literally held together after a family crisis.

Morris County’s Visiting Homemaker Serv-
ice does not provide baby sitters or extra
domestic help. It provides makers of homes—
and only families who are in need of all this
implies are eligible for its help.

VHS was started in 1955, but its beginnings
were tentative. A committee sponsored by the
Morris County Community Chest had made a
study of the county’'s needs, had recom-
mended such a service, but the Community
Chest's board of directors proposed a two-
year trial period at first. Many doctors, nurses
and people engaged in social and welfare work
had helped the committee make its study, but
one agency in particular, the already-existing
Family Service of Morris County, was espe-
cially keen to see a local homemaker service
started. It knew there were times when a family
needed something other than intermittent
counseling from its own trained social work-
ers, or other than a few hours a week from a
visiting nurse.

Family Service agreed to provide direction
and sponsorship during those first two years,
and the Junior League of Morristown offered
further financial support and volunteer aides.
A trained social worker was hired as part-time
supervisor, the first group of women were
screened and trained as “ homemakers.” Their
fee would be $1.25 an hour, payable by the
family except in cases of need.

In 1957 the two years of experience were
evaluated. Says blue-eyed Mrs. Eugene L.
Watkins, present chairman o f the Homemaker
Committee (its policy-making board), who
began her association as a Junior League vol-
unteer, “It was apparent that the homemaker
service was bigger than anyone had thought.
By our second year, after news of the service
had begun to spread by word of mouth, re-
quests doubled. It was obviously meeting a
definite community need.”

Today Morris County’s Homemaker Serv-
ice has a full-time professional supervisor,
Mrs. Margaret Peake, and her assistant, Mrs.
Fletcher. Seven volunteers, most of them
Junior Leaguers, visit families requesting
service, find out what is needed, make recom-
mendations to Mrs. Peake. A corps ofbetween
20 and 30 “homemakers” are on call (VHS
has trained in all some 50 women), last year
gave more than 20,000 hours of service to over
300 families.

Morris County’s is the only homemaker
service in New Jersey using volunteers as its
investigators, or “case aides,” but Mrs.
Watkins is sure that this unique local practice
helps strengthen community interest. She her-
self began as a case aide, and although she is
the wife of a busy Morristown surgeon, has
two school-age children and a host of other
activities as well as her chairmanship, she can-
not resist giving several hours a week to case-
aide work. She says, “It's like anything else—
when you love it, you find time for it.” Daugh-
ter of a physician herself, psychology major
and trained nurse's aide during the war, she
says, “ Ofcourse we aim to keep our volunteer
work on a professional level. Case aides are
given a course in interviewing, make their first
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visits with someone experienced. We learn to
spot when a family needs referral to a trained
counselor on the Family Service staff, or per-
haps medical care. We ask for permission to
talk to a family’s doctor when necessary. We
have close ties with all the health and welfare
resources of the county; this is what gives us
our strength.”

But then she quickly adds, “Our real
strength is in our homemakers themselves.”
These women, many of them grandmothers,
must satisfy VHS as to their characters and
pass a physical exam as well. They take a
homemaking course offered by Rutgers’ ex-
tension department that includes a smattering
of everything from nutrition to geriatrics to
child psychology. They are then ready to go
forth, bringing serenity, courage and skilled
hands to a wide range of situations.

Mrs. Peake says, "When we began, most of
our cases involved hospitalization of the
mother—usually to have a new baby,” but
VHS offers flexible hours and long-term care,
and it now helps meet many of today’s most
serious social problems. Doctors and other
agencies often refer families to VHS, but the
majority of people who call or come to the
Morristown headquarters do so because they
have heard about it from someone else. A
married daughter telephones. Her husband is
being transferred across the country, but she
can’'t persuade her elderly father to leave the
house where he has lived for fifty years. He
could manage by himself if a homemaker
could drop in for two hours a day. A frantic
young husband comes in. His wife has suffered
severe anxiety since the birth of their third
baby. Yesterday she had a complete break-

When asked, "Would it be right to
repay good for evil?” Confucius re-
plied, “No, for how then would
you repay good? Repay good with
good, and evil with justice.”

down and must go to a mental hospital. Could
VHS help—beginning tomorrow at eight
o’clock? Families disrupted by mental illness
have risen sharply of late in VHS files. The
aged, the ill, deserted mothers who must go
out to work all help fill the files.

VHS homemakers (most of them drive cars)
range across Morris County, with its popula-
tion (and proportionate crises) of a quarter of
amillion souls. Mrs. Watkins says, “Like most
social agencies, we could do even more if we
had more money.” VHS isnow anautonomous
agency (no longer under Family Service), and
arecipient of county Community Chest funds,
but these do not cover all its expenses. The
$1.25 an hour (plus carfare) charged families
who can afford it covers only the cost of the
homemaker. But VHS never turns down a
family in need. It must raise homemaker fees
for these, plus its own administrative ex-
penses. The Morristown Junior League has
given, over a period offive years, over $10,000.
Another $10,000 was raised in a community
drive. More recently, other agencies such
as the county Heart Association or the
Association for Mental Health have helped
in cases where they had a concern.

Those who are helped, like Mr. Hughes, are
usually eager to tell others how much the
service has meant. Mrs. Gannon stayed with
the Hughes family for close to two months.
Since her services cost him $55 a week, he
eventually made a happy arrangement with his
wife's sister and her husband to share his
household with them. Billy and Mike now
have their beloved young auntat home all day,
and two first cousins to play with. But Mr.
Hughes says, “ It was that first period that was
the worst. They had been away from home,
and now they were back, and this raised all
sorts of questions as to where their mother
was. Some of their questions were cruelly hard
to answer. My wife and | had had happy, well-
balanced kids, and | was terribly anxious to
keep them that way. Mrs. Gannon answered
their questions with wonderful tact, and yet
with honesty too. She had a whale of a job, |
tell you. But she did it.” END
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Skillet Corn ... new for lunch or supper—
hearty with rich Del Monte Cream Style Corn

SKILLET CORN

Watch the country flavor of pe1 Monte Qream  2v2 oz (@bout 1 cup) shredded % cup milk

Style Corn rake fast friends for this easy ST 2 abispers mieed oo 1 lo. 303 can 17 0z) DEL MONTE
And you cart beat o 1 Monte for rich com 2 fgbeers e jitwibdieenivipnlepvtil
cream either. Srooth and velvety, it's cronded 1 tablespoon flour (or pimento or stuffed olives)
with meltingly tender golden kemels—a really Lightly fry beef and onion in melted butter until beef begins to
satisfyirg Cream s, aryvay you sene it S S o A ik o i, enes, s

Notice the wonderful natural com frggrarm’ heat just till cheese melts. Serve at once on buttered toast
o, You can tall, even before you teste it thet.  TREC D I L T L e
Del Monte Oom IS raised for special sweetness thin-sliced sandwich bread; brush with melted butter. Press
and specially delicious flavor. into muffin tins; bake in mod. hot oven (375s F.) about 12 min.

Thats why pe1 Monte is Aerica’s favorite
cream style com, by far. Don't be contertt with

ek fo 01 o ety e XlelTllontc Corn

Crown Stylo « Family Stylo Wholo Kool « Vacuum Packed Whole Kernel
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Real Butter makes the freshest news in cake baking and fashion

Bright new cake idea! The new Butter Yellow Satin Cake in spring’s
fashion color. Real Butter adds the finishing touch to its pure glowing
yellow ... its fine delicate flavor. Butter gives it freshness and moistness
... days longer. You can only make a Butter Yellow Satin Cake with Real
Butter—churned from 100% real cream. How about a spring showing at
your house today?

AMERICAN DAIRY ASSOCIATION
Save 25(on a pound of Real Butter

Just send the box top from Betty Crocker Softasilk Cake Flour with the label from a pound
package of any brand of butter to General Mills, Inc., Box 219, Minneapolis 60, Minnesota.
We’'ll send you 25tf in cash plus to cover your mailing costs! Limit one to a customer.
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SATIN CAKE
freshest cake news of
the year!

[S—
©

“An exciting new Softasilk Cake Flour
SOFTASILK Butter Yellow Satin Cake . . i

recipe that gives a satin-smooth texture to
1 cup sugar 2Vi cups sifted SOFTASILK V2 tsp. salt Vi cup water
Vi cup very soft butter Cake Flour Vi tsp. baking soda 4 egg whites
1 tbsp. grated orange rind 2Vi tsp. baking powder Vi cup orange juice V2 cup sugar

old-fashioned butter cake!

Heat oven to 350° (mod.). Grease and  til frothy. Gradually beat in Vi cup

flour 2 round layer pans, 8 or 9x1Vi".
Mix 1 cup sugar, butter, orange rind
in bowl. Beat 5 min., med. speed on
mixer or by hand until fluffy. Sift
flour, baking powder, salt, soda. Add
alternately in 4additions with orange
juice and water. Beat egg whites un-

sugar. Beat until stiff. Fold into bat-
ter. Bake SO to 35 min. Cool. Split
each layer into 2 layers. Spread
Orange Butter Filling between lay-
ers and on top of cake. Sprinkle mid-
dle layer and top of cake each with
V4 cup chopped toasted almonds.

ORANGE BUTTER FILLING

Mix 1cup sugar, 4Vi tbsp. cornstarch, Vi tsp. salt in saucepan. Gradually stir
in 1Vi cups orange juice, Vi cup water. Bring to boil over low heat, stirring
constantly. Remove from heat. Stir half of hot mixture into 4 beaten egg
yolks. Blend into remaining hot mixture. Boil 1 min., stirring constantly.
Remove from heat; blend in Vi cup butter, 1tbsp. grated orange rind. Cool.

'BgtttfOiOck&u

The delicate orange flavor is fresh and
bright—with the richness of old-fash-
ioned butter cake. But the texture is
much smoother and satiny. You need
soft. . .soft ... Softasilk Cake Flour
to create the soft new texture of this
cake! Your secret for your special cakes
is Softasilk’sspecial blend of the world’s
finest wheat.

Buy Softasilk Cake Flour and save 25*

on a pound of Real Butter! See details at left.



PAT BOONE

talks to teenagers

About Horse Sense

H I there again, friend! If you've got a few minutes, | have an interesting idea for us to toss

around a little. One of the most terrific questions that challenged my teenage day-
dreams was "How to Be a Hero.” | haven't made it yet. But I'll clue you. The dreams carry right over
into the adult world. We all share visions of what great deeds we'd do if faced with the unexpected—
a firing squad, a kid crying in a burning house, an overturned canoe on a moonlit lake. Only rarely
does some such excitement come our way. More often we’'re faced, instead, with less dramatic emer-

gencies— the humdrum problems of daily life which still demand quick thinking and sound reactions.

TO he preparedf whether to solve the spectacular challenge or the more or-

dinary ones that crop up in your letters like "what to do till
the doctor comes,” or even "what to wear on an Occasion,” or "how to organize a successful party” —
I know of one common denominator that'll work without fail on 99 per cent of 'em. | can tell you this
c.d. in two words. | can’tgive it to you at all. | only wish | could, 'cause if | could dip my hand into a
big jar of it I'd keep a liberal dose for myself! | could use more! But it must be individually learned

and earned. The two words that wrap up this magic are Common Sense. Now what, exactly, is that?

m good. You've gathered some experience. But now horse sense

Common sense bid dapan

thinking— founded on ob- should take over and two things should happen. You don't hang

servation, information and/or experience. Take these and add
one more quality and you have the brand that originated in
America, that makes America and Americans what they are— the
greatest. Common sense plus humor equals horse sense. And that's
the American heritage and the American ideall The homespun
philosopher, the cracker-barrel wit are uniquely American, dat-
ing from the time of our Independence when Benjamin Franklin
was writing Poor Richard’'s Almanac. (Poor Richard anticipated
modern rush-rush by announcing, "He who riseth late must trot
all day”), down to the man who defines Hoss Sense as "what
keeps hosses from betting on people.” And right now' I'd like to
throw my hat in the cracker barrel with my own definition of
genius. I've got a hunch genius is just horse sense with wings.
And that, my friend, is the monthly pronouncement of the
Cooga Mooga Kid, P. Boone, the Teenage's Sage from ol' Ken-
tucky. For a written explanation of this saying, write me at
Cooga Mooga; enclose the top of an old car with your request.
But the big question is: how is an individual (you) to learn

and earn this magic of heroes, soothsayers and geniuses?

tlO S S SO 11SC comes hard. Without experience we're

usually governed by what we want
rather that what's good for us. The sages through the ages have
warned us that "there's no substitute for experience” — and
there isn't. Dad says, "Hortense, if you hang on that clothesline,

it'll break and you’ll fall.” You do. It does. You do. So far, so

on the clothesline again, which means that you have "profited
by the experience.” Second, you begin to regard dad in a newr
light. He's an expert who can prophesy from his own knowledge;
and now you begin to "profit by the experience of others” —

which will spare you a lot of personal, experimental lumps.

Some develop this horse sense more slowly

than others and that's called
"learning the hard way.” If repeated experiences fail to awaken
our common sense, if we go from trouble with our parents to
trouble with our teachers to trouble with the law, it's quite
likely we’'ll qualify for the tart label Benjamin Franklin dropped
when he said, "Experience keeps a hard school, but fools will
learn in no other.” How about that now?

So the seed of horse sense doesn’'t grow until you begin to
profit by experience, and it won't branch out into a real hero
maker until you can also profit by the experience of others, and
until you can evaluate what you learn and observe.

By applying horse sense we can tell when not to repeat an
experiment and when to try, try again. W e'll refuse to be fools,
but we will also refuse to be failures.

A few years back a gallant gal, Florence Chadwick, after suc-
cessfully swimming the English Channel, became the first woman
to attempt to swim the twenty-one miles from Catalina Island
to the California coast. Thousands of TV fans watched her

battle all night through CONTINUED ON PAGE 27



ALL PATTERNS MADE BY THE INTERNATIONAL SILVER CO., MERIDEN. CONN.

Royal Danish.

Prelude

Reading this

Here are dollars and cents reasons for buying
International Sterling by the set— now.

Feast your eyes on these exquisite solid silver pat-
terns. There has never been a better time for you
to invest in a whole lovely set of them. For now,
International offers you substantial savings on
basic services for 4, 8 or 12 people.

Imagine thejoy of setting your table with your

25

HBNANngdique

Silver Melody

Rhapsody

page may save you a purseful of money—

own International pattern tonight, and the life-
long pleasure of owning the finest solid silver
made. International is a real investment, a family
treasure that will serve you beautifully.

So why wait! Choose the pattern that's most
personally you at your favorite jeweler or depart-
ment store. Register it, then invest in a set, at
savings that will delight you, today.

32 PIECES BOUGHT GRADUALLY
WOULD COST

32-PIECE YOUR
BASIC SET* SAVINGS

Angelique, Joan of Arc,

Pine Spray, Prelude. . .$192.00. .$172.00. .$20.00
Rhapsody, Silver Melody,

Silver Rhythm ............ $214.00. .$192.00. .$22.00
Royal Danish

(Made in U.S.A.).......... $234.00. .$210.00. .$24.00
Proportionate savings on services in all patternsfor 4 and 12 people.

I nte rn atl Oona I Ste r I in g . loveliest, by design
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A striking new contemporary design...

a rich new dimension in silverware

"HAPPY ANNIVERSARY"

Deeply luxurious, extravagantly heavy, this is the new, exquisite pattern in

DeepSilver. An incomparably different kind of silverware, DeepSilver is

lavished with pure silver . . . inlaid with a block of sterling silver at backs

of bowls and tines of most-used spoons and forks. A truly beautiful way to
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in International DeepSilver

herald a lifetime of elegant entertaining ... at a truly modest cost. Com-

plete 52-piece service for 8 (chest included) . . . $99.50. See this and other
distinctive patterns in DeepSilver at the finest stores.

DEEPSILVER — silverplate by The International Silver Co.. Meriden, Conn.

Formerly Holmes & Edwards DeepSilver
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 24

icy water, fog and schools of sharks, only to
be pulled from the water a mile short of her
goal, exhausted, humiliated, chilled—in a
word, defeated.

Florence, in evaluating her two experiences,
remembered that at the point in her Eng-
lish swim when she felt she had gone as far
as she could go, she begged to be taken from
the water. And right then her father sighted
land. “1 saw it, too,” she recalled, “and
that gave me the push | needed to go on
and make it. But in my unsuccessful attempt
to cross from Catalina fog obscured the land
ahead. When they told me it was only
a mile away | didn't have the faith to believe

DOMESTIC
DIALOGUE

By GEORGIE
STARBUCK GALBRAITH

Through dinner the most that
my lord will mutter

Is, "Huh?” or, "Huh-uh,” or,
"Pass the butter.”

So long as I'm near, with my ear
cocked handy,

He hasn’'t a needless word to
bandy.

But wait till I'm out in the
kitchen running

The faucet loudly, or till I'm
gunning

The vacuum in the upstairs hall,

And that's when my part-time
clam will bawl,

"Whacha goon mobble da porkle
ay?”

Or that's what it sounds like,
anyway.

And | used to trot for a clear
translation.

But now | handle the situation

By sensibly yelling above the
racket,

"Goggle da whup in the morpso
vacket!”

what | couldn’t see. | had lacked faith, not
ability.”

Two months later, with renewed faith, Flor-
ence Chadwick turned her defeat into vic-
tory, became the first woman to swim the
Catalina Channel despite recurring fog, and
beat the men's record by two hours.

And that, my friend, is how horse sense
makes heroes. Now let's get specific.

SENSE AND NONSENSE:

One of the most important things you can
know is . . . what you don’'t know. And one
of the most sensible things you can do is . . .
admit it!

Mark Twain once said, “1 was gratified to
be able to answer promptly, and | did. | said
that | didn’t know.”

Kids who have to give an answer for every-
thing, right or wrong, who can’t bear to con-
fess that there is an area not covered by their
personal knowledge and experience, are all-
show-and-no-go, believe me! They can also
be dangerous as a source o f much misinforma-
tion—and that’s being polite about the whole
thing. In horse-sense lingo it goes like this:
“One of the most striking differences between
a cat and a lie is that a cat has only nine
lives” —while nonsense doubles itself indefi-
nitely every time it is spoken into another pair
ofears.

If you don’t know, say so! And then you're
in a position to say, “I'll find out.” Now if
you're a no-nonsense character you'’ll consider
the source and get the best information avail-
able. Theworld isfull o fexperts and specialists
who’'re more than willing that we should
profit from their experience.

When | was in high school we had visiting
lecturers from the police and fire departments.
We had a dentist who told us about teeth.
Our teachers and parents taught us things ev-
ery day. But a good many of us were too lazy
to take notice. It's horse sense to pay attention
and learn all we can.

Boy Scouts and Girl Scouts usually latch on
to quite a bit of potential hero-know-how and
| can’trecommend too strongly that teenagers,
you gals in particular, take advantage of all
the first-aid instruction you can get. Kin Hub-
bard, another famed horse-sense philosopher,
held that, “Of all the home remedies, a good
wife is the best” —and a good wife and mother
needs all the info’ possible to be prepared for
daily family life.

So now you've learned to profit by and
evaluate your personal experience. You've
quit guessing, admitted what you know and
don’t know, and listened to the experts. But
you can still goof. One thing more is needful!

When the time comes—when the boat over-
turns, or the house catches fire (it happened to
usthe other night), or junior falls and comes in
with an arm that zigs where it ought to zag, or
even when you're wondering what to wear to a
party—you've got to use what you know.

“Keep cool!” say the experts. “Use your
head!”

James Thurber advised, “He who hesitates
is sometimes saved.” And American horse
sense shouts: “Before you louse it up—
THINK!

| remember a girl, a very bright, sweet, at-
tractive gal, who became engaged to a buddy
of mine in college. He was crazy about her—
but she had him worried. Her pattern was, in
everycrisis, to have hysterics or run away, and
her husband-to-be wasn't sure she could be
trusted with the responsibilities of married life.
She'd get “too shook” underpressure. He tried
talking to her about it, but she just shrugged
and said, “That'sjust the way | am. | guess |
was bom that way.”

But this isn't true. Finley Peter Dunne, a
Chicago newspaperman, helped the cause of
horse sense along by inventing an American
philosopher with an Irish accent named Mr.
Dooley. Mr. Dooley used to talk over pro-
found problems with his friend, Mr. Hen-
nessy—once this very subject.

“Oh, well,” said Mr. Hennessy, “we are as
th’ Lord made us.”

“No,” said Mr. Dooley, “lave us be fair.
Lave us take some iv th’ blame oursilves.”

Nobody’'s “just born that way.” It's the
pattern he develops and it's always possible to
change that pattern. My friend had quite a
time convincing his girl that she could con-
sciously choose her reactions until they became
dependable and habitual. Finally she began to
“get the message.” With my friend's help she
schooled herself to stop a moment and think,
to handle fear and panic and indecision with a
determination to be calm and intelligent. To-
day they’re married and she’s that “ best of all
home remedies,” a good wife and mother.
She's all there in a pinch!

If we begin as teenagers (or even before), we
can learn and earn what it takes to meet the
unexpected in a truly heroic fashion. We can
handle big emergencies or small problems
without being thrown off our stride. But we
have to stick with it, insist on the common-
sense reaction until it becomes a habit.

WINGED HORSE SENSE:

Do you remember an old song called
“You'd Be So Nice To Come Home To” ? It
began to appeal to my vocal cords when | first
met Shirley—and since we've been married
I've just changed the tense. She is so nice to
come home to!

The pointisthat | gota new slanton it from
something Fannie Hurst, the famous novelist,
said about her husband. In all the years she'd
known him, she said, she couldn’t remember

CONTINUED ON PAGE 29

INTERNATIONAL designs
mfor changing America

The sleek simplicity of the finest in conterporary design . . .
TODAY, in Intemational Stainless Deluxe.

Shooth and gracefully tapered to fit the hand, TODAY is a
pattemn styled by the world-fanous desigrers of Intematioral, the
greatest nane in Arerican tablenere.

And the beauty of TODAY is an enduring one, fashioned in
stainless steel to presene its lustrous freshness. See TODAY ad
other lovely patterms in the Intemational Stainless Deluxe lire at
fire stores everywhere. Arericantmede ... constantly available.

INTERNATIONAL STAINLESS

The International Silver Co.. Meriden. Conn.



28 LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL

WARNER'S CREATES A NEW KIND OF BRA COMFORT:

the first bra that fits each side individually

regular cup
contour cup
long-line .

SBBB ill
EXPANDS CONTRACTS
Long-wearing elastic around each cup gives
perfect fit to each side even as you change
from day to day. You get this new kind of
comfort only with ‘Tomorrow.’ Shown #2334

Here’s the secret of ‘Tomorrow’s’ perfect fit! « Seamless elastic surrounds each soft cotton cup
so it can expand or contract to fit each side of you exactly ¢ This is true whatever your size is
(between a B cup and C cup, for example) ¢« Each day the cups conform to the natural changes

of your body « The airy elastic makes ‘Tomorrow’ the lightest-feeling bra you've ever worn.

Note what a high, naturally youthful line "'Tomorrow’ gives you. And
you can choose your style and price—starting at $2.50 for the
one you see. Hasten, darling, to your nicest store—Tomorrow!

New! Warner Wash! Gives profes- (L #

sional washing care to girdles, bras, lingerie, 1 y
woolens. Prolongs their life, preserves their /\

e New--Youn W arners
water soap. Get Warner Wash where you V1

buy your Warner’s. $1.50 for ten full ounces.
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D-rScholls SHOES
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Some Styles
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Every
Step is
like a caress
for your feetl

You'll quickly discover what realwalking
ease is like when you step outin your first
pair of supremely comfortable, smartly
styled Dr. Scholl's Shoes. Made over
Dr. Scholl's scientifically designed lasts,
their glove-like, foot-cradling fit makes
them ever so kind to your feet—devoid
of any “breaking-in” discomfort.

Dr. Scholl's Shoes are made in all sizes for
all types offeet. Expertly fitted at Dr. Scholl’s
Foot Comfort’ Shops in principal cities and
selected Shoe and Department Stores. |f not
obtainable locally, write for new catalog to
Dr. Scholl's, Inc., Dept.4S 13Chicago 10, IIl.
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VACATIONLAND FOR
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A scene from the Trial of Jack McCall
for shooting “ Wild Bill"" Hickok.

SOUTH DAKOTA'S

black

Murike lor...
FREE Color
Booklet

SOUTH DAKOTA DEPT. OF HIGHWAYS
Publicity Director, PIERRE 3 _
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his doing a thing she wished he hadn't done.
“How come?” she asked him. “How can you
be so consistently mindful of others?”

And he said, quite simply, “1 suppose be-
cause | have to live with myself."

So far we've discussed horse sense as ap-
plied to the outside world of people and
events. But here, in one sentence, is horse
sense with wings—the casual statement of a
man who had found the magic for living with
himself.

The height of “ plain, logical thinking” leads
us to the conclusion that, always and always,
we're going to come home to us. We can
choose where we want to live, and with what
partner. But we've got to live with ourselves,
take ourselves with us wherever we go, and
after every party, after school, after a testor a
sports event we've got to come home and be
alone with ourselves.

This is true for presidents and milkmen, old
and young, poor and rich. In this light we see
that outbursts of temper, the temptation to
look at someone else’s test or homework, the
desire to “chop” a friend to be smart, or to
belittle someone in order to feel “big-shot”
ourselves may hurt the other guy. But if we're
honest we'll admit they hurt us more. When
we come home to us, when we're alone, we
“hate us.”

In the New Testament, Jesus, Who knew all
this and loved us very much, gave us the very
best rules for horse sense with wings. He

"LET’S TALK
ABOUT LOVE”

Pat Boore Talks to Teeregers
on Teen-Tine Romance in the

MAY JOURNAL

said, among other things, don’t be angry, or
call people fools. Make friends with your ene-
mies. Forgive your brother. Give rather than
grab. Treat others the way you want to be
treated. This is the highest order of horse
sense, not only to keep your dealings with
others well greased but because it is the best
and mostpractical way for you to like you.

Jesus also said to pray.

It's hard to be heroic, or the kind of people
we truly want to be without prayer. In the
Boone scrapbook is one prayer that seems to
me honestly heroic. It waswritten by a teenager
in the sixteenth century while she waited in
the Tower of London for them to cut her head
off. The gently reared English princess, Lady
Jane Grey, talented, sensitive, devout, proba-
bly never dreamed that at sixteen she would
be forced to marry against her wishes; made a
helpless pawn in a game ofking making, with
the throne of England as the prize; finally
faced with public execution shortly after her
seventeenth birthday. But that's what hap-
pened to her. Lady Jane Grey met her death
unresisting and courageous at just about the
age when | was worrying about whom to take
to the senior banquet. If we'd changed places,
would I have.been an empty sack? Would you?
Here is her prayer:

“O Merciful God, be Thou now unto me a
strong tower of defence, | humbly entreat
Thee. Give me grace to await Thy leisure, and
patiently to bear what Thou doest unto me;
nothing doubting or mistrusting Thy good-
ness towards me; for Thou knowest what is
good for me better than | do. Therefore do
with me in all things what Thou wilt; only arm
me, | beseech Thee, with Thine armour, that |
may stand fast; above all things, taking to me
the shield of faith; praying always that | may
refer myself wholly to Thy will, abiding Thy
pleasure, and comforting myself in those
troubles which it shall please Thee to send
me, seeing such troubles are profitable for me;
and | am assuredly persuaded that all Thou
doest cannot but be well; and unto Thee be all
honour and glory. Amen.” END
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LOOK AT
YOUR HANDS

(He willl)

Are they as pretty
as you wish they were?
They can be so easily!

By
Ruth Miller

He may not re-

nember the color

of your eyes. He

ey not noticethe

hat you're wearing. But if he’s a typi-
cal men ke likes you to have attrac-
tive, well-groomed hands...according
1o a recent sunvey. The nen (those
unobservant creatures!) rated pretty
hands as inportant as a nice sile
and pleasant manners. So perhapsthis
is your ce to start taking inveritory.
Is your cuticle rough and ragged?
BEven when you're wearing a fresh
ooat of polish, a ragged cutide can
spoil thewhole effect! It’s a sign your
hands aren’t getting the attention
they desene. But don't neke the mis-
take of cutting the cutide. You'll just
be encouraging it to grow faster, and
you ey be inviting infection. In-
steed, try Cutex Oily Quticle Renover.
It’s S0 safe and gentle!

Use a Cutex genuine Orangewood
Stick for your cuticle care. That’s are
of the jobs it’'s been designed for.
Sinply wrap the tip in ootton and
noisten with Cutex Oily Quticle Re-
nower. Then use this to push the
cutide gently back all around. At the
sane tire the Qutidle Rermover will
safely float anay the dead tissue and
leaveyour reils neatandwell-groored.

Are your nails splitting and cracking?
Filing them incorrectly may be your
trouble. Harsh, metal files roughly
saned acrass your rail tips may sepa-
rate the tiny layers of nail and start
them splitting. Cutex Emery Boards
are much gentler. File carefully from
side to tip with the enrery board, leav-
ing a sixteenth of an inch at each side
for added reinforcement. Flexible
Qutex Enmery Boards give with the
contour of your rails. And there are
norough, sharp edges to cause injury.

Don't try to meke your nails too
pointed, either. Very pointed nails
break nore easily and acoent stubby
fingers. You'll fird corplete instruc-
tions for giving yourself a homre
nmenicure in our helpful little booet,
“BeaLity Treatrrent for Your Hands.”
Now available without charge. Sed
your rere and address to Northam
Warren, Dept. C, New York, N. Y.
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THERE'’'S A.

MAN

IN T HE

HOUSE

By HARLAN MILLER

This American fashion for making a clown out of dad has gone so far that even if Junior is getting
D's and E’s in school he thinks he's smarter than $20,000-a-year pa with a Ph.D.

stubborn little band of affluent mothers-in-law in our town each threatens fond son-in-law
with a reward of $10 or more—if he happens to have a picture of her in his wallet.

When our local nabob married off his daughter recently he had plenty of $30 Russian caviar
flown in. But they kept running out of toast and minced onion to go with the caviar.

"After a man leaves college,” muses Peter Comfort, burning his fancy New Year's Eve paper hat
in the leaf burner, "he surrenders oftener to a piquant facial expression than to a pretty face.”

» Wyydid we all think it so funny when we discovered our Cyclone (at three) sitting on the floor with
a pile of my favorite long-play records and a hammer? As if he were being brilliant?

ur town's gourmet argues hash is a better test of a restaurant’s excellence
O than ham and eggs. He has eaten hash at Chambord, Colony and Antoine’s, and plans
to order hash at all New York’s "Best Ten” his next visit.

When our youngest is down to one right glove and one left galosh, we know the end of winter is near,
and that by June he'll triumphantly find one or the other at a chum'’s house.

My red-haired daughter has learned how to cook tenderized low-cost beef that
tastes better than costly steak. 1've nicknamed it "medicated beef” and promised
my own Lady Love a golden aluminum swim suit if she learns how.

Our village youngsters who haven't earned or wangled enough money to spend spring vacation
in Bermuda or Lauderdale get revenge by bringing four or five chums home from
college. For pa and ma it's a delicate choice.

g more gravy for me, my Dream Girl decrees, until after I've dieted off at least fifteen
pounds. | can be stoical about this, because luckily | don't like gravy very much.

Our youngsters’ tots yank at every knob, switch and handle, as if each were a rightful toy. I'm convinced
the ideal toy creation for the little darlings should resemble an airliner’s instrument panel.

Ah, expert testimony against "exclusive” dating: My favorite Beauty Queen
(still a coed) tells me she’'s dated 102 different boys in college. This,
she feels, has been a vital part of her education.

I brought nine pairs of onyx bookends home from my visit to Nogales, Sonora,
and now | can scatter batches of books around the house like flowers:
a row of war books, a group of biographies, a medley of poetry.

"Homely men are sweeter,” reflects Betty Comfort, jumping cautiously on her Trampoline.
"They aren’'t so conceited or egotistical. But they needn’'t be homely as scarecrows!”

Infallible sign of spring: we can’t find our favorite rake or our favorjte spade.
But whose fancy shrubbery saw is this? We suspect our neighbors; they suspect us.

've been skeptical about electric blankets, too brave-new-world for me. Yet | like to snuggle
I under my wife's electric when she has it on! (Only on this has she outmodernized me.)

Maybe our offspring wouldn't drop their clothes on the bedroom floor if
their college quarters had Saturday-morning inspection. | hear that in sorority
and fraternity bedrooms the clutter approaches squalor.

My notion of a pleasant way to diet isn't to sit at the same table and watch my
family bite chunks of fattening delicacies. Maybe | need a separate table in the next room.
Or a breakfast of black coffee and juice in bed, far from the ham and eggs.

Wen Cyclone at three says "Yes, sir/” like a sergeant or airman to afour-star general.
or Eric at one takes an interest in books by knocking ‘em offthe louer shelves . . .
and Suzi at three deflates a man with a sweet smile as if she were thirty . . .
or Tracy good-naturedly at one takes a maulingfrom her brother . . .
and Patrick atfive influences his gramp to imitation bv exploding,
when lie's mistaken, a resentful "J goofed!"
then | glow at a glimpse of more immortality than | deserve.
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A smart girl can’'t have too many Cutex lipsticks. Because it takes a heap of
lipstick hues to meke a fashion wardrobe! Wear beige. ..and your lips cry out
for a zingy color like “Hot Stranberry.” Wear the newwiney reds and you sim-
ply must have Cutex “Clear Red.” Don the new blues and you'll want “Pink
from Paris.” The new greens and you'll need “Coral Ice.” So it goes...with a
rose when you're sad, an orange when you're glad...a lipstick for your special
noods. Before you know it, you'll own all the fashionfresh Cutex colors!

NORTHAM WARREN, NEW YORK

Long-lasting Sheer Lanolin and light-'n-creamy new Delicate lipsticks
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By CLIFFORD R ADAMS, Ph.D.

Pennsylvania State University, Departmento f Psychology

DO YOU AGREE?
"1 have known Bill four weeks. He
wants me to marry him now since he
is due to enter service nest month,
but mother opposes it.’*

She is right, Ifait a year.

ASK YOURSELF:

Will | Be a Happy Wife?

Thisspringand summer, thousands
of girls will be getting engaged and
married. Their success and happiness
will depend greatly upon the personal
traits and attributes that they bring
to marriage. Answer the questions
below to (ind out how your qualities
compare with those that research has

shown to be characteristic of the
happy wife.
DO YOU:
7. Preferhomemaking toanyother
career?
2. Enjoy spending time with chil-
dren?
3. Really try to get along with

other people?

Usually look upon life’s bright
side?

Find most persons easy to like?
Value their good opinion ofyou?
Manage your temper easily?

»

Non

ARE YOU:

Orderly and systematic in your

habits?

9. Confident but not aggressive?

10. Thrifty about money?

11. Co-operative and companion-
able?

12. Patient and understanding with
friends?

13. A warmhearted and under-
standing person?

14. By your mother’s standards,
readyfor marriage?

®

Credit yourself with one point for
each definite "Yes.” Unless your total
score is ten or more, there can be seri-
ous doubt about your readiness for
marriage. Study of your negative an-
swers may help you see the way to
greater maturity.

HE WAS AN EASY TARGET
FOR ANOTHER WOMAN

ill was thirty-five. Jean thirty-four; both were college
B graduates. Married seven years, they had a son. five,

and a daughter, three. Bill's automobile agency netted
him more than 820,000 a year, while Jean operated a secre-
tarial service she had founded before marriage.

Now they were locked in bitter dispute. Jean wanted to
become a working partner in Bill's business, and he refused
to consider the arrangement. On this issue the marriage
appeared to be breaking up. To understand the immediate
crisis, the background must be considered.

When Bill and Jean met, he was an outstanding success
as a manufacturer's representative. Though three years
elapsed before they were married, they spent little time to-
gether. because Bill's job required extensive traveling. Jean
refused to marry a "traveling salesman,”” so Bill gave up his
job and bought an automobile agency in her home city
However, she insisted on continuing her business, and Bill
reluctantly gave in.

Motherhood was no part of Jean's plans, and she con-
tinued to insist on working despite her pregnancies. How-
ever, when the second baby was expected, she demanded an
elaborate new home as compensation for her "sacrifice.” As
usual, Bill gave in.

Jean’s w. king hours were now filled with activities which
excluded Bill. A lonely man, he was an easy target for his
secretary. But his conscience soon overtook him and he
confessed to Jean. Outraged, she insisted on replacing every
girl in the office with others of her own choosing. Resent-
fully, Bill obeyed her orders.

After their daughter was born. Jean's surveillance and
interference increased. Worse, she had discussed Bill's af-
fair with relatives, neighbors and even his employees. De-
spairing, Bill decided to sell out and start over in another
state. Jean agreed, but in return demanded sole title to the
house and a full partnership in the new agency.

Bill balked on admitting her to the business. It was at
this point that they sought counsel.

Bill said, "1 think | still love Jean, and | do love and need
my children. But there comes a time when a man can no
longer give in to his wife. She can run her own business,
but she isn’t going to ruin mine.”

Jean said, "Bill doesn't know the value of a dollar. The
only reason we have anything is because of me. If he wants
me, we have to be partners in every way. Otherwise. | want
a legal separation and half his money, but no divorce. If |
can’t have him. no other woman will.”

Bill rejected the idea of legal separation, but in return
for a divorce, would agree to deed her the house and pay
her and the children 81000 a month.

Playing for time, to protect Bill's business and to let
tempers cool before permanent commitments were made,
the counselor suggested a temporary separation. But Jean
refused even a short-term truce without elaborate financial
guaranties. After fruitless legal skirmishes, she finally
agreed to a Nevada divorce, to get her way financially.

Though Jean and Bill are by no means a typical couple,
their story reflects principles applicable to many.

Their courtship, though spanning three years, was inad-
equate. They hadn’'t enough time together to discover their
differences, and either resolve them or end the engagement.

From the beginning, their relationship was distorted to
satisfy Jean's demands. Even before the marriage she was
setting the terms.

She erred in issuing ultimatums, Bill erred in vielding to
them. Neither was fulfilling a partner's responsibility to give
and take. I f one does all the talcing and the other does all the
giving, the relationship is not that of partners.

They never developed common goals, but followed their
separate paths, which drew farther apart as the years went by.

i hey postponed counsel until it was too late. With trust
and respect gone, with communication destroyed, with each
motivated by selfish interests alone, the marriage was bank-
rupt in every way but financially.

MAKING MARRIAGE WORK

At several points along the way, constructive steps might
have been taken to help this couple improve their relation-
ship. Neither of them was perceptive enough, or cared
enough, to make the effort. Unhappily, the children will
suffer most.

"MY DAUGHTER GETS CRUSHES”

arguerite’s mother arranged her first appointment.

Mrs. A. wrote that Marguerite, a college student of

nineteen, kept getting crushes on men old enough
to be her father. The first time, when she was sixteen, the
man was a bachelor of thirty-four. Now she was infatuated
with a still-older man, a husband and father. "It's heart-
breaking, when there are so many nice boys around. | can't
talk sense into her head, but I've finally persuaded her to
see vou.”

Marguerite proved to be attractive, self-possessed and
civil, but uncommunicative. Though she answered ques-
tions. she at first volunteered nothing, but gradually she
relaxed and began to talk spontaneously.

Her parents were divorced when she was two, and her
mother remarried when Marguerite was twelve. She became
very fond of her stepfather. "He’'s always been good to me.
I get along with him better than with my mother. She and |
clash about everything. I've never been able to talk to her.”

At fourteen she started dating a boy a year older, but
broke off because her mother disapproved of his family. "1
dated several other boys, but they seemed so awkward and
clumsy to mother that | couldn’'t get interested.” Then,
when she was fifteen (a year younger than her mother
believed!) she started seeing Ralph, the thirtv-four-year-old
bachelor— "So handsome and polished, and he treated me
like an adult.”” Soon they became intimate. "At first | didn’t
like that part, but | wanted to please him, and soon it became
important to me too. | probably would have married him if
he d asked me.”

But he didn't, and when she left for college they broke
off. At first she dated other students, but they seemed "dull
and silly” after Ralph. Then she met Tom, thirty-eight, mar-
ried. and the father of two children. "I knew he played
around, but that only made it more interesting.”

Tom's wife somehowllearned of the affair and told Mrs.
A. Marguerite was unmoved by her mother's pleading—
but for the sake of Tom’s home and children, he and Mar-
guerite agreed not to see each other any more. But Mar-
guerite maintained that if she couldn't have Tom, she'd
never marry anyone.

When Marguerite returned to college, she was more
optimistic and more realistic. Since she wanted to continue
therapy (a good sign) | referred her to an able clinician.
At last word, she was continuing to progress toward under-
standing herself and her situation. Her memories of Tom
and Ralph no longer prevent responsiveness to men nearer
her own age. She is now dating an instructor ten years older
than she. There is a vast difference in the relationship pos-
sible between a man of thirty and a young woman of twenty,
and that of a man of thirty-four and a girl of fifteen.

Marguerite's case is an example of a schoolgirl crush car-
ried to destructive extremes. In adolescence, most girls
cherish romantic dreams of some fascinating older man. So
long as these attachments remain imaginary, and are not
allowed to overshadow realitv, they can do little harm.

But for a young girl actually to become romantically in-
volved with a man twenty years her senior is unwise and
unwholesome. They are literallv a lifetime apart. Her associa-
tion with him is apt to detach ber from her contemporaries,
and unfit her for tne activities suitable to her age.

As she begins dating, every girl needs understanding and
guidance. Marguerite and her mother never achieved a
relationship of understanding. It was Mrs. A's scorn that first
discouraged Marguerite’s interest in boys her owrn age. In-
stead of judging every gawky youth who comes to the door
as a potential husband, let the mother remember that a va-
riety of dating experience is sound preparation for marriage,
and for life.
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leading mouthwash . . . gives you the
wonderfully refreshing feeling you get
from 1avoris.
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By GOODRICH C. SCHAUFFLER, M D.

me,
doctor.

There are many questions which women would like to
ask a trusted physician, but there is not always the
opportunity. In this series, Tell Me, Doctor, Doctor
Schauffler will discuss some of the problems which
have been sent to him by readers. The situations
are all real, but all the names used are fictitious.

y wife got this sudden,
anful pain 1 wes so scared thaet dl | could think of wes to put
her in the car and take her to a doctor quick! Did | do right?”

The doctor, wsing a pase of a half hour or so between
patients to arplify his notes, hed asked not to be intermupted
S0 he looked up in sore surprise when his secretary opered his
dffice door without knocking and hurried directly to his desk

"I’m sorry to bother you, Doctor, but a Mrs. Jerkirs is

here—her husbard just
brought her in She’'san
arergeoy, | think Se
looks gestly ad I'm
sure you'll went to see
her at ance. I've got her
on the diven in the outer
office”

Mrs. Jerkirs, thirtyish
and wearing a house
dress, did indeed look
very ill. Her face wes
gray, therewere beeds of
perspiration on her fore-
head. Her husband,
standing besice her, wes
also inwork dothes.

"1 don'tknowwhether
| did the right thing or

not,” Mr. Jerkirs began gpologetically, “coming in without
phoning you or anything. But, you see, my wife got: this suoden,
anful pain. She wes lifting a besket of dothes when it hit ber. |
heard her screamdear out in back where | was working. When
1 got in the house, she wes alirost fainting. She’s hed these peirs
before, but not sobed. They just meke her kind of sick But this
tine it wes terrible! She’s not a wonen o neke a fuss—she's
gotgit. | wes soscaredall | could think of wes to put her in the
car and get her o a doctor as fest as | could.”

"You did exactly right, Mr. Jerkirs,” the doctor said "Or
you could have rushed her to the nearest hospital. Whichever
wes quickest.” Then t Mrs. Jerkins, who wes meking a fecble
effort to sit up, "Stay right where you are! st take it essy!
Mary Ann, get my bloodHpressure gpparatus and a hypodenic.”
Folloning the nurse into the corridor, he whispered toher, "Call
an anbulance at once. And bring a wheel chair!”

He retumed to Mrs. Jerkirs. "Where is the pain worst?”

"Here!l” she said wealdy, indicating her loner abdoren
"Low donn on theleft, right here. | can hardly bear totouch the
place. It's anful, Doctor!”

"1 know it hurts, Mrs. Jarkins, but you're going to be al
right we'll sse o it Hae you hed chills—felt feverish,

thet is?’ CONTINUED ON PAGE 36
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“No, but | feel very faintand dizzy. My hus-
band took my temperature when | had the
pain before, and it was below normal.”

Now Mary Ann reappeared with the blood-
pressure apparatus. The doctor took pains not
to show his concern as the dial registered so
dangerously low as to be almost indiscernible.
Deftly he administered the hypodermic.

“What have you had to eat today, Mrs.
Jenkins?”

“Just a cup of black coffee. | didn’t feel like
anything else.”

“That's fine! Couldn't be better.” He took
Mr. Jenkins aside, said in a low voice, “We've
got an emergency on our hands. I've sent for
an ambulance. There will be a wheel chair here
in a minute. | can't say for sure, but your wife
is probably going to have to have an opera-
tion. It should be a pretty simple one; but if it's
what | think it is, we can't waste any time.”

“But Doctor------"

The doctor wentright on. “1I'll examine your
wife further in the hospital. | can't do it here—
I'llexplain why later.” Then, inalouder, cheer-
ful tone, “Well! Here's Mary Ann with awheel
chair! We're going to take you for a little ride,
Mrs. Jenkins. And first thing you know, you'll
be all shipshape!”

i\ n hour later the doctor stepped from the
hospital surgery into the corridor, where Mr.
Jenkins was waiting anxiously.

“The operation’s over, and your wife came
through it beautifully. Her trouble proved to
be exactly what | guessed it was—a ruptured
tubal pregnancy on the left side. She was hem-
orrhaging internally, from the ruptured tube.
That's what made it necessary for us to work
so fast. She could have died if we hadn’t been
fortunate—and if you hadn't been smart and
acted as quickly as you did. But she's all right
now. She ought to feel pretty much like her old
self in the morning.”

Mr. Jenkins gave a great sigh of relief. “ She
was awfully sick, wasn't she?”

“Shecertainly was. A ruptured tube isapt to
cause more trouble from shock reaction than it
does from the actual loss of blood. We've re-
placed that, by the way. Sorry | can’ttake time
to talk more about it right now, but I've an
office full of patients waiting for me. Can you
be here tomorrow morning at nine o'clock?
Good!”

Mr. Jenkins was already in his wife's hos-
pital room when the doctor came in the next

morning.
“She looks fine, doesn’t she?” he said to
Mr. Jenkins. “1 thought she would. It was a

simple operation, as operations go. It just
required prompt action. That's why we rushed
around so. There wasn't time yesterday to go
into details. It was a big help, Mr. Jenkins,
that you were such a good sport. But now we
can explore things a bit. How many attacks
like this have you had, Mrs. Jenkins?”
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“At least two or three.” Mrs. Jenkins' voice
was strong, she looked very different from the
desperately ill woman of the day before. “I
missed my period two months ago. It was
after that | had the first attack of pain. |
thought maybe | was pregnant, but couldn’'t
be sure because | kept bleeding off and on. It
seemed every attack was worse than the one
before. Nearly always they came after 1 had
been doing heavy housework.”

“Did it ever happen following marital re-
lations?”

“Well, yes, it did,” in a low voice.

“You mustn’'t be embarrassed, Mrs. Jenkins.
That is a pretty important indication, med-
ically speaking. Now tell me something else.
Have you ever had trouble with your Fal-
lopian tubes? Such as an infection, for in-
stance?”

“Yes, Doctor. We have two little boys. But
a year after Mike was bom—he’s the young-
est—| had a spontaneous abortion. | was
about two months along, the doctor said. That
was two years ago. | had a bad infection. Later
the doctor took X rays. He said that only one
of my tubes was open, and that one only
partly. He said that was why | hadn't become
pregnant again. It's always been a little tender
there since 1 had the infection.”

“You were pregnant this time, Mrs. Jenkins,
but it was what we call an ectopic pregnancy.
The baby was growing in the outer part of the
left Fallopian tube instead of in the uterus
where it belonged.”

Mr. Jenkins cleared his throat. “What die’
you do to her, Doctor?”

“1 took out the left tube, containing the
ruptured pregnancy, and the left ovary as well.
The ovary had been badly damaged too. Not
only by the former infection, but by the rup-
ture of the tube and the hemorrhage that
followed.”

“Does that mean | won't be able to have
any more babies?” Mrs. Jenkins asked. “What
about the other tube and ovary?”

“This is very interesting. And very fortu-
nate, too, | think; all the more since you have
told me about the X rays. | expected the right
tube—the opposite one—to be closed. But it
wasn't. It only needed a little straightening
out. The ovary on the right side is all right too.
So with any luck at all, you have a better than
fifty per cent chance of having more babies!”

“I'm glad. Sam has always wanted a little
girl.”

“But | don't want my wTs to have another
one of those things,” Mr. Jenkins declared em-
phatically. “Is it likely to happen again?”

“1 have to say frankly that Mrs. Jenkins has
considerably more likelihood of anothei
ectopic than the average woman. But a great
many women do have normal pregnancies
after an ectopic. The chances would be about
even, either way. You folks are veterans now,
though. You would recognize the first signs of

CONTINUED ON PAGE 38

“Dear, how long has it been since we had the Ridgeways over?”
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Whether you wash sheerest sheer curtains or baby’s diapers. . .you'll feel like a queen!
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7 Today's fabric-safest wash action !
/ Frigidaire 3-Ring Pump Agitator
Circulator Ring Automatic
prevents tangling, Underwater
keeps clothes Dispensers
separated for Bleach, Rinse
»  Conditioner, ~
- Detergent, Dye /
AN
Lint Chaser Ring  /
pumps lint /
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Washer Model WCI-60—Dryer Model DCI-60. Curtains by Kenneth

Every 1960 Frigidaire 3-Ring Agitator Washer
BATHES DEEP DIRT OUT WITHOUT BEATING

This exclusive “Clothes Bath” Care in models for every budget!

No blades to tangle, stretch or catch even most
fragile fabrics. Because this patented 3-Ring
Agitator pumps up and down . .. it's rub-free,
hand-gentle. Yet thorough enough to wash baby’s
diapers really clean.

Safe underwater bleaching. Handy, removable
dispenser takes either powder or liquid bleachwhen
you need it. Dispenses automatically at just the
right time. Self-cleaning No storage fuss or odor.

Wash-and-wear care. A special cycle protects syn-
thetics against wrinkles . . . ends hand washing.
Automatic lint removal. No devices to clean.

New, too, on the Custom Imperial Washer shown
above, with matching Dryer: Touch-Bar Fabric
Selector . . . pre-sets temperatures and speeds for
6 types of loads. Special wash-and-wear setting for
cottons. All automatic soak cycle. Cold wash and
rinse. 5 colors, white. See your Frigidaire Dealer.

FRIGIDAIRE

ADVANCED APPLIANCES

DESIGNED WITH YOU IN MIND

RATEE) NO. 1 for all-around performance on 10 major points by U. S. Testing Co., Inc. In controlled laboratory tests of 6 leading automatic washers. (Report No. 57745, dated May 21, 1959)
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don’t despair...

Calgon* rinses gray clothes white and

soft again, or double your money back!

Try this prove-it-yourself test: (1) Wash and riree a load of dothes
inwester. (2) Refill washer with hot water . . . add a
cup of Calgon water conditioner . . . then agitate 5 minutes. (3) Surprise! A
layer of dld, left-in suds and dirt gppears! Calgon itself does not meke suds.
They were errbedded in the dothes during previous weshings. Calgon rinsed

your usual way—leave in

out the suds and dirt.

Calgon is not a soap, detergent, bluing or bleach. In fact, no other weshday
product does what Calgon does. Renove the gray, restore brightness, keep

fabrics naturaily soft and new looking by using Calgon regularly.

Guarantee: Use a box of
Calgon. If youre not satisfied
that Calgon is all that we say it
is, send the box top to Calgon,
Pittsburgh 30, Pa., and get double
your noney backl

*Reg. t.m .
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 36

trouble. Mrs. Jenkins' condition need not be-
come critical again.”

“Why did | have a pregnancy like that?”
Mrs. Jenkins asked. “What is the reason for
them?”

“They come about, really, as a result of
Nature’'s precautions to insure that fertilized
ova shall find a firm resting place in thewomb;
notjust pass on through, as happens with un-
fertilized ones. You probably know that the
Fallopian tubes convey the ova to the womb,
after they have been released by the ovaries.
After an ovum has been fertilized—it turns
almost immediately into a raspberrylike ob-
ject called a conceptus—it develops a stronger
and stronger propensity to dig in, attach itself
to something, as it moves through the tube.

“It's all carefully and rather wonderfully
arranged so that the conceptus will attach it-
self firmly to the wall of the uterus, once it
arrives there. And ordinarily that is the way it
happens. But when conception takes place, the
ovum normally is met by the sperm at the
outer end of the tube, the one nearest the
ovary. If something slows it up in its journey
through the tube, it may dig in too soon, while
it is still in the tube. In that case it becomes
what we call an ectopic pregnancy, which sim-
ply means a pregnancy outside of its normal
place.”

“But what could delay the ovum? | thought
all that happened automatically!”

“Usually it does, But the female reproduc-
tive system is a very delicate and complicated
affair and there are various things that can go
wrong. Some women are born with defective
tubes— partially closed or constricted. These
will hold the conceptus back, slow it up. Some-
times there are little blind alleys in the tubes—
sort of dead-end branches. A conceptus gets
started down one of those by mistake and may
stick there; or else not get back to the main
stem in time.

“A previous pelvic infection that closes a
tube wholly or partly is a frequent cause of
delay. That was probably what was responsible
inyour case. Almost any previous operation in
the pelvic region increases the chance of
ectopic pregnancy slightly. Other things can
cause it too.”

“What other things, Doctor? Are any of
them the matter with me?”

“No, Mrs. Jenkins. Aside from the loss of
an ovary and tube, you are very fit— | checked!
Since you ask, though, there is a rather bizarre
possibility that | might mention, even though
you don’t have it. Sometimes one finds in the
tubes little islands of tissue identical with those
of the lining of the womb. This condition is
called endometriosis. Encountering these tis-
sues, the conceptus may think it has reached
the womb, and be lured into digging in at the
wrong place.

I have seen reports of cases in which spe-
cial hormones had been used to overcome
sterility. These hormones can act upon the
endometriosis cells, make them go through the
preparatory changes the womb goes through
in getting ready to receive the fertilized ovum.
So it is little wonder that the conceptus gets
bewildered, attaches itself in the wrong place!
Some of us think now that use of hormones in
this way may be dangerous; especially the
stronger, newer ones—even though they may
sometimes assist in bringing about a normal
pregnancy.”

“Why did I have that horrible pain, Doctor?
It was much worse than the pain when my
babies were born.”

“Pain in a condition like this is almost al-
ways due to hemorrhage into the pelvic cavity.
The blood connections of a conceptus in the
tube are very poor, the blood vessels break
easily. If the bleeding is within the tube it
swells and forms a tumor, which in some cases
may break into the pelvis. We call this a rup-
tured ectopic pregnancy, and it's what hap-
pened to you. It is dreadfully painful. It is also
shocking to the delicate pelvic lining, the
peritoneum. Tragically so at times. Unques-
tionably the earlier attacks of pain you had
were due to lesser amounts of bleeding.”

“How did you know what ailed me? Sam
said you promised to explain why you rushed
me to the hospital without examining me.”

LADIES' HOME JOURNAL

“ First, it was because we didn’t have a min-
ute to lose. You were hemorrhaging critically
at the time. That was indicated by your ex-
tremely low blood pressure and state o f shock.
Second, because an examination in a case like
this can easily increase the trouble. We obste-
tricians have learned never to examine a
woman we suspect of having an ectopic, except
in a place where immediate emergency surgery
isavailable. The examination itselfcould cause
rupture of the tube. I didn't want you going
into complete shock and hemorrhage on my
office examining table!”

“Doctor, with all those chances to go wrong
that you mentioned, why aren’t there more
ectopic pregnancies? It seems to me you don’t
hear of them very often.”

“They probably occur much more often
than most people realize. The tube, you see, is
a very poor place for a conceptus to dig in,
establish roots. There are none of the nourish-
ing blood vessels and special tissues there that
the uterus provides so amply for a fertilized
ovum. It is like a garden with thin, poor soil.

“Hence we doctors believe that the great
majority of ectopic pregnancies get into trou-
ble very early, in the first month or so. The
conceptus aborts spontaneously and is quietly
absorbed. Probably many women never know
they have started a pregnancy. The abortion
may be passed off simply as a delayed or an
unusually painful period

“Of course, when an ectopic ruptures the
tube, as yours did, causing hemorrhage within
the pelvic cavity, usually people know about
it! But we doctors are learning to suspect

Were it left to me to decide
whether we should have a gov-
ernment without newspapers, or
newspaperswithouta government,
I'should not hesitate a moment to
prefer the latter.

THOMAS JEFFERSON

ectopic pregnancy whenever a married woman
in the fertile ages misses a period, bleeds irreg-
ularly and then has sudden attacks of pain. In
agood many such cases, an ectopic pregnancy
is found. The best medical thinking holds that
it should be removed at once.”

“But, Doctor, it seems to me I've read about
babies growing outside the womb and living!”

“This does happen. Occasionally the fetus
may break out o f the tube without causing any
serious symptoms and get along somehow in
the lower abdomen. It has to be delivered by
surgery, naturally. But these cases are de-
cidedly the exception. The risk is so great for
both mother and baby in an ectopic that
when the condition is diagnosed early, it is
considered best to interrupt the pregnancy.

"But look, Mrs. Jenkins, you don’t need any
more of this theoretical conversation now.
I'm afraid we have been thoughtless. Inci-
dentally, though, you'll be sitting up this after-
noon, walking around tomorrow, and can go
home in a very few days if you want to. You
shouldn't have much pain or trouble.”

“Just a minute, Doctor, before you go,”
Mrs. Jenkins said. "1 think I'd like to try for
another baby. Sam and | know what to do,
now, if | get those symptoms again, and I'm
not scared. But ought we to wait awhile?”

"Yes, for six months at least. Then let me
test to find out whether the remaining tube is
still satisfactory. After thatyou'll have to keep
in pretty close touch, much more so than in the
usual case, and be extra careful if you do
become pregnant. We'll have to be alert. But
there’'s no good reason why you shouldn't try
if you wish to.”

"Doctor, | just don't know how to thank
you.”

The doctor put his hand on Mr. Jenkins'
shoulder. “This fellow here is the one to
thank, Mrs. Jenkins. He probably saved your
life by his promptness in getting medical at-
tention. | think he really deserves another
chance at having that little girl!”

Next month Dr. Schauffler discusses fibroid
tumors of the uterus.
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new SONG OFAUTUMN in Community

The gourmet look, the feel, the weight, the lifelong luxury you've always yearned

to own isyours in Community silverplate. And at a quarter the price of sterling. Try, yourself, to
tell them apart, and you'll see what we mean. New “ Song of Autumn” pattern is a beautiful
example of this outstanding value. See it today at your favorite silverware

store—love it season after season. Services for 8 cost as little as $49.75.

CO M M U N ITY THE FINEST SILVERPLATE

crafted by Oneida Silversmiths, makers of distinctive tableware
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when the occas

calls for MOVING...

your move a safer, easier, more pleasant occasion.

His personalized “Pre-Planning” relieves you of bother-
some details and assures complete protection for all your
belongings. Delicate items, for example, are carefully packed
-using the special “"UNI-PACKING” method that provides
greater safety than ever before. And all your furnishings
arrive at your new home delightfully fresh and clean ...
kept that way by the exclusive SANITIZED* process applied
to every United van.

Whatever the occasion ... if it calls for moving ... you'll
be glad you called the United Agent. He's listed under
*MOVERS" in the Yellow Pages.

UNDER
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Cover

By BERNARDINE KIELTY

Stewart Alsop adrits thet his
brother Jdn (ot Josgh) pre-
dicted Rockefeller’s withdranel
from the presidential contest.
"Don't forget, Stew,” he said
"Rockefellers don't meke a hebit of
investing indry hdles.” Apparently
he didit ke Jin seriasly
eough, for NIXON AND ROCKE-
FELLER (Doubleday) canre out just
oo lae

On the credit sidefor Russia is the
new custom o f newlyiceds planting a
pair oftrees in a local park on their
wedding day. As the marriage grows,
so do the trees— reforestation and
divorce taken care of together.

Once | retamanaged 110 who

tairsof South Russia. It rjay bette
renoteress, or tre nountain life.
Atary rate. | novreed thet they do
aen better in Huza which is
nore rerrote and nore mountain:
OUs. HUNZA LAND, by Dr. Allen
Banik (WhitehomyTaplinger). tHis
about this extraordinery country in
the center of the Hinelayes, where
there is no dissese, ad 120 is ot
an unwswal ae. They have no air-
adatory prddens in Hiza, o
storechades, o heart attads.
BEven though there is mot a toothr
brush in the country, tre Haza
kuts’ teeth are rear parfect, as are
their eyes. (Dr. Banik is an ee
goedialist) Men of 80 ad D carry
heawy lceds up the nountains ad
retum 1o the fields towork without
restirg. They frequently have very
yourg dhildren. There are o in

sedsinHunza, nodogs, nocts,
terraced fields and the organic gar-
dening of this unsdhooled pecde
arenockls for treworld’s ergineers
and agriculturists—a 2000year-0ld
awilization still going strag.

THE EDGE OF DAY. by Laurie
Lee (Morrow) is one of the loveliest
books | can remember. The author isa
man in his 40's, a poet, who tells
about his childhood in an ancient
Cotsivold village.

Another beautifully written book
isBarry Fleming's THE WINTER
RIDER (Lippinoott). This isahighly
drandtic story which takes place

in a single day, in a ridety auto-
nthile, with the driver, agirl hitch-
hilker, and a good sound spiritual
prablem

A bock tovam the heart isTo
SIR. WITH LOVE, by E. R.
Braithwaite (Prentice-Hall}—tre
actel aoocount by a fire youg
Negro teedher of his exqperience in
the toughest schodl in the London
slurs.

Aow | am really dealing in super-
latives. A DISTANT TRUMPET by
Paul llorgan (Farrar. Straus &
Cudabhy), is topnotch. It's the story of
the Apache Indians and a U.S. mili-
tary outpost in the 1870's—far better
than any ‘western,” and one of the
finest "historicals" ever written about
the Southwest.
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...and of all leading brands

ONLY MAZOLA®IS CORN OIL

... unsaturated, not hydrogenated

The nutritional values of the foods we eat
are important. That's why you should use
Mazola pure corn oil. Mazola is unsaturated
... not hydrogenated. No other oil is more
digestible.

Mazola makes fried foods crispy, golden

outside—tender and juicy inside. It is spar-
kling fresh for salads, brings out the zesty
seasonings in homemade dressings.

In fact, Mazola adds golden-light, nutri-

tional goodness to everything... because of
all leading brands, only Mazola is corn oil.

Your doctor will tell you about the extra nutritional benefits of corn oil in your daily meals.

MAZOLA’S GOLDEN FRYING
FESTIVAL Special Offer!

Big 11" fryer, with gold-toned high dome cover, extra
capacity for pot roasts or fowl. Perfect for frying,
simmering, sauteing or pan broiling.

REGULAR $p- g c YOURS $QOO
VALUE FOR ONLY O

and the label from any size bottle of Mazola Corn Oil.
Get order blank at your grocery store. Offer expires: June
30, 1960.
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should happen iVi\ your oven

When a ham glaze hes everythirng . . . delidous
flavor . . . mouthwatering looks . . ard it's il
vxux:lerﬁ.llly different from a'yﬂ”lr‘g you ever

can bet thet dlaze is made with
French's Mustard!

Because nothingbut thegolden touchof French's
Mustard can bring you a recipe like this. French's
sings with a goodness of not just are, but a com
bination of seven lively spices—blended tocreatea
golden seasoning treat. That's the reason French's
Is by far Arerica’s best sdlling mustard

Let Frend'sadd a spicy newlift toyour ownrec-
ipes.... in casserdles, stens, meat loaf. And ofcourse,
nothing beats the 7-pice goodness of French's
Mustard on hot dogs, hanburgers, sandniches.

( lively spices

G-o/clen Glazec/ /-lam
58 poudreedytoest M ap Frerdis Mustard

helf em \Yi light bronn sugar
2-3 orarges, sedtiaed \Y] %ﬂf gg"atm does
wholedowes y4 QUp Orangejuice

Heat hamin preheated oven (350°) for 30 minutes.
Soore only deep enough to irgert orange sedtiars
into dits. Seaure orange in dits with toothpids.
Irsert doves. Combine French's Mustard, sugar,
ground dowves, orangejuice. Spoon haif the glaze
over ham ocontinue baking 30 nminutes. Senes
10to 14 Enjoy other half of golden glaze recipe as
a manelous “dipping sauce” at your table.

in every jar_that's the Secret ofTrench's Goldenlouchl



50 years
in the

ago
Journal

In April, 1910, Let Me Call You Sweetheart was
written, theaters were open on Sundays, and
whooping cough killed 10,000 American children
yearly. Marconi, who invented the wireless tele-
graph when he was 23, turned 36.The governorof
New York, Charles Evans Hughes, was being
mentioned for appointment as a Supreme Court
justice, and Mark Twain died.

“When the price of meat soars up and up, rejoice!”
advises Editor Bok in the April, 1910, Journal. “Red
meat three times a day is a needless extravagance; high
prices alone will compel us to eat less meat.”

“Young college people home for the holidays, and
attending six or seven dances aweek, are taking small
doses of strychnine to pep them up,” according to
Mr. Bok.

In a series o ffull-page pictures illustrating How We Cel-
ebrated the Last Glorious Fourth of July, the Journal
shows how 171 children lost one or morefingers; 41 lost
aleg, arm or hand; 52 lost one or two eyes; and 215 boys

andgirls were killed.

Plain Country Woman: "If your husband isn’t re-
ligious, you can never make him so by nagging. Leave
him alone. Our religion isn’t real if it makes anyone
we love unhappy.”

Men’s fashions: "The frock coat, or Prince Al-
bert, has been supplanted by the morning coat,
or cutaway, with its edges bound with black
braid. Still popular for evening wear is the Inver-
ness cape which is sleeveless and conveniently
slips on and off.”

“What's Whatfor Men: A new idea, and a practical
one, is buttonholes on men's shirtsfor attaching to but-

tons on the waistband o f his underdrawers.”

Pattern’s O’'Leary and Rockettes

Who would think our sewing room and the
Rockettes’ had the same goal—to make a man’s
eyes light up? Up in the JOURNAL'Sdressmaking
workshopwewhirat spring fashions. Downstairs
20 machines hum away to garb 78 famed dancers
and ballerinas in gold or silverlame, feathers, or-

gandies, ribbon, sequins. "In some acts,” Nora
O'Leary told usafter shop talk with the dancers,
“they sew light bulbs into costumes!” Nora
doesn’t do that, but her skills (page 78) will win
youjustas much applause. Sparkling too—April's
movie at the Music Hall is "Please Don't
Eat the Daisies” from the book by JOURNAL au-
thor Jean Kerr, and will light anybody’s eyes.

Journal about town

What we do Where we go

EDITED BY EILEEN SHARPE

Old friends Dong Kingman
and our Ruth Matthews,
whometonaHow America
Lives story, had a reunion
this week. Dong was
launching a New York ex-
hibit, planning a Paris
show, refreshing us all
with the whimsey that
enhances his art. In one
Central Park sketch, a |t 5 it should be: Dong shows Ruth.
real-life skating rink be-

comes alake. "It's more universal and | could fill the boats with
anybody I'd like to meet.” In another, thinking the East River
too sobersided, Dong drew in the Statue of Liberty—sitting down.
Why? "An artist has a chance to make life as delightful as it
should be—even if it isn’t!”

Beauty Editor Dawn \orman gets dozens of etiquette queries (“How
many bridesmaids?”), hundreds of product queries (“Please chart my
best colorsfrom hair tint to toenail”), now thousands of requestsfor
something she wears. It's our “beauty apron,” offered in 1953 as a 25-
cent pattern, bought by 40,000 readers so far, still in peak demand.
Readers tell Dawn they make it up four orfive waysfor housework,
gardening, parties, even as an evening topper. Helen Olchvary, in our
Philadelphia office, looked upfrom stacks of orders with a guess that

could be the answer: “Maybe it has magic beautifying powers.”

Editors get strange mail: mildewed rose leaves to Richard Pratt to diagnose, seaweed
cookies to Jean Anderson to taste, half an afghan to Cynthia Wheatland to advise
on color, afront-porch step to John Brenneman to remedy design. But the strangest
pack ofall once came to homemaking's Margaret Davidson. A tearful reader sent a
whole week's wash. Query: " What did Id o wrong?” Answer: She overloaded and------
but ive mailed her a chin-up primer on how to start over—plus the wash.

Salty and outspoken Vice Admiral Hyman Rickoverisaman of whom

Ed Murrow has said: “He will occasionally admit that he ispleased . ..
hasneverconfessed to being satisfied.” When editor Bruce Gould heard
that the terrible-tempered Admiral—whofathered the atomicsub and
authored the book Education and Freedom—had dropped in unex-
pectedly to see him, he braced. His visitor strode in, held out a hand:
“1I'm pleased to say the JOURNAL has done more tofurther education
than any magazine | know—I came to congratulate you!”

Whom we meet

When Louella Shouer bought
some cooking ideas from minis-
ter's wife Elizabeth McCuaig,
sheurged herto publish all. Now
Lovers of Hospitality is coming
out. The Fifth Avenue Presby-
terian Church here hailed it
with asupperbased on JOURNAL
pages. A delighted chairman
told Louella: "Big hit—maybe
firsttime a hundred women re-
viewed a book by eating it!”

Magic apron? Dawn tests.
Dottie (1) and Barbara aid.

If you giggle when tickled,
you're not married. Psychia-
trist Dr. Clyde B. Simpson
thinks ticklishness a sign ofun-
requited love. So did Havelock
Ellis. Wayne State University
says girls stay ticklish longer
than boys. Icelanders tickle to
test modesty. Our medical ex-
pert Gladys Denny Shultz told
us—but she's stillfor National
Laugh Week, April 1-8.
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‘H&y heart was heatingfast and my color was heightened. J knocked at the door. . ..~

you too— with dMartha Jeigh, copper-haired, twenty-fouryear-old governess—

stand on the threshold o fheart-quickening adventure, a duel o fgood and evil,

and impetuous romance. 0

novelyou will want to keep.

Save this issue andyour nextfour for reading and rereading pleasure.

"There are two courses open to agentlewoman in penurious
circumstances,” my Aunt Adelaide had said. "One is to marry,

and the other to find a post in keeping with her gentility.”

i s the train carried me through wooded hills
and past green meadows, | was taking
this second course; partly, | suppose,

because | had never had an

opportunity of trying the former.

| pictured myself as | must

appear to my fellow trav-

elers if they were to bother to glance my way, which was not

very likely: a young woman of medium height, already past

her first youth, being twenty-four years old, in a brown

merino dress with cream lace collar and little tufts of lace at

the cuffs. (Cream being so much more serviceable than white,

as Aunt Adelaide told me.) My brown velvet bonnet, tied

under my chin, was of the sort which was so becoming to

feminine people like my sister Phillida but, | always felt, sat a
little incongruously on heads like mine.

My hair was thick with a coppery tinge, parted in the
center, brought down at the sides of my too-long face, and
made into a cumbersome knot. My eyes were large, in some lights
the color of amber, and were my best feature, but they were
too bold—so said Aunt Adelaide; which meant that they had
learned none of the feminine graces which were so becoming

to a woman. My nose was too short, my mouth too wide. In fact,

© 1960 by Doubleday & Co., Inc

I thought, nothing seemed to fit; and | must resign myself to
journeys such as this, since it is necessaryfor me to earn a living, and
| shall never achieve thefirst o f those alternatives: a husband.

We had passed through the green meadows of Somerset and
were now deep in the moorland and wooded hills of Devon. | had
been told to take a good note of that masterpiece of bridge build-
ing, Mr. Brunei’'s bridge, which spanned the Tamar at Saltash,
and after crossing which | should have left England behind and
have passed into the Duchy of Cornwall.

| was becoming rather ridiculously excited about crossing the
bridge. | was not a fanciful woman at this time—perhaps |
changed later, but then a stay in a house like Mount Mellyn was
enough to make the most practical of people fanciful—so I could
not understand why | should feel this extraordinary excitement.

It was absurd, | told myself. Mount Mellyn may be a magnifi-
cent mansion; Connan TreMellyn may be as romantic as his name
sounds; but that will be no concern o fyours. You will be confined to
belowstairs, or perhaps to the attics abovestairs, concerned only with
the care of little Alvean.

What strange names these people had! This family to which |
was going was Cornish, and the Cornish had a language of their
own. Perhaps my own name, Martha Leigh, would sound odd to
them. Martha! It always gave me a shock when | heard it. Aunt
Adelaide always used it, but at home when my father had been
alive he and Phillida never thought of calling me Martha. | was
always Marty. In my new post | should be Miss Leigh, | supposed;

perhaps shortened to Miss, or— more undignified still— Leigh.

45



46 Illustrated by Coby Whitmore

ue of Aunt Adelaide’s numerous friends had heard of
"Connan TreMellyn’'s predicament.” He needed the
right person to help him out of his difficulties.
She must be patient enough to care for his
daughter, sufficiently educated to teach her.

and genteel enough for the child not to suffer

through the proximity of someone who was not

quite of her own class. Obviously what Connan TreMellyn
needed was an impoverished gentlewoman. Aunt Adelaide decided that | filled the bill.

When our father, who had been vicar of a country parsonage, had died, Aunt
Adelaide had swooped upon us and taken us to London. There should be a season,
she told us, for twenty-year-old Martha and eighteen-vear-old Phillida. Phillida had
married at the end of that season; but after four years of living with Aunt Adelaide,
I had not. So there came a day when she pointed out the two courses to me.

I glanced out the window. W e were drawing into Plymouth. My fellow passengers
had alighted and | sat back in my seat watching the activities on the platform.

As the guard was blowing his whistle and we were about to move on, the door of
the carriage opened and a man came in. He looked at me with an apologetic smile as
though he was hinting that he hoped | did not mind sharing the compartment with
him, but | averted my eyes.

When we had left Plymouth and were approaching the bridge, he said. "You
like our bridge, eh?”

| turned and looked at him. | saw a man, a little under thirty, well dressed, but
in the manner of the country gentleman. His tail coat was dark blue, his trousers
gray; and his hat was what in London we called a "pot hat.” | thought him somewhat
dissipated, with brown eyes that twinkled ironically as though he were fully aware of
the warnings | must have received about the inadvisability of entering into conversa-
tion with strange men.

I answered, "Yes, indeed, | think it is a very fine piece of workmanship.”

He smiled. We had crossed the bridge and entered Cornwall.

His brown eyes surveyed me and | thought, He is interested in me only because
there is no one else to claim his attention. | remembered then that Phillida had once
said that | put people off by presuming, when they showed interest, that | believed it
was because no one else was available.

"Traveling far?” he asked.

"1 believe | have now only a short distance to go. | leave the train at Liskeard.”

CONTINUED ON PAGE 128

“J realized !'J was stimulated by Qieter Jkansellock, could very easilyfind myself

looking forward to his visits. . . . dJ had no intention ofplacing myselfin thatposition.
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Here we are in Gibraltar, ?
at a sidewalk cafe—

me, Helen and Polly.
Helen is the one f

sitting on the table



Pete bdctiPeled the shi]>
to recuperate,

and succumbed to
_the oldest disease
known to man

By GEORGE BRADfHW*

To: Joseph Stewart,

c/o U. S. Embassy,

Geneva, Switzerland. Hamlet, Connecticut, June 18
Dear Joe: This is to alert you that | finally this morning put our baby
brother on a ship. Really, you know, he is exasperating. Last night at dinner
he pretended to have a relapse and said, "There’s nothing I can do in Europe
that | can’'t do in Connecticut,” and when | looked at him he said, "Well,
nothing vital.”

The lug. Don’t think 1am being unsisterly, but he must see a little of
the world. He’s all over that jaundice— he must be; Monday he played four
sets of tennis—but he’ll use it as an excuse for the next ten years not to
move. All he wants to do is go into Charlie's office—he passed the bar
examinations in a breeze—and stay here with those bloody Weimaraners
of his and stagnate.

We are responsible for him. We did so many things. | refuse to let him
settle down to being a nine-o’'clock boy in a nine-o'clock town, if for no
other reason than it makes for such boring conversation.

Poor little Pete. He's six feet two; be prepared. But the moaning and
groaning when | pushed him on the boat! | gave him a cuff and a bottle of
champagne and a good talking to.

He must have a good time. You must see to it. Force him. He'll get off
the boat in Genoa and go right up to you and Eleanor. So you two have
plenty of things planned.

Charlie sends his love. Maybe we can get over for a couple of weeks in

September. We’'re thinking about it. or rather | am. Charlie says impossible.

Love to El
Janet
To: Edward MacMillan,
East 69th Street,
New Y ork City. MV Salerno, at sea, June 20

Dear Pop: Thank you, thank you, thank you. For all the presents, all the
good cheer, all the bravery. You treated me asif J were grown up, a fact you
have long overlooked. 1 appreciate it.

The boat is wonderful, you were right. 1'll never take an airplane again
unless | have to get somewhere. And | have followed your instructions; |
have been kind to several old ladies, and not talked to any strange men.

Of course | have met some men. | sit at the first officer's table — he's
a kind, portly Italian with a wife and five children—and there are a
Mr. Savage, an architect who's on his way to study in Rome, but he's
sixty, I'm afraid, and an odd one called Pete Stewart, who said when |
met him that he was recovering from jaundice, but it doesn't take you
long to recover apparently, because with one day’s sun and sea he's in
elegant shape. He's more my age—a month older. We push around all
over the ship and have a wonderfid time. The nooks and crannies there

are on a boat — | had no idea. CONTINUED ON PAGE 123
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Before 1880, when he first tumed 1o peinting, Van Gogh hed worked in an art gallery, taught, and dore missionery worke Quite
suddenly he dedided 1o go 1o Paris, where he nret, besides the leading Inmpressionists, Gauguin. Paris proved wonderful to himuntil
the third winter; then he went to Arles. There he painted over two hundred and fifteen pictures in the space of fifteen nonths. But
with the amival of Gauguin, his situation began to deteriorate. He quarreled with Gauguin, then frerziedly aut off part of his oan
ear. For almost a year he lived at an asylum at Saint-Rarmy, then he settled in Auvers. An intdlerable sadness weighed on him
and a few days after painting a golden wheat field with a sky fleded with aminous bladk aons, he wert into the sare field and
shot hineelf. During his lifetine he sold only are picture . . . white Roses Wes painted only two nonths before the artist's deasth
With a ndble sirplicity which is reniniscent of his early floner paintings, it seens the lovely token of an untroubled day.

FROM A COMMVENTARY BY WALLACE BROCKWAY IN "THE ALBERT D. LASKER COLLECTION." PUBLISHED BY SIMON AND SCHUSTER, INC. PAINTING REPRODUCED COURTESY VRS, ALBERT D. LASKER.
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n your wedding day your mind will naturally turn to all the blessed days to be. But
because a good marriage is a lifelong miracle, you truly cannot envision how blessed. That men
share this feeling is evident in the poet Lyttelton’sline, "How much the wife is dearer than the

bride.” With all its sweetness and excitement, it's a day of solemn promise.
The words of Jonathan Swift come rolling back across the years:

"Let none but Him who rules the thunder

Put this man and woman asunder.”

A wedding today is an essentially feminine rite. Costuming the bride and her attendants can
stir wild and tearful debates. ("Clarissa says she won’t wear green!”) Receptions start with a
few cousins and aunts and sometimes turn into champagne suppers costing as much asavine-

covered cottage. To a prudent bride, all this must seem a wanton waste.

In olden times, weddings had a storybook quality. The ceremony was performed with devout
simplicity. And the ensuing festivities had the earthy gladness of a Maypole dance. An account
of a wedding in the year 1570 tells us that the bride, "her hair as yellow as gold, hanging down
behind her” was led to church "between two sweet boys with bride’s laee ami rosemary tied

about their silken sleeves.”

The wedding to remember set forth in the following pages is equally captivating in its storybook
charm. Here fantasy, beauty and simplicity are woven into a garland of ideas that bespeak love

rather than ostentation, intimacy rather than carnival.

What could become the bride and her maids more eiychantingly than boulTant dotted Swiss,
bride’s white with blue dots and bridesmaids’ in a rainbow of pastel shades? Or for the more
romantically dignified bride, a gown of white damask as chaste and flowing as a medieval lady’s?
What flowers more lovely than May baskets filled with mixed spring blossoms—a yellow medley
of daisies, daffodils, tulips, snapdragons; or a pink and blue profusion of tulips, snapdragons,
delphinium and cornflowers. Spring blossoms also will decorate the church with little bouquets
tied on each pew. Down to the tips of your toes delightful ideas are here, ideas costing next to
nothing, to be carried out in your own special way. Delicious food for the good friends gathered
in the bride’sown home after the wedding ceremony, and a fairy-tale cake, a tower of dreams

for gay unwed girls at the wedding.

Life, we are told, holds in perfection but a few precious moments. Your wedding day deserves

to be among them.
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(_P&retty young brides, planning every
step of the way, discover that the day

of days need not cost a fortune. Spring
and summer play into their hands.

Fresh as April skies—the bride in dotted
Swiss ... a full skirt, shirtwaist and pale
blue taffeta sash, around $30.00.
Transformable into a summer dancing

dress with a short-sleeved top.

Her headdress is a blue forget-me-not
calotte with a short tulle veil, from
Mr. John’s Junior collection. Her bouquet
of angel-wing begonias, feathered
carnations, forget-me-nots and tuberoses.

PHOTOGRAPHS BY WIIHEIA CUSHMAN

The bridesmaids wear short versions
of wedding dress, around $27.00.
Both by Jeanne Campbell.
Calotte of flowers and leaves, by

Therese Ahrens, bouquets of sweet peas.



trousseau and reception
for $500.00. ,

tho is the bride in
white silk damask?
A new romantic idea, a dress that
slips easily into a summer wardrobe,
changed with jewel-color jewelry and
slippers, $45.00, by Lew Serbin.
The bride’s dress inspires the
bridesmaids’ dresses of the same silk
damask in any pastel color.
Bouquet of azaleas and
gloxinias with spring leaves;

azaleas also used with the veil.

TURN TO PAGE 130 FOR BRIDE'S LISTS AND COSTS.



Sweet-pea headdress

<r

and pale blue

veil by Emme.

Be clever, sweet bride, and plan a trousseau that will

also be a summer wardrobe. Six irresistible outfits

and the bridal costume, all for $261.80.

Bride’s ideal in a suit—must have a short
jacket and pleated skirt for fashion and comfort.

Beige tweed, around $39.95, by John Anthony.

Take-off in a car: beige tweed coat, a fashion
for seasons to come, by Dan Barkin, $45.00.

Bridesmaid in silk damask by Lew Serbin.



Take along the permanently pleated Amel tricot Even a bride must have that wonderful little
dress in universal white, by Henry Rosenfeld, black dress. This is silk and acetate plus
$10.95; sweater, $8.95, by Erna Balia. a printed jacket, $25.00, by Jonathan Logan.

>ou've always wanted that absolutely
perfect printed silk that you can
wear anywhere from lunch to table-for-two
dancing. Why not in your trousseau, in the
new princess silhouette? A printed cotton,
too, with hearts and flowers all over it.
Something black—that blissful slip
of a dress with a printed jacket; and something white—
that permanently pleated traveler. And speaking of travel,
pale beige tweed in both suit and coat will live happily
in your wardrobe for years. Two bags, an extra pair of
kidskin slippers, a scarf and a string of beads,

a pair of gloves, and you're on your way.

By WILHELA CUSHMAN

Fashion Editor

‘The fashions on all these pages are presented toyou because they show you the trends of the season and serve
as a guide as you shop. You will find many of them in stores throughout the nation. However, if you do not find
identical styles in your local shops, we believe similar ones will be available.

DRAWINGS BY BOIASNI

Romantic print: hearts and flowers
in pique, by Jerry Gilden. Young and gay
and pretty to wear any time of day, on

a honeymoon or all summer, $14.95.

PHOTOGRAPHS

Her eye on color—and on a dress
to wear a thousand places: printed
pure silk dress in a rose design, by

Suzy Perette, around $30.00.



Beauty to Hae

Where beauty is, there will he lo\e.” -ROBERT heath

By DAWN CROWELL NORMAN

he saying "Every girl looks beautiful on her wedding day" is a true and delightful one.

[Starry—eyed in luminous white, tingling with the excitement of loving and being
of

con

d, she feels beautiful—and in her magic moment she becomes a truly radiant being.
For many, such radiance enriches itself as the years go by on the charming

viction that woman'’s beauty is a deliciously essential part of life itself.

The girl who stays lovely learns early that beauty is majny-faceted, and she

continuously uses this knowledge to bring joy into her own and other people’s lives.

She surrounds herself in beauty, discovering that even "ie littlest touches

can
"Yo

hair

reflect her most appealing self. She takes five minutes each morning to put on her
u'd-be-so-nice-to-come-home-to” look— the cheerful face, the well-brushed

, the fresh gingham brunch coat in a color her husbanj§floves.

As the song goes, she enjoys being a girl—and she uses.the passing of time to

imp

(gral

rove, not excuse, her appearance. In her by-myself moments each day

bbed when the grabbing’s best) she does cream her face, put up her hair, do her

nails or try a new exercise to whittle her waist.

and

gay

As homemaker, wife and mother she depends on imaginative simplicity—in taste
action—to take her as easily as possible through her jam-packed days. Then, with

appreciation for life’s lighter touches, she puts aside the workaday atmosphere

in favor of candlelight and music, heady perfume and some outrageously becoming dress.

It is her feminine response to something-neiv-and-ivonderful, not a liking

for artificiality itself, that stirs her to try the violet eye shadow,

the

fake eyelashes, the sable rinse in her hair.

She is no paragon, nor would she dream of pretending to be. On the contrary, she

recognizes her unavoidable shortcomings, overlooks them, and turns her talents to making

the

refu

most of her assets. Despite having her share of worries and upsets, she

ses to let life's little setbacks etch permanent frown lines in her face. W ith

gaiety born of wisdom she shakes off negatives, and quickly becomes her sunny self again.

When necessary, beauty is her badge of courage, her "brave front."

And whether she ties a colorful ribbon in her hair, or pins a fresh pink carnation

on the ancient suit, she tries some trick to make her world seem bright again.

Instinctively she looks for beauty in the people around her, and this generous

gesture reflects favorably in her face. For love of others she communicates in beauty,

using her lilting laugh to cheer a heart, her soothing words to heal a hurt,

or just warm conversation to seal a friendship.

Alhtold, she works at beauty, reaping rich rewards as each day goes by.

And tSp'ough her own efforts she becomes the kind of girl

any

would be happy to have and to hold forever!

For early-morning beauty: try a
ribbon in your hair, a bright
smile, a becoming brunch coatin
acoloryour husband loves! Takes
five minutes—yet his thoughts
of your loveliness last the day.









TJJ'egxs!saremat, thefesstisset” . . . But first, a toest t
the brice! Let themdrink your healthwith our Ruby Punch. Its hue
is rosy, its teste arbrosial, delicious with grgpe juice (or with a good
drywire if you prefert). A silver"wedding ring”” of ice flcats cerenoni-
owsly in the bowl, jewelled with fruit

If the day be firg, with the sun shining its blessings on the bricke, an
alfresoo feast will be your wedding's firel, croaning touchy It wanly
repays any extra labor involved.

Arst, a tray of festive little sandniches to nibble as the punch aus
are pessed. Al themwith avocado and water aress, with salnon ad
cgpers and delicious deviled heam

To accorpary the wedding cake—which can be a tonering,
trellised structure from a caterer or a sinple, graceful layer cake
mece by loving hends at homme—there must be ice aeam We dose
pistachio ad vanilla, which conposed itself into an exquisitely
tinted nound.

STUART-FOMER

arden wedding reception (opposite)
G for fifty people is budgeted to include
five tea sandwiches per person, four gal-
lons of bridal punch, plus ice cream and
wedding cake. Bread for sandwiches may
be sliced and cut into fancy shapes several
days before wedding, wrapped tightly and
frozen. (If you have afavorite storekeeper,
why not ask him to slice the bread thin on
his slicing machine?)

ndoor wedding breakfast (right) for fifty

people is planned to include a delicious
cold chicken mousse with green sauce that
may be made the day ahead, if you like.
Our creamy wedding sea food could also
be made well ahead of The Day, and frozen.
The wedding cake was purchased from a
bakery, topped with full-blown white roses
dipped in warm paraffin.

TURN PAGE FOR RECIPES

If your reception is held indoors, a nore elaborate feest is in order.
"Blessed those feasts with sirple plenty cronned’—and sinrple plenty,
festively aranged, can nreke your brical medl nenorable.

A huffet for fifty can be mareged beautifully in nmost householcs.

Qur reru is belanced, and beautiful to the eye. A chiden
nousse, dheste and elegant on its bed of greenery. A pipinghot
searfood dish, every flavor rendered better by a desh of good sherry.

Cook the green bears with marjoramand they’ll cone to the brical
teble tasting young and wild and freshrpided. Senve themwith

shredoed alnonds and a light dheese sauce (or just relted saeet buttter).

A sadlad of escardle and artichoke hearts, so aisp it aaddes.
A perfect conplerent to the sea food, with its heady flavors.
To condudke, a pirk valentire heart of stranberry sherbet,
the wedding cake, and nore punch for a firel toest.
With a mexirumof love and a mininum of experse you have hed

awedding day, precious beyord price, a jewel in your memrory.
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Jwo IVeddincj Jeasts

fifty People: Qarden Reception Outdoors

TJUBY PUNCH: Early in the day mix 2% cups lemon juice and

34 cup sugar. Refrigerate. Chill (but don’t add to the lemon
juice yet) 6 quarts white grape juice (or, if you like, 8 quarts dry
champagne), 6 quarts gingerale, 3 quarts cranberry juice (and 2 cups
brandy, if you like). Mix all together just before serving. Float ice

ringon top, and add a few thin lemon slices. Makes about 3% gallons.

RANGE-BLOSSOM WEDDING CAKE: Grease bottom and
O sides of one 14", one 10" and one 7" cake pan (234" deep) heav-
ily. Flour well. Sift together, twice, 734 cups cake flour, 5 teaspoons
baking powder and 134 teaspoons salt. Cream together 234 cups
butter and 5 cups sugar until light and fluffy. Add 15 egg yolks one
at a time, beating after each addition. Add 2J4 teaspoons orange
flavoring and 5 tablespoons grated orange rind. Add alternately dry
ingredients and 234 cups milk a little at a time, beating after each
addition. Beat 10 egg whites until stiff but not dry. Fold whites
into cake batter. Half fill cake pans with batter. Cover largest pan
and refrigerate until other 2 cakes are baked. Bake in a slow oven,
300° F., for about 1 hour and 20 minutes, or until a cake tester comes
out clean. Turn out onto a wire cake rack. Cool thoroughly and cut
in half horizontally. Bake the large cake in the same way, allowing
about 1 hour and 30 minutes. Have ready 2 racks big enough to hold

this layer.

/ILMOND-CREAM FILLING: Make up 4 cups of your favor-
—1 ite butter-cream icing (unflavored). Mix in 2 cups very finely
chopped blanched almonds, 134 teaspoons almond flavoring and 4
tablespoons light cream. Spread cut surfaces with filling. Put to-
gether. Assemble cakes with some filling, one on top of the other.
Frost with butter-cream icing and decorate, or buy decorations

from your local confectioner.

/1VOCADO-AND-WATER-CRESS SANDWICHES: All sand-
wiches made several hours in advance should be covered with a
damp cloth and refrigerated. Ask your grocer to slice the sandwich
bread very thin on his slicing machine. Peel and remove the pits
from 2 medium-size ripe avocados. Mash until very smooth. Add 34
cup soft butter, 4 teaspoons lemon juice, 1 teaspoon salt and 34
teaspoon white pepper. Mix well. Add % cup finely chopped water-
cress leaves; mix lightly. Cover tightly and chill. Spread sandwiches
with this mixture. Makes about 334 cups filling, 50 iches.

fifty People: Indoor "Wedding Breakfast

JEDDING SEA FOOD: Cut 4 pounds cooked, cleaned shrimp
' and 2 pounds cooked lobster meat into bite-sized pieces.
simmer 4 pounds raw scallops in 4 cups water, seasoned with 2
teaspoons onion salt, until tender. Drain and reserve liquid. Meas-
ure amount of liquid and add enough light cream to make 3 quarts.
In a large heavy kettle saute 4 cups sliced mushrooms in 1 cup
butter for 5 minutes. Do not brown. Add 2 cups flour and the
scallop-cream liquid to make a cream sauce. Add 8 chicken-bouillon
cubes, 8 tablespoons tomato paste, 10 teaspoons grated onion, 5
teaspoons paprika, 2 teaspoons Worcestershire sauce, 1 teaspoon
nutmeg and a scant 34 teaspoon liquid pepper seasoning. Cook and
stir until bouillon cubes dissolve. Add sea food and mix well. Cool,
cover and refrigerate overnight. Reheat over low heat in a kettle,
allowing about 35-45 minutes. About 10 minutes before serving,
add a scant cup chicken broth (or dry sherry,

f you like). Serve

with toast points. Makes 25 servings. Double recipe to serve 50.

/' >HICKEN MOUSSE: Make the day before the wedding. Poach

two 4-pound chickens. Reserve broth and strain. Measure broth
and increase to 234 quarts by adding canned chicken broth. Heat
2 quarts broth with 10 chicken-bouillon cubes in a 3-quart double
boiler over just-simmering water, or divide between 2 smaller pans.
Add 15 slightly beaten egg yolks, 5 tablespoons grated onion, 634
teaspoons salt, 1% teaspoons powdered rosemary, a rounded 34
teaspoon white pepper, 34 teaspoon cayenne and 7 to 8 drops liquid
pepper seasoning. Cook and stir until thickened. Add 5 cups chicken
meat, chopped medium fine. Cool. Heat the remaining pi quart
broth with 8 envelopes unflavored gelatin until latter dissolves.
Cool. Add gelatin mixture and 5 tablespoons lemon juice to chicken-
sauce mixture. Mix well. Chill until thick. Add 234 cups finely
chopped celery and 134 cups chopped water chestnuts. Whip 5 cups
heavy cream until thick and shiny. Fold the cream into the chicken
mixture. Spoon into two 3-quart molds. Chill overnight. Unmold
and serve with Green Sauce. Makes 25 servings. Double recipe to
serve 50.

/""REEN SAUCE: Make a cream sauce with 34 cup each butter

and flour and 5 cups milk. Season with 1 tablespoon salt and

REAM-CHEESE-AND-RIPE-OLIVE SANDWICHES: Allow
C 1% pounds cream cheese to soften at room temperature. Add
3J4 tablespoons heavy cream and mix until smooth. Add 7 teaspoons
grated onion, 134 teaspoons salt and a scant 34 teaspoon pepper.
Mix well. Add 334 cups chopped pitted ripe olives; mix lightly,

i 50 thin slices whole-wheat bread and roll diagonally.

LMON-PATE SANDWICHES: Remove bones and skin from
Shree 1-pound cans red salmon. Mash. Add 9 tablespoons may-
onnaise, 34 cup tarragon vinegar and 1 tablespoon caper liquid. Mix
well. Add 34 cup finely chopped capers or 34 cup chopped chives;
mix lightly. Chill. Use thinly sliced white bread for these sandwiches.

Makes about 434 cups filling, 50 sandwiches.

ITAM-AND-ASPARAGUS ROLLS: Cook four 10-ounce pack-

* ages frozen asparagus spears. Drain well and chill. Mix to-
gether 434 cups canned deviled ham, 8 teaspoons Worcestershire
sauce, 4 teaspoons prepared mustard and 2 teaspoons each prepared
horse-radish and paprika. Chill. Cut 13 very thin slices from an
unsliced white sandwich loaf. Cut into 52 23i * squares. You should
get 4 squares from each slice. Spread with the mixture. Put one
asparagus spear diagonally across the square. Roll up. Place on a
tray and cover with a clean damp cloth. Refrigerate till serving time.

Makes 5 cups filling, 52 sandwiches.

% white pepper. Cool. Mix together 2 cups water-cress
leaves, 33 cup each parsley and coarsely chopped scallions, and 34
cup cut fresh dill. Buzz in a blender with 1 cup cold water, or put
through a food mill adding 1 cup cold water and letting stand 1 hour.
Strain through cheesecloth; squeeze to extract all liquid. Add 1 cup
of this liquid to cream sauce, also % cup mayonnaise, 7 tablespoons
lemon juice, 234 teaspoons sugar, 134 teaspoons prepared mustard
and 3 teaspoon liquid pepper seasoning. Beat until smooth. Chill.
Serve sprinkled with a few chopped water-cress leaves. Makes

about 6 cups sauce, about 25 servings. Double recipe to serve 50.

/"™REEN BEANS AU GRATIN: Heat three 1034-ounce cans
y cream-of-celery soup. Add 5 cups grated Cheddar cheese, 1
teaspoon salt and 34 teaspoon pepper. Cook and stir until cheese
melts. One hour before serving time, reheat sauce over low heat.
Also cook 10 packages frozen French green beans, using the following
method: Into each of 2 saucepans put 134 cups water, 2 teaspoons
salt and a rounded 34 teaspoon marjoram. Heat to boiling. Add 2
packages beans to each pan. Cook until just crisp-tender. Drain
thoroughly. Repeat, until all are cooked. Add 34 cup soft butter, 2
teaspoons celery seed and the hot sauce to the beans. Mix well
Transfer to two 134-quart shallow casseroles. Sprinkle each with 34
cup toasted, slivered almonds. Cover tightly. Bake in a slow oven,

300° F., for 34 hour. Makes 25 servings. Double recipe to serve 50.

GARDEN RECEPTION
FOR 50
SANDWICHES

50 each variety, total, 250—

5 per person

1. Cream-cheese-and-olive . .$ 3.08
2. Avocado-and-water-cress . .92
3. Salmon-pate. 3.26
4. Ham-and-asparagusrolls. . 4.08
5. Egg-and-crab-salad . . . . 1.92
BREAD

2 15" unsliced sandwich loaves . . .62
78" unsliced whole-wheat loaf . . 25
GARNISHES

for sandwiches—

water cress,

chicory, radishes,

parsley.. 69
Ruby Punch .. 14.13
Ice ring.. 18
Nuts—4 1-Ib. boxes @ $2.00 .  8.00

Mints—4 1-Ib. boxes @ $1.00. 4.00
Pistachio

ice cream—10 quarts  9.60
Vanilla ice cream—6 quarts . 2.97
Mint for garnishing ice cream .10

Instant coffee— 1 6-0z. jar—

Makes 4 gallons... .92
Light cream—2 quarts for

coffee.. 1.70
Lump sugar for coffee—

1b.box.. .28

Wedding cake (homemade)
approx.  8.00

$ 64.70

INDOOR WEDDING
BREAKFAST
FOR 50

Chicken Mousse... $ 15.93
Green Sauce.. 3.22
Wedding Sea Food ... 33.50
Green Beans au gratin . ..  9.12
Green salad with artichoke

hearts. 7.88

16 quarts strawberry sherbet
with 6 pints fresh

strawberries for garnish 22.50

GARNISHES
1. Chicken Mousse—radishes
and lettuce, tomatoes,

watercress....

2. Strawberry sherbet—
7/ bunch mint
Wedding cake (bought) . . . 22.00

Instant coffee— 1 6-ounce jar—

Makes 4 gallons 92
Light cream—2 quarts for
coffee.. 1.70
Lump sugar for coffee—
1db. box ... .28
$119.21



DR. SPOCK TALKS WITH MOTHERS

TELEVIS ,
RADIO,

COMICS
AND

MOVIES

By BENJAMIN SPOCK, M.D.

r a long time there’'s been controversy about the effects on children of

elevision and radio programs, comics and movies. Recent revelations
about the television industry, and the ending of advance censorship of movies,
have intensified the discussion. The chief concern has been about the in-
fluence of so much violence, crime and sex. There have also been questions
about the effect on schoolwork, homework and the reading of good books.

Let's try to tackle violence and crime first. A certain number of judges,
prosecutors and psychiatrists have been impressed with the frequency with
which a severe delinquent, asked in court where he ever got the idea for his
crime, has promptly answered, "In a comic book,” or, "On a television pro-
gram.” They have taken this as evidence that a child can be seriously cor-
rupted by these means.

Most psychiatrists haven't been willing to go so far. They’'ve admitted that
much on the air and in the comics is unwholesome, especially for certain
children. They've conceded that a cruel youth might pick up an ingenious
or fiendish idea from something he'd seen. But they've denied that a child
who was anywhere near normal to start with could be turned into a scoundrel
or a thug by any number of hours of viewing or reading. Most parents have

felt the same way too. They know continued on page 119

e are missing the main point—and acting too helpless—
W if we talk about television only from the negative point
of view of whether we need to protect our children from certain
programs.

It is the law of the United States that the air for broadcasting
belongs to the people. Since the channels are limited in number,
the Government grants the broadcasting right to stations on the
assumption that they will serve the public interest. It is largely
left to the Federal Communications Commission to determine
whether and how the public interest is to be served. It decides
such matters as the distribution of stations, the reliability of
corporations which apply for licenses. It could also set broad
policies regarding program content and advertising, through its
right to issue or withhold licenses. But over the years the com-
mission (whose members are appointed for fixed terms by the
President) has preferred to leave such matters largely to the sta-
tions and networks. The networks, to a great extent, have turned
over the choice of programs to the sponsors who are willing to
pay for them.

The sponsors and their advertising agencies are mainly in-
fluenced by the popularity rating a show receives. There is a
certain democratic justice in this system (if the rating services
are a reliable index), since the majority of the people are presum-
ably getting what they like to view. But when Westerns, murder,
variety and quiz shows are most popular, then sponsors and net-
works, in their obsession with high ratings, multiply such pro-
grams and ignore the lesser millions of people who would like
something different for themselves and for their children.

We are living in a period of history when America’s leadership
in the world, her way of life, ultimately her existence are being
challenged by a rival who is deadly serious about ''burying” us
(if only figuratively). The Soviet Union sees education as one of
her major weapons and is investing a much greater proportion
of her effort in it than we are.

Our educators and other leaders keep pointing to the serious
gaps in our schools and colleges, and to the fact that hundreds of
thousands of our youth who have the mental ability to profit
from a college training do not have the motivation to try for it.

Television is potentially the greatest educational force that
has appeared since schools and colleges were established and
printing was invented. It can go anywhere in the world to find
its subject matter. It can provide us with inspired performers,
speakers, experts in all fields, and use every dramatic aid. It can
deliver the production visually and audibly—and quite person-
ally, too—to every corner of the land.

Children can be fascinated by demonstrations of phenomena in
electricity, chemistry, biology, geology. They can respond to
inspiring Stories from history and literature just as well as to
meaningless tales of violence.

Then why are we letting our American children spend so many
hours watching rough stuff, clowning and mayhem? The fact
that this is the most efficient way to sell cereals doesn't seem a
good enough reason.

The suggestion has recently been made, in several quarters,
that Congress or the President should appoint a commission of
distinguished citizens to review thoughtfully all aspects of broad-
casting: its past accomplishments and deficiencies, its economics
and regulation. More important would be a fresh estimation of
its potential contribution to the nation in the future. The com-
mission would be concerned not only with increasing the enjoy-
ment of all kinds of people in the riches of music, drama, hu-
mor, literature, but also in broadening our understanding of our
world with the help of the scientist, the engineer, the historian,
the political commentator, the traveler.

Whether such a proposal for a review commission ever receives
consideration will depend on whether there are parents who

think it is important and will write their senators or the President.
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STORY

AS SUCH CKIL.MKS INCKKASK

We |l here IInt horrifying personal experience

of a trial lire woman, ol complete integrity, well known
to llie editors of this magazine. The editors

wondered whether the JournaL should publish this.

We fell, unless its publication could lead to

further protection from irresponsibly released inmates
of mental institutions, it were better not published.

In our dilemma, we laid the matter before

Mrs. Caroline K. Simon, Secretary of State for the
stall* of New York, one of the country’s most prominent
woman lawyers, who has worked for many years in
causes dedicated to the welfare of women and children.

She wrote us:
"This story should he printed.

"lhit the blame does not rest entirely with the authorities.
We citizens permit these things to go on. It isn’'t

just that the authorities don’t care enough.

It's we, the public, who don’t care enough either.

"1 worked with a group of women who finally succeeded,
after great effort, in getting a mental-health program
adopted. Guidance clinics were set up. Children and
adolescents who showed early signs of mental disturbance
or antisocial behavior received treatment at a time

when those conditions could he cured. Hut every year

| have been pained to see the budget for too many
mental-health departments set lower and lower.

"It may he too late to save the Jack Smith

of this particular story. Hut there are many others

who can he saved—anil little girls can be saved, too, and
women victims of criminal assaults, whom you at

the Journal, and |, as a woman, a mother

anil a grandmother, have so heavily on our minds."

Photograph by Neal Barr



FBI Uniform Crime Reports, based on country-wide statistics, tell the
tragic rise inforcible rape of 13 per cent in 1958 over 1957, bringing the
total to 14,560 cases. For the first nine months of 1959, the Reports show
an increase of 5per cent over thefigurefor the same period in 1958. In
73 per cent of the forcible-rape cases reported in 1958, an arrest was
made, and 45 per cent of the persons charged werefound guilty.

Sixty-five per cent of all sex crimes reported to the police are rape, ac-
cording to the FBI, and 65 per cent of the rapists are under twenty-one
years of age. These figures do not take into account, however, the large
number who plead a less serious offense such as assault or contempt of
court rather than submit to a psychiatric examination. What is even
more seriotis is the number of cases obscured as minor orfirst offenses,
and thus treated casually or lightly, though we know that the sex of-
fender is distinct from other types of first offenders. Only by expert
psychiatric examination and treatment can a sex deviate's type and de-
greeofdisturbance, with its resulting menace to society, be determined.
It is imperative, therefore, that he be spotted as early as possible.

Too often only a particularly terrifying sex crime will galvanise a
community into action. But hysteria-induced measures often prove
ineffective, or so ill-advised as to aggravate rather than help. The prob-
lem requires basically sound, stubbornly pursued community planning.
Full co-operation of local and state departments of correction, courts,
bar associations, judges, clergy, schools, medical specialists is needed.

WHAT. YOU CAN DO

Facts are hard to come by, but are essential as a working guide. You
canstudy thereportand arrestfiguresfrom your localpolice department;
become acquainted with thefile of known sex offenders precinct by pre-
cinct—so as to publicize the danger zones: examine the prosecutor's
records showing convictions and disposition of convicted offenders.

Study state sex-offender latvs. Do they need overhauling? Are they
widely disregarded? How do they providefor the sex deviate, the border-

The Story Begins Here

he first intimation | had that someone was in my house was the
eliekingofthe latch on the door of my first-floor bedroom. 1 am apro-
fessional woman, in my late fifties. My house is in arural section, and, my
children all happily married, | live alone. There are neighbors not too far
away, none within the sound of my voice, none in a position to see or take
alarm at any unusual happenings in my house. In our quiet little com-
munity, several of us widowed women live alone in housesout of sight and
sound of neighbors. We had not considered that we were living in danger.
This night, sometime after | turned out my light at 10:30, | thought

I heard movement outside, something sounded as if it had brushed
against the house. | raised myself in bed and looked out the window
nearest me. | saw nothing except my ear, sitting by the house in the
bright moonlight, and lay down again. | was not alarmed. | even heard
the dull, booming sound my ancient, heavy, outside cellar door makes
when it is opened. | listened intently then. But 1heard nothing after-

line psychotic who cannot be classified as “legally insane” and may be
freed after ashortsentence to commitfurther criminal acts?

Help young offenders. Begin with the Juvenile Bureau of the police
department, seeing that it has sufficient trained personnel; work for a
fully staffed psychiatric service in the Juvenile Courtfor early spotting
of the potential—as well as helpfor the actual—sex offender, the latter
to include probation and parole supervision.

Facilities for diagnosis and treatment. For defective delinquents of
intellectual deficiency or known sadistic behavior, .Maryland state laiv
provides special institutions, thereby preventing their release on short
sentences while still clearly dangerous.

In Yew Jersey, all convicted sex offenders are given psychiatric exami-
nation and treatment at the State Diagnostic Center at Menlo Park.
This service is available also on a voluntary basis to community agencies
and individuals.

Family-life and mental-health education. More help is needed for
youngsters lacking good home care and exposed to disorganizing emo-
tional experiences. Most effective in giving sex education and helping
the sexually aberrant youngster can be teamwork of home, church and
school.

Precautionary measures. Insist on brightlighting and adequate police
patrols in public places. Callpublic attention to unprotected areas, such
as large housing developments, not patrolled by municipal police. Work
for the installation ofalarm bells in self-service elevators, and attendants
on duty in basement laundries, which should be locked at night.

Keep awayfrom isolated or unsavory neighborhoods even during the
day, and do not hesitate to call for help. " It isfar better to scream than
to run from the danger of being attacked,” says Yew York Police Com-
missioner Kennedy. “A woman or girl alone on a dark street, especially
late at night, is a natural preyfor the degenerate, despite patrols and
special attention. Policemen cannot be in all places at all times. And

the sex criminal strikes without warning."” Margaret Hickey.

ward so | was still not alarmed. Deer come up to my very door. Dogs and
raccoons investigate my garbage can. Trees and old houses produce
strange sounds of their own, especially on a winter night. 1 finally
attributed this sound, too, to some innocent cause, or to my imagination.

It was perhaps twenty minutes after that, still with no further sound,
not even the creak of a floor board, when the latch rattled on my bed-
room door. 1think it must have been around midnight.

That sound could not have been made by the Mind or an animal. |
rose up out of my bed by reflex action and started toMard the door, call-
ing out, "Who is it? Who is there?*

The latch clicked more decisively. There Mas no attempt at secrecy
now. | Mas more than halfway across the room when the door Mas
thrown open boldly.

A man entered, half crouching. A man in shirt sleeves, young, and
completely strange to me. It Mas as CONTINUED ON PAGE 162



64

By JOHN D. MACDONALD f Ben and Ginny Weldon had only had the time to sit down quietly and think things

through, they might have seen just how they were heading for a time of crisis. More

than crisis, in fact. “Disaster” is not too mild a word, not when all the hope and prom-
I ise is so great. By careful prediction they could have guessed that the early months

of 1959 would be the time of ultimate trial, but of course they had no time to sit

down and think. They would have admitted a growing uneasiness, small forewarnings of doom

which were briskly poked back down into the subconscious whenever they became aware of them.

Marriage is a small
iant and hopeful. But the
tide tricky, and the buoys

in mist.They had set out in

brave ship, and embarkation is val-
channel is narrow, the set of the
and markers forever shrouded

a tighter ship than most, which

TR AP

OF

SOLID

G 0

This W]is the time of showdown.
Ginny said, "What are you going
to dq, Ben?”

L D

All she wanted



is a matter of luck, a factor for which you can be grateful without
ever making the mistake of believing you have earned it. They were
whole people, with the capacity to give and receive love in equal
measure, with humor to give them that special balance of objec-
tivity, with good looks, health, education, ability and uncontrived
charm. These factors are luck. You have to earn all the rest of it.

And so it was a special shock to realize that by 1959, after ten
years of marriage, the copilots had lost the channel, the wind was
rising, and the thunderous reefs were sickeningly close.

Marriage courts and counselors relate that the one most
prevalent cause of marital difficulty is money. This seems a

small, mean, shabby thing, with no dignity in its connotation

of bickering. But money is a strange poison. It is an index of se-
curity, and when it becomes a problem it has a nasty tendency
to tinge those other less tangible aspects of security with despair.
n view of Ben Weldon’s position and his ability, it is

both ludicrous and tragic that money should have

been the hidden rock that cracked the hull of the

stout little ship. By 1959 there were five in the boat.

Chris, at eight, was a small boy full of areas of

a deadly earnestness, but with such a brimming joy in being
alive that he was afflicted with frequent seizures of a wild and
manic glee which would take him whooping to the top of a tall

tree in a startlingly few moments. CONTINUED ON PAGE 86

was aMiracle..witli aPrice tag
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IN WINSTON CHURCHI

Tw -/ fO ffW l's

L'SLIFE

By RICHARD HARRITY AND RALPH G. MARTIN

(Adaptedfrom " The Winston Churchill Story” a pictorial biography soon to be published by Duell, Sloan & Pearce, Inc.)

The two great ladies
whom he has always loved and
whose devotion and loyalty
have contributed
to his greatness.

His His
American mother: English wife:

"She shonefor "W e were married

me like the evening star.” and lived happily ever after.”

ehind Winston Leonard Spencer Churchilll, the greatest Brglishman
of the century, there have been two great wonren: his Brooklynbom
nother, Jenie Jerare, whose forebears fought under George Wesh-
ington; and hiswife, derrentine Hozier, agrandoaughter of the severth
Earl of Airlie, the ancient Soots faily whose notto is "To theend.”
"Father of the Arrerican Turf” and huilder of Jerore Aenue in the
Brorx, Leonard Jeronre was a self-nade Wall Street millionaire and onner
of The New York Times, Who at 72 acoepted the drallenge of a cirous strong
men and knodked him sersdess. His daughtter Jermnie, a great beauty en-
doned with extreordinary vitality and a first-rate intelligenoe, took London
by stormat the end of the nineteenth century. On Noverrber 30, 1874, when
Winston wes bom 1o Jermie and Lord Randolph Churchill, third son of
the Duke of Marlborough, a racing friend of her family wote: "Interesting
breeding. Starrina always goes through the dam and pece through the sire.”
Jermie hed stanrina to spare. When Lord Randolph died, avictimof palitical
disgopointrent and dHlicate health, she guided their son Winston along tre
peth thet would ore day leed himto his date with destiny. Winston, alweys
a poor student, failed at schodl agein and again. When e firelly graduated
from Sandhurst, Bgland’s West Point, and wes assigned as a young sub-
atem to India, she sent him good books to reed during his long off-duty
hours. Anong these wes GIbboN's pecline and Fall of the Roman Empire,
which helped to fom his onn literary style and from which he can still
quote whole pages from mrenrory. When he first stood for Parliarent, his
nother advised and courseled him as she hed his father before him After
she died he peid her this tribute: "My nother always seenred to e a fairy
princess; a radiant being possessed of limitless ridhes and poner.” Long
years later when, as Prine Minister of England in her darkest hour, he first
addressed a joint session of the Congress of the United States of Arrerica,
he addedt "'l wish indeed thet my nrother, whose menory | cherish across
the \eil of years, could have been here to see e
The second handmeiden to Churchill’s greatress is "Clemie,” or—to
wse his favorite term of endeanmrent—"Dear Cat.” Still straight, slimand
tl at 74, the fomrer Aemrentine Hozier hes firely aut features, gray-green
eyes and silvery hair. She hes hed the starrina and strength to nretch—ard,
nore inportant, o protect—his oan. Living always under the pressures of
public dffice, she hes edke her husband’s career her chief concem; as wife,
nother and grandnother, she hes maneged es well o neke a hgpy hore.
Gay and gradious, with a will s strong as her husband's, Lady Churchill
knons how to plan agood, salid Bglish dinner around a joint of beef, with
dl the right wines and liquors. Sir Winston ance  described his narmiage
as "the nrost fortunate and joyous evertt which heppered to e in the whole
of ny life. For what can be more glorious than to be united in ore’s walk
through life with a being incapeble of an ignable thought?”
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amie, by a torent of tears, and Lord Randolph, by dedaring thet

he "loved her nore then life,” firdlly overcare the strenuous ab-

jections of the doughty old Duke of Marlborough and hotheaded
Leorard Jerane. The Anglo-Arerican marmiage wes ararpged, ad tre
union blessed by two sons: Jdn, the younger; and Winston, whom his
nother called "the raughtiest sell boy in the world” Jernie Jerore
cdearty loved her son Winston, though, and devoted herself toguiding him
and aurbing the heedong and unBglish drive which he hed inherited
fromhis Yankee grandfather. Above all she believed in him and her belief
wes a beacon light thet never failed this young-manrina-hurry who said
when hewes 21, "'l amgetting absurdly old.” He adired his nother’s

aezing vigor and vitality—which she begueathed to im "While 1 hed
been busy in South Africa,”” wrote Winston, recalling his experiences as
a correspondentt in the Boer War, inwhich he hed been captured and hed
escaped, "my nother hed not been idle at hore. She hed raised a fud,
cptivated an Arrerican millionaire, dotained a ship, equipped it with a
full staff of nurses and every confort. After a stonmy voyage she hed
amived at Durban and eagerly anaited a corsignent of wounded. She
received her younger son as the very first casuealty treated on board the
hospital shipmaine. | tookafewdays’ leave togoand seeter. . . . Captain
Percy Soott, comrander of the amroured cruiser Terrible . . . nemed the
4.7-inch gun thet he hed mounted on a railvay truck after my nother and

His
Mother:

7 loved her dearly,
hut at a distance.”

This sipdle fourstory bridk building at 46
Herry Street, Brookdyn, rowvbears abroee
plaoue which reecs:
In this houee in January 1880 wes bom
Jarie Frare
Later Lady Randolph Churchill
Srewss tre nother of
The Rt Hon Wirston Spernoer Grurdhill
Prine Minister of Great. Britain And
Staunch Friend of the United States
This plagLe is ereded s a renorid
to Lady Churdhill
To evidae the esteemard affection
inwhichher smisheld
By the pecple of the United States

Three years later he wote his nrother his first letter: "My Dear
Mamg, | andad you ae corirg © s s | hed such a nice
bethe in the s todey. Love to Papa, your lovirg, Winston™”



even eventually organized a visit for her to the front to see it fired” Later
when Winston entered palitics she canpeaigned for himand gaired neany
votes for his cause by her dramrmand wit. To further his career she pulled
many a silken string with royalty and the Cabinet, and, while she lived,
listened to every ore of his parliamentary addresses from the distimguished
Misitors’ gellery of the House. Many years earlier, when Lord Randolph
ended his pdlitical career by resigning as Chancellor of the Exchequer, he
hed broken with tradition by refusing to pess his robes on o his suooessor.
His widow; in a mother’s belief that Winston would ore day wear his fa
ther’s rabes, saved themin an old tinbox. She died three years before
this prerronition wes proved tree.

Vassive BerheimGastle wes huilt by the Qronn to commrenorate the
victories of Ghurchill’s ancestar, Jom, the first Duke of Marlborough

Lady Randolph and sars, Jdm (left) and Winston "Winston Grurdhill
wss alvays o precodiaus,” wote Ridhard Harding Davis, “thet | carot
recdl the timewhen hewas yourgeouch tobe Lady Randolph'ssmn. Ger-
tainly | carot recall the time whensrewes dd eough tobe hisroter.”

"She sanbecarre anardant ally,” Wirston recalled, “furttering ny plars
ad guarding ny interests with dl her influence and bourdless erergy.”

Lady Randolph Churdhill, dressed as Bivpress Theo-
dosia at a fanpydress ball at BerheimCastle. Se
wss atterding a party there, when sre suddenly left
the bellroom humied doan the lagest heliway in
Bgland, and gave birth t Winston inadcekraom
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BROWN BROTHERS

The Bgpged Goyde: derentire eqaressss the essae of deganoe, while
Wirstonlodks benildered at the progpect of Iesirg His status as abedrdllar.

His Marriage:

Onefamilyfriend
predicted it would not
last a month.

m  /henWinston Churchill proposed to Aerentine Hozier she
W W wes called "the loeliest worren inall Egland,” and hewes

T * knoan as "an inpossible young upstart.” Thirty-four, with
bright red hair and blazingblue eyes, he was onthe arest of trevave
as awiter, and headed for palitical heights as the yourgest nenrber
of the cebiret. As he put it bluntly at: the tine, "Sorretinres | think
| could carry the whole wiorld on ny shoulders.” Qenentire cane
froma goad faily, hed been well educated, and wes poor—sore-
thing of a sin in that money-conscious period. Her father, Gdl. Sir
Henry Hozier, hed senved before his death in Ching, Abyssinia and
India with the 3rd Dragoors; for meny years Genrentire hed lived
with her widoned nrother in Diggpe. There the young worren hed
gpired a perfect knoaledge of French, and on retuming t Bgland
gave French lessons and acted as conrpanion to an old ledy to nreke
ecs meet. When she acogpted Winston's proposal, denrentire
said, "Now | have got you, the trouble will be t© keep you.” To
which he relied, "You will fird thet no trouble, my dear.” Lady
Randolph Churchill, who hed knoan derentire since she wes a
beby, highly gpproved of the ratch. Their wedding, the social event
of that London season, took place at St Margaret's Church, West-
mirster, on Septerrber 12, 1908 The bride wore a princessstyle
white-ivory satin dress, a cororet of orange blossonrs, and a lovely
\eil of point de Venise lace which Lady Randolph hed wom at her
onn wedding. The Churchills received presents from the king ad
thequeen and the cabiret, and, likeall young married couples, rany
duplicate presents induding: 25 candlestidss, 21 inkstands, 20silver
bowls, 15veses, 14silver trays, 8 sets of salt odllars and 10dgarette
cases. Lord Reading, who atterded the wedding, looked at the hand-
sare young couple and saidt "There are two lively dhips. The mar-
riagewill not lest anonth.”” The nable prophet hes so farbeen off tre
markby 5lyears, several nonttsandafewdays. There havebeenonly
two inportant wonen in Churchill’s life: his nother and his wife.

He wes a sodd maverickwhere dothes were corcenmed. He ware the convertiorel
top hat, frodkcoat and striped trousers to the wedding, but hisshoes were broan

THE

WINSTON CHURCHILL
WEDS MISS HOZIER

Young British Cabinet Minister
Has Political Foe as His
Best Man.

CRUSH AT THE CEREMONY

Not 8lnee the Greet Buffragette Dem-
enetration Hee There Been 8uch a
Crowd In Westminster Squire.

geedlel Cble o Thy New York Tik i
bONUON. Sept. 12—Wneton Spen-
wr_Churchill. President of the Board
/ Trade, wes maried In this city this them
iftemoon to Clementine, daughter of
o Tate Sir Henry Montagu Holler

ey for Uoyds, The ceremony co
Jred at SU Margaret's Church, .the

The wedding story in The

c THE NEW YORK T

0 depart on hi

TIMES 'S SPE
Toar of being Imm

g 1 Pl mmm.&’{ss MAKING OF A MAN
attending the cer
- " BYTHE MAN'S WIFE

the leaders of both political parties and
persons prominent In society to the

crowds of the curious gathered In the Mr. Barrie™ “What Every Woman
church and In front of the home of the oy s+ pescribe* the Process

Su Margarets wes decorated with  Very Subtly and Delightfully.
palms and a profusion of white flowers.
The Bishop of St. Aepath conducted the

cerermony, Bishop Welldon, who . B
ceremorny. and Biehop welldon, W0 SHE "TYPES " HIS SPEECHES

to the newly married couple. Jon Shend Beco
Shortly after 2 oclock Mr, Churchill, ™'~ X mes Cabinet V-
with his best man. Lord Hugh Qacn terial Because Mrs. John Shsnd Has
entered the church by the Sense of Humor He Lacks.
et e ere i the e ook
Der mother ard brother entered Y 1 reciel QuresorctrsThsNew YoaxTluea
sister down the aisle to thealtar, where LONDON, Sept. 5— What Is charm! ™
M Churchil and is best mén met stk ore of the harcters n 3 M Bar
bridesmeids were Miss rle's new comedy,. " What Every Worren

Netre Hosaer sister of the bride; Miss Knows,” produced last night at the Duke
Horatla Seyrour, daghter of the late o

Seymmour;
Whyte, daughter of Lad
Whte: Miss Claire Freaen: niece of

New York Times, Qe his grandfather’s pgper.
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CIAL CABLE PIS

Mr. Barrie Walking With Henry James.
Whet playwright Janes Barrie (left) said in what Every \Toman knows, Ceentire alreedy krew

The realyweds pramerecke with the Dudhess of Sutherlard (right) at Deawmille, the start Frech reart
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His Wife

"Never has one great man
owed so much

to agreat woman.”

Sir Wirstor's onn favorite peinting of a
tgpestry at Berteim Castle. “It wes at
Blernheim”hehessaid, "thet | mecethetwo
nst inportant deasias of ny life Qe
wes to be bom there ard the otfer wes to
be mamed” (Churchill prgposed in a pae
wvilion by tre lake rear tre castle) "1 have
rever hed cauee to regret either dedsian”

he worren behind a man of genius must: have a gentle genius

herself. There could be no better exporent of this art then Lady

Churchill.” For over fifty years Lady Churchill hes been the

partrer of agreat man. While living nearly always in the line-

light, Se hes mareged to provicke a rich and renarding home
life. Like Jernie Jerone, she hes agreat loe of life and a linitless
loyalty to Winston Churchill. Wise, witty and wamrhearted, she
can bank the fierae blaze of his fiery tenperarent and tum it into a
dlon. She hes shared his defeats and disgppointirents, sorrons and
supoeses, and hes leamed to protect him from the world and from
hinself. She hes hed five childrent Randolph, Diarg, Sarah, Mary,
and Marigold Frances (who died in her third year); and now thereare
nire grandchildren. She hes carpeigned with Winston, acted s his
searetary, listered o his speedhes when he wes preparing them
helped himbuild his brick wall at Chertwell in Kent, mede himtake
his ceily nep and wear a het in rainy weather, filled his long life with
love, and sened as his "'compess bearing.”

"If there isa dedision t be mede,” said Phyllis Moir, his fonrer
private secretary, "Mrs. Churchill s invarigbly corsulted. Working
with Mr. Churchill, 1 soon grew acoustored to the ay 'denrie,
Qemmie’ which seened 1o ring along the goartirent: all day log.
1 never heard the Churchills argue or quarrel.”

For his part, he hes always corsidered his wife first, irsisting tret
his "Dear Cat” be given the prenrier place of inportance by his sice.
Before meking an address in the House of Commrors, he always
nodoked as agesture of respect 1 his wife, seated in the Distinguished
Visitors' Gallery his Anerican nother hed once graoed. Once at
Crartwell, while playing termis, "Cemmie” slipped and fell on the
ocout. Churchill, then well along in years, deshed doan from his
study and, brushing everyore asice, pided her wp in his anrs and
carried her to her room She s the ane person towhom he hes alvays
listened. As ore friend put it, "She knows how t mernege Winnie.”

Lady Churchill’s philasophy on how to live with agenius and love
it is best sumred wp in a speech she mece shortly after the end of
World War I1: "If you fird yourself in corflict with nmen, never be-
coe aggressive inyour rivalry,” Lady Genentine adMvised. "She who
foroes her point may well lose her advantage. You will gain far nmore
by quietly holding to your convictiors. But even this must be with
art, and abowve all with a seree of hunor.”

Mrs. Grurdhill and her hushand (center) watching military marewvers at
Aldergotjust before Vardd Ver |. Duing thisaorflict ewes indrarge of
feading200,000to 300000pecpleaviesk: Afterthe Anristice, thekingrenred
her a Gommander of the British Brpire for her autstanding war work

As Prime Minister in World War 11 when the only praise he aoud
give to the peqle of Britain was "blood, til, tears and sneat,” his wife
toured tre battered dity of London with im Al during the blitz Mrs.
Crurchill shered with himthe bunker built beresth 10Downing Street.

After senirg five Bdlish sovereig s fronMictoria Regina to Hizabeth 11,
Sir Wirston retired penrarently. Here Lady Grurdhill, adting ss hostessa
lest tirre at 10 Dovhing Street, bids adieu to the queenand Prince Phillip



In tre years fdlloning tre first war, she canpeigned with Ghurdhill. When Ghurdhill suffered pdlitical reverses in tre late Twenties, and
Their notorcar wes wsLelly deoorated with a bunch of white heather Ass forod into samiretirenent for ten years, his wife wes alvays at his
franMrs. Ghurchill’s rative Soodlard, sent by “Nurse and the Chilldren™ sick "'l hed o icka thet ardirery life could be so interesting,” he said

After V-E Day he was again defeated in the British dectios and ae Like Dick\Whittington, thricermayorof London, Grurdhill aaesbeckagain
nore he ad his wife tured their beds on pudic life I regret,” ke & Prine Minister with his farous "'V gesture ad his lagart ""The anly
said, "that | have not been penmitted to finish the work agairst Jepen™ arsaertodefeat isvictory.”"Aenrie,” hiscomraceat ans, bearrsathim

The Ghurdhills, acoopanied by three of their granddhildren, atterd the Mr. and Mrs. Bgland at the tine of their golden amniversary. As hepre-
dristening of a new granddhild (being held by a nurse). "Where does dicted at. their mariage, they hed lived hgppily ever after for fifty years.
the fanily start?” Gurdhill ae wote. "It starts with a youg men
falling in love with a gi—o superior aterative hes yet been foud™”
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- You're writing a hook about love’he said.
‘Well, its high time you learned something about it.

"uck o fthe

by Dorothy Blaci

I had always wanted to be a writer, and Aunt Ruth, who brought

me up, said | might as well try. "For if your face is to be your fortune, Liz,” she said,
"you'll certainly go hungry.” Like most girls, |1 longed to be beautiful, but | knew 1
wasn’'t, and | was so shy Fd go miles rather than meet someone T knew in the street
and have to talk to him.

And from around fourteen onward | was always in love.

| started with asheep Fd brought up as alamb, on a bottle. lidolized it. | had a sort
of notion that with patience | could teach it to talk. Kids get crazy ideas. Then we went
away for the holidays and when we got back Aunt Ruth told me it had been sent to the
butcher, and | wanted to die.

| went down and asked the butcher if it was true, and he said it was. Consumed a
fortnight previously, he said. He was sorry | was so sorry about it, and he was a gentle,
handsome man, so | fell in love there and then with him. He was married with a grown-
up child, but that is the beauty of falling in love at fourteen. Little things like that
make no difference whatever.

After that it was the vicar. After that the doctor. Then some young men who came
to the village for holidays. None of them ever returned my passion. | got quite accus-
tomed to worshiping from afar.

| was just as hopeless when | was seventeen. 1did not know how to dress, or do my
hair, and as by then Aunt Ruth had died, and 1 looked after Uncle Jack and did the
housekeeping myself, there was no one to tell me. | concentrated on my book, for if |
could not be beautiful there was still a chance I might be famous.

I never got asked to any parties. It was apart of the country where people changed a
good bit, and after Aunt Ruth died we never seemed to get to know the new ones. And
in any case, if Fd gone to the dances | would have had no one to dance with.

Sometimes Uncle Jack looked at me anxiously. "You ought to go out more, my

dear. You ought to get around. If your dear aunt was continued on page ill






ADLAI STEVENSON

By MARGARET RVRTON

One Democrat never talks about Stevenson for President:
the two-time candidate himself. While others fight in the primaries,
Stevenson, somewhat above the din of partisan battle,
works hard, lives pleasantly, occasionally—and usually brilliantly—
speaks his mind to a world grown accustomed
to listen to the wisdom of his words.

W hen Adlai Stevenson visited Poland in 1958 he was asked the

inevitable question: did he intend to run for the presidency of
the United States for a third time? "No,” he answered briskly. "Do you
know that a candidate has a hard life? He is obliged to shave twice daily,
and that is not for me.”

With varying degrees of levity or seriousness, he has answered the
same question in the same way dozens of times since then. He resists
having his name entered in primaries. He refuses to give interviews if the
interviewer proposes to treat him like a candidate. He rather conspicu-
ously ignores scuffles between Democratic hopefuls, and at a time this
spring when the infighting was promising to become severe he planned to

be off on a six-week tour of South America. "1’'ve done what I've been

At sixty Stevenson maintains rugged
health, sometimes watches his weight,
exercises by playing tennis in summer,
long walks around his estate in winter.

Three Adlais in one family is no problem to
Nancy Stevenson. Her father-in-law is “Gov,”
her husband is "Ad,” and her son is "Adlai.”
Here they are joined by brother-in-law Borden
(left), daughter Lucy and dogs Merlin and Joker.
John Fell, Mr. Stevenson’s youngest son, was
in Switzerland when this picture was taken.



called upon to do to the best of my ability,” he says with a philosophical shrug. "Now I'm
beginning to slow down a little and enjoy life.”

Yet despite the disclaimers, the ghost of the twice-defeated candidate continues to remain
a ruddy and vigorous specter on the political scene. This winter a New York newspaper printed
a cartoon showing a watchful and beady-eyed Adlai seated at the top of a flight of stairs,
and a most uncomfortable-looking Senator John F. Kennedy crouching near the bottom.
Senator Kennedy, whose presidential ambitions are not entirely unknown, was muttering to
himself the familiar lines: "Yesterday upon the stair, | saw a man who was not there. He was
not there again today. Oh dear, | wish he'd go away!”

Whether or not Mr. Stevenson wishes to haunt the stairs leading to the political arena,
that is where he remains, unable to retire to the upper reaches of private life for the simple

reason that a great many Democrats still think he’s their best man. continued on page 174

The library is a good place for reading, writing,
listening to music—and meditating on the world.

"He'll play with his grandchildren for hours
and never grow impatient," says their nother.
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Beautiful
Cottons

Qur dhirt, inwhite cotton satin,
hes ayde, adlar ad affs
of a roserinted borckr. The

aoEt, anawocadogeen
aunmrerbud. Both deds ad
shirtare ogLe Design No. 9880

OTHER VIEWS, SIZESAND PRICES
OF VOGUE PATTERNS ON PAGES 172 AND 173

Buy Vogue Pattems at the store which sells them
in yourcity. Or order by mil, enclosing check or
ney order,* from Vogue Pattem Service,
nam Ave., Greenwich, Conn.; or in Canada from
198 Spadina Ave., Toronto, Ont. Some prices
slightly higher in Canada. (*Conn. residents please
add sales tax.) These pattems will be sent third-
class mail. If ou esire shipment first o mal
please include 10c additional for each pattem
ordered. © Vogue

Sorre of our favorite cottons are the least expensive. We love the look of

a pastel dress trimmed with a brilliant grape-vine border, of a garden-flower stripe (straight
from the decorating department), of giant-sized zinnias arranged border fashion

on an ankle-length skirt. Low-cut backs are a coming summer fashion and a pretty way

of showing off a tan. Many of these dresses are easy to meke . . . an are pretty

to wear. See others on pages 172 and 173. By NORA O'LEARY patten Editor



Inflower-garden colors ...

decorative fabrics...

Any one can beyoursfor an afternoon ofsewing.

Most of us love adress that does
double duty. This dimturgLoise
aotton sheath with short deaves is
awocerful besic. The pus isthe
goron. e have bordered aurs with
awicegrgpevireborderinanatching
adar. Vogue Design No. 4108

For varmsunmer eenirngs an
apetio, or trelacal country-dub
danoe, whet could be prettier
then anardelegth dess

with a giant-sized floner borcer?
The lag stole rrekes a perfect
wrap ad it can be drgped saverd
ways. Vogue Design No. 99aL

Mawnve isa lovely sunmer acdla—
espedially when it is acoented with
puple. Our heavy ribbed-ootton
desshesadegpv back (it ean

be higrer if you like) ad tre
ddrtismoretten  yards wice
Add a degper-hued ribbon
advidets. Vogue Design No. 4104

The eydlet shirtvaist is arnew

sumer faarite. Qurs, inblue with
enbroickered white dots, gives a

striped effect. The deave hes o
lerpths, the sdrt is full.

VogLe Design No. 9957. Add abunch of
lilies of tre \valley at tre waistlire.

amusing trimmings.
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mothers right

An eminent obstetrician says that hospitals must provide the sympathetic, understanding
care every mother needs when she gives birth. Good doctors are admitting to one another
that maternity care is suffering from short-cut methods. Can extra hands be trained

to help, within the limits of good medical practice? A growing number of physicians believe they can.



Who willdeliver 5 million babies in 19657

Sir million in 1970 ?

THE CHALLENGE
TO AMERICAN OBSTETRICS

By Dr. HERBERT THOMS, with BRUCE BMVEN, Jr.

pregrant worman's psydhological well-being isas inportant as her

ical heelth This fact, soretines overlooked, calls for im

proverrent in our rrethods of ratemity care, many of which are out-
of-chte.

The urgent question iswhether we, s dostetriciars, are tredting
nothers in a manner thet is psycholagically appropriate to the real
quelity of the exqperience of pregnancy and chilcbirth. In too nany
instances, the arswer is o.

Qur record of safe deliveries of living bebies is as good &s it is
because dl but a srall peroentage of Anrerican bebies noware bom in
hospitals. But, desirable as hospitalization is from a safety stand-
point, itis noexause for routine, inflexible, asserrbly-line dbstetrics.
The worren in the hospital waiting to have a beby is not a ”’patient”
in the ordinary seree of theword. On the contrary, she is undergoing
anexperience as unlike illness as is imegineble. Her whole being—her
errotios as well as her body—is engaged in a wonderfully subtle,
creative endeavor. She s in the midst of the greatest noments of her
life. She deserves 1o be treated accordingly.

The practical problers of running a hospital must not take
precedence over the mother’s enotional needs. If they do o. it is
poor obstetrics. Most matemity hospitals (and nost matemity
units of general hospitals) need a brand-new atnosphere. | knowof
no resson why all the intimecy of the hore should be lost in the
hospital. It should be dear thet the nother—not her doctor, nor the
hospital—es the starring rdle. She is entitled to feel a serse of
acconrplishrent.

Hospital techniques and hospital attitudes can be dhanged. And
hospital buildings can be renodeled. They can be mede tofitwhatever
sdenrewe, as physidars, insist yoon. We should dermand nothing
less than the best possible matermal care. For childbirth is, as
Helene Deutsch, a forenost authority, hes said, "the great-
est and nost gratifying experience of worren, perheps of hu-
man beings."

1 amnot talking about abstetrics in a dreamworld. Here at New
Haven, at the Yale Medical Genter, we have a nmatemity program
which enbraces nost of the things | have nentioned. It proves thet
what | amurging is both desirable and possible. It is called the Prep-
aration for Childbirth Program and its director is Prof. C. Lee Buxton,
My suooessor as heed of Yale’s Departrent of Chstetrics and Gynecol
ogy. | consider myself fortunate in having been assodated, from its
beginning thirteen years ago, with this effort to find—and o provide
fedilities for—an idedl way of having a beby. The future of Arerican
abstetrical practice, I’'moorvinoed, lies in the direction this program
hes taken Thanks to it, we can now envision in sore detail the kind
of metemity care thet should be available, as a natter of course,
everywhere in the country. CONTINUED ON PAGE 114

Trained obstetricians are deereasing

DOCTORS
CAN'T DO IT ALONE

By THE EDITORS

s the rere fact of survival of nother and chilld all there is to this

business of metemity care? When we discharge from the hospi-
td a living nother with physical ad nmental scars from a highly
traunatic eqperience, and a child living but braindameged becaise o
one wes around o recognize early signs of the babyzin-utero being in
distress, is thet ajob well done?”

So asked a distinguished physician, on the dbstetrical staff of ore
of the greatest teaching hospitals in the world, of a professional gathr
ering. His remarks were typical of a newnote of self-ariticismwhich is
spreading throughout the dbstetrical profession tocky.

The tremrendous growth of hospital care in this country within a
single gereration (in 1936 only 37 per cent of live births took place in
hospitals; tocky the figure is 96 per cent), together with steedily
dnindling matemal- and infant-nortality rates, hes long been ajustifi-
able source of price. Yet today an ugly fact must be faced: for the last
two years the inconplete figures for infant deatts have shown a dlight
rise (although the United States is still anmong the safest places in the
world inwhich to be delivered of a baby). Hospitals and dinics have
beconre notoriously overcronded and understaffed. Costetrical lead-
ers—teaching doctors, chiefs of famous metropalitan hospitals, officars
of professional assodiatiors—are telling their colleagues with groning
ugency thet today’s routine metemity care, though good, is not
good enoLgh

The doctors’ ariticisims have been nmany, but nost of them cone
fromagrowing recognition thet present hospital routines do not take
into acoount the psydhological well-being and satisfactionof a healthy,
nomal nother. One of the greatest nanes in Airerican dostetrics
wrote in anartide for the U.S. Children’s Bureau, "The nost preva:
lent ariticism. . . [leveled] at Anerican natemity care isour asserrbly-
lire method of naneging patients, espedally the fact thet they are
often left alone throughout nost of labor. . . . There can be no ques-
tion about the gereral Validity of this critidsm™

"Asserbly-line methods” conre from a shortage of trained per-
somel, ladk of tine on the part of overworked practitioners. The
resuits are felt in alnost every phese of childbirth, beginning with
preratal care. Good doctors are agreed thet the greatest single factor
erablinga mother to approach chilldbirth with confidence and courage
isan understanding of whett is about t heppen to her. Physiologic—or
natural—chilcbirth, a president of an abstetrical association rerminded
his merrbership, is "nurtured by proper instruction to the nother as
o whet  expect and how to participate,” and he pointed out thet
this instruction is the dbostetrician’s job. Yet nost worren in Anerica
.re delivered by busy general practitioners. How nmany of themhave
tine o sit doan and teach the mother what: she needs to knoa? How
many srall hospitals offer prenatal dasses not only in beby care, but
in the prooess of having a beby? continued ON PAGE 116
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John Prince and his wife, Catherine, have a unique
place in Washington society. Superb food taste
diverted a literary career into the culinary spot-
light at some of Washington's most important
dinners, where the Princes cater to diplomats and

generals and often attend the parties themselves.

Good Cookin

and Common Sense

By JOHN PRINCE We hae al heard, andwe have heard it all our lives,

that French cooking is the firest in the world. Indkeed, we
have heard it so often thet sore of us are ever so fainty
tired Of hearing it The joke of this is thet a Frendhman
would agree with Ls. We are right to be tired, he'd say—
granted the strange notiors of French cooking which sore
of s hae.

Gererally spesking, our Frenchmen would say, Frerch
oookingis divided into two kinds, "high cooking' and "horre
ocooking”

"High cooking” is resenved for certain right lofty places
ad tinres—like high dressmeking and high nrathenatics.
Relatively few French people cone into contact with it very
often It is the abuse, or fake presentation, of this sort of
ocooking which gives s our false notiors of all French cooke
ing; and the ause ooours, of course, in exersive restaur
rants set up as traps for tourists—or for the getrichquids
who are as funy at table as they are in thelr hets.

Meannhile, with certain reservations, "honme cooking”
in France nears just whet it rears here. And even the great
chef, who would think nothing of carving angels in butter
as a centerpiece, would agree thet the truest French cooking
is " home 00OKING.” | can give you an amusing proof of this.

Onee, when | wes a student at the Cordon Bleu Schodl
of Gooking in Paris, our dass wes set the prablem of decorat-
ing a poedhed cgopon. We were continued ON page 122

THREE FAMILY MENUS

MENU | pictured opposite

Our roast leg of lamb seasoned only with garlic
and rosemary is accompanied by plump plum
tomatoes and an easy eggplant casserole.

ROAST LEG OF LAMB
CURRANT JELLY
EGGPLANT CASSEROLE
PEAR-SHAPED TOMATOES
FRENCH BREAD BELGIAN ENDIVE SALAD
APPLE-PECAN DESSERT

Planned for 6

MENU 11

SPARERIB-AND-SAUERKRAUT CASSEROLE
SAUTEED QUARTERED APPLES
LITTLE BOILED POTATOES
HOT FRUIT DESSERT SOUR-CREAM SAUCE

Planned for 4

MENU 11l

SOUTHERN FRIED FISH
BUTTERED BABY CABBAGE
BATTER BREAD
EASY STRAWBERRY ICE CREAM

Planned for 4






The Amrerican Irstitute of Faily Rllatiars bes just aoneted its thirtieth
year of phliced rationdireded tonad stragtteningmramege ardfamilylife
thoughout tre aontirert. It hes coureded nmore then 100000 a0 s & its
hesct erters (5287 Sureet Bodevard, Los Artdles, Glliformia), and Fesalso
f’dpzd aveaiyg'&mr runber ﬂ"rugﬁ its pdlicatias, notion pidures,
redio ad tHevision prayans, lectures ad caresotae Qeof tein
tarestirg firdings fram this uniqLe eqaiae is the inportaree of sered
regestionad soad life When o have entirdly differat points of
vievan this slject, as did Letty ard Greg in the caee here desaribed), their
rdatiaghipis likely toke injured inrany other vays. If they enagee an
sarethings tret theywould erjoydarg tagether, adgvesaetine to trese
adivities In conmon, ﬂ’BrV\f‘deFHﬂ"BQ’lplSllldyDtElnﬂaﬂi Ifa

(npefaal thet their namiage rescs sSmeinproanatt, this is anessyvay
todat . ﬂ”emreelt.'ralgﬁmsczeevas Ruth Mdedsm

Paul Popenoe, Sc.D., General Director

Can This
M arriage
be Saved?

"Greg's hucdies eanehorewith s an aurweddirg nigt ad
nack aur living room their hergoue We were rever dae””

She: ®*Greg has no need of a wife, and cares nothing about a husband's responsibilities.

Our marriage was an afterthought with him."

He: » Frankly, | wasn't ready to be tied down, but Letty hounded me until I married her.

Now she should accept myfriends and the way ue live.

etty tells her side: "Greg sears to thirk | marmied himand all
IJ his mele friends,”” said bigeyed, twerity-four-year-old Letty,
tom between tears and indigration. "On our wedding day two
years ago his whole gang trooped horre from the dhurch with s,
Greg's living quarters—a ranshedde converted garage—tumed
out o be their favorite hangout. When Greg and | retired to tre
bedroom the gang stayed. They drank beer, they crad<ed jokes,
they sang dose hamrony att the top of their lungs. Next moming
three felloas were still on the premises, one soud aglegp on tre
beat-up sofa, two others on the floar.

"1 hed drearred of quite a different bridal night. Greg couldn't
understand why | wes disgopointed and argry. Frst he laughed
at e and then he began o Elk Talk is a specialty with Greg.
He is the originel drarmboy. While Greg'is talking he can conr
vinee you thet bladk is white, a horse isa con. Ore tine | sawr
himoorvinee a traffic oop thet he had't jurped a light. Well,
anywnay, as a one-chy bride, | goolagized to Greg for nmy unkind
remarks about his friends.

"That eveningwhen | got hone fromry nine-tofive secretarial
job 1 found Greg surrounded again. Ore of his pels hed bought a
stove-in boait which wes set up in our yard and everybody wes
busy with the repairs. Greg refused to intermypt his work on the
boat long enough to eat: the food 1°d bought for our dinrer. Hours
later he and his gang and | ate at a junky neighborhood tavem
Two of the felloas pided wp girls there, not very nice girls.

The felloas equected e to talk to the girls while they ignored s,
disassed hunting, fishing, skin diving, water skiing—sports |
know nothing about—and wested their noney on the pintall
mechines.

"It wes pest midnight when we left the tavem. The two felloas
with dates disgppeared. Greg issued a blarket invitation to every-
body else to sperd the rest of the night with us. One man hed
the nenve t acopt. In the noming | wes so exhausted | coud
scarcely drag myself from the bed. | hed o dress without the
wse of the bathroom—it opers off the so-called living room—
because of the fellow on the sofa When | did step out he wes
taking ashoner. | brushed ny teeth at my dfice

"That evening wes the sanre thing al over again the gang
working on the boet, dinrer at the tavem. By the end of theweek
1 wes desperate for privacy, frantic for sleep. Greg held a part
tine job and could lie abed until noon, but Myed toget Lp. Ore
evening | refused to go o the tavem Greg dheerfully went off
with his friends ad let e eat by myseif. In the middle of the
night he flopped into our bed, srelling like a brewery. 1 got up
ad moved to the sofa. It wes the first tinre in our two weeks of
namiage the sofa hed been uoooupied Next noming | dis-
oovered thet Greg's shirt, which he hed dropped on tre floor, wes
seared with lipstick 1 woke himand asked for an exlanation
He told e thet sore totally strange girl hed barged over o their
table at the tavern and draped CONTINUED ON PAGE 168



W hen you need a mpTi dish fa s t—

1Cream o far ~ M u s h ro o m Soup!

Take a can of Campbell’s Cream of Mushroom Soup. Mix in a little milk. Add
a can of chicken, tuna or crab (or a cup of leftover meat), vegetables, season-
ing. Heat and serve over rice, biscuits, toast—for a delicious meal in minutes.

15-MINUTE CHICKEN SHORTCAKE Good things
1 can Campbell's Cream of Mushroom Soup /% cup milk begin to happen
1 can Swanson Boned Chicken /i cup cooked peas

1tbsp. chopped pimiento 4 biscuits, split when you cook with

In saucepan, blend soup and milk. Add chicken, peas, and pimiento. Heat: stir now
and then. Serve over biscuits. 4 servings of chicken, richly sauced — and delicious!
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VENETIAN BLINDS

games, furniture, hardware,
jewelers, plumbers, shoe repair
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Advertisers displaying this emblem
make your shopping easy.

THE TRAP
OF SOLID GOLD

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 66

Lucille, age six, was known only as Lady-
bug. She wore seven different personalities a
day, from imprisoned princess to aging bal-
lerina, combining an appetite for conspiracy
with a thespian lust for costume.

Penny was a three-year-old chunk ofround,
warm appetite and placid insistence upon be-
ing hugged frequently, a goal consistently
achieved despite a chronic condition of
stickiness.

This is the Weldon family, whose combined
ages total 79, who live at 88 Ridge Road in
Lawton, New York, a one-hour-and-seven-
teen-minute commutation from the city.

The view of an outsider was perfectly ex-
pressed when they had, as a weekend house
guest, a man they had not seen since college, a
man doubly precious to them because it was he
who had first introduced them. Just before he
left, as they stood by the drive, Ben's arm
around Ginny'’s slender waist, the friend sait
with a fondness spiced with a dab of envy,
“You kids have really got it made.”

One would have thought so.

Take a look at one target of this odd di
aster, Benjamin Dale Weldon, age 32. By pro-
fession, he isan executive, one of the rare good
young ones, employed by National Directions,
Inc., as Assistant to the Vice President in
Charge of Unit Control. Weldon is a tall man
with a dark semi-crew cut, glasses with thick
black frames, and the kind of rugged-wry
asymmetric face women have the tiresome
habit of calling “interesting.” In his first years
with National he gave a deceptive impression
of low-pressure amiability which obscured his
special talents, but now they are thoroughly
known and appreciated. Under pressure, he
can plow through jungles of intricate work. He
can properly delegate authority, backstop his
superiors, make effective presentations, keep
his temper, side-step company politics, resolve
controversy, and make the people working for
him feel as if they are a part of a special team.

All this is, of course, a description of a
splendid No. 2 man. But Weldon has that
additional gift of being able to come up with
the important and unusual idea at the right
time, and the willingness to fight for his idea to
the extent of laying his career on the line. This
makes him a potential No. 1 man, and the
company is totally aware of his present and his
future value.

For his abilities they pay him $23,500 a year.
In return for this salary he is expected not only
to function adequately in his job but to dress
conservatively and well, comport himself with
traditional National Directions dignity, live
in a house and a neighborhood suitable to his
position, entertain properly, take first-rate
care of his family and their future, and take a
hand in civic affairs.

The executives of National Directions, and
in particular the president, Brendan Mallory,
see in Ben Weldon a pleasing prototype of the
young National executive, a sort of ambassa-
dor at large. They are gratified that he had the
good luck and the good sense to marry a girl
who is and will continue to be of great help to
him.

Brendan Mallory has a private timetable in
his mind whereby Benjamin Weldon will as-
sume the presidency at age 55. At that point
Weldon will not only be receiving one of the
more substantial salaries, but he will have ad-
ditional income through the bonus and stock-
option plan. But this to Brendan Mallory, is
of secondary importance. The man who heads
the firm must, first of all, have respect for the
obligations and responsibilities of the position,
realizing that his decisions can have an effect
on the national economy.

Brendan Mallory realizes that it is a most
delicate problem, to nurture the growth of the
young executive. He must be taught to under-
stand the blessings of and the reasons for con-
formity without deadening that creative indi-
vidualism which the No. 1 man must have if
the company is to remain competitively strong.

Virginia, wife of Benjamin, is lovelier at 30
than at 20, an outgoing blue-eyed blonde, who

wears her multiple emotions close to the sur-
face, who has pride and the gift of laughter.
She is loving, rewarding and incurably absent-
minded. She fills with a violent indignation at
any injustice. Her energies inspire awe. To-
ward her children she is scrupulously, unper-
missively fair, whacking them soundly when
they need it. As a consequence there is order in
their small world, and they feel secure, well
loved, and feel no urge to express themselves
through tantrum or bratty whining.

So here is paradise on Ridge Road. Strength,
love, ambition and a future. Nice people too.
No sleazy little cocktail-party flirtations. No
amorous discontent.

At theend of 1958, if you had asked them if
paradise hadn’t become just a little condi-
tional, they would have stared at you, and then
defended themselves with great indignation.
And that could have been the clue—the little
excess of indignation.

If they had had the time to sit down
quietly-

But there were the commuting to the city,
and the job itself, and the increasing fre-
quency of the field trips, and the two kinds of
entertaining—business and friendship—and
the Lawton Country Club (as a result of Mal-
lory’s hint that he should belong), and the
sitter problem and the Cub Scouts and the
P.T.A. and the Community Chestand the Red
Cross and the Civic Betterment Committee
and the Ridge Road Association and, of
course, five birthdays and holidays and church

Itisa very unhealthy frame of mind

to get into to be always reproach-

ing oneself for one’s peccadilloes.

lam sure the mostcheerful people

are those who confine their cen-

sures almost entirely to the lapses
of their neighbors.

ROBERT LYND

THE PEAL OF BELLS

D. APPLETON & QO.

and anniversaries, and correspondence with
friends and relatives, and television and shop-
ping and essential do-it-yourself projects and
office work brought home and that essential
reading which must be done to keep up with
the world's swift pace.

So if there was a rare chance to sit down
quietly, they took it. And spent the time mak-
ing up little mental lists of the things undone.
They no longer had time to talk to each other
in any leisurely, thoughtful way, and so they
were losing one of the best parts ofagood mar-
riage—and making it not quite as good as it
should have been.

It should have been more of a clue to Ben
and Ginny that, all that year, whenever they
did have a chance to talk, they talked about
money. Oh, it was reasonably amiable, with
an infrequent edge of rancor showing only
briefly. They tried to make a kind of joke
outofit. And why shouldn't it be ajoke? When
you're making $23,500 a year, money prob-
lems are a joke, aren't they?

Ben paid the bills, so the true nature of their
situation was trying to intrude itself on his
awareness long before Ginny became aware of
the growing tensions. Let it be said firmly and
finally right here that these were not two silly,
improvident people, whimsically tossing
money left and right. Ben had paid a good
share of his own way through school. Ginny
had been on a tiny allowance. They had
started marriage with debts, not riches, and
had lived to a rigid budget, and paid their way.
Ginny knew every rice dish in the book.

Perhaps the first intimation of what would
eventually and incomprehensively turn into
disaster was the Incident of the Cigarettes.

In January—right after New Year's, in
fact—when the checking account needed very
dexterous juggling, Ben Weldon switched from
cigarettes to a pipe. He told himself it would
be good for him. Ginny had always wanted
him to smoke a pipe. He told himself that it
was purely secondary that cigarettes, at a pack
and a half a day, were costing him $164.25 a
year. He wondered why he had bothered to
figure it up.
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He struggled with the pipe problem until he
had mastered the techniques. His birthday was
in April. He got home from the city later than
he wanted to, because he knew Ginny would
keep the kids up so they could give him their
presents, but it was one of those unavoidable
things.

He sat in the living room, and the cake was
brought to him so the kids could see him blow
out the candles, and the song was sung, and
the kids gave him the presents, the littlest one
first, as was the household custom. He lifted
himself out of his weariness to make those ex-
clamations that would satisfy them, and those
jokes that would delight them.

The present from Ginny was the last one he
opened. It was a pipe in a fitted case, with a
beautiful grain in the wood. He remembered
the brand name and the model name from the
day when he had selected a pipe. And he cer-
tainly remembered the price. He had told the
clerk that he didn’t feel like paying $25 plus
tax for a pipe.

He looked at the beautiful thing, and he felt
a resentment so sharp, so bitter that it shocked
him. In one gesture she had cut the heart out
of his campaign of frugality. He looked at her
and saw her smile which anticipated his pleas-
ure in the gift, and in that instant he wanted to
smash it to the floor in its fitted case.

Her smile faded and she said, “Don’t you
like it? | thought it ------ "

He caught himself quickly and said, “It's
beautiful, honey. It really is. And the style is
just perfect.”

So the kids had to see the ceremony of the
first lighting of the new pipe, and then Ginny
permitted them one small piece of birthday
cake each, and shooed them off to bed.

After she came back to the living room she
said, “Is anything wrong?”

“What could be wrong on my birthday,
blondie? Bring me a kiss.”

The unexpected, irrational force of his anger
over such a simple thing should have prepared
him better for subsequent developments.

On an evening in early May, Ben got out the
checkbook and paid the bills. This necessary
ceremony was something that he had begun,
not exactly to dread but to feel increasingly
irritable about. He sorted them and paid all
the little ones first—fuel oil, dentist, doctor,
phone, light, gas, water, car repairs and so on.
He totaled them and deducted the total from
his balance. Next he looked over the big ones,
and paid the ones which had to be paid. Every
month it seemed as though an unexpected big
one would come along. This time there were
two discouragingly fat ones, the fire insurance
on the house (paid annually and not included
in the mortgage payments) for $208.20, and a
life-insurance premium of $442.50. They had
to be paid. And a final check for $400 had to
be drawn to Ginny’s order, for deposit in her
checking account to take care of the household
expenses. He tried not to think too much
about the balance left: $41.14. He had his
commutation ticket for the month and a little
over $20 in cash. Light lunches in the city this
month.

Ginny came in just then and as she walked
by she patted him on the shoulder, and sat in
the chair near the desk.

“Made out my check yet, financier?”

“Are you that hungry for it?”

“No. | think I've got to hit you for a raise,
boss.”

“What?”

“Four fifty anyway, but five hundred would
take some of the strain off.”

He glared at her and said, more loudly than
he intended, “Just what do you do with all of
it?”

She looked startled, then indignant. “What
did you think I did with it? | buy groceries for
five. 1 buy clothes for me and three children.
Gas and oil for the car. A one-aftemoon-a-
week cleaning woman. Sitters. A yardman
once in a while now that you don’t have as
much time as you used to have. Dry cleaning.
Toys. Movie money. Sometimes | even buy
myself a dollar lunch. Prices are going up,
darling. Up and up and up, and I'm asking for
a cost-of-living adjustment. What's the matter
with you lately?”

CONTINUED ON PAGE 88
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GetNew Royal Gelatin.
Try ItAnd See

Tastes Like Fresh. Fruit*
And Has Vitamin-C

Thousands of fresh give you more
fresh fruit-like flavor than ordinary gelatin

Now ... a new kind of gelatin! A gelatin that has Only Royal tastes like fresh ripe fruit and gives you
captured the fresh juicy taste of tree-ripened fruit “ Fresh-FruitVitamin” —C. And only Royal brings you
and sealed it in thousands of tiny flavor bursts. Add these four exclusive flavors: Pineapple, Blackberry,
hot water and Royal's flavor bursts explode in a and Royal's two newest, brightest, most exciting
swirl of nature’s most delicious fruit-like flavors. flavors . . . Watermelon and Peach.
For Exciting Flavors

switch to Royal

*Natural fresh-fruit flavor enhanced with artificial flavor. ANOTHER PRODUCT OR STANI
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Some things you should know about...

Excessive

Drinking

M ost A mericans either leave alcoholic bev-
erages alone entirely—or they drink mod-
erately and sensibly, mainly for social and
special occasions.

Unfortunately, however, there are 5 mil-
lion men and women in our country who
cannot control their drinking—and most of
them break down socially, emotionally and
physically. Inevitably, they also damage the
lives of their families and other people . . .
sometimes tragically.

Since alcoholism is among our most im-
portant health problems, it deserves our at-
tention. These questions and answers may
give you a better understanding of it.

Why do people become alcoholics?

Medical science does not yet know the pre-
cise cause or causes o f alcoholism. Authori-
ties agree, however, that emotional difficul-
ties—tension, v/orry, guilt, inferiority and
other dreadcu feelings—are certainly con-
nected with alcoholism. The alcoholicdrinks
to escape his inner conflicts. And he becomes
so dependent on alcohol that he cannot face
life without it.
What are the
warning signs of alcoholism?

When a person starts “gulping” alcohol to
“fortify” himself, trying to hide from others
how much and how often he drinks, drink-
ing alone or in the morning, giving strange
excuses for his behavior, having trouble on
the job or at home ... addiction to alcohol

Help for the Alcoholic and His Family

If Alcoholics Anonymous is not listed inyour
telephone directory write to: Alcoholics
Anonymous, P. O. Box 459, Grand Central
Annex, New York 17, N. Y.

For Family guidance write to Al-Anon
Family Groups, P. O. Box 182, Madison
Square Station, New York 10, N. Y.

THE LIGHT THAT NEVER

Metropolitan
Life
INSURANCE COMPANY®©

A MUTUAL COMPANY

may be in the offing. It may develop quickly
—within a few months—or slowly over a
period of years.

Can an alcoholic recover?

Recovery depends on the alcoholic’'s own
fundamental desire to stop drinking—and,
having stopped, never to drink alcohol in
any form again.

Medical treatment is becoming increas-
ingly important in furthering recovery. New
drugs help ease the alcoholic's discomfort.
Psychotherapy helps him recognize his prob-
lems and enables him to deal with them
without alcohol.

What should you do to help an alcoholic?

Face the problem without embarrassment
. . just as you would any other serious
threat to your home and your family.

The family—especially those members
closest to the alcoholic—should seek help
from someone who knows the problem. The
family doctor, or a clergyman, or a social
worker, or a friend may be able to advise
you about the best course to take.

Alcoholics Anonymous helps many peo-
ple conquer their compulson to drink. The
only requirement for AA membership is an
honest desire to give up liquor. There are no
dues or fees for its services.

When given the help they need, many al-
coholics can recover and make a fresh start
in the world.

For educational material and consultation,
write to the National Council on Alcohol-
ism, Inc. The address is 2 West 103rd Street,
New York 29, N.Y.

Metropolitan’s new booklet— Alcoholism,
A Guide for the Family— summarizes the
most importantfacts about this problem and
offers helpful suggestions for its solution.

SNIVAY BE PASTED ON FOSTCANRD

Metropolitan Life (Dept. A)
1 Madison Ave., N.Y. 10, N.Y.

Please send me the free book-
let, “Alcoholism, A Guidefor the
Family,” 4-60-J.

Street

City & Zone state
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He adjusted a weak smile. “I'm sorry,
honey. Look here. Everything is paid. Here's
what's left.”

She got up and stared at the figure and then
sat down again rather heavily. “ But you need
more than that for the month!”

“1'll get along. | can draw trip expenses in
advance for the Toledo thing.”

“1I'm not . . . foolish with money, Ben.”

“1 know that.”

“But where on earth does it all go?”

“Good question.”

“You're making good money. Don’t we owe
the bank something on that open note?”

“Oh, I've whittled that down to just twelve
hundred.”

“Will it be better when that's paid off?”

"It might be. A little.”

She straightened her shoulders. “Well, | can
certainly get along on the four hundred, Ben.
If I'd known, | certainly wouldn't have- "

“1 didn't mean to bark.”

“Golly, I don'tblameyou. We'lljust have to
live . . . simpler.”

“Where? How?"

“Those are good questions, too, aren't
they?”

And itwas turned into a joke, but the strain
was there, the tinge of poison. And all the
affirmations of love could not make it go away
entirely.

I t was, Benthought, asthe lean month went by,
just acase of holding on, cutting comers until
income jumped again. It made him feel guilty,
however. Itwasashamefulsituationtobeunable
to live without strain on an income which, ten
years ago, he would have considered wildly af-
fluent. Itwasbestnot to thinkofwhatmighthap-
pen should some emergency situation come up.

And so in June, of course, which had prom-
ised to be a better month, Chris nearly lost his
right hand. He was in a school bus on the way
to a picnic, sitting by the window on the right
side of the bus, his right arm out the window.
As they were making a turn at low speed on a
gravel road the right front tire blew. The bus
skidded, went through ashallow ditch and into
a stand of small trees. Chris said later that he
had tried to pull his arm in, but the motion of
the bus had jammed everybody against him.
At first it was believed that no one had been
hurt. The sound Chris made was lost in the
general turmoil. But then he fainted.

When Ben got to the hospital at four o’clock
they had been working on the hand—pulped
between tree and bus body— for over an hour.
Ginny was very white and very still, and her
eyes were huge.

They did the basic structural repairs in the
first operation. The third day following there
were evidences of infection. In spite of the
sulfas and antibiotics, his fever went up to
dangerous levels, there were consultations and
tentative recommendations for amputation. It
was a nightmare time, with the hospital the
center of all thoughts and schedules. The child
was so stolidly brave about it. so uncomplain-
ingly courageous and gallant that it seemed to
make the whole thing more pointlessly tragic.

Almost during the last hour of decision, the
infection began to respond. There was a second
operation in July, very delicate and intricate,
close work with muscles, tendons, nerves, to
achieve optimum functioning of the hand. He
healed with such miraculous speed—a facility
reserved to small healthy boys—that he was
able to go back to the hospital for the final
operation in late August, a relatively minor
one to readjust repairs previously made in the
index finger and thumb.

By the time he started school in the fall, the
bandages were off. The hand was slightly but
not obviously misshapen. The orthopedic sur-
geon was quietly proud of his work, of the
restoration of an estimated 60 per cent of
function. But Chris often wept with frustration
at the hand that would not follow the com-
mands of the mind and, when it did so, was so
girlishly weak. He had a series of exercises
which he tended to overdo. “ By the time he is
twelve he will have eighty per cent function,”
the doctor said. "Perhaps later it will become
more. He will adjust, and never notice it.”

When your only son is injured, it is degrad-
ing to think of money. You get the money,
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somewhere, and you don't think about it, at
least very much. The hospitalization covered a
small part of the expense. Ben had the opti-
mistic feeling that he could recover therestofit
from the Department of Public Instruction. He
had a local lawyer, Harold Crady, look into it.

Crady finally reported back. “1've been
around and around on this thing, Ben. The
insurance company takes the stand that their
coverage does not extend past taking the kids
to and from school, or on special instructional
field trips. This was a picnic, not authorized by
the company, and the bus was not being driven
by a regular driver.”

“Who was driving it then?”

“The brother of Chris’ teacher. The Public
Instruction people take the stand the bus was
‘borrowed’ without sufficient authorization.
The driver has no personal liability coverage,
and he hasn't got dime one, Ben.

"Then what do | do?”

Crady shrugged. “ You could file suit against
the Public Instruction Department and the in-
surance company and the driver.”

“You don’t sound enthusiastic.”

"Because | don't think you'd get anywhere.
You'd just be making a bad risk of more
money, Ben. Take your loss. That's the best
thing you can do.”

NEXT MONTH

Dogged courage, violent action, grip-
ping suspense keep you on the edge
of your chair reading this tale of simple
men who grow to heroic size in facing
danger.

THE
LONG HAUL
By D. A RAYNER

Complete in the May Journal, con-
densed from the novel soon to be pub-
lished by McGraw-Hill Book Company.

Hospital, surgery, anesthesia, nurses, op-
erating room and outpatient care came to
$3006.65. Hospitalization covered $401.20 of
this total. It was particularly ironic that
Harold Crady's bill for legal services in the
amount of $100 had to be considered a part of
the expense of the accident. Ben Weldon raised
the $2700. He cashed the last few Government
bonds. He had been trying to forget that he
owned them, so that he would leave them
alone. He got a little over $900 for them. He
borrowed against the cash value of his insur-
ance, a final $1000, bringing his insurance
borrowings to an even $4000, on which inter-
estat 6 per cent was piling up, and leaving him
a cash-value equity of a little over $100. He
went down to the Lawton National Bank. His
180-day note had been whittled down to $1100.
He paid the interest to date and had it re-
written for $2200, with the overage deposited
in his checking account. Mr. Lathrop Hyde,
the vice president, was cordial enough, but
Ben Weldon thought he detected a certain re-
luctance, an almost imperceptible reserve and
skepticism. There had been Hydes in Lawton
Valley back when New York had been a full
day’s trip away by carriage. He never could
feel entirely at ease with what Ginny in her
more irritable moments called the aborigines.
They all seemed to have an emotional resent-
ment toward the new people which was at
odds with their pleasure in making money out
of the explosive growth of the area.

On leaving the bank Ben was uncomfortably
aware that interest alone on his debts was
costing him a little over a dollar a day, and all
reserves were gone.

That night he and Ginny had to drive into
the city to attend a theater party which was a
professional obligation. Three couples from
National Directions, with Ben the junior in
rank, and the president of aclient firm in Dallas
and his wife, a Mr. and Mrs. Blessing.
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Sometimes such evenings turned out to be
fun, and Ginny had enjoyed many of them.
But this night Mrs. Blessing relayed her apolo-
gies through her husband to the people she had
never met. She was confined to her hotel bed.
Something had upset her, possibly the New
York Citywater. Mr.BlessingstatedthatMyma
was very sensitive about water. He was to go
rightaheadwithouther,and,clearly, hehad been
going ahead very effectively at the hotel bar.

Ben had been in conference with the man,
and had admired the agility of Hank Blessing's
business brain. He was a big freckled man
with a fringe of gray-red hair, small pale-gray
eyes. In the present negotiations with National
he was in the dealer’schair, and was capable of
squeezing every last advantage out of it.

It astonished Ben that a man so coldly
shrewd in conference could be such a total
after-hours boor. Service at dinner before the
theater was infuriatingly slow, providing a
chance for Hank Blessing to proceed further
with his self-inflicted paralysis of the cerebral
cortex. He dominated the table with increas-
ingly coarse tales of his homespun beginnings,
while the three National executives and their
wives sat with glazed smiles inadequately con-
cealing acute distress. A man alcoholically
convinced of his own irresistibility and charm
will nearly always focus all of it on the nearest
beautiful blonde. Ginny became Hank's re-
bellious target.

They were late to the theater. Hank made
a horrible racket in the aisle as they were
finding their seats. He managed to plant him-
self beside Ginny and mumbled further ex-
ploits to her, ignoring the shushings, until he
went soundly asleep. The play could have
been excellent. The leading lady was sick. Her
understudy ran through the part as though
anxious to make a late date, drowning out her
cue lines, yelling the tenderest passages.

Hank came up out of sleep at the final cur-
tain, refreshed and ready to go. Ben was able
to beg off, using the sitter as an excuse.

As they drove north on the parkway, Ben
became aware of Ginny's ominous silence.
There had been other horrible evenings, to be

sure, but they had always been able to make
jokes on the way home.

“Charming guy, that Hank Blessing,” he
said at last.

"Utterly.”

“We’'ve been going around in a tight little
circle with that guy. We ought to get it all
locked up tomorrow.”

“And | went around in a tight little circle,
too, darling,” she said hotly. “ Two drinks he
spilled on me. And I'm so tired of being pawed
I could scream.”

“Come now, honey. You weren't "

She whirled in the seat to face him. “How
could you keep track of what was going on?
You were too busy thinking about how you're
going to . . . lock it all up tomorrow.”

“Honey, really now ------

“Don’t you really-now me, Ben Weldon.
We used to go out together, a million years
ago. Now when we go out, there's an angle. |
get dragged to town to prove that the young
executive gets married just like ordinary peo-
ple do. And I'm told that it's myjob. I'm help-
ingyou get ahead, or something. Well, I'll keep
right on doing it, because | suppose it's part of
the bargain, but you might as well know |
consider it cynical and degrading, and | hate
every minute of it!”

She flounced around and began to stare out
her window at the night, as far from him as
she could get.

"1 wasn't aware of the fact | was torturing
you,” he said stiffly.

“What did that evening cost?” she asked in
a small voice.

“What do you mean?”

“What did it cost? Total.
question?”

“Tickets, dinner, drinks. Oh, I'd say about
two twenty-five. But it's a legitimate expense
which can be deduc------

“When do you have to go to Dallas?”

“It's set up for next Tuesday.”

“ First-class air out and back? The very best
hotel? Room service? Bonded bourbon and
steaks two inches thick and the biggest rental
car on the lot------

Is that a hard

“It's always that way. We can't afford to
give the impression o f cutting corners. Actually
it'sa public-relations and promotion expendi-
ture, and |I'm not exactly loafing, you know.”

“This dress,” she said in a dreary voice.
“I1've put the hem up and down so many times
I feel like I'm wearing an elevator. And we
decided itwould be sojolly and unusual to just
stay home for our vacation this summer. All |
had to do was cook for five and keep house.
N o more cleaning woman one halfday a week.
I wonder how scraggly | dare let the lawn get
before I hire Gus to cut it. You come home so
bushed, 1 haven't the heart to ask you. We
can't afford to entertain the people we really

The best sort of revenge is not to
be like him who did the injury.

MARCUS AURELIUS

like very often, so we have to turn down invi-
tations, which at least saves sitter money.” She
sighed heavily. “It's a double standard, that it
is. You take trips and live like Aly Khan and
then you come back to your well-mortgaged
home and listen to your wife whine.”

“It must bore you stiff.”

“We have to hang on. That's all. This is a
bad time. We just have to get through it.”

She turned back toward him, this time with
earnestness. "But don’t you see, darling, that
there should be more to life than just 'getting
through it'? These are supposed to be the
good years. We don’t have any fun. Neither of
us sees enough o f the kids in the right way. Oh,
I know. You're the fair-haired boy, and things
will get fat in the future, but what if we're so
beat down by the time things do get good that
it won’'t mean much?"

"Should | quit?” he snapped.

"Typical," she said in anger. "Typical! You
get all defensive and won't even talk about it.”
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“I'll talk about anything constructive you
care to bring up.”

He knew he was driving a little too fast, and
dared her mentally to make any comment
about it. The grim silence threatened to con-
tinue all the way to the house, but a mile after
they had made the turnoff toward Lawton, the
motor began to make an odd sound, a combi-
nation of grinding and clanking. He slowed
down quickly.

“Is that little red light supposed to be on?”
she asked.

The very moment he noticed it was the oil-
pressure light, the car acted as though he had
stepped on the brake. He put it in neutral and
used what was left of the momentum to coast
onto the wide shoulder. The motor was dead.
He tried the starter and the starter would not
turn it over.

"What is it?” Ginny asked.

"No oil. I'd guess. | wasn't watching the
heat.”

He got out and opened the hood. The heat
that came off the block felt much like that of
an open fire.

"Do we have to get

"No, we do not get oi

"Don'’t bite my head off. I just don't under-
stand these------"

"The moving parts were operating without
oil. Friction created great heat. The moving
parts expanded and that increased the heat.
The main bearings were the last thing to go,
and they didn't go quick enough so | ran it too
long and it heated up beyond the melting point
of the moving parts, and now the motor is
frozen.”

He looked at her face in the pale moonlight
and the reflected glow of the headlights. She
looked puzzled and blank.

"Frozen?" she asked. "But you can feel the
heat coming off it!”

And thatwas the very end. He whooped and
gasped and staggered, and the tears ran out of
his eyes. After baffled moments she joined in.
They clung to each other.

she asked.
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the paste with the Sunny Italian Flavor

Hunt...for the best

RECIPE FOR PIZZA .
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“Jo make a good pizza you need a very hot oven and a really rich tonato filling.
That's why | use Hunt’s Tomato Paste in my recipe. Hunt’s tomato flavor is
simply delicious. 1've tried them all, and Hunt’s Tomato Paste is the real thing,
just like home. Mamma Mial... | hope you and your family will enjoy it soon.

PIZZA DOUGH
1 pkg. active dry yeast
1J4 cups warm water
2 tablesp. pure vegetable oil,
such as  esson Oil
4 cups flour « 1 teasp. salt

Dissolve yeast in water. Stir in oil. Sift flour and salt
together; stir into oil-water mixture. Knead vigor-
ously on cloth or board until smooth and elastic,
about 15 minutes. Shape into ball; place in greased
bowl; brush with oil; cover with damp cloth. Let
rise until double in bulk, about 2 hours. Form again
into ball. Makes enough dough for 4 pizzas.

PIZZA FILLING
1 recipe Pizza Dough
1 6-0z. can Hunt's Tomato Paste*
cup hot water « 1 teasp. salt
teasp. oregano « teasp. black pepper
11b. Mozzarella cheese, sliced thin

Cut dough into four pieces. Roll each into 9-10"
circle; fit into 4 pie tins; brush with cooking oil.
Mix all ingredients except cheese together and
spread over dough. Top with cheese. Bake in very
hot oven, 550°F., 12-15 minutes or until dough is
brown and crisp. Makes 4 pizzas. Other toppings:
anchovies, mushrooms, onion or Italian sausage.

‘Hunt’s Tomato Paste is pure tomato, concentrated to a thick paste. Use in any recipe for true tomato flavor,
a spoonful to a can full, depending on the recipe. Gener illy, mix it with the water or liquid in the recipe.

FREE! My new recipe booklet, “ Let's Cook Italian.” Write Hunt Foods, Dept. K4, P.0. Box 30, Fullerton, Calif.
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When he could catch his breath he said,
“Ruined! Got to buy a new motor!”

“Luck of the Weldons,” she gasped, and
they were off again.

While they were still fighting for control, a
police car stopped and Ben arranged for them
to send a tow truck back. The disabled car was
given a S25 tow into Lawton, three miles away.
They left it in the agency parking lot and took
a taxi home, and sent the sitter home in the
same taxi.

Ginny phoned him at the office early the
following afternoon. She had been to the
agency. They had checked the car. The motor
was shot. The estimate for putting in a new one
was $770. It seemed that something had
bounded up off the road, possibly flipped up
by a front wheel, and had with devilish neat-
ness sheared the drain plug off the bottom of
the pan.

"They said our insurance couldn’t cover a

hing like that,” she said solemnly.

“No. It wouldn’t cover that.”

“Billy suggested we trade it, but he said he
couldn’t give very much, the condition it'sin.”

“How much?”

“ Seven hundred dollars.”

“What! That was a thirty-eight-hundred-
dollar car eighteen months ago!”

“Well, that's what he told me.”

“1 better talk to them.”

“What am | going to do for a car, Ben? You
know | run a taxi service with these kids. |
have to have a car. Should | rent one?”

“Can't you borrow one?”

“1 asked Billy, but they have a rule. Some-
thing about their insurance. | could try Alice,
though. Stu is away for the whole month, and
she can’t use two cars. But | sort of hate to
ask her.”

“Give it a try, will you, honey?”

“0.K. How did it go with . . . last night's
companion?”

“About the way he wanted it to go. I'd
hoped he'd be guilty and hung over, but he
came out strong.”

“1 got a call from Saks a little while ago.
They were checking the address to mail a gift
certificate. They said I've got a two-hundred-
dollar creditall of a sudden, and they wouldn't
say from whom. So | guess he remembered
slopping drinks on my dress. What should |
do about it?”

“Honey, you mightjust as well use it. Get a
dress.”

“No, sir! I'll useit, all right. I've got uses for
it. Bras, slips, nylons, blouses, skirts. Next
time you get me next to a tycoon, I'lljoggle his
elbow, believe me. 'By. darling.”

Ginny was able to borrow the neighbor’'s
extra car, and as soon as Ben had a chance he
went to the agency. They would not go a penny
over $750 unless, of course, he wanted to buy
their biggest model, loaded with extras. Then
they might go a couple hundred higher. He
shopped around briefly, but he was handi-
capped by not having the car to show. He
could only describe it. He had just finished the
payments on the disabled car. Without cash,
his only option was either to have the car re-
paired, and then refinance it to pay the bill, or
to trade it and finance the new one. Billy
pointed out the significant difference in the
equity of the two vehicles one year from date.
He said they would make a very special deal on
a 1958 model.

Ben looked over the stock list and bought
the cheapest '58 station wagon in the ware-
house. He dispensed with the usual extras—
the only one he bought was the heater-de-
froster. It had been previously serviced and was
ready to roll. They pushed the papers through
quickly. Ben drove the gray wagon home, any
pleasure in the new car well muted by the
knowledge of being another $2200 in debt.

The third option, the one he had not let
himself think about, was to purchase a good
used car, something sturdy and reliable right
off Billy's used-car lot, for possibly $1200. It
could be one year older than the disabled car.
The $500 difference could be financed readily.

But at this station in life he occupied a cer-
tain recognized position. All public actions
had to be consistent with this position. In so
far as vehicles were concerned, he had already
taken the risk of a slight inconsistency by

owning only one. The house had a two-car
garage. The typical Ridge Road family had
one reasonably new Detroit product and a
second car, usually an import, for the wife. It
was not in good taste to have two spanking-
new cars. The second car could be bought
used, and it had character if it was slightly
battered and noisy.

But Benjamin Weldon could not buy a used
car as the family’s only car. It would indicate
either an uninteresting sort of eccentricity, or
serious money problems. Either conclusion
was unpalatable. Everyone had problems.
Everyone managed to get by, somehow, and
keep up appearances. It was a test of both

OBSTETRICIAN’S
PRAYER

By H.P. DUNN, M.D.

With faintly beating fetal cord
entwined, prolapsed within
my hand,
I search in warm maternal
darkness
Where only touch can under-
stand,
Seeking a tiny foot with which
to draw forth gasping, sobbing
life,
| groan with pain and weariness,
the fight with Death, the
ceaseless strife;
Fear breathes in acrid fumes
of gas and antisepsis.
Keep calm, breathe silent
prayer:
"Divine Physician, inspire,
protect us!”

\hen | am dead, O God, do
You, | pray,

Thrust Your loving hand within
the dark womb

Of the anteroom of hell, and
from that eternal tomb

Pluck forth my soul before it
burns away.

Breathe life into Your child,
Creator blest,

Transfuse me with Your
precious blood,

See only how | tried at Your
behest

To dam of human pain the
endless flood.

management and character, like dressing for
dinner in the jungle.

Ben Weldon did not care about the opinions
ofLawton. But of the two thousand men in the
area who went down to the city every working
day, at least fifty not only were in his age
group and approximate earnings group, but
were employed by organizations operating in
the same areas as National Directions. Three
men were, in fact, employed by National
Directions, two junior to Ben and one senior
to him. In any tensely competitive situation,
trivia become excruciatingly important.

The fifty of the two thousand men who rode
down to the towers of the city each day were
blandly cordial to one another. And without
being able to state precisely why, they watched
one another with minute care. They learned to
read the small signs. They could pick out the
overconfident ones who, through talking too
loosely and readily, were slamming doors they
might have entered. They saw the first signs of
decay in the man who would be felled by
liquor. They detected evidences of the marital
rift or the destructive affair long before the

gossip became public property. And they
could tell, with an uncanny, unerring accuracy,
the ones who were on their way up and out of
this narrow routine.

It was all casual, with the desperation care-
fully hidden away, buteach year a few dropped
off, and newcomers closed the ranks. They
went down or up, and in either case their
houses went on the market, and they rode
those trains no longer. And at the lunches in
the city, and in the idle moments before meet-
ings were called to order, the smallest de-
partures from standard behavior were dis-
cussed.

\M\a,'s with Weldon, buying a used car? |
thought he was crown prince over there. They
cut his pay?”

“ Maybe he’sjust smarter thanyou and me.”

“Maybe. Seems funny, though.”

“Maybe he guessed the market wrong, or
he’s playing the horses.”

Ben Weldon knew exactly how the system
worked. Yet he guessed that if he had less at
stake, he would have gone ahead and bought
the used car. But when you're playing the
game for the house limit, it is stupid to go
around handing the world any kind of club to
beat you with. It would not be a crime to buy
a used car. The crime would be in giving the
men who control your destiny any personal
questions to ask about you which do not have
obvious and reasonable answers.

“If he can't manage on what we're paying
him, how could he hope to run this outfit
someday?”

Ben Weldon drove home in his brand-new
car, and took his family for a short ride at
dusk, wondering if he had been intelligent—or
just scared.

Octoberwas a thin month. November was a
little better, but it made Ben feel defeated to
think of the onrush of the Christmas season.
He made up budget after budget, and tore
them up. No matter how he strained over the
figures he could see that, with luck, they could
reduce the indebtedness each month, but by
such a discouragingly tiny figure that it
seemed to stretch endlessly into the bleak
future.

When you have a chronic toothache, you
eventually end up in the dentist chair. Ben
had heard ofa C.P.A. in Manhattan who had
reputedly done wonders in straightening out
the tangled personal finances of some of his
friends.

He made one appointment and had to
break it, and kept the second one, appearing
with all his books and records and copies of
his state and Federal tax returns, and his op-
erating budget.

The wonder-worker was J. J. Semmins, with
an office on West 43rd Street. He was a small
fat man with a permanent scow! o f impatience,
an unlit cigar, a diamond ring and audible
asthmatic breathing. He had a huge bare desk
in a very small office off the anteroom where
several people were working. He spread Ben's
papers all over the top of the desk and
growled at Ben to have a seat and be patient.
He went through the papers so fast that Ben
could not believe he was absorbing what he
was reading. From time to time he would
scribble a note on a scratch pad. He reassem-
bled the papers, plunked them on the corner
of the desk and leaned back.

“Weldon, you keep good records. You
should see some of the stuff comes in here. It
looks like you're even using your head here
and there, but that isn't helping you a bit,
is it?”

“That's why I'm here.”

“Twenty-three five, you make. And right
off the top, for Uncle and the governor and
other payroll deductions and that co-operative
pension plan comes seventy-one, and none of
that can you change, so we're talking about
sixteen four. Right? So twenty-six hundred
goes into life insurance. It's a little over ten
per cent of total income, but with three small
kids it isn't out of line. Can you juggle the
policies around and get the same coverage for
less money?”

“1 tried that. I've got a good agent. He
couldn’t come up with a thing ”

“And you're borrowed to the hilt on it
Now we're talking about thirteen eight. Give
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ROBERTA PETERS

Opera, TV and Concert Stage

“Anyone who has a busy public
appearance schedule learns all
the tricks for looking their best
even when tired. Murine is one
of the pleasantest ‘tricks’ |
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ago. Any time your eyes feel
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and so relax tension.
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me the story on this two hundred a month to
your mother.”

“She’s quite old, seventy-four. She had her
children late, and my father's been dead
thirty years No Social Security to help out.
She’s out in Columbus, Indiana, ng in the
house | was born in. We've tried to get her to
come live with us, but all her friends are there.
She seems to get along on two hundred I'd
send more if | could.”

“Any other children helping out?”

“1'm the only one living.”

“The house out there is in her name?”

“Yes, but

“Worth anything?”

“1 don’t know what it would bring. It's not
big. A frame house in an old part of town, but
she still likes it there. She has a woman come
in and help her. The same woman for years
and years.”

“If she signed it over, you could sell it and
rent a nice little apartment for her. Put the
money on these debts and cut your debt
service.”

“1 just couldn’'t do that. It's a matter of
pride to her. I've heard her say a hundred
times that the house is ‘free and clear.' That
means a lot to her.”

J. J. Semmins sighed. “So we're talking
about eleven four. If your house was free and
clear, it would make the difference. Two ten
a month on the mortgage and nearly six hun-
dred a year town and county taxes. That's a
load, those taxes.”

“They’ve been going up ever since | bought
the place four years ago. National brought me
in from the Cleveland office then. Lawton is
growing so fast they’'ve had to spend a lot of
money to take care of the services, schools
and so on.”

J. J. Semmins scribbled for a moment and
then leaned back. “Take the mortgage pay-
ments, taxes, and call it one fifty a month for
heat, light, phone, electric and water and so
on, call it five a year goes into that place. It's
a lot of house.”

“We hunted a long time before we located
it, Mr. Semmins. And itscared us a little, even
though | knew we bought it right. | can get
seven more than | paid for it right now.” He
paused and looked down at his fist for a
moment, searching for the right words. “The
firm | work for, Mr. Semmins, takes ... a
special interest in me. When | was brought
into the home office, there was a certain
amount of . . . gentle pressure brought to
bear. They wanted me to live up to a certain
standard, and the house and its location are
part of that.”

“So now we're talking about sixty-four
hundred which is what you got left after the
house, and your wife takes forty-eight hun-
dred of that. Right? So here's sixteen hundred
for car, clothing for you, entertainment, club
dues, recreation, commutation expenses and.
theoretically, interest and principal payments
on your loans, plus medical, dental, personal
legal . . . and you come to me with this
impossible situation and say that there's noth-
ing you can change and I'm supposed to
make up a miracle for you? You're brighter
than that!”

“1 thought a fresh viewpoint might------

“1I'm sorry. What good is it yelling at you?
You’'re the man in the trap. Can you knock
off at least the club?"

“We use it as little as possible, but
they come up from New York and they

“0.K., 0.K. How about this money you've
been paying into the pension plan? Can you
get your hands on it?”

“Theoretically 1 could borrow what I've
donated at no interest. If | left the firm, it
would be turned over to me, the exact amount
I've put in.”

“How much is the total?”

“About nine thousand now.”

“Could you borrow it?”

Ben studied his fist again. “1 have the right
to. But if | exercised that right, it would have
to be because of some . . . very obviously ex-
pensive and disastrous thing, such as a child
in an iron lung or something. If I just bor-
rowed it, it would be evidence that I can't live
on my salary.”

CONTINUED ON PAGE 94

LADIES' HOME JOURNAL

WHAT

My Son

TAUGHT

M e

H e never spoke aword in his life, yet he taught me more than all the books I ever read.
He never walked a step, yet he led me to heights | never could have climbed alone.
He lived only a few snort years, yet he lives forever in all the children | meet.

Who can say he was a burden when he made me so rich?

That long-ago morning | waited tensely for the famous child specialist to report on
the exhaustive tests of my year-old son, Robert. He took my hands in his kind ones and
spoke slowly: "Mrs. Wilkes, these are the things we dread to tell mothers. | wish I could
give you a different verdict. Robert has cerebral palsy; the brain injury is intense; co-
ordination very poor. He will have little use of himself, his digestion is faulty, he may
suffer much pain.”

By MAYBELLE WILKES

1gasped, "He's intelligent. He smiles at me. He must be normal.... He'sall | have; |
couldn’t bear it." | sobbed wildly. “ He'sjust tired—tired—tired------ " My hysteria rose.

The doctor put his arm around my shoulder, and his voice was compassionate. "He
was born intelligent, but please don't count on recovery. Try not to tear yourself apart.
My advice would be to put your son in an institution where he can have good care.”

But | took my son home, and began the long, hard task of caring for a helpless, af-
flicted child. | was a young widow and could afford no help.

At first | wouldn’'t admit my handsome son was different. | beat my heart out against
the bars of my rebellion.

Then began the lessons he taught me—the long, long lessons.

A fter the pain-filled nights, spent and heartsick, | would look at my son, and over his
weary little face would come his radiant smile. If he could smile, | thought, so could I.
It was so little to give when it was his whole world. So we smiled together— my first lesson.

Then 1found he responded to a happy voice. | read him gay stories, and talked of the
birds, and brought him little live things to see and try to handle. And he loved color. We
laughed together, bitterness faded, and life was better.

I had at first, from shock and pride, kept away from people. But though my young
pleasure-loving friends shied away, | found we attracted people with discerning hearts—
whose different look and smile are the signs of those who carry, or have carried, heavy
crosses, their banners of courage high.

Doctors were unfailingly kind and helpful, as all dedicated people are. They would
carry Robert in their arms, and were so full of love when, with his eyes, he accepted and
leaned on their kindness. So | learned to accept and be humble. The lessons went on.

A rector in a small parish, who could never have a larger one because his wife was a
hopeless alcoholic, stayed some nights and watched with me. As he saw the anguish he
said, “ Hell comes in many forms.”

Through him we were able to find a small cottage with a yard where | could put
Robert in the sun while | worked.

Then | found how he drew people to him. They came softly and seemed to feel his
spirit. Although he was weak, he grasped the infinite.

There was a tall, impressive-looking factory owner whose haughtiness as he cut
through our narrow street | used to resent.

O ne morning Isaw him pause and look at my son. The next day he waved. Robert
smiled. They watched for each other. Finally he would tiptoe into our garden and speak
to Robert so gently, and smile so tenderly.

Robert would lean his head to him for a pat or a kiss. Who says they don’t know? |
came out once and the man said to me humbly, “1 think he loves me.”

And one day he knelt by the child’s chair, opened a basket and took out a beautiful
white puppy. At the look of ecstasy on Robert's face the man turned tear-filled eyes to
me and said, "What would 1give if | could help him as he has helped me!”

So | learned not to judge people, but to look into their hearts.

Because Robert loved music, | kept up my practice and played and sang to him. We
made friends. Then at last | found God. Closer than my hands. Nearer than my heart. He
walked with us through the darkest valleys. We were never alone again.

I learned patience and trust.

The years went by. Robert was six. He began to fail more and was harder to lift and
carry; | grew too tired to carry on. The doctor insisted on his going to a hospital. |
dreaded making him so unhappy at the end, | dreaded the thought of separation. |
asked God not to let us be apart through life. | left it in His hands.

Before hospital arrangements could be completed, God opened the gates to a larger
life for my small son.

The lessons were over. END
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pain, starts healing and forms a protec-
tive dressing as no cream or liquid can!
Nothing's safer for children the whole
family! And it's painless and stainless!
Great for all kinds of skin injuries cuts,
scrapes, scratches, bruises, burns—also
chapped hands and lips.

ANTISEPTIC SHST-AIO DRESSING

I\ NE \

Play it safe- let Unguentine take over!

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 92

“But you can just barely get by on it right
now, man, provided you have no more trou-
ble!”

“I'm supposed to live on it,”
miserably.

J. J. Semmins threw his yellow pencil
against the far wall. It bounced back and
rolled under his desk. “I get so sick of this
same deal all the time,” he said. “Hundreds
of you bright guys are in this trap. The big
shots you work for made theirs so long ago
that they think they're paying you a king's
ransom. They want you to live big on it,
advertise how good they are to work for.
They'll make certain the guys in the factories
take home fat money, because the unions have
put the fear of God into them, but the bright
guys right under their noses, they’ll pay them
twenty-five thousand and then put the pres-
sure on so you spend all but a couple dimes
paying your taxes and living as fat as they
could have lived twenty years ago on the same
money. Then, if you crack, it's your fault. If
you demand more money, you're unreliable.
Ifyou start shopping around for more money
you're labeled disloyal. Thirty-five would be
about right for you, Weldon. You could re-
duce those debts down to zero and start a
little savings program. Taxes would take a
bigger bite, but you'd have about the right
amount left. Go ask them for thirty-five. If
they won't give it to you, shop for it.”

“That's ajoke | can’t laugh at. Sorry.”

“There's another choice. Sell the house.
Grab that nine thousand in the retirement
fund. Pay your debts, drop your insurance and
go to Florida or someplace and buy a gas
station. You'll live longer. You'd be surprised
to learn how many guys in your shoes have
done just that. They'll tell you they got sick of
commuting and conforming and so on. They
won't admit they got starved out. But they
did, and it's a shameful thing. Big business
needs the guys they're driving away because
they’'re too chinchy to pay them what they
think they're paying them. You're the for-
gotten man, Weldon. Go anywhere in the
country and beef about not being able to live
on your salary, and you'd have them rolling
in hysterics. Nobody will ever be sorry for
you. You'll get all the sympathy of a man with
two black eyes. But from where you and I sit,
it is a tragic, unnecessary thing, and we both
know it. But it's a story that won't sell.”

Ben managed to force a smile. “Like the
small-town bank clerk back in the 'twenties,
trying to act like a substantial citizen on nine-
teen dollars a week.”

“And a lot of those guys took it as long as
they could before they grabbed the money
and ran.”

“1 guess | can at least thank you for . . .
confirming the situation, Mr. Semmins.”

“1 won't bill you, buddy. | don't have the
heart.”

Ben said

“Let's have no arguments, please. What
will you do?”

“Try to squeak by, | guess. Cutevery comer
we can. Try to hold on. You see, the stakes
are big.”

“Sure,” Semmins said. “You sit in this
great big poker game and you've got twelve
dollars and you sit there, folding every hand,
waiting for a royal flush, and while you're
waiting they ante you to death. Isn't there
some guy over there who is interested in you
enough to sit down and go over these records
with you?” He sighed. “1 suppose not. All |
can say is good luck.”

B en Weldon reported this to Ginny, but he
did not let her see the depth of his feeling of
helplessness. He made it light, in so far as he
was able, and, as Christmas hung over them,
an ominous tinsel avalanche, they vowed all
manner of economies as though it would be
great fun. Economies can be fun for the
recently wed: a romantic game, with the long
walks to save bus fare, the happy magic of
finding a quarter in the gutter, the painstaking
budget to squeeze out the $4 a week to put
in the savings account—against the future
house, car, baby.

For those longer wed, economies can be a
game if there is a special goal—the new house

or the cruise or the swimming pool. But when
it is part of a struggle to survive, and there
seems to be no end to it, and you do not
know when some small and expensive dis-
aster may wipe out all your efforts—then
there is a corrosive and destructive quality to
itall. It can be a dreary battle, waged with the
presentiment of defeat.

And there is not really too much you can
do. You can put an end to the habit of bring-
ing fond and silly gifts to your wife, little
things you happened to see in store windows.
You can avoid taxis as much as possible, give
up the tenth-of-a-cent bridge game on the
train, avoid all lunch dates that threaten to be
expensive, try to get a little more wear out of
the business suits between dry cleanings, give
up the relaxing ceremony of the before-dinner
drink. And you can begin a practice you have
always avoided, the sly and delicate art of
fudging the expense account. He found that
he could show a small profit on each trip.
Twelve dollars, seventeen dollars. It made
him feel like a petty thief, but he told himself
it was a practice hallowed by tradition.

Yet, with all these practices, he felt as if he
were engaged in an exercise in futility. He was
the captain at the wheel of the small boat.
The sea was rushing into the hold. Every now
and then he could rush down and bail for a
few moments with a teacup before returning
to his duty station.

There was a more serious aspect to it, one
that he could not dare admit to himself. He
had attempted to build an impenetrable wall
between the increasing tensions of his per-
sonal life and the demands of his career.

There was an afternoon meeting ten days
before Christmas, and as they were waiting
for Brendan Mallory, who would conduct it,
Ben Weldon heard Charlie McCain, saying,
got them to promise to deliver it
Christmas morning, a little M.G.A., robin’s-
egg blue, and Kath'’s eyes are going to bug
like a stomped frog------ "

Midway through the meeting Ben Weldon
was staring off into an equitable world where
Ginnywas driving her brand-new little M.G .A.
down a sunny country road, the wind ruffling
her blond hair, her eyes adance------

“Sir?” he said, falling abruptly back into
here and now.
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Mallory looked at him oddly and said,
“You do have the break-even figures on West-
ern Products, Ben?”

“Right here,” he said, flushing, and opened
the folder to the summary his staff had pre-
pared for him and began to make his report.

As the meeting adjourned, Brendan Mal-
lory said, “Spare a few minutes, Ben?”

It was a command. He went with Mallory
to the office of the president on the tenth
floor. Mallory was a dapper little man with a
narrow mustache and a deceptively ineffectual
look. His voice was unerringly brisk and light
and casual. But all the hidden force of the
man was gathered somewhere and projected
through steady bright blue eyes, as intent and
merciless as the eyes of a falcon. No man who
had endured the special focus of those eyes
tended to underestimate Mr. Mallory.

“Sit down, Ben. We never seem to get a
chance to chat lately.”

Ben sat in a deep leather chair. Mallory
perched on the comer of the desk, arms
folded, smiling down at him. “All arguments
and no chat,” Ben said, returning the smile,
feeling inside himself the special alertness of a
blindfolded man on a tightrope.

“I'm very pleased with what you've been
doing, Ben.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“1 discussed it with Ed and he agreed we
should bring you into the bonus setup, start-
ing this January.”

“I'm very grateful, Mr. Mallory.”

“1 wonder if you aren’t pushing yourself a
little too hard.”

This, Ben knew, was a direct result of the
woolgathering in the special meeting. He care-
fully broadened his smile, and said, “I don't
feel oppressed, sir. As a matter of fact, | think
do better the heavier the work load is.”

“ Everything outside the office is fine?”
“Yes, sir,” Ben said heartily.

“Give my regards to the lovely Virginia,
please. Tell her you two are coming for dinner
after the holidays. Alice adores you both.”

“We'll both be looking forward to it, Mr.
Mallory.”

“1 thought you might be pushing yourselfa
little too eagerly, because you've seemed a little
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No, this isn't a spider—nothing so pleasant as
that; it is a Grabby. Whatever it sees and wants it

just grabs. It never asks, "May 1?";

never says

"Please.” It just grabs. And what is more, it never
finds out who owns what it grabs. If this Grabby
doesn’t soon learn to act like a pleasant person, it
will have to live in a cage where it can't grab. Too

bad!

WERE You A &RABBY THIS MONTH?



From Dairyland, U.S.A.-a panorama of fine foods
for Foodarama Living

You may haveyour Foodarama
in Buttercup Yellow, Bermuda
Pink, Surf Turquoise, Aztec
Copper or Classic White.

Only Kelvinator gives you this
12 cu.ft. deluxe refrigerator and 6 cu. ft.
uprightfreezer, all in one cabinet only 41 inches wide . . .

Fabulous Foodarama by

Here'sa newway to get rrore pleasure from tre bounty
of Arerical ile fams ... O eat better neals the year
round . toerta‘talnrqallywﬁmnﬂ"norm... tosae
r'ru‘r—yardsa.eﬂn& It’s Foodarama Living!

Foodarane’s huge capecity puts an abundance of foods at your
finger tips. You shop less but have nore on hand. There’s
aways room for bargains and lowprice seasorel
goedals. And what a joy t have the convenience of anple
freezer space right in your kitchen!

You never defrost either refrigerator or freezer. Foodarame’s
safer “No-Frost” system rekes frost a total strarger . . . and

does it somuch more econaically then other systens thet you

ey year. And you rever fuss with
ice trays becaee a rerrarkeble new ice disperser mekes and
stores iae cubes for you autorratically .. just reech inand take
ore or saveral as you need them!

Ben with all ths Foaiaranaamﬂlymwl&mtuy
and gperate then a separate refrigerator and

Foodaraa is a stuming exanple of the wonderful plus you'll
find only in the kitchen and laundry appliances mece by tre
Kelvinator Division of American Mbtors Corporation, Detroit
3, Michigan. Make it yours! Fabulous Foodararma!
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New Models! More Models! Which SIN G ER cleaner is best for you?

The New
SINGER'“MAGIC CARPET”

Does a thorough but gentle job on fine rugs and
wall-to-wall carpeting. Brush adjusts automatically,
to rug nap...from bare floor to rug and back again.
Extra-capacity two-section dust bag requires less
changing, filters air better, boosts cleaningefficiency.

Reaches w-a-y under low furniture, hangs up
flat to store. The “Magic Carpet” cleans a wide
swath . . . cuts down strokes . . . lights the way.

The GOLDEN GLIDE by SINGER™

More cleaning power than leading canisters . . . glides along behind you
without snagging or tipping . . . makes cleaning faster, less tiring.

Its throw-away bag is 3 times bigger than most others. . . and it stands
on end for stair cleaning or space-saving storage. Comes complete with
attachments including king size floor-wall brush.

The New SINGER'
“ROLL-A-MAGIC”

This economy SINGER* cleaner has power equal
tomany costingtwiceasmuch!A boonforhome-

makers with lots of above-the-floor dusting to The SINGER* “MAGIC MITE” The REVOLVING BRUSH
do ... furniture, curtains, drapes, shelves ... Hand Cleaner Attachment

Does a standout job on rugs, too. Coasts Weighs only 5 power-packed pounds. Ideal for Turns any canister into a rug sweeper vacuum . . .
right along with you on ball bearing casters touch-up cleaning in the home or for car or shop. for $19.95. No extrawires. Removes stubborn litter.

to speed cleaning, reduce fatigue. Phone or visit your local SINGER SEWING CENTER for free home trial. <E: | 65%

New design of the extra-capacity dust bag yy Easy terms available. Prices start with the Full Power “Roll-A-Magic” at

increasesefficiency and makes it the easiestever
to change. Comes complete with attachments. S I N G E R S E \/\éalr\mﬂgm g}g N T E R S
Trademerk o the Si NG g
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bitdrawnand ... renote lately, Ben. This hes
no bearing on your efficiency, but you don't
seem to have the—ah—ift you used to have.
That light touch of yours thet can take the
tension out of sticky situations. And | do be-
lieve you've beconre a little less gregarious. |
know that lunch with the pe0p|eyot,|v\ork
with all day can be monotonous, but

times ﬂ1n_;sarera;dved in Iltﬂelnypeded

Is there anything the little devil doesn't see ?
Ben inself.

“Maybe I've been getting self-important,”
Ben said with what he hoped wes precisely the
right amount of lightress.

“Not you, Ben! That's a vice you'll never
hae. I'mglad things are going well, and it's
been nice to have this little talk.”

1 do appreciate the bonus dedl, sir,” he
said, getting up .

Mallory shrugged as he led himto the door.
*Be assured you earred it, Ben. And because
it's unexpected money, sperd it foolishly. It
will doywardelnnygood Sonretines |
\Il_\gruﬂer if you young people aren't too re-
iable.”

He gave Ben a parting touch on the shoul-
cer. Not a pat or aslgp, but a barely percepti-
ble touch, a curious gesture of reassurance.

Ben decided not to tell Ginny of the borws.
Had he been told the figure, he would have
toldh-]’ He spent the entire train ride home

to guesswhat it would be. He told him-
self it would be a glorious $10,000 thet
would get himeven with the board, with sone
to spare. But that wes ridiculously optimistic.
He knew the bonus scale of pest years, and he
knew corporate eamings, and he finally set-
tled on $3500 as being a conservative and
reasonable gLess.

That evening he went over his financial ac-
counts and saw that his most intelligent use
of the rmreyvmld be to reduce the bank

loan by $1500, pay another $1500 on the in-
surance loan, amlleaveﬁnlnﬁedﬂ:klrg
account for emergendies.

Had they not previously mede an agreerrent
on the cost of the Christires gifts they would
give each other, Ben, in view of the bonus to
core, night have refused to set such a sell
figure—no more than $5, and no cheating,
plesse. After all, they told each other, Christ-
nﬁlsforﬁelq(tﬁéndltlfmtﬁemlmofﬁe

i arw\ay It's the act of givi
9 Sonrething thet left a Mmﬂm
%Mwnghttoaquamﬁdtoenny
Weldon five days before Chnistrres. She hed
yet to find the proper 95 gift for Ben and she
had begun to feel dismayed at her lack of

SUO0ESS.

She wes in a gift-shop area, bent on a spe-
cific errand, when she happered to noticeina
window a beautiful English croguet set in a

fitted hardwood box. She walked by the win-
dowy, stopped abruptly and tumed beck Ben
hed admired Stan Sheridan's layout the sum-
mer before. They had played a few tines at
Sheridan's at afternoon parties on weekends,
and Ben hed been quite good at it. Afterward
e hed paced off their back yard and hed told
her that if they transplanted a few shrubs,
there wes plenty of room. He had nrentioned
getting a set quiite a few tinres, saying it would
be fun for them and for the kids. But he hed
never done anything about it

Ginny knew thet this wes the perfect pres-
ent, in spite of the fact that the season wes
wrong. It wes the unusual sort of thing, the
fun thing she always tried to find for hm It
would be especially for him, but it would be a
present for the whole family too. Shewes filled
with awarmglow of exciterrent and anticipe-
tion, and a delight at having found the perfect
thing so accidentally. The nellets, bells and
posts were varmished and striped with bright
pure colors in holiday mood.

Her happy seree of the rightress of the gift
carried her into the shop and into the hands of
a sq.:erullws litle derk who called her

“modonT and handed her a nellet from the
set on display insice the store. As she held it,
smilingwith the thought of Ben's surprise and
pleasure, ke told her the set wes $124.9%6.

The blunt figures burst the dream Se
handed the mellet beck to the derk, said
sorething about thinking it over and sawhim
shnug in a slightly patronizing way as he put
the mallet back in the open hardwood case.

She valked out, and it took her a few mo-
ments to remerrber the sl errand two
blocks anay. She squared her shoulders as she
walked. This year five dollars is the limit. Stick
to it, girl. You promised. Don't cheat, because
he won't. And stopfeeling so dreary about it. It
isn't that important.

He hed stopped talking about croquet and
there wes, she knew, awhole list of things he
had stopped talking about. As shewalked she
could see the curulative weariness of her
men, in his face and his posture. And it struck
her, asick blowat the heart, a twist of anguish
so interse she was not prepared for it He
doesn't have any Jun, She He is so
good and | love him so much, and he doesn't
have any fun any more. Nobody does.

The sound, inadvertent, noved up through
her throat, half sob and half cry of protest,
and in the instant she realized other people
were staring at her with startled curiosity, she
felt the tickling run of tears on her face. She
tumed from themand stood facing a wall of
decorative tile thet wes part of a store front—
stood a few inches from it

There wes an irsistent tugging at the sleave
of her coat and she looked downinto the tear-
blurred face, the soft, concermed, gentle face of
asmall round wormen inaderelict fur coat.
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"Let's go steady, Betty Lou."

97

times
more

{

fresh bee

protein

in one can of Red Heart
than any dry dog food
most canned dog foods

Dog Food

Red Heart comes in three

tasty varieties:
Beef-plus-Liver!

plus-Fish,

©€1560,1

Beef, Beef-

Dil., JdhnMorrell & Co.
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new\alnitty Brownie Desserts!

It s easier to make £ J 83U

than you think

WALNUTTY BROWNIE RIBBON CAKE
Line 13%x 10%x 1" jelly-roll panwith aluminum
foil, extending foil 2" on both ends of pan; grease.
Prepare Betty Crocker Brownie Mix as directed
on pkg. for Fudgy Broanies, adding % cup
chopped Diamond Walnuts. Spread batter in pen
Bake 15 to 20 min. at 350°. Cool in pan 15 min
With aid of foil, lift brownies out in 1 piece. Qut
|nt055mmsad110x3 Whip 2 cups whipping
cream with % cup sifted confectioners sugar.
Spread %cup creamon each broanie. Stack strips,
cream sides up; frost with rest of cream Chill 6
hours or overnight. Top with walnuts. Serves 12

Walnutty Brownie Cupcakes. Make Cake-like Walnutty Brownie Clusters. Follow directions for Walnutty Brownie Pie a la Mode. Bake Cakellike
Brownies as directed on pkg., adding 1 cup chopped wal- Drop Cookies on pkg., adding 2 cups coarsely broken wal- Brownies as directed on pka., adding %cup chopped wal-
nuts. Set paper baking cuyps in 12 muffin cups; fill % full. nuts. When baked and still werm, frost with your favorite ruts. Spread in greased 9" rourd layer pen Bake 25 to 30
Bake30 to 35min. at .30, Topwithwhipped cream walnuts. chocolate frosting. Serve topped with welnut querters. min. at350°. Servewithice cream chocolate syrup, walnuts.

The best walnutty brownie desserts are made with
DIAMOND WALNUTS and BETTY CROCKER BROWNIE MIX!
You make these exciting new desserts with Betty Crocker Brownie Mix and Diamond

Walnuts. Theyrre quick! They’'re easy'! And you'll love the homemade flavor of choco-
latey'-good brownies ... chock-full of fresh, choice walnuts. For terrific walnutty brownie

desserts every time... it's Betty Crocker Brownie Mix and Diamond Walnuts!
“We guarantee homemade perfect* brownies DIAMOND WALNUTS
every time!” 'B gtttj'CnOck&V are best for bakin:

licest walnuts — In the shell in cellophane b
ns, the only ways that keep shelled walnuts If
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“You all right, dearie? Anything | can do,
ie?”’

. al right. Thanks.”

“Somretimes they die around Christrrestine,
dearie, and it'sGod'swill. They wouldn'tdo it
|fﬂ'eyw_ldrelp|t, poor things, but whenthe
next Christires comes around, it's dreadful
hard. Just get through it, dearie, best you can,
and next year won't be so terrible bed as this
ore. | know.”

And the women wes gore. Ginny got tissLe
out of her purseand wiped her eyes. In al the
ways of pride she pulled herself together. And
shewentonwith Christires. She could tell her-
self over and over thet it wes too like a
petulant child to whine about being uneble to
afford big glossy presents. But the wound hed

inflicted, deep enough so thet it could
not ever heal perfectly.

Inﬁelastm)rreﬂsofsmpp srefounda
walnut pipe rack and humidor thing for Ben
for which she paid $4.98. In the shop she hed
been pleased by the way it looked, but when
she unwrapped it to gift-wrap it herself, the
finish hed that shiny look of chegpress. After
she had worked on'it a long tinre, cutting the
gloss by carefully rubbing it with steel wooal, it
wes much more handsarre.

Ben's present to her wes a smell antique
vase he found in a shop on Second Avente.
She could only guess the amount of stolen
time wsed in finding somrething so lovely thet
wes within the limit they hed set

The kids hed prepared long and discourag-
ingly expensive lists. Benand Ginny had bud-
geted $100 for them and due to the incressed
pressure of work because of the end of the
year, Ben hed been unable to help her but, as
he told her later, she hed performed a vest
miracle of judgment and selection.

The bonus canre through on January tenth.
It wes for $1500. Ben mareged, for Ginny's
sake, to conceal his disappointrent. He knew
it was a bit churlish of him to feel disappoint-
ment. There could easily have been no borus
at all. But he hed so carefully worked out just
how he would dishurse the anticipated $3500,
and hed dwelt upon how much that anount
would ease the endless tension----

Ginny, thinking it cameasasurpriseto him
too, wes celighted. And it seened to dilute
sone of her groning resentrent tonard Na-
tional He said nothing to decrease her pleas-
ure. He did not tell her thet, because it wes
corsidered 1989 inconre, a tiny additional tax
nipwould be taken out of each monthly check
for the rest of the year.

He paid $6000n his $2200note at theLawton
National Bank, reduced the insurance loan by
$400, and left $500in the checking account for

es.

And then began the tie of weiting. The
winter wes exceptionally severe again, the fuel
bills high. The resene shrark to $300. The
house thermostat working and had to
be replaced. hed flu for awneek, and
inspite of Ginny’s precautions she gave it to
Chris, and the prescriled antibiotics were $14
a patient. Ben, retuming late from a stormy
meeting of the Civic Betterrent Committee
(men who work for National take an active
interest in the affairs of their home communi-
ties), took to the deep snowy ditch to avoid a
skidding drunk, and the toartruck feewes $15
The water conpary, with the approval of all
agencies concemed, slapped a spedia 0
assessient on all users.

These were the srell things. A very special
g.nst a member of the board of directors of
, drops a handsonme Danish cocktail
gasonﬁerﬁanh Once there were a dozen.
Now there are seven. So for ary special enter-
taining for more than seven in the future, a
newset must be purchesed. Little things. Like
being pecked to death by sparrons.
So the little things make you irritable with
ﬁmmm%fjlt Is not only ﬂ”emlétﬂe things
cor itions. It is the unspoken
ammalmaysﬁamﬂa@koonerof
the mind, that big things can happen, and do
heppen, and the process of life is in part the
knowledge that they will happen and In being
prepared for them They lived with the knowl-
edge of their deferselessness. In a primitive
culture, they would have worn chans toward

off evil, and hed they been able to believe in
the efficiency of the chans, they would have
felt seoure.

But in suburbia there are no megic things
you can wear suspended from a string hung
around your reck You pray for breathing
spece, for tine to plant your feet.

Love wes there, in abundance. But anend-
less worry about money is an astringent thet
sudks the juice from love, renders it wan and
slon-moving. And penury is, perheps, nore
endurable in metching surmoundings. It be-
Ccomes grotesque in a $40,000 house.

The stress of enduring an unfair situation
mekes people seek outlets for their irritability.
Ben and Ginny were handy targets for each
other. The apolagies, in time, becae more a
matter of protocol then of guilt. And each of
them built up a distorted picture of whet the
other one thought. Ben taught himself to be-
lieve Ginny thought himaspineless conformist
who dared not conrplain for fear of upsetting
plans so far in the golden future they were
nmeaningless. Ginny grew to believe thet Ben
corsidered her spoiled and petulant, urwilling
to endureall this for his sake, thinking only of
pleasures she wes missing. And, in the per-
\ersity of all nmortals, they mede noreeffort to
fit the mistaken conception then to correct it.
Sore of the warmrth went out of the house,

DESIGNING

By MARY WRIGHT LAMB

The children’s room was well
designed

for sunlight and for privacy

and free expression of the latent

arts (whatever they might be);

and as to color and ai'rangement

of the furniture, we tried

to see to it that all of their

most vocal whims were gratified.

Our one mistake was of location;

we perceive, above the din:

The children's room will always he

the room that mother’s in.

and a lot of the dloseness wert out of the mar-
riage during the cold nonths, and the children
felt it and were troubled by it. and acted in

satisfaction in receiving it

There wes no snow in Columbus, Indiana,
on the moming of the third day of March, and
the termperature wes in the low twenties, and
dropping steedily. It hed been above freezing
during the night, and there had been a hard
driving rain which hed frozen in a cellophare
skim over everything the rain had touched.

MarthaWeldon hedgot upearly, as wes her
haebit, and hed the coffee on before Geraldire
Davis cane down, smiling, yawning, to the
kitchen. Marthawes a tall, heavy wormen with
an air of pious thoughtfulness, an authorita-
tive. rather, presence. Geraldinewes
alsoawidow and shewes four years younger
than Martha. Geraldine hed begun to "help
out” at Martha's house seven years ago. Se
wves a sell, lean, tireless woman of good
spirits but with a talent for malice. Her life in-
coe from her husband's insurance wes too
tiny to support her. She mede ends meet by
helping Martha and two other elderly worren.
Sre hed the knack of keeping it on the besis of
afriendship between equals, so thet the neces-
saryrmtterofdlmrgmleytofermdtobe
dore with greatest del

Marmaalsoramsmlllm It hed been
larger quite a fewyears ago, and it wes fortu-
rete thet, as it dwindled, her only living son,
Ben, hed been able to contribute to her

ﬂwreéyearsagoonsofﬂ‘evmnGeraldine
helped hed died and the other had gore to

Olkdahoma to live with a daughter. Geraldine
told her problens to Martha. As a resuit,
Martha sugested she give up her miniature
gpartment and move in with her. There wes
rmore thanenough room. They would be good
company foreach other. It seerred anexcellent

After breakfast on that cool, bright noming
Martha sat at the desk in the living room and
wrote to Ben and Ginny. She knew thet
Ceraldine knewwhat she wes doing, and she
also knew that it would give Geraldine her
wsLel opportunity to meke overly casual com-
ments about how long it had been since
Martha hed seen her grandchildren, and how
young people these days lacked consideration,
and how you'd think a boy doing as well as
Martha kept telling her he wes doing, meking
al that money and all, could afford to serd
nmore. Maybe he just never thought of it
Young people were certainly thoughtless.

1t wes afew minutes after nire when Martha
stepped out the front door to put the letter in
the meilbox attached to the post at the head of
the porch steps. The board floor of the porch
wes painted adark green. She took two heavy
stemmﬂedryvmod and a third step onto
slick, transparent, invisible ice. She struck
ﬁeedgeofﬁetopsmwmatemtiefome
felt her thigh snep, and tunbled in a white
roaring spin of pain to the ceent sidenalk,
down the four shallow steps of the porch, and
lay there noaning, rolling her head from sice
tosice. Shewes halfanare that Geraldine hed
comreto her, that Geraldinewes ingreat panic.
And when Ceraldine mede a stupid futile ef-
fort to pull at her, asmg‘ntodfagr‘ermto
the house, Martha screarred once, with the
strength of a young worman, and fainted.

Ginny phored the officeat 1240and caught
Benjust as he wes leaving for lunch. Geraldine
hed not been very coherent. Martha hed heda
bed fall, and wes in the hospital, and Ben
should come at once. He told Ginny hewould
leave right anay. He kept a siell travel case
with the essertials at the office for emergency
business trips. His secretary had not left yet.
He hed her chedk flights for himand meke a
reservation. He could uee his air-travel card
and reimburse the conpany. The other nen
were out to lunch. He left it to her to tell them
the situation, and he dictated a hesty meno
which mede staff assignnrents of the work he
wes handling, and told her to reshuffle his
appointrrents as best she could.

Wﬂenl“esaNhsnDﬁErlnﬂ"equtalm

hewes deepl! at theway sre
oole[P ﬁeu);mrﬂdledtmm'gof
her hands. He stayed in the house. Mrs.
Ceraldine Davis mede up a bed there for him
with what he thought wes an unwarranted
surliness.

He hed a long talk with the doctor the next
cday. Due to the nature of the fracture, they
hed hed to st it inmrediately. Splintered
bomsmdmdtobepmad Her heart hed
stood upwell under the general anesthetic, but
they had hed to give her plasa for shock
The doctor would not conit hinself on
whether shewould be able to walk again, but
he wes ready to admit that she would be bed-
ridden for quite a long tie. Bensigned a hos-
pital form accepting financial resporsibility.
He stayed that day and the next spending as
much tine with her as he could, but he wes
rever alore with her. Geraldine Davis wes
there the entire tine. The women were ob-

vioust
%emmd(ﬁemnrgofﬁelhrdday
told Ginny the details he hed not told her over
tre , and that evening they phoned
Martha at the hospital. Ben hed arranged for
a phore to be put by her bed Ginny and the
three children talked to her. Ben dived back
into a brute load of work, work so heavy and
dermanding thet he hed no tine to think of
theextrafinancial burden herfall hadentailed.
Six days later, at midnight, the doctor in
Colurrbus andwoke himfromasound
sleepto tell himthat his mother hed contracted
preunonia and she wes not responding to
medication. She wes inan oxygen tent, and it
wes perheps best that he come as soon as
paossible. Ginny pecked his things and drove
himto the airport.
Air connections were bed. He did not arrive
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at the small hospital until quarter after ten the
next noming. She had been dead for not quite
an hour. He mede arrangenents for the fu-
reral service and the burial with the sarre firm
which hed buried his father so long ago. He
phoned Ginny and sre said she would meke

about the children and arrive
the next day. He said he saw no reason for it.
It was just an added expense, and it could not
p0§|b|ydoarygood She seered hurt at his

B.trEV\esdehghedtOEet‘ermkenie
arrived. He had seldom felt as lonely, and the
town where he had been brought up hed never
looked so strange to him

successful
suppers with

Blue Lake

“Everybody’'s coming!” and you'll
spend less time in the kitchen by starting
with a can of Blue Lakes...the aristo-
crat of all green bean flavor — canned,
fresh, or frozen.

All over America, these stringless,
straight, round, firm, delicious Blue
Lakes have had the fastest popularity
growth in the history of canned foods.

Blue Lake Green Beans Grow best
in the Pacific Northwest

You’'ll find Blue Lakes under a great
assortment of brand names. Look for the
words “Blue Lake” on the can label
where the contents are described.

write for FREE RECIPE PACKET
"Meet Mr. BLUE LAKE" packet

contains speciall ﬁ)ared
ipes for servmg Bl Lake
Variety green beans to your

PTA, “church guild, canp, or

. Instructions for servi
gaagor 24 persors. o

Please send FREE recipe packet:
My Name

Addre s

- State—
ASSOCIATED BLUE LAKE
GREEN BEAN CANNERS, INC.

527 Pittock Block, Portlands,Ore.



Are you missing
HALF the FLA FOR

of your Holiday Ham?

domino frown Sugar

adds the “MISSING HALF?”

it flavors as it sweetens!

Domino Brown Sugar adds the “ Missing
Half” with this easy-to-make Brown Sugar
glaze. It seals in every bit of mouth-

‘domino

yane Sugnr

watering flavor. Use the recipe below
and you'’ll discover how Domino Brown
Sugarflavors as it sweetens.

pomino “ Magic Flavor” Baked Ham Recipe:
Twenty minutes before hamis dore, remove from
oven, score, stud with cloves and spread with peste
meck of 11b. Domino Brown Sugar, 3 thgs.
cooking sherry or vinegar and 1 tsp. dry mustard
Finish baking at 400°F.

Use either Domino Old
Fashioned Dark Broan or
Colden Light Brown Sugar.
Other “Megic Havor”
recipes on every package.

. more people use Domino than any other sugar.

And hewes glad to hold his wife inhisams
for a long reassuring monent becatse he wes
ashamed of hinrself. It had happened the night
of the day she hed died. He hed anekered in
the night and he hed been unable to go back
to sleep. Suddenly, in the darkness, there hed
come to him a sudden tingle of exciterrent
and pleasure and reliefas he realized he could
now sdll the house, and even in a hesty sale
itwould bring far more then the hospital ad
the burial experses. It wesa sound house, and
the location wes corvenient to the downtown
area. He would comre out of it with a profit,
and it would no longer be necessary for him
to serd the $2400 ayear to ler. Itwes a des-
picable and degraded rejoicing thet mede him
feel soiled, but he could not help hineelf. He
rmoumed her. But moumingwes stained by his
anareness of being freed by her death fromthe
nagging trap hewes in

Ginny had et Geraldine Davis on previous
visits, and it seened to Ben that Ceraldine
seerred nrore friendly toward Ginny then to-
ward him But when Ben and Ginny were
alore later. Ginny said, “1don't think we're
the nost popular people who ever stayed here,
darling.”

“1 wes bom in this house and | swear sre
mekes e feel like an interloper.”

"The poor thing is probably worried sick
about what shelll do now. You cant blame
her, you know.”

"That must be it,” he said

The service at the church wes well attenced.
The Weldons were an old family. The great
mejority of the people at the church were
elderly. There wes the traditional cerermony at
the grave, and then Ben and Ginny rode back
into town in the linousine provided by the
fureral director. There were no words with
which Ben could tell Ginny how necessary it
wes to have her beside im

Lreymeretmkintmmatlvwo'd(xxw
Ben hed the driver let themout in front of the
old office building that housed the offices of
Gebbert and Malone. Old Willis Gebbert hed
bgen a friend of his father, and had handled
what srell legal business the family had hed
for sixty years. He hed mede the appointment
earlier. Judge Gebbert hed been at the church,
and Ben hed pointed himout to Ginny. “ Must
be nirety and still practicing,” he whispered.

The old-fashioned office wes full of dark,
heavy fumiture and it selled like dust and
medicire.

Ben introduced Ginny to the judge and he
\tl\fst;untlywthmr Iﬁismh;gvmwswmm

s blue eyeswetery, his inaconstant vis-
|b|etrenetyr$ brown spots on the backs of his
Iargsvxhtekalh But his voice had not lost
its deepness and resonance.

“A sad thing,” Judge Gebbert said. "She

a wonderful women. She mede Sam
V\kldon awonderful wife, Benjamin.”

1 appreciate your saying thet, sir. We're
going to have to leave today and get back to
the children and the job 1wes wondering if
you'd take on alast chore for the Weldon dan.
I'd like to give you a power of attormey to sell
that house for me and pay off the medical and
fureral expenses—1can have the hllSSH'tdl—
rectly here—and remit the balance to ne.”

Jxk_;eGebbertmg"ed inaslightly artificial
way and stared out the window for a few mo-
ments, then sighed and said, "Nobody can say
Martha wesn't in her right mind, and nobody
can say her mind wesn't mede up. Shecane in
here alnost two years ago, son, and | mede up
awill for her. Geraldine Davis gets the house

fumiture and the noney In her savings
account, and you get the right to go over the
house and take any persoral stuff you might
want to keep. Want to look at my copy of it,
Benjamin? | canget it inno tine at all.”

“No. Don't bother. I'm sure it'sjust as you
describe it. judge.” His nouth felt dry and he
Leqltfara/\ay, as though he were dreaming all

S‘esandtonEyoumeredmngsogoodyw
wouldn't reed it, and if
her, Geraldine'd ra/emdaoetolayr‘ermed
no kinand no money, and by mekingout the
will thet way, she could stop fretting about it.
It wes going to be a secret, but she told
Geraldine about it all later on so Geraldine
wouldn't worry either—you know the way
your nother wes, son.”
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“Judge, how about the . . . bills?’

JrgeGebbert Iooledathmwthashgh
fronn. “I guess you can do thet much, can't
you? | dont know who else would be re-
spomu

'Ihankwaoryourune judge,” he said,

ng Lp.

“Ceraldire talked to me on the phore just
before you carre here. Seeved to know you
were coming. Asked ne about occupancy. |
told her she'sin her legal nghlstosiay right
here, and it'll go through Probate Court with
no trouble at all.” He gave an astonishingly
vital baritone laugh. “If after all these years |
can't draw a will, | better get out of the law

They walked the six blocks to the house.
There Wes a faint rurmor of spring in the air.
Ginny held his am

“Darling,” she said gently, “we'rejinxed. If
nolten gold wes coming down, we'd be out
there with sieves, wouldn't we?”

“Don’t meke with the gallant little jokes.
Not now, please.”

And at the tore of his voice she took her
hand away and walked beside him, half look-
ir;%a/\ay tears standing bright on her lower
i

They were on the porch of the house before
Ben noticed the newsign inthe window. Room
for Rent. The door was locked. As he got out
the spare key the door swung open and
Ceraldine stuck her hand out, palm up, and
said, “I'll take that key!”
stal_rSF‘ it on the narrowwrinkled palmand

at her. She stared beck with a satisfied
melevolence. “You don't have to come in
further than this front hall either. Thisplaceis
mine, all legal, auﬁyma:entvseloon’er‘ere
younor your blond wife either, Ben Weldon.”
“What's the metter with you, Mrs. Davis?”
Ginny dermended.

“Right here is your suitcases, all packed
reat. And here's this big wood crate with ev-
erything personal packed right in it, so you

house

you
“Why are you acting like this?” Ben de-

mamd
rest her soul—loved you,

“Martha—God
but | certainly got no call to. You'd go flying
al over the country like a king, and you
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wouldn't corre near her. She wouldn't see her
grandchildren fromone year to the next. Oh, |
know how lorely shewes. But you didn't care,
reither one of you. Send alittle , thet's
all you had to do. So litleyou didn't missit at
all, and you thought you were doing some-
thing big. I've been waiting years to tell you
off, Ben Weldon. And right now you can get
out of this hell and off my land. What do you
wart done with the box of stuff?’

“You don't understand----" Glnny sad

But Bensaid, Nevermrd, horey. Serd the
box rallway

“Collect,” Geraldire said finly.

“Collect,” Ben said and picked up the suit-
cases. They walked out onto the porchand she
s|ammdﬂ”e door.

As they walked down the street Ginny
looked back and sawher peering at themfrom
the living-room window. She seemed to be
grinning, but she wes behind the curtains and
Ginny could not be certain.

Whenall the bills were in, Bentotaled them
They care to $321250. There wes no hos-
pitalization. The expenses of deathare not de-
oo cki 17 25 BLEEERt o Ty

e to claim her as a for ,
and thet wes all. Yo

This wes thefinal rock thet stove the hull of
the sell boat. He phored the Lawton Na-
tional Bankfromhisofficeandgot Mr. Lathrop

on the lire. After he hed identified him-
self. he said he could arrange to cone in Mon-
day nmorning at ten when the bank ad
disauss his note. Hyde hed him hold the line
while the folder wes brought to him

“Right now, Mr. Weldon it's sixteen hurv
dred balance dueon a hundred-and-eighty-ciay
note, and the due date is—' m-mmim—ext
Wednesday. Now | wouldn't wart to have to
tell my loan committee I'd put through an-
other extension on this note, Mr. Weldon.”

“1 could pay it off with the proceeds of a
new note, couldn't 1?”

“Well now, we'd have to see about that.”

Thatsmkﬁt | V\arttodmwlthyoum
Monday, Mr. Hyde.”
Tellyoummt You t)nrlglnmLptmiate

balance sl”eet, Weldon. And
bring your wife along.”
“It hasrtbeennecessary inthe pestto ----"
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“Her signature goes on,the notes t0o.”

“But I've always taken the notes and she's
signed themat----"

*“You just bring her along, and I'll"be look-
ingfor you at teno’clock sharp, Mr. Weldon.”

When Ben and Ginny. entered the bank on
Monday noming, Ben hed with him a per-
sonal balance sheet onwhich he had expended
great care. It expressed his equity in the house
besed on current values, and his equity in tre

hoped was not too florid an evalua-
tion of household fumishings and equipment.

THE ONLY

He had menaged to sgueeze out a net worth of
$26,000 before current debts, and it gave hima
certain arrount of dubious assurance.

Mr. Lathrop Hyde'sdeskwes planted out in
the open, against the back wall of the uphol-
stered bullpen adjmnlngihsustmerﬂoor of
the building. Mr. Hyde greeted them and
%atedﬂ”emmnea.slyaum He wes per-
haps sixty, long and solid in the torso, with
gray hair worn long on one sice so thet it
could be combed across the bald area and
pested in place. He hed a long, square-cor-
rered, fleshy face, wimoddsmsofhghoolor
on the cheekbores, pebbly brown eyes and a
very wide nmouth with thin colorless lips. His
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habit of dresswas incongruously tweedy and
informal. He took an active, leadership
interest in community affairs. He and Ben hed
served on quite a few of the sane committees.
handed the balance sheet over, he
noticed a folder with his nanme on the tab
centered in the middle of Lathrop Hyde's
blotter.
Le‘ts;semhatwemve here, folks,” Mr.
sai
He studied each itemon the brief staterrent
with great care, checked the margin besice
each one with a very simall check mede with a
very hard pencil. He put it aside and let the
silence grow until Ben had to say sonrething
andsaid, “Is that what you wanted fromme?”’
“1 hoped it would look a little better, Mr.
Weldon. Youdt‘avealongvmltgettlngm

d"lldren—|s1tmorm||shrg Andlfymdmk
the blue book, you'll find you have no equity
inthet car at all. ﬂﬁrelsﬁtaughmtyln
the house to allowa sound second
gﬁl didn't find what | wes looking for.”

Www&;wking for, Mr. Hyde?”
Gin

g:mly Mrs. Weldon. Security.”

“Soare we,” she said

“What? Oh, Imeananuelegalseo.mym
which we can loan norey, Mrs.
'I'I’\eresmfatleftlnﬂnsewm’nepollueﬁ
YoumnmsscuiﬁsAndymoenairiyfa/e
a&hstaﬁalanmvtofmmhllstomy

“Nearlyall ofﬁnnsbanseofnynu&er‘s
rece’t&ath Ben said

“1 reard abuut thet. May | extend my

sympethies.

“Thanks. If | can't renew my note when it
cones due day after tomorrow, Mr. Hyde, I'd
like to borrow five thousand. I'd use sixteen
hundred to retire the note, and pay off the
balameofﬂusebﬂls

ighty-day note?” Hyde
askedmldy

“Yes

“And how would you expect to pay it
back?’

“1"ve been sending my mother two hundred
dollars a nonth, Mr. Hyde. That will no
longer be necessary. | can pay the two hun
dred on the note instead.”

“Which in one hundred eighty days would
be twelve hundred dollars. It is against the
law, Mr. Weldon, for us to loan money onan
open note when we see little expectation of its
being paid back within the stated tirre. A fully
secured note isa different thing, of course. I'm

“Do you think I'ma bed risk?’

Mr. Hyde fronned slightly. “That's an un-
fortunate expression, mglmeyou wsedit, I'll
arsz\erywﬁarkly Yes.’

“But----"

“Jet a moment, Mr. Weldon. We are
tightening our policy as far as you people are
concermed. You bright young men who work
inthe city are very persuesive, you know. And
we—uh—less isticated types are apt to be
alittle too avned by the salaries you are paid.
And so, without realizing it until recently,
we've let ourselves get into an unhealthy posi-
tion on open notes to you brisk, suocessful
young gentlenen. You makebig incorres, but
you live up to themand them Thrift
seens to have become adirtyword
Personally, | am inclired to think of all this,
on old-fashioned grounds, as a lack of char-
acter.”

Ben glanced at Ginny and sawshewaswhite
with anger.

“Mr. Hyde,” he said, “you seem to be
noralizing.”

“Perhgps | am You people dismay meina
way. You're all house-poor, car-poor, dub-
poor, party-poor. You seemto try to be prov-
Ing to each other that you can live on one and
a half tines your incorre. At our expense. We
have too many rerevals. V;Ie’ve mealeoalntl"jg
noney on promises too slender. ittle
recession, Mr. Weldon, would sheke rmost of
you out of the fragile limbs of your tall trees,
and the Lawton National Bankwould be hold-
ing the beg. And all of you would be without
asets or resources. We owe our oan share-
holders better judgment in these matters.” He
smiled broadly for the first tine. “It would be
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such a sharre if the party suddenly ended for
all of you.”

“I resent being dassified as having . . . this
lack of character you mention,” Ben said

thickly.

Hyde tapped the balance sheet li .
“Haven't you done the dassifying If,
my dear boy? Right here. You nmeke nearly
tventy-five thousand a year and, except for
this retirerent-account noney, which wes
taken apparently before you could see it, you
haven't a dime. What am | supposed to
think?’

Ben controlled hirrself with aneffort. “I re-
spect your obligation to your stockholders in
the bank But please don't noralize about
situations you don't understand.”

f“Ch but | kavelgwnlnnmnate Lr:tbrstanirg
of them Mr. Weldon. supplicants
such as yourself.” rod

“What can you do for ne?’

“I can give you a ninety-day extension on
this outstanding belance, and I must ask you
to pay the interest up to date on the due date.
| canassureyou thet there will not be another
renenal. Why don't you borrow from your

retireent account, Mr. Weldon? Isn't thet
permitted? It uswally is in most corrpanies.”

GUARD
YOUR

FAMILY
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AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY

“That's my problem,” Ben said, stardrg
*Mail e the renewal agreeent. Come on,
Ginny.”

“Your attitude isn't going to meke future
relationships any essier, Mr. Weldon.”

“It is my deepest wish, Mr. Hyde, that
EI\erLevmll be no future relationships of any

Hyde smiled once nore. “It's perhaps for
the best. After all, you could have the sincerest
chsremﬂ"emrldtopayl.sthat . unobli-
gated two hundred a nonth, but you peop|e

social obligations.”
Gwmmwﬁmﬁm

desk “They keep sayi 3
Theympsayl ta’iersarence.You‘rea
nonster, Mr. Hyde It's not what you do, it's
ﬂ‘ewayywdon
chuckled, almost fondly, as they left
his desk They could not reach him Nothing
could reach him, nothing they could do.
Ginny wes crying by the tie they reached
ggmr mdm&wmmpﬁmgotm
was snuffling, toamile. “I
krnN\M‘etr?\eareum sad g
“He mede ne bring you along so he could
srkﬂ”elnfeahtﬂemeper That'sthe thing |
resent nost.”
Butvratarewegomgmdo Ben?’
“I'll talk to you tonight.”

By the tine he got horme he hed worked out
a program for handling this new problem It
seerred to be the only arswer, but it depressed
him to think about it. It wesn't brought up
until Ginny hed finished the dinner dishes and
the kids were in bed.

Ginny care into the living room and sat in
the comer of the couch and pulled ber legs up.
The floor larmp behind her mede her fair hair
luminous and left her face in partial shadow.

CONTINUED ON PAGE 104
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foot on Beacon Street, you'll be able to taste the difference.
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CONTINUED FROM PACGE 102

She faced Ben, who sat meking a protective
cerenony of stoking his pipe, lighting it
evenly.

There wes a quality of expectancy in the si-
lence between them, the product of their sep-
arate anareress thet thiswes, at long last, the
time of showdown, the obligatory scere that
V\esapraimoffartoonnrynnrﬂsofms
big, abundant and wretched i

#\What areyougoingtodo, Ben”‘ sreasked.

He noticed itwas “you,” not “we.” He said,

'I"nerearemarymra;ies mney

“But we have to do something!”

IAEDIF

"1 know that. Two round trips to Indiana.
That's top priority. When the air-travel bill
cones in, | have to come up with the money
fast I'll guess between five and six hundred.
We haven't got it. There's nobody | dare bor-
row from. But | did some very discreet check-
ing, and I'm pretty sure | can get six hundred
from a loan conpany They Il take a chattel
nortgage on the fumiture, and theyll do no
checking on e that will be so obvious any-
body will be able to guess. With their service
charges, it will come to about thirteen per cent
interest. | can get it right after the first of the
nonth, so the twelve payrrents of fifty-some-
thing a month will start the first of May.”

“And we'll just one more money,” she said
in a dead voice.

“We'll have the two hundred | won't be
sending mother starting April first. I'll wite the
hospital and the doctor and the fureral homme
and send them each a sirell paynrent out of
thet two hundred as a gesture faith,
andexplain thet I'll mvetopxayﬁ%?i)ffm
way, a certain anmount each nonth. And I'll
make a payment on the bank loan out of that
‘two hundred too. | don't think those people in
Colurmbus will raise a fuss. They st be used
to this sort of thing”

“So it'syour idea to do it all out of the two
hundred each nonth. So we shall be living
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exactly the sae as if we were sending it to
your nrother. How long will it take? Just tell
e how long it will take if nothing happers.”

“Incdluding the bank loan, and interest

amiall . call ittwo years. A little over.”

“Two cbhamsyears it nothing heppers.
And sonething will, soit'll be longer. Believe
e, it will be longer. | wanted a miracle, Ben.
| didn't went more of the sare. You know the
miracle | wanted? | wanted you to march up
to whoever you merch up to down there and
draw out thet whole nine thousand dollars
sitting there, and tell themyou were taking it
because you reed it. But thats too big a mir-
acle to hope for.”

“You don't under----"

“When will you get araise, darling?’

“I've told you how---- i

“Tell me again. | want to hear it again.”

“There's practically no chance of a raise
until Bartlett retires. Where | am, the nmoney
goes with thejob. I’'mslated to take over Bart-
lett's slot. There'll probably be sall upnard
adjiustrents, but nothing to get haelthy on
Hesﬁfly—aglt He's got seven years.”

“And what will nget\nkenywtale his
job, darling?’

“I believe he gets about fifty-five, with a
bonus between fifteen and twenty, and a sell
share in the stock-option plan. | expect I'd
et fifty and a bonus of twelve to fifteen, as-
sumingwe're running asfar in the black aswe

"Fifty thousand dollars,” she said with a
quiet bittemess. “Oh, whee, oh, joy. You're
going to be so terrifyingly inportant, and yet
you can't borrow nire thousand dollars of
your omn noney. Why s it? Just why? Ex-
plainit to me.”

H e rose and took slow steps tonard the
fireplace and tumed and stared at her for a
thoughtful moment, planning his words. “I’ll
have to say this, Ginny, with no concession to
modesty. 1'm surprisingly good at what I'm
doing. We deal with a lot of other corpora-
tions. | meet a lot of people. 1'd say, and this
is a pretentious thing for a man to say about
himself, thet there ly aren't over a
hundred guys in my age range with the sare
potential | have in the whole country.”

"Then why aren't we---- "

“Let me finish the explanation. It's what
you asked for. Some of those guys have
landed, by bed luck, in the wrong slots. Sonme
of them have changed jobs too many tines,
aways pressing for the immediate salary
bunp. And | don't think there are nore then
three or four in thewhole batch whowouldr't
change with me inone minute, salary andall.”

She stared at him “What!”

"1'min the big big league, Ginny. And it's
exactly where | should be. I'mwatched every
minute, therés so much potential
poveer at stake. It ist just the officers ad
directors of National, honey. At the top of the
pyramid in big busiress there's a group of
menwho knoweach other. 1t's beconre pretty
well known that I'm the heir apparent. It'll
be years before I’'min the kingbird's seat, but
g;%/kmmofma and they're watching, too,

if there wes any kind ofsfdeLpa
National that threatened to sidetrack ne,
meydcmemwmﬁ‘enghtoﬂer

V\hydon they now?”

* Because the kind of fool who would take
it they don't want.”

“So can't take out the nire thousand
that belongs to you and put it back later when
Vo by, ot vy

He felt i He
MMtogsmey V\gragsald,
.lﬂvVnydoyouihrk | can't ask for it?”

“Because you're supposed to be infallible
abmtemyﬂwlng or theyll think you're not
good enough for the top of their pyramid ”

“| couldn't have said it more accurately.

ly you do

“I've listered You Ilsten

“Ofoouss

Impmujofyou Keep that in mind. |
know you can do what think you can. |
can see how it can be pride with you too. But
awoman hesa different slant. | knowyou can
do it. You know you can do it. So what are
we proving and who are we proving it to by
standingaround inthis ... thinair?”

“What do you mean?’
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“You seemto work harder all the tine, and
you get less kick out of it. You never come
home any more just busting with triunph,
Ben. The things we do together are all .
obligations, carefully planred, never on i
pulse. | clawyou for no reason. You srerl for
no good reason. We live with these two kinds
of pmn;ﬁevgﬁrly V\alqg:q mmne—yt%;rjobf

, S icrous thing o
5t barely by e 1 rreke 6 rest on
salary rmstpeqﬂe in the country would corn-
sderreal wealth,

“1 dont think I’ mtrying to prove----
broke off.

ledontgoall r‘eu_:hyardsu.ﬂy An
decmaan wes here last

Wnaﬂasﬁatgottodownh————

“He carre to fix the refrigerator. He bought
a beat old cabin cruiser two years ago. He's
been working on it hinself for two years. As
soon as school is out, he and his wife and two
kids are going down the inland waterway to
Horida. He found time to study navigation
and small-boat handling in night school. It's
almost three months anay, but he's so excited

” He

LOVELORN

By NINA WILCOX PUTNAM

Every time the postman rings

The letter that he never brings

From you my heart expects, each
time his whistle blows.

| can't ignore him though 1 try.

Hope will not die

Because one day . . . who knows?

My good sense says you will not
w'rite,

My heart keeps telling me you
might

Although my claim upon you is
my own fidelity

And nothing more. Letters come
daily to the door. . . .

But not for me.

abmtltreglmvs like a lantern when he talks
about it

“I yuldgotongrtscmd and leam how
to fix refrigerators.”

“Stop thet, Ben. Please. All thisis hurting
our marriage. You're honest enough to s
thet. It's hurting the kids, this atmosphere of
continual tension. I’'min favor of vast suocess
and golden years, | guess. But not at this price.
| mean thet. Not at this price.”

He looked at her for one long moment.

“Just what are you saying, Ginny? It hes tre
sa.nd of an ultimetum

“What good is the golden future if you ruin
the good things while waiting for it?”

“Other people are able to----"

“This isn't other people. This isne. | can't
afford the big leagues, Ben. Ermotionally, |
can't afford them I'msorry.”

“V\haI do you plan to do?”

“I don't want to hang around and watch
vskmwer‘a\/ele;t;g(oﬂ'esanmmayﬂﬁemof
itwent. | better ask you the sarre thing. What
do you plan to do?”

“Live upto ... my meximumpotential.”

“When every norsel of joy hes gone out of
it, anapall you have left is pride? Is thet

“It looks like it will have to be, horey.”
“And you won't take the slightest risk of
Lmemrgthelr big fat opinion of the croan

Notﬂ"eglgtest

There was destruction in the long silence,
and they looked awnay from each other. When
love is twisted, a marriage can end, even
though love is still there. It needs only the
words of ultimatum to be said, and then the
dreadful effects of pride.

The words were there, waiting to be said.
Each of them believed the other ore to ke
blindly seffish, and wondered thet it had not
been more evident up until now.

“We're both tired right now,” Ben said
gently, and so the words were not said. But
the narrowness of it hed frightened themboth.

Ben Weldon could not sleep thet night. He
left the bedroom at two in the moming, so
quietly that Ginny did not aneken. He
coffee, and he sat at the kitchen table. He
went to the draner where Ginny kept the ciga-
rettes for their entertaining and opered a
fresh pack. At dawn his nouth hed a bitter

Not a ripple in your coffee...

teste, and half the pack wes gore. He located
the budget sunmary he hed prepared for the
interview with Senrins, and a copy of the
balance sheet he had prepared for his meeting
with .

He of many things, and he mede a
decision, but it gave him no fueling of relief.
He sneaked back into bed a half hour before
the alarm went olf. When he care out to
breakfast Ginny stared curiously at him and
said, “You were upin the night?’

“For a little while.”

“What did you do, snoke five cigarettes at
atine?

“Like a candelabra.”
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When she drove him down to the station
they sat inthe carwaiting for the traintocome
into view up the trad<s.

"It will rain later on,” she said.

“I'vegotﬂ'etotl’errairum in the office.”

“Ben . abuut lest night.”

“Yes,

“You d know this. Bven if you were
willing to do it my way, it wouldn't be easy—
| mean I'd always be wondering if you were
thinking I'd . . . held you back” She gave a
dry little laugh, and he sawwhere the noming
light touched tre little network of weather

CONTINUED ON PAGE 107
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wrinkles at the cormer of her blue blue eyes.
“Nothing iseasy any nore, | guess,” she said

“Don'tfret about it,” he said. "Here conmes
Old Unreliable.” He kissed her and got on the
train and rode down toward the cold arera.

Brendan Mallory hed flown beck from Lon-
don the previous day, and so his schedule wes
full. But his secretary wes able to give Benan
appointment at 4:40. It wes a dreaike day
for Ben Weldon. All day he hed the feeling
he wes standing a half step behind hinself
and off to ore side, watching himself go
through the routines as one would wetch a

stranger.

All day he kept thinking of altermative
sibilities, sone of them logical, sone of
absurd.

In hisfavorite altemative, Brendan Mallory
would look up from his study of the figures,
Hseyasvividwiﬂ"lstu:kardotrnem ad

Wﬂéﬁfﬂjmuhamed bamfor\%l/rrv?/

U into a ghestly ition, Ben!
ng mqtmi?’Is to ny atter-
tion before° This is absurdly unfair! It shell
be corrected immrediately. A men carrying
the load you're carrying these days shouldn't
be forced to endure this kind of personal
In another scere, he hed filled a gas tank
and wiped the windshield and he was taking
the money from the custorer when the men
looked at himintently and said, "Say, aren't
you the Ben Weldon that used to ke with

National?”
There wes, of course, a background of hot
sunand beach, and his brown children

playlrgonﬂ”e beach, with Ginny near them,
barefoot and splendid, and a boat anchored
atadock
“You're right, friend,” he would say, “but
we got out of that ulcer trap. We didn’t know
wheat real living wes until we carre down here,
friend.”

There wes another thet kept slipping into
his mind, meking his stomech feel hollow. The
word would be passed around in some mys-
terious way, and he would sperd the sour,
defeated weeks and nonths sitting in waiting
roors, filling out forms thet would be filed
away and forgotten, and the nen he talked to
would treat himwith a brusgue courtesy thet
did not quite conceal their contermpt for the
sort of men who would quit the team just
before the Series.

kAt down, Ben. Sit down,” Brendan Mal-
lory said in his light and casual voice. “"Some-
thing that hes to comre directly to the top, eh?”

Ben knew thet when Mallory leamed of the
request for the appointent he would have
checked with Bartlett, who would be just &
much in the dark as Mallory. So he wes out-
sice normrel charrels, and in National, when
you bypessed your inrediate superior, you
hed to be sure of your ground. He sersed
awarinessin Mallory. Thiswesit, and it mede
all the day’s conjectures seem s'IIy. Itwes an
effort to grope for and remener his planned

opEning. .

"This .is a persoral thing, Mr. Mallory.
| guess it's a request for advice.”

“You know I'm ready to help in any way
| can, Ben”

“Before | ask for advice, I'd like to meke

one gereral point, sir. In many weys |'ve been
led to believe that I'm corsidered a valueble
men. It may be bad taste to bring it up this
way, but can we assunre it's true?’

“It's definitely true. Bringing you into the
bonus picture wes a pretty good clue as to
what we all think of you, Ben.”

“So if | am valuable, can | meke the
further 'mﬂ”ﬁm@d:rasffortvmld
be mede to keep e happy, Mr. Mallol

Nblloryreamadforﬂ"esrmllgoldn’odel of
amlltaryjetmhschﬁ(ardgavemaqater
tum before answering. “That's sucha
thetical question, | can only give a
cal arsner, Ben. V\kvmlldowrbsttoneet
waalrly Isn't it time we cane to specifics?’

Of course. I've conre directly to you be-
caLee | know this is a policy question. It may
sound petty, but I'masking you to look at the
broad inplications of why | have to bring it
wp | can't live and support my family on

what you're paying me. We have no other
source of income. | have here our budget
figures, and a personal balames‘sa. We'rein
debt, with nmore probability of going further
|ndekxﬁmpay|ngltoff Idllkeyoutolook
these over and---—-

Mallory, with ashghtly pained expression,
raised his hand and said, “Please, Ben. | don't
V\erttopwlntoﬂ”emm'al cetails of your
life. Statistically youre in the top five per
cent incomenise.”

"That’s no comfort if it doesn't work out,
sir.”

“I don't want to bore you with reminis-
cerpes. Ben but Alice and | didn't have an

easy time of it. believe me” He chuckled and
shook his head. “The mecaroni years, that's

what Alice calls them We IBdtowatd’levery fi

lest perny, and soetines it wes a wearisone
thing, but | can't say thet it did us any harm
| think it did us a lot of good, as a matter of
fact. It doesn't hurt aryore's character to be
careful, Ben.” He similed and his voice became
more corffidential. “We both know it's harder
on our wives than on s, those lean years.
And sonetines a woman can force a men to
meke ... asmall error injudgment. You can
tell Virginia thet you mede the old school try,
and the men said not yet. And we'll both for-
get this little chat.”

How to Dress

It's spring; and fashionwise Mollie Farnham, our Barbara J.
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“I can't let it drop. Mr. Mallory. That'sthe
point I’ mtrylr'gtomake 1f you'd look at the
| —-

“This isn't like you, Ben. It can't possibly
be so seriows. You have a beautiful
handsone healthy children, a lovely wife. i
can get a little angry when | think of the way
you live nowconpared with the way Alice and
1 lived during the lean years. It'sa sign of our
tines, | guess.”

“What doyou mean by thet, Mr. Mallory?”

“Nobody is willing to wait any nore. They
have to hae it now. You people all ssemto
wartt to live the abundant life before you eam
the right to it.”

Well on Practically Nothing!

, is ready for it!

Not including her seasonless black-and-white silk dress from January, she
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The total in $'s is 54.55.

The total in fashion is a wardrobe complete,

with one exception—a special dress for:
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The camisole top, full skirt and kerchief are all edged

with lace. Thefabric is a white striped cotton dotted

with more white, and the cummerbund (Mollie’s
own addition) is gingham. Skirt, $12.95: blouse, $6.50.
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She adds pink roses (from her beau) at the waist-
line. The blouse costs Mollie only $1.69 to make!
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Fora light cover-up, Mollie wears her white sweater

trimmed with turquoise (from December).

She adds a turquoise beltfor a change.
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“It's the kind of abundant life I'm living
that | don't want. And I’'m not yearning for a
cabin cruiser or a mink coat for Ginny or an
airplane of my own, Mr. Mallory. | want to
get out of debt because | feel degraded by be-
Ing in debt when | meke so much But too
much of what | meke goes to keeping up the
front you e demand of me. Let me unv
load that house and stop being a clubrmen
and stop doing semibusiress entertaining |
can't wite off, and | can get out of the

“We pay you as nmuch as we do, Wel-
% becaLse we expect you to live in thet

e

“Then it isn't enough. Somebody should
meke a study of the suburban bwgeg A
Nhllory Too meny of us are trapped.”

Trapped? By a need for economy? What
klnd of atrapis that?”

“We're not communicating, Mr. Mallory.
| wouldn't have taken upyour time if it wesn't
important. | hoped this talk would go better
Imn it's going. I've got to have thirty-five.”

“You've got to have thirty-five thousand
dollarsayear

“If I'm to go on in the sanejob, and live
on the sare scale. | got thet figure from an
expert who did study my figures, Mr. Mallory.
The tax bite will be much larger, of course.
But the difference will be enough for me to get
out of hock and begin to sawe a little, build up
an emergency fund, Iaymﬂeyamayforhe
ed,mnon ofm/klds

how many people are on your ap-
mrmte Ir:ve| of pay in this building, inthis

“As aquu:kg,x, fifteen.”

“Closer to twenty, I'm afraid. Though
salaries are not supposed to be public knowl-
ect_;e quite a few people work on payroll and

data. An eleven-thou-
san#ﬁve—hxﬂrsdd)llar raise would not pess
unoticed. And it would be a source of dis-
oontent.”

“Why should it be? I f | amslated for bigger
things, a you have hinted, why wouldn't it
be considered nrerely a confirmation of those

p|am’7

“Traditionally the salary is matched to the
job, not the man, until you becorre one of the
top dfficers of the corporation. But is thet all
we're here for, Ben? Is that all National is—
a nmoney cow to be milked as often and
strenuously as possible?”

“On the other hand, Mr. Mallory, should
National havean irresponsible attitude tonard
ﬁe prndmsoflsjunlorammv&s’?

’s a rather large word, Ben.”

“It wesn't said hestily. To meintain the
facade of my existence I'll have to get thet
thirty-five, sir. Somewhere.”

It wes thet final deadly word, with its im-
plications of disloyelty, thet immediately

the atmosphere in Mallory's office.
Ben had vowed not to bring thet factor into
the discussion. It would be there, but only by
inplication. But he hed been pushed into the
position of saying it, and things would not
be the sane aggin.

Mallory studied him for a moment. Ben
hed the feeling that Mallory had put a srell
strong hand against Ben's chest and walked
himbackward and, with afinal push, hed then
s|ammdardboltedab|gdoor and now
looked at him through an armnored peephole.

Or, inamore fitting analogy, two ships hed
ng catios

battle flags, opered the gun ports and deared
the decks for action.

“We certainly don'twant to lose you, Ben,”
Mallory said heartily. “You belong in the
National family.” He hed wetched Mallory
in action too Mmany tines not to see that this
wes the Mallory attitude townerd all outsiders.
Cordial almost to the point of being effusive,
the eyes clear and friendly, the smile correct
to the final millimeter of spread.

“Thank you, sir.”

]Ylallory came around the desk as Ben stood
up. He put his hand out and Ben took it. “1
recognize your problem, Ben, and I'm glad
you brought it to me, and you can be assured
I'll do my very best to find a solution. I'll be
in touch with you as soon as we can cone up
with sorething.”

“Thank you, Mr. Mallory.”

There wes no escort to the office door, no
light touch on the shoulder. Ben went back
down to his floor, his office, his desk. He sat
doan and looked out the glass wall at the
beginning of the rain. Everything is so gentle
and delicate here, They don’t ride
you down in the elevator and give you a swing,
and bounce your pants off Lexington Avenue.
But somehow itfeels exactly the same.

A few moments later he called Gearling,
the treasurer, and asked to borrow the bal-
ance in his retirerent acoount.

“You . . . want to take it out, Ben?’
Gearling

“It's permitted, isnt it?”

“Of course! Of course! The—uh—whole
amount?’

“Yes.”

“How soon do you wartt it?”

“As soon as you can get it, Edward.”

“It hes to clear through the trust account
that f?rdes the retireent fund, Ben. Three

days?’

“That'll be fire. Thanks.”

“When will you—uh—put it back in, Ben?”

“Sorretine before | retire, Edward. | gess
I'd have to, or it would ress up my retire-
nent, wouldn't it?”

SONNET
FOR
A RELUCTANT
SUITOR

By BARBARA SHOOK HAZEN

He will not be too deep in love;
no fears,

No fretting Mill disturb his
sleeping hours.

His dreams will be as tuneless as
the spheres,

Nor will he weep for bright but
bended flowers.

He will not walk too careless,
will not care

For fallen leaves, for frail and
fragile things.

He will not brave the burning
summer air.

He will not know the anguished
burst of wings.

But oh, he must beware,
beneath soft suns

And silken ways the sudden
tiger runs.

Deeply in the forests of the night,

He moves on pads of silence and
delight

To shatter with one glance the
darkling dove

Who was afraid to be too deep
in love.

Cearling suspected that Ben was meking a
joke, so he laughed in a slightly hollow and
uncomfortable way.

That evening Ben told Ginny what he hed
dore. He wanted to see her happy. He wanted
to see hereyes shire. He wanted to get at leest
that much out of it, the way they give the big
loser a free taxi ride horre. But she stared at
him, her eyes round in shock, and then her
face came apart like a smell child readying
itself for tears, and she fled to the bedroom

Ten days later Bartlett phoned and asked
Ben to comre to his office. It had been a curi-
ous ten days. There had been a subtle yet
obvious change in attitude toward him He
leamed indirectly of a policy meno that had
not been routed to his desk, and suspected
there had been others. Menwho had been stiff
and rather formal with him in the pest were
now relaxed and quite friendly in his presence.
Those who had sought him out now seened
to avoid him Bartlett wes taking an unusuel
interest in the details of netters he hed pre-
viously left entirely up to Ben.

When ke walked into Bartlett's office he
wes not surprised to see Brendan Mallory
there, or see his open friendly smile.

“Sit down, Ben. Sit down,” Mallory said
“Ed and | have been up ore sice of this ad
down the other, and | think we've come wp
with sorething thet will solve your special
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lem” There wes an ironic enphesis on
the world “special.”

“I'mglad to hear thet sir.”

“You'retoo good amento lose, Ben We're
quick to adit thet, believe me. Gil Walker
sent in a formal reguest for early retirerrent
for reasons of health, and we've been sitting
on it, wondering who to put in out there.
ﬂlats&utl'mast District, out of Denver, you

“Yes, | know.”

“With all respect to Gil Walker, Ben, that
district does need the kind of talent you can
bring to the job. It's a good place to live, |
hear. And, traditionally, the district
do better, salarywise, then a lot of s slaes
inthe home office.”

“I've heard about thet, sir.”

From theway it looks, Ben, you ought to
meke about thirty-two or thirty-three at the
beginning, and if you can build it up as I'm
smeyoumn it could peak at forty ina very
short tine. So it's quite a handsoe promo-
tion, and it seerrs to Ed and e to be a good
solution all around. And it certainly won't
hurt your future value to the corporation to
have a few years of running a district on your
record.”

It's so neat, Ben thought admiringly. vou
bring the outstanding young men out of the
districts into the home office, the way you
brought me in, but you never, never bring a
district manager to New York. There's good
reason. He's acquired an incurably regional
point of view. The pay is good because it has
to be good, because it isjust as high andfar as
the man can go with National. So you sit out
there and you do one gutsy job of following
the instructions from the home office, and it is,
in a sense, a demandingjob, but you never get
your fingers into policy. It's a handsome pro-
motion ifyou think just about the money. But
all of a sudden they've dropped the barricade
across your highway, and you know just how
long the road is. You can move to a bigger
district—at their request—and that is all.
You'll be the youngest district manager in
National. And ten yearsfrom now you'll be of
average age for district managers, and eventu-
ally you'll retire to a little better than reason-
able comfort. You can do the job. It's no snap
job. It'll take diligence and concentration and
good judgment. But there will be no oppor-
tunity to exercise that rare executive muscle
which creates brand-new plans, programs,
policies and attitudes. It will use all the restof
you, but not that.

So look at us as we sit here, full offace-sav-
ing devices andfabrications. Theirs is a salvage
operation. They have decided they were wrong
in believing they had a machine which would
push new roads through the wilderness. But
the same machine can be very useful keeping
old roads in repair. It is uneconomic to scrap it.
So grease it well andput it to work.

The other choice is to resign here and now and
get into another outfit where the road to the top
level will not be so neatly blocked. But would
not that run us into the same thing ?

He realized they were looking at him and
hed been for a few moments too long, but
they both wore expressions of polite attentive-
ress, and the pleased look of men who have
found a way to do a seemingly generous
thing. They hed beribbored the gift with the
fictitious hint that he could and would retum
here after running a district. It could not

“I'm pleased you think | can handle the
job, sir.” we all know very damn well I can
handle it, don't we?

and dore,” Mallory said with satis-
facum moving in quickly for the handshele.

“I can speak for Ed, too, when | say we're
both very pleased at the way we've been able
towork thisthingout.”

“Now it's decided, Ben,” Ed Bartlett said,

“there's no point in dragging our feet. Sup-
poseyou daaned harebyﬂ'eerd ofthe

For a quu:k Iook, Nbllory said hestily,
“then fly on back and take care of personal
metters and then take your time driving your
family out there. See sonething of the country.
I'msure that will be all right with Gil.”

CONTINUED ON PAGE 110
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The three men were standing. They siriled
at one another. They were all merbers of the
National family, and when these little family

lens care Up, you mede a practice of
mlrgﬂHnlnamm hurmen, co-opera-
tive vay.

Ben Weldon spent a week in Denver. Gil
Walkerwes celighted thet Benwes taking over
the district. Gil talked a great deal about the
berefits of being a district manager, of being
the top dog in the area. He wes proud of his
staff of sixty-two. The staff seerred conpetent,

pleasant, and as wary of Ben as he expected
themto be.

Gil steered Ben to agood real-estate agent
who found a house that seened nearly perfect,
at less than he had expected to pay. He told
Ginny all about it over the phone. She sounded
ecstatic at the description, and told him to
nail it down fast—the sane advice given him
by the agert. . )

He mede the deposit. He wes taking an
evening flight back, leaving at ten o'clock,
Friday night. He hed checled out of the hotel.
After dinner alone he had tine to kill, and so
he drove the rental car out to the house where
they would live.

Both stockings in this photograph are unretouched—but only one is a Burlington Support Stocking.

Quick—which is the

It wes a very cold night, and the stars were
vivid. He parked in the driveway and walked
slowly around to the back of the house and
st on the low vall that enclosed the open
patio. He snoked the cigarettes that he could
afford, and he wore a new sports jacket, new
flarrel sladss, a new topcoat. He looked at
the long slant of the land he would own, and
he wondered if he hed dore it all as well as
he could do it. He knew it wes a question thet
could not be resolved, one that he would ask
hinself, probably, for the rest of his life.

On the evening of the day he hed
the newjob, he hed gone hone with two bot-

Burlington Support Stocking?

Both her stockings are all-nylon.
One is a regular daytime sheer, the
other a Burlington Support Stock-
ing. But—which is the Burlington
Support Stocking?

It's so sheer, nobody can tell!
That's the first exclusive feature of
the Burlington Support Stocking
(it’s on her right leg). You'll also
like the two-way stretch top, cottony

cushion sole, and the freedom foot
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But most of all, you'll like the
firm support Burlington Support
Stockings give you. Overtired calf
and thigh muscles are lifted and
comforted.Your legsare molded and
beautified, as if by gentle fingers.

With all this, Burlington Support
Stockings are only $4.95 a pair—

and they outwear many, many
pairs of your ordinary nylons. Buy
a pair today, and you'll walk hap-
pily ever after!

Write now for free booklet to
Box H3, Burlington Hosiery Co.,
666 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. 19, N. Y.
A Division of Burlington Industries.
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tles of chanpegre. He beaned at his Ginny
and her with tre re. Se
stared at himin blank confusion. Hetooklhe
chanpagre out of her hands and kissed her
with splendid enrphesis and resounding dura-
tion.

When he released her, ing, she said,
“What is this all about 7" I

“It is because you are a woman of rare per-
ception and intelligence. And if | have your
solenm promise never to gloat, I'll tell you it
is becaLse you were entirely right, and | wes
dead wrong, darling.”

“About the job?”

“What else, pray? | just got bunrped ten

“Ben! | don't know whet to say! How in-
credibly wonderful!”

“And we're going ta live one mile in the

air, woman. You are standing in the presence
of the brand-new diistrict manager, Southwest
District, headquarters in Denver.” Even as

her closely. It wes the critical noment.

He sawthe doubts go out of hereyes. “Then
chanpegre is exactly the right thing, isn't
A P'sfesalgw inmediately. And

“Please it i T u
when | give an order. | expect more riqgg
a:mmmmrommmm

Woman iswanted to be soft and to
represent the soft side of life, but
softness is part of the formlessness
for which she is blamed. She can-
not well be one without the other.
She has needed to be excessively
adaptable so that wherever her
husband went she could happily
follow; yet she could not possibly
do this if she were not somewhat
formless. She is told what her role
is by nature and society, and then
she is belittled if this role necessi-
tates her having certain qualities.

FLORIDA SCOTT-MAXWELL

WOMEN AND SOMETIMES MEN
ALFRED A KNOPF

“Lord and mrester,” she said, smiling, ad
carre into his ams again.

He held the flame of his lighter to read his
watch. Another ten minutes and it would be
time to start to the airport. You did what you
felt you hed to do, and when it was dore, you
lived with it

They could be content here, secure and
heppy. Things might becorme as good as they
had once been, before insecunity began to
corrode their contentrrent.

But he knew, and he would know,
that he had once climbed to a high and lonely
place, that with the dimbing irons and the
ropes he hed reached the last sheer drop be-
fore the summit. He hed swung there in the
frosty gale until finally, too numbed to meke
the final effort, he hed clinbed beck down the
way he hed come, back down to aniche where
he could be warm and safe and out of the
wind.

He knew he would read and hear about the
ones who mece it all the way to the high
peaks. The lower slopes of the mountains were
easy, and the trails were marked.

life he would wonder just how it felt to be up
there.

He stood up and snapped his cigarette into
the night and walked beck to the car. As he
got behind the wheel he found himself won-
dering if it wes a happy ending. He smiled
with densmahnselfasthataﬁertphase
carre into his mind. Happy endings were
senved for stories for children. An aduit oon—
cermed hinself with feasible endings. And this
ore wes feasible, as an ending or as a begin-
ning. You hed to put your own puzzle to-
gether, and nobody would ever cone along to
tell you howwell or how poorly you hadd)r'e

END
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still with us she would look after you bet-
ter then | can.”

| knewif my dear aunt hed beenstill with us
shewould have said, “If your face isyour for-
ture, my poor Liz----"

Uncle Jackwes always very kind. “ Poor kid,
I’'mafraid you've hed bed luck” he said

Looking back on it, | have often thought
MNq.eerltlsﬂ”evsayall my good luck carme

gardening, because
It'sa clay soil, a taxi stopped and along thin
mangotoutamladedneﬂewayﬁae
“That would be the Wilberforces,” said
Uncle Jeck afterwerd. “There are three of
them Major Wilberforce and his wife, and a
brother. They have hed appalling bad luck
They hed a beautiful farmin Kenya, but their
senvarts tumed out to be scoundrels and at-
tacked them Major Wilberforce got stabbed
withapanga and badly hurt.”

They had sold out and cone to England,
withvery little morey. Major Wilberforce hed
got over his panga wound quite nicely.
“Though it didn't exactly do himany good,”
said Mrs. Wilberforce. They were the gayest
couple | hedever ret, inspite of their misfor-
tunes. Copse Cottage hed very little to recom-
mend it and no modemn corveniences, but
Lorna Wilberforce just laughed about them
You rever rementbered if she wes plain or
pretty, or what age she wes. When you were
with her, youjust had fun and agood tine.

Major Wilberforce wes a large men, the
kind who throws a lot of shadow. He mostly

just sat and twiddled his thurbs. He didn't

say very much, but what he did say wes al-
ways kind of amusingand interesting, though |
rever did knowwhen he wes serious or when
he wes pulling my leg.
hed rthday, and Uncle
_ "It will bean
inthe long run,” he said. “You can
drive me to and from the stationand save taxi
hire. And it will get you out and about a bit.
You sit at horre too much.”
| hadn't talked to anyone about my book,
but | found myself telling Lorma. Sewasa
didtell thingsto. Shewas delighted
bt said, “How splendid 1 would Iove to
have beenawriter, only | never could think of
anythingtosay. You may meke agreat deal of
“The worse you write, the more you'll
meke,” said MajorWilberforce. “ Look at poor
Tony. He'sawriter, but his books are so in-
telligent no one can understand them What's

D) yoursuect?”

X said, “Well, it's love.”

Major Wilberforce nodded solemnly.
“You're on a good wicket,” he said. “Love
rever fails.”

Lornawes going through a pile of letterson

sk

Tony, | looked depressed.
| sat next himat lunch, which wes wonder-
ful-eggs in little and casserole, and the
gt?eamfd |oeu?eam Oon nmy other sice
wes a terribly handsorme young men. As Tony
talked all the tine to thegirl on his other sice,
a lovely blonde, | hed to talk to the other

young men.

“I'mafraid you have got rather a dull part-
rer,” | told him, “because | do not lunch out
much.”

He narroved hiseyes and looked at re. He
hed rather long hair which he kept sweeping
backwith his hand.

“I'mshy,” | said, “and | don't get asked.”
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“You don't meke the nost of yourself,” he
said. “You are beautiful in a contermporary
fashion. The rather wide mouth and wide-
spaced eyes. Andallmenmtpropomom

| said, astonished, “ Me?”

"That hairdo of course does nothing for
you. All those ragged ends. Terrible. You
should sweep it back and brushit till it shines.
Then tie it back very neat and sleek A pony
tail if you have to, but personally | would pre-
ferabLn

“Areyou... ahairdresser?’

Helalghsdveryloui “No. I'man artist. |
am painting Mrs. Chessington's portrait, but
| could do a much better one of you. Use a

-Canada’s “Sed” she said. “Mrs. Chessi hes
variety vacationland ?td«id lf},ﬁ Im Im we'll r}ave 1o refuse.
'stoo 0 mustsay | miss our car,
SR Mot Ut S o IR thouch it's heaven heing no petrol bills t
te da?slail for zestfl m?/
fmznfmsks hedjust passed my test. | said, “1'd love to
chveyou—ﬁyoudnsklt”
"’“"f'ﬁ W".’l”é‘*éﬁ."%é"&'“’ "My cear, how delightiul. Could you? The
assing formalities take orly irtes. three of us? How nice that you are going too.”
| said, "Well, I'mnot asked to lunch, but

?dhmw?gd 1'd love to take you there.”

“Royl woare” ardplanyor That night Mrs. Chessington rang e up
on the telephore. “1 wonder if you arefree,
and could lunch with us on Thursday,” she

Province of Qrtario, Depertent o novel said. | wesfree

Monday, Tuesday,
and Thursday—but | did not tell her thet. 1
said | would love to.

“And | hear you will very kindly pick up
the Wilberforces.”

When | picked them up: | discovered the
tall thin man who hed asked e the way wes
Major Wilberforce's brother Tony.

“Meet Liz,” said Lorna gaily. “ She's writ-
ing a book too.”

1 Rumy Room1119, Parfiarrent Buildings,

Hmsﬁd meyour rew; full-colour book of
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little eye shadow and a good strong lipstick.
Enphasize good points and forget the rest.”

“Uncle Jack would have a fit!”

“Norserse. He will never notice. Your urv
cle is a solicitor. He will other metters
on his mind. | hope we shell neet again.”

“Oh, | don't thinkwe shall,” | said. “Ionly
got asked here today to glvealn‘t to the Wil-
berfoms They haven't acar.”

windmill upon the hill. Andbnrgﬂe\Mlber»
forces, who are coming also.”

Just before the end of lunch Tony tumed
and said | had been neglecting him He asked

about my book and what it was about, so |
said, “Love.”

He grinned and said, “ Fine. Something you
know nothing whatever about, so it will have
a fresh and enchanting charmall its own.”

“You are quite wrong saying | know noth-
ing about it,” | told hm For sone reason,

becase we were both wwiters, |
wssn'tiywmhlm Ihavebeenlnlwewﬂ"l
soimeore or other ever since | wes fourteen.”

He looked startled

“It started,” | told him, “ vmmaslfeepard
went on to various sorts of people.”

He said solemmly, “I shall certainly buy
your book, if you'll promise to buy mine.”

“What is yours about?’ | asked him

“The secrets of outer space,” he said.

“So that's why you are rather gloomy,” |
said, sorryfor him It sounded asubject bound
mttosellverywell.

“Am | gloomy?”

“You aren't as cheerful as your brother.”

“No one is as cheerful as my brother, but
then | haven't hed his advantages. | am not
married to Loma. And | never got stabbed in
the middle by apanga.”

| said, “Loma is the most wonderful person
| have ever met.”

Everybody else thought so too. That wes
what started e off on my suocessful social
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life. Everybody wanted Loma and the mejor
at their parties. | hed to buy an engagerrent
book and jot down dates. | got asked to tea,
to dinners and lunches, and cocktail parties,
mostly by telephone, and it always ended the

SaTe Way:
Wouldyou mind picking up the Wilber-
forces?”’
It wes the most wonderful summer | ever
hed

| did what Graham Prince told ne to do,
bought sone lipstick, and brushed my hair
back and really, once | got used to the shock,
I hed to adiit | did not look any worse.

“When I've finished Mrs. Chessington, I'm
gomg to paint you,” Graham told rre.

His lunch party was wonderful. We hed
snoked salmon— thought at first it wes hem
tasting a bit fishy—and then we had bits of
meat and mushroons and things stuck on
skewers and grilled, and then we hed ice
cream | tried the rreat on skewers on Uncle
Jack next day, but he said, “No, thank you.
None of this faneywork for ne. | like to sse
what I'meating,” which explains why English

cooking is so dull.
Ore day Uncle Jack said suddenly at break-
fast, “I like thet chap Tony. He'sagood fel-

low. Moreover, | hear he's one of our most
brilliant scientists. Pity that blond women
Mrs. Babbington is meking such a dead st
at him”
| hed noticed that she hed taken to coming
along with us quite a bit, but it hadn't struck
me until that noment just why it might be.
“If he knows so much about avoiding con-
stellations in outer space,” | said, “he will
surely be able to avoid Mrs. Babbington if he
Uncle Jack said norosely, “Widows are
artful, and nen are fools.” And as he isa
solicitor | expect he knows. He looked at me
over his paper. “You need sorme newdlothes,
Liz. Here, take this, and tlyywrselfsme—
" He

gave e
mrmd Up till thet tire | don't think | had
ever hed twenty shillings that wesn't heavily
earmarked for something absolutely essential.

Graham rang me next noming. “What
about dire and dance at the Golden Dol-
phin?”

It wes the nost glanorous place we hed
and | said I'd love to. “And whet time shall |
pick up the Wilberforces?”

“You won't,” he said. *

| knew | ought to have felt nore pleased
than | did, but | hed got so used to going

with the Wilberforces thet | felt
lost without them even if it had to be Mrs.
Babbington too. Also, | hadn't hed time to
shop and it meant going in my one short
cotton frock with roses on it.

Everyore else at the Golden Dolphin wes
in the most glanorous evening dress, and the
first person I saw wes Tony Wilberforce at a
comrer table with camations on it, with Mrs.
Babbington, and she took one of the came-
tions and stuck it in his buttonhole. This
seerred to me a good idea, so | did the sae
for Grahamand he wes so pleased.

The dinrer wes beautiful. | had soup, fish,
sorething or other, and an ice, and then we
danced. | wished | could do it like Mrs. Bab-
bington. She sinply floated round the room
in Tony's anvs, whereas Graham and | were
more like people going from ore place to
another on steppi 1 wondered how
they had managed to there without e to
give themalift, and Loma and the mejor
hedn't comre too.

Graham said, “Le‘t'sgo It'sa lovely night.
1"l tool you round a bit.”

Well, e being the sort of dancer | am |
wes not surprised. He put down the top of

It'sthee and e.”

s[qpsd

I-sald, felt&lpu‘ctue’7

He said “No” and switched off the engire.
Then he pulled undore the ribbon thet hed
tied back my pony tail so that my hair cane
tunbling down everywhere. “I rever can
understand why you worren want to look
like the wrong end of a horse,” he said, and
he put an arm round e and kissed e



APRIL, 1960

Iﬂugfmatﬁrstlvmldsrrﬂypremmllt
wasn't happening, ly 1 hed to
breathe, which V\es dfﬁcdt, with his face
meshed against mine, so | wriggled, whichap-
parently wasn't the thing to do, but finally |
pushed him anay.

“Really,” | said

But instead of being put in his place, he
care at me again. This time | tumed enough
so | could still breathe out of one side of my
nose. | mede up my mind then and there to
ask him to take me home at once, which
during the next breather | did, but he only
laughed, hoarsely | thought, and pulled me to
him again and began funbling with what |
thought wes the top button of his shirt but
which tumed out to be the top button of

mire.

| did not know | wes going to smeck his
face till | heard the wham. He caught my two
hands thenand held them, and laughed softly.

“Don't be asilly little mutt. You're writing
a book about love—well, it's high time you
leamed something about it.”

“I want to go horme,” | said.

“Do you want to drive a man med?”

| said no, | only wanted to drive him off.

He felt for acigarette and | took
of that free-moment to jump and runfor it. |
heard him funbling round anmong the bushes
looking for me, and mercifully the moon wes
on mmy side for a moment and went indoors
behind a cloud.

“Come out. I'll take you homre, darmyou.”

But | wasn't risking anything. | waited till
the door slantred and e drove off and even
then | wentt cannily, for fear he wes lurking.
It was not far back to the village, but in high-
liesled shoes it seemed farther than it wes, and

I'think we may safely trust a good

deal more than we do. thoreau

| suddenly wented to cry. It hed been a
beastly evening fromstart to finish
Whenacar drove upand stopped so did my
heart. | was about to run when a men called
my nare, and | found it wes Tony Wilber-
force. The relief was so anful | did begin

to ay.

“What the----" he said, and jurmped out
and carre round to me. “What on earth are
you doing out alone at this time of night?”

“Never mind,” | gulped. "I want to go

“Home you shall go.” He gave me one long
look and packed e in the front seet. “There's
a hankie in my left pocket if you need ore.
Didn't you have a nice party?’

| said, "No. | hed a beastly party. | don't
like going to placeswithout the Wilberforces.”
He said gloomily, "1 had a beastly party
too.”

* He wanted to teachme about love,” | said,
and it carre out with ore of those awful snorts
that sonetimes get the better of one, “and |
didn't went to leam.”

“Good for you," he said. “Stick to the
Wilberforces.”

1 noddked, "1 will.”

| quite forgot to ask himwhat he had dore
with Mrs. Babbington. Perhaps he hed offered
to teach her about love, and somewhere inthe
chill moonlight she, too, wes walking hore.

Graham let his windmill rather suddenly,
the way artists do things, to a man who
wanted to leamn the begpipes and felt he hed
best do it far from home. Lorna and Major
Wilberforce now had an enomous dirde of
friends stretching over two counties, for every-
one who et them thought they must, meet
themagain. | did not expect to get asked to
anything while they were away staying with
Loma’s mother in Chester, but | found | wes
as busy as ever, because Tony hed remeined
behind, and wes alweys needing a lift.

We were pessing Graham's windmill one
day on our way back froma positively smesh-
ing lunch—oysters, and sorething dore in
pxastry and ice cream—and | said thankfully:

“Isn't it nice thet he doesn't live there any
longer?"

“At ore time | thought you liked him |
ﬁu,ghtt‘emesyoursen(xsbeau

“I'd never seen him before thet first luch
party | drove you all to, though of course |
am grateful to him for telling me about lip-
stick and how to do my hair. Nobody ever
looked at e twice before that.”

“1 looked at you. That first day when |
asked you the way to the cottage. You were
gardening. Clay on your nose and your hair
hanging over your eyes like a darling little
Shetland pony. Do you know what | said to

hadnt. No girl looks her best gardening in
claysul
“1 said, ‘That's my girl." | fell in love with
you there and then, but you seemed so
young—and I’'m so much older and rather a
drystld<, but | amsure | could do aswell as
that sheep. Oh, Liz, darling, are you too
young?"'
“No,” | said and it seemed to e to come
out very loud.
“Let's write a book t , instead of two
ores. | shall never write a love story
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And then e said, “Darling, darling,” and
kissed e, and | mede the truly remerkable
discovery thet one men's neat is another
man's poison, because when Graham did it |
heted it, but with Tony it was quite the

contrary. )

After that our conversation becare com+
pletely disjointed. | remember saying sud-
denly, "What did you do with Mrs. Babbing-
ton?” and he said, “1 haven't a due what
happered to her, have you? | don't know—
maybe shewent to Jamaica." And | remenber

separate
myself?” if you don't help e, but if you will—who
| didn't, though | could think of several knows?— might even get a bit of romance
things he might have said and hoped he into outer spece.”

saying, “ Oh, Lamglad the Wilberforces didn't
have a car," but 1 don't think he ever did
have any idea what | meant. BND
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Here is the way this ideal begins to look. It
isasystem first of all, thet should be flexible
enoughtto be adjusted to the individual needs of
the individuel nrother.

Its pervesive spirit should be dheerful ad

ic—and this is nore i
mWﬁCMI portert, by

But, speaking specifically, theideal certainly
incdludes prematemity dasses for both pros-
pective mothers and fathers.

There is no sensible reason why nodem
young Arericans should approach childbirth
with any of the fear that ignorance invariably

As it hes worked out at Yale, for instance,
‘two separate coursesare given. Ore, for noth-
ers alore, corsists of five weekly chyume
dasses in such nretters as muscle-control and
relaxation techniques to meke delivery essier;
plus a guided tour of the matemity floor of
Grace-New Haven Hospital, including the de-
livery room;, plus special dasses, for those

interested, in breast feeding and in baby

care.
The second course, for wives and husbends
togetha' |sg|ven|nﬂ"ee\mng, on four con-
Two talks are by

dJstetnaa’a mebyapeciamamandonew
a psychiatrist. The parents-to-be learmn incon-
siderable cetail about hurren reproduction,
childbirth, the newbomn, and the intriguing
subject of parenthood in the large. The cou-
ples who have attended (usuelly from twenty
to thirty at a time) have been wonderfully
eager and receptive, and a pleasure to teach.
They are hungry for accurate, detailed infor-
metion. They want to knowjust about every-
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thing we teachers hawe to tell them—as, in-
cked, they are entitled to.

As aresut, by the tine she goes into labor
a nmother hes leamed how she can help her-
self, and just what she can expect in the way
ofhel fromﬂmeofusv%nareatterﬂrg
her. is the word we use to describe
what her doctor, her nurses and her husbarnd
candoto assist. It covers many things. As one
of our nurses once described it, “ Support can
be warming a cold bedpan, or bringing acup
of tea It can be helping a nother use the
things she hes leamed indass. It may be diffi-
cult to define, exactly, but we nurses canfeel
how much it helps.” The idea that every
nother should be provided with all possible
support  during  labor—and  psychological
support, especially—is of the utost impor-
tance.

Each nother shoud have a private labor
room the period of her labor. Her
husberd shouid be alloned to stay with ber, if

the old-fashioned gereral labor room hes been
an abomination—a horror in the menories of

AT THE
STATION
By JEAN TODD FREEMAN

You lingered, smiled, pulled on a
glove,
And oh, the clock was creeping!
Too late, | thought, to mention
love;
Too early yet for weeping.

And so | smiled as quick as you,
Nor turned my cool eyes down,

But wished you well in all you do,
In any distant town.

Now you are gone, the moment
past,
I learn through tears denied
Love may be spoken till the
last . . .
It was too late for pride.

mary nothers. Grace-New Haven's private
labor roorrs are sivell but attractive. There are
curtairs at the windons. There is aneasy chair,
right beside the bed, for the husbard

It isamezing hownch prematemity
instruction and are able to
achieve. The delivery-room equipment holds
no terrors for nmothers who have been on our
guided tour. It's a familiar place. They have
beenshown all around it, and they understand
wheat everything is for.

As inevery other detail, the Yale programis
permissive about pain-relieving drugs and
anesthetics. The nother can r‘avesmlyvsmt
shedlike—withinthe limits of good rredicire,
of course. On the other hard, sinceste iswall

informed about of wsing a
minimum of such adm is |[%|y
to be sersible.

Time and tire again, the nothers who have
participated in the program heve required
nothing nore then the local anesthetic LsLelly
wsedat thetine of theactual birth. Most of our
nrothers- entirely by their onn preference, heve
been conrpletely corscious at the tine of deliv-

ery.
Not only have they been awnare of what
wes ing, but they have in
|process. h we have no scale on
which the psychological advantage of this can
be measured, we know it is very great.
Grace-New Haven's regulations allow the
nother, if she feels like it, to cone out of the
delivery room holding her baby in her anrs.
Shecanbewheeled beck into her private labor
room, and there she and her husband may
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have about an hour alone together with their
newbom. They are completely uninhibited
about handling the baby—and spared a long,
SOEtiNes arxious wait to inspect the new

arrival.

We believe that a mother should be able to
have her baby by her sice, during her waking
hours, just as much as ste likes. In other
words, the ideal indudes the *rooming-in
plan,” an arrangenent thet allons the nother
and her baby to be cared for within one smell
their ever

belvseenkerbedardaverysrrall nursary in
the adjoining room Most nothers are un
atﬁeﬁugtofﬂartahesoffsu‘re-
where, down the Fell, in a twenty- or thirty-
Rooming-in hes a host of other advantages.
It gives the mother achance towatch the nurse
taking care of the baby—an extension course
added to her ity classwork. It per-
mits her, when she feels up to it, to practice
under the nurse's supervision. It even provides
an ity for thefather, properly scrubbed
and mesked, to hold his child without feeling
thet he is throwing the entire hospital out of
gear. And rooming-in is especially well suited
1o breast feeding when the mother hes decided
that she wants to nurse her baby—a mretter,
once again, for individual choice.
| think thet every ity should feel dis-
satisfied with itself until it can at leest metch
whet hes been achieved at New Haven. The
ion for Childbirth ram hes been
?mremnetiemﬂ‘esgggﬁml proofs of
its validity have been recorded, at consider-
able length, in the various medical jourmals.

be expressed in percentages. ultimate
proof is the personal satisfections of the
many nothers and fathers who have

partinit.

No ore is nrore familiar then | with the long
list of exouses used to defend an out-of-clate,
inecequete maternity hospital. Remmodeling of
facilities, along the lires I've indicated, is in-
ceed a large undertaking.

But modermization is less difficult now then
itwas a dozen years ago, if only because Yale,
among other institutions, hes explored these

premeternity 1
“nothercraft’—a delightful word!—eould be

Dr. Edmund Jacobson, of Chicago, wrote
thepioneer book, Progressive Relaxation, pub-
lished in 1929, which inspired the late Dr.
Grantly Dick-Read, of London, and the
English physiotherapist, Mrs. Helen Heard-
man, to apply Dr. Jacobson's principles to
aobstetrics. Mrs. Heardman served as a volun-
teerworker inthe Yale Obstetrical Clinic, ad
|tvm%fe$r§elww methods
inour delivery rooms ram began.
That wes in 1947. WYalemcal Center
and the Maternity Center Association of New
York were the co-sponsors.

| do not supgest that any community should
copy the Yale program exactly, down to its
last cetail. Lots of good work along these
sanre lines is being done elsewhere. | am par-
tlaja1y|nter$ted|nﬂ"eprogr&§0meroan
tries are meking, espedially England, France,
Japan and Rma But | do like to think that
the Preparanon for Childbirth Program can

as a standard—a measuring rod, if you
prefer—ﬁmvwllbemefuumlrtt‘mham

ngﬂgmm for not doing at least thiswell
are, in my opinion, inedequate. The nein re-
quirenent—an exceptional degree of elasticity
inthe metemity ital's routines—callsfor a
good %&ﬁiﬁdﬂ ski_l:_egjrads 'I‘hest‘ortté
of capable, traired persors

arggeofas!mﬂirg block then the pangyn'al
scarcity of noney for additional salaries and to
build hospital roomring-in facilities. (The retion
is considerably short of the number of doste-
tricians needed to celiver this year's expected
crop of nore then five million babies.) But, in
the long run, the manponer problembesa solu-
tion: trained worren.

The Yale program hes depended uponare-
markable group of nurse-midwives—trained

rnurssswho have taken instruction in
midwifery. They have assisted in every phese
of the work, with one exception. They have
mtdehveredarytehes.(Altfmxgh hed there
ever been anenergency, could have done
so perfectly well.) The Yale School of Nursing
now gives a course in nurse-micwifery. De-
spite that tenmis misleadingly old-fashioned
sound, nurse-nidwives and obstetrical nurses
are destired to becore infinitely more impor-
tant in the schene of obstetrical practice.
ﬂﬁlrfﬂrﬂs,&well&ﬁﬂrfmﬂs,wll meke
great improverrents possil

| formﬁeﬂargmm ofihsooutlys
schodls for training such woen. | have o

doubt thet: careers in obstetrical nursing, with
its multitude of extraordinary satisfactions, are
likely to becorre nore and nore appealing to
the graduates of our nursing schodis.

We haeal togo. | amil iernt
wmwmmugn&kgowe&wmsdim e
conplacence about our standards of matemal
care. At the sare tie, | find myself truly
optirmistic.

Weal have hed aglinpse of what hav-
ingababy should belike. 1 count onmy fellow
obstetricians, co-operating with the parents
of the United States, to insist that this view
of an ideal be translated into the cormmon-
place reality. END
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Under Dr. Herbert Thoms' guidance, Yale
University and the Maternity Center Associa-
tion, beginning in 1947, sponsored a two-year
study of natural-childbirth methods. Yale's
Preparation for Childbirth Program and the
School of Nursing's graduate program for
nurse-midwives have followed. Dr. Thoms is
Professor Emeritus and former Chairman of
the Department of Obstetrics and Gynecology,
Yale University School of Medicine, and is the
author o fmany books and articles, among them

ing Natural Childbirth (McGraw-
Hill, 1950)andtheforlhcom|ngo.ll’ ical
Hentage Story of Safe Childbirth (The

Shoe String Press, Inc., Hamden, Conn.).
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DOCTORS CANT
DO IT ALONE

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 81

Labor-room practices are coming in for the
heaviest criticism of all. A mother’s need for
psychological support—for even sinple com-
panionship during labor—is now accepted so
generally that it isno longer a fighting issLe in
the medical jourrals. Gradually the practice
SLra e (oo %‘%S&ﬁ i

ri e wish it) is
grqugng, endo?gvdl by both doctors and en-

thusiastic nothers. Still, the irertia of many
hospital administrations and medical staffs,
plus the expense of redesigning labor roos,

Most husbands, however, even if present,
are not medical doctors. The responsibility
for the safety of nother and child during
labor—for recognizing the signs of a baby-iw-
utero's being in distress—rests with the physi-
cian. It does not even rest with the labor-room
nurse, who typically hes several patients under
I“ermreamhsnoth’alred in the skills and
techniques 0 spot abnomelities
early, oreventodolheb&p(muejob of

"Just wait till | get my Tonette!”

You’ll see. Tomorrow I’ll have curls . .

. the Tonette kind.

Soft. Like when you touch a kitty. Shiny, too. And Tonette’s

over fast. That’s good . . .

you have a little girl like me . .

‘cause | get wiggly when 1 sit. If

. why not give her a Tonette!

I know you’ll make her real happy.

NOTE TO MOTHER:
for very
tralizer cones al

TONETTE is Toni's
hair. The
mixed Essy to use

neu

Just squeeze on from its own plastic
bottle. (}ﬂtd%&edoml“erfaoe p'mck

following nomel labor. If she picks up these
skills through long years of experience, sreis
still technically forbidden to usethem This is
ot true around the world. Only in the United
;sgsaﬁ(zarahhcfmfﬂ%w uanemufne

usive responsibility for the progress of a
normel meternity mluyert According to our
standard hospital regulations, there is only
ore rulewhenanemergency arisesinthe labor
room: Call the doctor.

Yet the doctor maey be twenty minutes or
more aney. Cbstetrical leadership is admit-
tlngvmmg'eateraﬁgmterwmmm

hes become physically inpossible for nost
doctors to be in attendance during the long
hours of labor. The director of dbstetrics of a
reat medical school told a nedical congress
8nwordsﬁetm‘otbeqlmsddra:dy, be-
caLee he feels “ the laymen” might “misunder-
stand” his clear and understandable words)
that “inall honesty we must admit” thet nost
obstetrics in this country is what he ironically
called “ perireal” obstetrics. This he described
as the arrival of the obstetrician at about the
time the baby's head first shows, just as the
nother is being taken into the delivery room
He celivers baby and placenta, d”ams into
street dlothes, looks in once more on nrother
and baby, and goes hone, leaving the patient
to the care of wes taking care of
her before he got there” He added, “It cer-
tainly ist the gereral pra:uuoners fait.
He'sgot all he can do—and nore.

Almost every doctor who delivers babies in
anything smeller than a large metropolitan
hospital will adit in private thet e relies
until he gets there on the experience and com-
mon seree of the nurses on duty in the labor
room Often he relies on the nurses to tell him
when to get there. Yet the chief of staff of a
smell hospital who besought his hospital-
accreditation committee for penmissionfor his
nursss todo sterile\ragir'al examinations (the

is) reportedmhs ition was denied,
) nuﬂmpseere having their
tabmlnmd It is a credit to our nurses and
to many hard-working doctors thet our sys-
temworks aswell as it does, but the possibility
exstsfor the systemto break down, and there
are timeswhen it does. Wrote ore doctor ina
synpathetic paper addressed to nursss, “Who
manages the first stage of labor in the great
nqornyofkomtals’?lsitrmﬁenmé?lfﬁs
should not the nurse receive special

) for that function? In our sall rural
s, without house staff, who performs
ﬂ"eddwenes”l\/bstofﬂ”em it is e, are
performed by doctors, rmostly gereral practi-
tioners. However, | have evidence (which |
cannot, however, docurrent or prove) thet in
such hospitals as many as 20 per cent of the
celiveries are performed not by doctors, nor

tl‘aﬂ

ultimately sign the birth certificates, so thet
our national statisticsindicate thet all hospital
births are attended by doctors. But in respect
to the sell rural hospitals, | am certain thet
these statistics are nrisleading.”

s for the delivery room, wise doctors
are conceding that, even with the recent ad-
vances in anesthetic procedure, there is still a
way to go to the ideal. Mothers have been so

enthusiastic about bargocmaasd.nrgcb
liveries that more and nore doctors and hos-
pitals are meking this possible for those who
wish it, using whiffs of gas or the "saddle
block” (spinal anesthesia). Yet one great teachr
ing doctor reminded an asserbly of special-
ists that saddle-block arestresia is still a
“mejor anesthetic procedure,” enabling doc-
tors to use the short cut of routine forceps
celivery. Deliveringachildwhilestill conscious
under aresthesia is not the sane as ratural
childbirth, and only a very few doctors and
medical centers are meking continuous efforts

X average pa-
tient reveals a rermarkable propensity for spon-
taneous delivery. Bxperience with a variety of
races and niMdJaIs indicates that
mately 86 per cent are subjects for rn&doglc
or nomrel childbirth. To the observing eye,
nothing sees too wrong with Nature's mech-
anismof birth.”
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The ore thing thet natural childbirth takes
is time—time to prepare the mother with pre-
natal dasses, someone’s uninterrupted tine to
give her confidence and support during labor,
tie for the birth process itself, unhurried by
instruents. Not enough doctors and hospital
staffs have such tine. The use of forceps isso
routine to this day thet the Joint Commission
for the Accreditation of Hospitals sets no
standards of justification at all, as they do, for
exanple, for Caesarean sections. Yet the
teaching doctor reminded his listerers thet
nothing in medical literature to date hes
proved that low-forceps deliveries are safer
then properly attended spontaneous deliveries
with carefully controlled anelgesia. As he put
it, adnmrgﬂ”mhsrmmsvsereoontrmer—
sal even €’ to some doctors,

“It is a vanity of men to assure thet he can
bereficially alter the course of norrelly pro-
gressing labor___ Thus far in the entire his-
tory of the hurmen race no ore hes been able
to improve on, or safely and permanently
substitute for, the physiologic mechenisirs of
thehuren ?

These are sore of the things doctors are
saying to one ancther. Others are calling for
more rooming-in facilities for babies in hospi-
tals, betterfollow-upcare for mother and child
at hore. Every suggestion cores down to a

ABRAHAM LINCOLN
SAYS:

We should be too big to take offense
and too noble to give it.

It has been my experience that
folks who have no vices have very
few virtues

Tact is the ability to describe
others as they see themselves.

He has the right to criticize who
has the heart to help.

A government had better go to the
extreme than do
aught thatcould be construed into
an interference with the common
rights of the citizen.

of toleration

reed for more skilled hands with nore tine
togive. Yet the doctors’ nost urgent words of
all are those reminding the profession thet the
hands threaten to becore fewer, not nore
nurerows. “The problem which me-
ternity carewill face inthe next decade,” wrote
ore well-known doctor, “is personrel. ... In
o e e
Wi r in
ulation. Mamnnngﬂ”ech“m%s for nagozgl—
services have soared.”
In 1967 four million babieswere bom under
of already overburdened
physaars five million baebies annually are
predicted by 1985, six million by 1970. At tre
nrost recent meeting of the American Associa-
tion of Obstetrics and Gynecology, one doctor
real fears that this S0-per-cent in-
creasewill be "beyond the ability of our physi-
cian population to cope with,” for the esti-
mated increase in physidians, judging by pres-
ent enroliments, will be by the sare year only
14 per cent. Any increase in those delivering
bebies will be entirely among gereral practi-
tioners, for the nuer of obstetrical special-
ists is already showing a dedline, as fewer ad
fewer men are attracted to so arduous a field
of specialization. Over the last six years the
number of such spedialists certified annually
hes 30 per cent. A doctor who hes
been in the forefront of those sounding warm-
ings heswritten, "Those of tswho have given
our lives to obstetrics and who list it high on
the roster of essential mediical serviceswill ad-
mit with reluctance that it is not a popular
Specialty. But this is the truth.”
Is there any answer to this groning problem
of personnel? A handful of doctors, nost of

CONTINUED ON PAGE 118
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them connected with teaching centers, believe
they have found one in proposing that spe-
cially trained obstetrical nurses take over some
of the duties that now burden dbstetriciars.
Most Arrericans are uneware thet trained
midwives, working under medical direction,
are a commronplace in every Western country
except our own and Canada; these wormen
performmany of the duties surrounding child-
birth thet our physicians hold only themrselves
ible for. These duties include
aimnmﬂm many of the routine mﬁd
inations, psychological support, amlomstam

expert care during labor. In many countries
midwives actually conduct normel celiveries.
There is already a nucleus of such worren in
the United States, calling thenselves nurse-
midwives. The high standards already set for
them indude a nursing degree, postgradu-
ate experience and as much as ayear and a
half of theoretical and dlinical experience in
obstetrics.

Yet because they are anewfeature in Amer-
ican medicine, their growth in numbers hes
been slow. Doctors who remenber the long
medical le against the horrors of much
old-fashi midwifery them with
suspicion, although a doctor who hes helped

Bglancer
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train them hes pointed out thet the vast dif-
ference between an old-time midwife and to-
day's trained nurse-nidwife is “greater than
mt:emea"naﬁrst—yeamediml studentanda
Board-certified specialist.” Then, too, many
doctors are extrenrely wary of sharing any of
their medical skills. The trained nurse-mid-
wife, it is true, hes the copetence to im-
pinge on medical territory; her value is pre-
cisely that she is equipped to find emergencies
and act upon them if Ore doctor
emeredmtoﬂ*e&tmemmrs&mdmm in
a nedical journal, to state angrily thet a busy
obstetrician should hire as his assistant never
a nurse-midwife, but a obstetrician.
This wes his solution to the doctor shortage!
So great hes been the medical resistance to
nurse-idwives thet it hes been difficult to
find t‘us;jtalswillingtoooomraleinhairirg
them The nurrber of accredited
pitals providing dinical emenemeforstwat
nurse-midwives can be counted on the fingers
of one hand (with fingers to spare)}—yet these

Those doctors who have actually worked with
nurse-midwives have sug their praises in
edical jourrals. Wrote ore, "'l would rather
see amedical student witress his first normal
labor and delivery under the manageent of a
well-traired nurse-midwife then under thet of
a verdant intem in the first part of his hospi-
tal training. | would be assured that the student
would be impressed with the perfection of her
exerience and the confidence and cigny
which shewould bring to the occasion.”

Yet it is a fact thet, except for these teachr
ing hospitals, not a single orthodox volurtary

“Mother” is the name for God in
the tips and hearts of little chil-

dren’ THACKERAY

hospital in this country hes a place for anurse-
midwife as such on its staff. Many Arrerican
nurse-nidwives seek posts abroad, where their
services are welcorme. Those who stay are
sought after as teachers, supenvisors ad
administrators.  But_the ranks of doctors
who ‘advocate training enough nurse-rid-
wives to Leein direct patient care are groning
only very sloaly. Such worren would not
practice independently, say these doctors,
they would not do deliveries (except inemer-
gendies), they would work under medical di-

fearts, the o
tional well-being that they so need.

Last year menbers of the Ammerican Asso-
ciation of Chstetrics and Gynecology heard
their presicent say, “1 have known . . . nen
who delivered between 50 and 100 wonren
each month throughout the year. Instead of
sympathizing with the ‘dear overworked doc-
tor' | amappalled at the harmhe does to ob-
stetricsingeneral... . | don't believe thet any
ﬂysaanmglvea(hqatenmemlymreto

more than 200women ayear. Multiply 200by
ten or twelve prenatal office visits by the num:
ber of hours required to attend each women
in labor and by the necessary puerperal
care, aré:lﬂemmmﬂissuatermban"res

The medical profession is one of the nost
honored in Anerica, and rightly so. It hes
continually set itself ever-higher standards of
care. The doctors' quotes cited abowve, al-
though intended for professional col-
leagues and not for the public, are proof thet
medical leaders today do not intend to see
these standards lonered. Bventually the pro-
fession will respond and rreet the challerge,
as it hes always dore. But it must have anen-
Ilghemdpdjlq and thehelp of theworenin

rlmrgr_rofmm todo so. Is it not time
to start preparing them now?
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TELEVISION,
RADIO, COMICS
AND MOVIES
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 61

that their own children have beenexposed toa
good deal of storied villainy without changing
character.

A child acquires his besic standards from
his parents. If they are decent people and love
him, he loves them deeply, too, and pattems
hineelf after them In this way he acquires a
conscience which will not let himget into seri-
ous trouble later.

To be sure, a child's standards are affected
to a lesser degree by a variety of other influ-
encs as he grons gradually aney from his

cbpembrmmparerm the attitudes of
teachers, of his

M his friends, and friends’ parents.
(I canstill remenrier, asasmcﬂybm.m
child, belngqjtemn&sedateughtortmw
sonre of the things thet parents of my friends
penﬁ%elxmmm’w il 'sstandards
are not S contermpo-
raries’ (though h}gugeto conformto themis
great at this age), because he instinctively lim-
its his friends to those brought up much like
hinseif.

It hes often been pointed out, as a reason
for not worrying too much about theeffects of
violence in television rans and comic
books, thet children of earlier generations lis-
tened to fairy tales that were every bit ascruel.
I’'mnot sure, though, that acouple of hours of
these fairy stories every night of the week
would have been haniess for young children.
Sersitive individuals certainly got nightrares
from them

Most inportant, perheps, is the fact that a
story read by your mother hed a different im-
pacifromﬁﬂmmmfromwrg live

aﬁarentl ly involved in brutality, night
During storytelling, the pictures
formad in your imegination were pretty
well limited by your experiences. Your noth-
er‘svuceardaqjar‘anorsvwreawstartr&
assurance that thiswes meke-believe. Hercom+-
ents remindedyou that sheand you abhorred
theactsof thevillains. On the television screen
the prevalenceof real-lookingcrueltymust give
the child the inpression thet it is widespread,
and that it is taken for granted in the outside
world. A teacher recently told
e thatt since the advertt of a popular program
which is loaded wﬂggm& violence, the
children have been ly bopping one an-
other with great frequency. When she objects,
they explain thet this is the way it's done on
the So, | don't for a minute
daimthat good childrenare being tumed into
bad by such a diet, | think thet it may loner
their standards somewhat, and give them a
poor inpression of humanity.

The attituce the parents take in regard to
various progranms and comics will meke sone
difference in the effect these will have on a
child's own icksals. If the parents are keeping
track of what is being viewed, and show their
concem by ruling out certain prograns and
strips, the child will be reminded of whet
standards he is expected to hawe, even if he
continues to peek at them |f the parents show
no disapproval, he will feel none either.

It is true thet psychologists and doctors
(including myself) have been pointing out for
years thet even the best of children have ag-
gressive feelings inthemwhichcan find healthy
expression in playing ganes of mock violence,
in hearing stories and seeing shows thet in-
volve a certain amount and kind of hostility.
The question of what amount and what kind
A cartoon of a nouse punching
a lion in the snoot mekes children chuckle
with satisfaction. A little fellow is getting back
at a big bully. But a man's real face being
bettered by the fist of a snarling crininel is
quite a different dose to swallow.

A lot of parents have been dissatisfied with
somre of the progrars their children are view-
ing. But every tine they've tried to rule out a
certain ore, or to put a limit on the total view-
ing time per day, their children have argued
indignantly: It's the best program of all; all
their friends are alloved to see it; the other

kids can watch as much as they want to; why
do their parents have to be the only mean
ones? Strong-minded nothers and fathers are
able to stand up to this kind of pressure ad
meke their rues stick. Others have wilted un-
der the heat of their children's reproaches.
They've given in right away; or they've re-
laxed their vigilance after a couple of nights,
half suspected thet the forbidden programwes
being viewed again, but done nothing about
it. They've hed the sarre uncertainty about
howstrict to be about comic books and novie
shows. | thinkall thisillustrates the point that
parents have relatively little trouble laying
down the law in rretters about which

were definite rules in their own childhoods:
bedtine, table manrers, lies, bad languece.
Butwhen rsmacuvmsford‘lldra"ldevelq)—
like television, or car driving in adolescence—
parents have no traditions or convictions to
gudeﬂm They get conflicting reports about
other parents are doing. They hae

opmlors but they don't feel sure. They try to
meke reasonable rules. Then when their chil-
dren protest violently, tre parents vacillate.
perents’ uncertainty

Parents’ confidence in their ability to meke
correct rues hes been lonered by other de-

there \elopments of this century too. There hes
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been the entrance into the child-rearing field
of the psychologists, psychiatrists, educators,
pediatricians, who have written and lectured
about the needs and the problens of chil-
dren. The unfortunate effect on sore parents—
especially the nost conscientious ones—hes
been to make them conclude thet parents are
just as apt to do wrong as right.

Another ursettling factor hes been the
rapid rise in the standard of living of so mery
failies, especially since the end of the war.
We think of this as fortunate, and in most
ways it is. On the other hand, the histories of
many lands show thet when the circunstances
of life change suddenly it disturbs the stability

W hat every baby dreams of-

waterproof panties with a difference!

Mommy, babys dream has come true!
Come see the first collection—

C h 1 x Baby Panty

High style, new fit. Machine washable, quick-drying.

1. PURE SILK. Cool, light, waterproofed.

2.TUTU. Bouffant nylon sheer. Vinyl-lined.

3.CHA CHA. Ruffled nylon tricot. Vinyl-lined.

4.VINYL FILM. Baby soft, long wearing, easy on the budget.
5.PASTEL PLAID. Smart new printin cotton plisse. Vinyl-lined.
6.FALSE FLY FRONT. Debonair he-man stripe in Dacron. Vinyl-lined.

These and other styles available in a wide variety of colors and fabrics.
Priced from 504 to $1.98. Snap-on and pull-on styles.

Made by a

Gopary



BRINGING UP BABE HINTS COLLECTED B 7 MRS.RAN GERBER ,MOTHEROF 5

Many things keep baby's
appetite bright: lots of sweet
sleep and sparkling air—
gentle exercise and a tasty bill
of fare. To keep baby's
menus inviting, Gerber constantly develops
new, flavorful foods. The newest offerings
are just about the tastiest things
that could happen to a hungry baby.

newj
Gerber Strained Bananas with Pineapple. Creamy-smooth,
fully ripe bananas, flavor-flicked with mellow pineapple
—that's the luscious sum and substance of this wonderful
Gerber Fruit duet. Downright dreamy as a dessert,
scrumptious as a snack. And it comes in a junior texture
for older tots, too.

neW | Gerber Junior Spaghetti with Beef. A delightful casserole
combination made especially for small-fry. Tender,
enriched spaghetti is subtly blended with beef and
brightened with savory tomato sauce. Rich in
energy-giving calories, it also provides a good source
for vitamin A. Try it for a toddler luncheon, soon.
The texture is just right for tots with teeth.

new'

Gerber Strained and Junior Ham with Vegetables.

This newest Gerber High Meat Dinner blends heaps of tender, juicy
ham with selected garden vegetables for flavor and nutritional
benefits galore. Protein for growth. Iron for rose-in-bloom cheeks.
Niacin, the important B-vitamin, for general well being. Serve as
baby's “main dish”—add some Gerber

Creamed Spinach and top the meal off with

the new Gerber Bananas with Pineapple.

There's an appetite brightener for you!

BABIES ARE OURBUSINESS...OHRONLYBUSINESS!"

5 CEREALS ... OVER 100 STRAINED a JUNIOR FOODS

{MONT. MICHIGAN
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of the family and weakers parental discipline.
And, strangely enough, unusLel prosperity is
more upsetting than depression or even war.
It's gpt to produce incresses, for instance, in
celinquency, crime and suicide. When parents
can provide their child with an ervironment
quite different from thet in which they them-
selves grew up, they have fewer reliable guide-
posts to go by. They have to grope for more
of the ansners.

Since the beginnings of children's movies,
radio and television, doctors have heard from
nothers about the problerns of the unusually
sensitive sell boys and girls who are fright-
ened by what they hear or see. They cry, or
they re afraid to go to bed, or they have night-
mares. A few of these children have enough
sense to refuse to have anything more to do
withsuchprograns. uﬁortu'stely,armjonty
of them being as illogical as other hurmen
ings, keep going txsckform’eofﬂ*esuff
they can't stand. Clearly it's up to the parents
to be nore sensible then their sell fry, and
see to it that no more harmis dore.

The fact should be faced thet a good pro-
portion of children under six years of age fall
into the sersitive category. | say this from per-
sonal experience years ago in taking my o
and other young children, on a very fewocca-
sions, to movie houses that were showing car-
toonsjust for children. Adults and older chil-
dren were laughing happily, but a lot of the
young ones were cringing. We have to be re-
minded by such episodes that wild aninels
and cruel in cartoons are as hor-
rible to three- and four-year-olds as real ones
would be.

So far I've been disoussing the effects of
violence and frightfulness. This leaves the
problem of sex. It comes up more comrmonly
novedays in regard to novies. | realized this
recently when we went to a neighborhood
theater to see one foreign picture and were
given a bonus of a sneak preview of another.
The first was excellent. But the second would
never have pessed a board of review and wes

so crude—by Arerican taste—thet there wes
alot of ebarrassed giggling in the audience.

Al children seek knowledge of the facts of
life, not just on a few occasions but bit by bit
at each succeeding stage of development.
They come to their parents if the parents meke
this easy. In any case, they ask questions or
pick up ideas from older brothers and sisters
a”dfromfn&egﬁﬂﬁeyle‘?’?mmn
schoal. As into the teers in
to search privately for revealing books. They
draw conclusions from novies, television and
megazine articles. There is great variation in
the rate of romantic and sexual meturity.
Somre children are much more precocious then
average. Others are very shy; they don't want
to know much for a long time and so they
protect therrselves if they can.

JVXore significant then the facts which a
child acquires is the enptional or spiritual
atrosphere inwhich the leaming takes place.
A Iovmg parent, inexplaining the facts of life,
adjusts the anmount of information to the
child's readiness and speaks in tenrs which
are in hammony with the family's idedls. A
schoolteacher starts with the biological facts
and uselly does not get so close as parents
to the and ermotional aspects, unless
the children drawﬂ”e discussion In this direc-
tion. By contrast, the knowledge (or misin-
formation) thet amore worldly child insistson
imparting to ashier one may be shocking
rather than enlightening. The sare thing ap-
plies to a motion picture thet is not appropri-
ate for achild. It may confront him with
aspects of sex which he is quite unready to
accept comfortably. It is more apt then not to
present these with characters and with a view
of life which are disturbingly different from
what he hes known.

On the question ofﬁ'esﬂectre;fjtelewsm

their resuits. In nost Amrerican schodls,
hxra/\nrklnﬁeeienﬁntarygrachslscmned
or held to a sall arrount, because educa-
tional research hes shoan that homework
does not contribute to performance inschool.
So television viewing, at this age when it is
nost absorbing, does not usLally interfere
with schooling. Jnthe high-school years, when
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homework is assigned primerily to develop
the hebit of individual study, nost pupils
have enough self-diiscipline to put study first;
besides, sone of the infatuation with viening
hes worn off. At any age—in childhood or
adulthood—there are individuals who are
sonetimes putting off unpleasant work by
taking refuge in the television set, but it's not
fair to blame the latter for this.

Ore of the nmost hopeful aspects of tele-
vision is thet thoughtful educators believe
thet, despite its drawbacks, it hes been bere-
ficial. They are corvinced thet the programs
V\h'ch have told about soething real have,

r the years, broadered the horizons of
chldenard kindled their enthusiasmto leam
nore.

The fear that comic books will debese a
childs readlrgiastesfmbeenstmr‘g
parentswho ﬁermelvsreajaﬂmjwedgood
books in their own childhood. | know this
from talking with many of them But tine hes
proved thet their children, after fairly wallow-
ing incomic books for years, outgrow themin
adolescence and on to books thet are
appropriate to the family's intellectual level.
On the other hand, the reading matter thet
absorbed a mejority of G.1.’sduring the war
wes the comics. Bt | doubt if most of these
would have been reading Dickens, evenif there
had never been a comic book. In other words,
the main thing that detenines the eventual
level of a person's reading in adulthood is not
the books he read at nire, but the atmmosphere
inwhich e grew Lp.

When it appears thet so little is known for
sure about the subtle effects of broadcasting,
movies and comics, what line are parents to

It isalways interesting, in the case
of a great man, to know how he
affected the women of hisacquaint-

anCe’ JOHN MORLEY

take? Cbviously different oneswill take differ-
ent coursss, just as they have always dore in
pest gererations. That's one reason why chil-
dren tum out differently in dfferent families

and different reighborhoods. Soe parents
have al hed high aspirations about the
tastes dealsﬂwmntﬂ'eurdwldmto

develop. Others have been quite willing to let
nature take its course. | think the mainway |
can be helpful is to encourage those who are
dissatisfied with sore of the fare offered in
broadcasting, movies and comics to stick by
their gurs, not let themeelves be bullied by
their children or by neighborhood opinion.

Ore nrethod for inproving the quality of
chldrens movies and television prograns is
for parents to communicate directly with the
neighborhood-theater mamger the local-sta-
tion manager, the network, the sponsor. This
is a privilege of citizenship that's usually neg-
lected by all but a few cranky sodis. Yet the
evidence isclear that arelatively small nunber
of sincere letters or calls meke a strong im-
pression on an official.

When children are planning to see a movie,
| think it's the job of sensible parents to find
out whether it's stitable, by checking reviens
inthe pepers, or inparents” and religious pub-
lications, or by calling the theater manager-
just as they keep an eye on their children's
conpanions and haunts.

In the sarre way, they need to keep track of
wheat their children are viening on television
and in comic books. They shouldn't feel hesi-
tant in forbidding programs or books which
iheyoomder cefinitely incompatible with the
family'siceals.

But in regard to television it seens to ne
shortsighted to consider only the influence
that individual parents may be able to exert on
their children or on the industry. There may
never again be the opportunity thet exists to-
day for all of uswho are concermed to ask for
a review commission, which will take a fresh
look at all aspects of broadcasting and meke
reconrendations.

Dr. Spock regrets that it is |rrx)oss|bl§ef0rhlgég1 to answer

letters personally. However, he is 10 receive
suggestions of topics of truly general interest.—|
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NEVABIND POLO SHIRTS, $2.29. Matching solid-color boxer shorts, $1.00. Boys' and girls' toddler sizes 1-4.

...Is for Knifty

which is a nifty gift of cotton knits
—namely, our Carter’s polo shirts
and matching boxer shorts! Daddy says handsome is as
handsome does, and Mother says exactly, 'cause these

match-mates do handsomely indeed in the washing ma-
chineand the dryer, stayingsoftand in shape—never need-
ing ironing. That's why Mother thinks K is for Kindly-
remember-we-can’t-get-too-many-Carter’s-cotton-knits!



dress-up-for-spring
FROSTING S
YOURS IN MINUTES WITH BETTY CROCKER

FROSTING MIXES!

“"Now you can treat your family to the prettiest welcome-
to-spring frostings ever seen on a cake. You just add butter
and water to our creamy mixes and beat up smooth,
buttery-good frosting. Our Fluffy Frosting Mixes whip right
up into stiff, glossy peaks— perfecthome-cooked'frosting
with no cooking. Remember, all Betty Crocker Frosting
Mixes are guaranteed to come out homemade perfect*!"

THafg-Qaden

Cherry Checkered Frosting! set aside package of cherry bits. Beat frosting fluffy and party-
pink; frost cake. Make checker design with knife; then spoon cherry bits on alternate squares.

Chocolate Polka-Dot Frosting! smooth, real chocolate malt flavor in our Chocolate Malt
Flavor Frosting. Frost cake and decorate with polka-dot pattern made with miniature marshmallows.

Fluffy Plaid Frosting! It whips right up into stiff, gloriously glossy peaks! For the plaid
design: dip string in food coloring; stretch and press into frosting. Use new string for each color.

APERFECT! Yes, every mis we meke tor you is quaranteed o come out perfect, or send the bos top with a letter
describing your results to Betty Qrocker, Bos 200, Mineapolis <0, Minn., and General Mills will send your money beck!

GOOD COOKING
AND COMMON
SENSE
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 82

to coat the bird with a thick sort of white
sauce that would “set” cold, leaving it like a
piece of sculpture. Then we were to give it a
cob of red pimiento, and a beak, eyes ad
wing tips of black slivered truffles. The chef-
professor wes over s constantly, with helps
and warmnings; llIaIIﬂ'etereﬂ'etvxevmd@d
on this rather clammy mesterpiece, which
V\estobewramludmvsevseretanalized
by the homey srell of a pot roast—which
he wes keeping on the back of the stove for
hirnreelf.

Such a men, if you asked where to leam
day-inrand-day-out French cooking, would
send you off to his sister in the country—or
possibly to his unde, because in France the
art of cooking is not thought too difficult for

men

Well then, youmay ask, if real French cook-
ing is home cooking, and if we've got hone
cooking, too, whatever is the fuss about?

Volumes have been written to answer thet
question. All I amconcermed with here is the
Frenchwmoman's willingness to uee her intelli-
gence upon very sinple dishes, and her humil-
Ity—or her common seree. What is furmny
abmtmmps amforcmpam/’ievmld

ask. |n
taste”TeIferﬁeLAndWry

laugh when you rmmmwdwaﬂ"lrgas
saLerkraut?

Following her attitude of mind (not her
recipes), and keeping to foods available in
this country, | suggest to you the following:

MENU |

Only two dishes of this meal take nmuch
“doing” and they may both be done early in
the day and put asice. These are:

EGGPLANT CASSEROLE

This is a suave and courteous companion to
lamb— which is, as you know, a meat that needs
something, but not something that will eclipse
it. Also, for people-who-think-they-don't-like-
eggplant, the casserole is beautifully disguised.
{Just don't tell 'em what it is.)

Peel 1 large eggplant down through the
greenish underskin and cut into 1+ cubes.
Slice 2 peeled mediumsized onions paper-
thin. Boil both together gently, inwater only
halfway to cover, until both are soft. Drain
them very patiently and, if you like, whip
them to a pulp. Drain again. You should
have about 4 cups cooked eggplant.

Now meke a cream sauce using 6 table-
spoons elted butter blended with 6 table-
spoors flour. Add, say, 1 v mligmcream
and \122 cups rich milk. For seasoning, add
1~2 teaspoons salt, vi teaspoon pepper and
several generous squirts liquid pepper Sea-
soning. Heat and mix well until thickened.
Combine the sauce and the eggplant, pulp
or cubes as you like, and pour into a baking
dish suitable for the table. Sprinkle the top
liberally with about % cup dry French
bread crurmbs that have been tossed with
2 to 3 tablespoons nelted butter.

This may standfor hours ifyou wish. Thirty
minutes before the lamb is done, run the cas-
serole into the oven. In this time it will cook
through and the crumbs will become golden
brown.

APPLE-PECAN DESSERT
Beat 2 eggs urttil they are very thick and
lemon-colored. Fold in the foll(mlng in the
order given: \vi u.psstgar 6 tablespoons
flour, 23£ ng powder, 1 tea-
spoon vanilla, apinchof Qlt 1cup tart ap-
ples, peeled, cored and finely chopped, and 1of
broken pecan meats. Mix thoroughly and
pour into a well-buttered 8'x8'x2" pan.
Bake in amoderately slowoven, 325° F., for
45 minutes, or until the top is browned and

mléalsomaybeputm'dsforhus
When it is wanted, heat gently, cut into
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squares and serve with whipped cream
Sprinkle more broken pecan meats on top.
The rest of the meal is routire.

ROAST LAMB

Have your butcher oven-prepare your leg of
lamb—that is, remove the shank bore, trim
the fat and tie it up. Season it with salt,
ground pepper and powdered rosermary and,
unless you like a kiss without a sgueeze,
insert little slivers of garlic here and there.
Garlic with lamb, if it is properly used, will
do its good work without calling attention
to itself. Roast in a moderate oven, 350° F.,
forabout 1to 1 hoursif the roast is sall,
longer if not. Use a meat thermometer to be
safe.... And if youare like me (I'masharred
of myself, but I’'mrather fainthearted about
mint sauce with lamb), try currant jelly.

PEAR-SHAPED TOMATOES
Now, nothing could be simpler than the
tormatoes. Any stewed tomatoes would do,
if you don't make them too sweet. However,
| do recommend the simall pear-shaped kinds
soldincans and often labeled “ Peeled Italian
Type.” These tomatoes keep their shape like
so many little fish with neat little bodies,
and so also serve as decoration. Simply open
and draintwo large cars. Heat them through,
butter them a bit and sprinkle chopped pars-
ley on top.

BELGIAN ENDIVE SALAD
For the final enbellishment and thelast thing
to do before serving, tear up three large
heads of endive which have been washed
and crisped. Toss with your own favorite
French dressing.

MENU 11

This dinrer (for four persors) hes, besds its
modest price, this dinching advantage: the
whole neal, |ru:|Ldrgﬂ"ed§sa1|sdmem
ﬂewenanj once done, may be left there for
a long time. You will not have to fret if you
receive the message (or worse, don't even
it) that one of the children hes hed aflat tire
three miles out of town.

Mearwhile, if your eyebrows go up at the
idea of serving “ kraut and ribs” at your table,
1 urge you to get your eyebrows back down.

| could fumish a list of excellent restaurants—
French as well as Alsatian and German—
where kraut is an honored dish. You will like
it, | think, and I'mpositive the menwill. This
last ought to count. What's the good of using
your brains at your range if you haven't an
audience to admit you've gone and dore it?

For this dish you will want:

2small sides of spareribs, each cut in half

2 quarts sauerkraut

4 medium sized onions

8apples
8mediumsized potatoes

SPARERIB-AND-SAUER KRAUT
CASSEROLE

Buy the kraut fresh out of the barrel if you
are where you can, or choose the type which
many markets now sell in plastic contairers;
otherwise you will find it in cars.

Cut the onions, peeled, in half. Place them
in a casserole later to be brought to the
table. Drain the kraut and tuck it around
and over them On top of all this lay the
ribs—which you will have salted,
and rubbed with sage (fresh or powdered).
Run your casserole into a very hot oven,
500° F. When the ribs have browned on ore
side, tum them to brown on the other.

Now cover the entire dish tight. Reduce
the heat to 450° F. and bake for at least 1
to 2 hours. It’s the baking which tums the
trick here; therefore, if for some reason you
wish to hold things back, lower the tempera-
ture and leave for an extra half hour or so.
Won't hurt a thing.

The trimmings are simple!

Little Boiled Potatoes. Peel and boil the

potatoes—just that. If hed achefin a
white hat and to askwhat to have
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with this, he'd say, “Nice, dry, mealy boiled
potatoes; they're the perfect foil.”

sauteed Quartered Apples. The apples you
will not peel, but core and quarter and cook
in 1 tablespoon bacon drippings—sprinkling
them with a little cinnamon and turning
them until they are soft through but keep
their shape.

Put both potatoes and apples aside where
they will stay warm. And now the dessert:

HOT FRUIT DESSERT
You will need:

1can pitted Bing cherries
Use a I-pound-Zounce can of each. Drain
all these well, reserving the synups. Pit the
o (1 it I B Rl Chraey
A itsina e, beginni
atﬁe%o%eminﬁeu'dermnﬁdangei%eqﬁ
layers. Pour onenough of the mixed syrups to
reach just about the top, and add a lunp of
bw:terﬂ”e size of anegg.
ﬁu;ghywn”aysklplt ifyou have it
add about 2 ources Kirschwasser. This will
bring out the natural flavors of the fruits, but
the dish is equally good without it
this dessert, so prepared, aside until
about 20 minutes before you take your main
dish in Then cover the casserole tightly and
leawe it in the oven at such a tenperature as
will mrgltwtmttrrmmaﬂ"etmeywll
it. Pass around with it, separately, a
wmmywll have meck like this: Pour
1pint conrercial sour creamintoabow and
sprinkle gererously with dark brown sugar.

MENU 11l

SOUTHERN FRIED FISH

For the fish, if you are so lucky as to have at
hand in your part of the country any
smell fresh fish as spot or channel cat or
butterfish (not to mention such sporting
windfalls as trout or bass), you will of course
use these: otherwise, frozen fillets will do.
Lightly dredge about two pounds fish in a
little seasored flour and fry—just through—
on both sides. You could also use com rreal
instead of the flour, if you like.
BUTTERED BABY CABBAGE

Get the nearest thing to young garden-fresh

. Shred it medium fine, using some
of the good green leaves. Drop it into boiling
salted water to cover. Bring it back to a boil
and continue 5 to 7 minutes only. Drain it
thoroughly, douse it with butter and add
somre fresh-ground pepper. If, after a test,
it seens a bit raw for your taste, tum it with
aforkfor afewminutesover alowheat. This
method is a revelation to people who have
(r:gedy been revolted by what is usuelly

“boiled cabbage.”

BATTER BREAD

A perfect complement for fish. This is my
grandnother’srecipe, got from heavenknows

OTHER PEOPLE’S
MAIL

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 49

I'll try to write a little every day, and il
this from Lisbon. Right now I’'mgoing swim+
mng. Love,

Polly.
TO: Janet Legendre,
Hamlet, Connecticut
MV Salermo, at sea, Jure 2L

Dear Jan: Here | am three days at s
and aweek ago | wes safe at horre. | think |
have figured out why | didn't want to come.

You know this is the first tire | have ever
been let loose in ny life. Always
been school or the Air Force or college: life hes
been neatly chopped up into days and hours,
termrs and vecations, duties and leaves; | feel
unconfortably lost.

how long a lire of women behind her. It wes
usually cooked for me in my Virginia child-
hood by “ Aunt Martha” —a colored worman
so beloved that tears come to my eyes when
| think of ker. | shall leave the tears out of
the recipe, but | do have two notes, both got
from “Aunt Martha”: a—we use only the
white water-ground com rreal for this dish
(if you prefer yellow or can't get white, |
have nothing to say); b—the shortening, if
%kefarqﬂ% pioneer taste, ought to beard.

lwpvmite_lﬁomrmal
9% -1 teaspoon salt

3eggs

2 teaspoons baking ponder

2-3 tablespoons lard or other
shortening

Put the lard in a 6-cup casserole and et
ina400° F. oven to melt andget thedish pip-
inghot. Sift thecommeal andsaltintoaheavy
saucepan. Add the milk, heat and stir until
the mixture is very thick. Take from the
heat and stir in, one at atime, the eggs and
then the baking powder. Pour the mixture
into thesizzling casserole and bake for 30-35
_rrinOdm until the bread is puffed and golden
in color.

Batter bread should be served immediately.
Therefore it would be a good idea to time your
meal so that all other dishes are on the table
when you bring this one in.

EASY STRAWBERRY ICE CREAM

The dessert may be made hours (or a day)
ahead of the time it swanted. It is surely the
best and easiest substitute for old-fashioned
strawberry ice cream—the kind mede on the
back porch of a Sunday moming before
church, with a vast ness of ice and salt and
little boys squabbling about whose tum it

such Wes to crank the handle. These soeres are

dear to the memory—still, it's nice to meke
the sare dessert in 10 minutes and with no
nmess at all. You will need only this:
1 10-ounce package sliced frozen
strawberries
lcup
1 pint commrercial sour cream

Defrost the berries until they are mushy.
Add the sugar and the sour cream—which
is of course not really sour, but smply abit
w dI;hIS the slight tartness which “does”

Stir the mixture well and put it into are-
frigerator tray and freeze. At three intervals
of 25 minutes each, stir again, to prevent the
formation of crystals. Then forget it until
you need it.

There now. | think my late chef-professor and
his sister in the country would wipe their hands
on their aprons and tell us we've done pretty
well. “Don’t spend a cent ifyou don't have to;
use your brains on what's at hand"— this is
the message of these good people, if /got it
correctly.

Figure this: all my life there hes hung over
e thet slight, almost urfelt fear of being late
or unprepared—which is only corsciousness
of authority, of course, but it gives form to
existence. Now thet issuddenly removed. | am
for the first time on my own.

This happens to everybodly, of course. What
do they do? Not just sit around the house, |
realize that now. | have been pondering the
quasuonem | think | have come up with the

Theyget married.
But my word, Jan, isn't thet a rather cha-
otic way of putting form into existence?
Youmemnghttonnlenetaleﬂ"eboat |
am recuperating fast. There's an excessively
good-looking girl on board called Polly Mac-
Millan who is helping me get my strength

before it's back

She'san odd ore and | think thet in real
life she would drive nme crazy. Her father is

CONTINUED ON PAGE 125

NtP.— Y OON™

Scotkins in Color!

Linen-lovely shades you've never seen in a paper
napkin before—to match, to accent your favorite china
...subtle tones set aglow by Scotkins' linen-like
texture! And here's linen-like protection. Just one lasts
the meal. Look for colored Scotkins in luncheon size.

White too ...

all in the new Scotkins® box. S 3

Sootkins also made and sold in Caneda
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Revolutionary 3-layer tablet for relief of

OLDS MISERIES AND
SINUS CONGESTION

HELPS DRAIN ALL 8 SINUS CAVITIES

(critical areas ofcolds infection)

REVOLUTIONARY 3-LAYER TABLET

dristan is the exclusive 3-layer tablet
discovery which for the first time makes
it possible to unite certain medically-
proven ingredients into one fast-acting
uncoated tablet! The exclusive dristan

Tablet formula cannot be duplicated.

There's Nothing

like

dristan Decongestant Tablets, working through
the bloodstream, bring dramatic relief from colds
miseries, sinus congestion and pollen allergies.
dristan ... amazing medical achievement... con-
tains: (1) The scientific decongestant most pre-
scribed by doctors. Reaches all congested areas in
minutes... shrinks swollen nasal-sinus membranes
... promotes drainage ... restores free breathing.
(2) An exclusive anti-allergent to block allergic
reactions often associated with colds, plus a highly

D RISTAN

effective combination of pain relievers. Relieves
body aches and pains due to colds, reduces fever.
(3) Vitamin C, to help build body resistance to
colds infection. For quick relief, get dristan
Decongestant Tablets.

Note: Today dristan is widely imitated. But the
fact is ... the exclusive dristan Tablet formula
cannot be duplicated. Accept no substitutes!

WHEN COLDS STRIKE, nesal-
sinus become
cl with germrladen
mucus. . .-responsible for
so much colds suffering
and misery.

D econgestant

TAKE DRISTAN. Working
through the bloodstream,

shrinks all
len membranes, promotes
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Tablets
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 123

MacMillan Incorporated; you know, the im+
porter and menufacturer of think
I've seen the shop on 56th Street—and Polly
hes persuaded himto let her openanoutique in
it. (A boutique is a place where everything is
extremely expensive and extrenely usdless) So
Poll ison herway to Italy to buy the necessary
Stuff.

Why such a pretty girl should want to live
inNew York when shecould live in the coun-
try, | can't think Se's nus, | gess. Se
wvents to be Hizabeth Arden and Helena
Rubinstein, only better.

She's serious, but in this limbo of mid-
ocean she's also a lot of fun. | haven't been
around with a pretty girl since Kay Rogers
married that fathead, and | like it

Well, I'll mail thisin Lisbon. Lisbon. What
am | doing in Lisbon?

Give your upright husbend a kind word,
and keep ore for yourself. Yrs.,

Pete.

More to: Edward MacMillan

... oh, pop, ashipisanodd place. I've been
on this ore five days, which on land would
mean nothing. But on this . . . this well-run
Utopia, time hesaway of behaving as Bergson
said it does; thet is, collapsing at the inessen-
tials and expanding at the noments of impor-
tance. (At least | think that's what
said.) There's a strange vacuumof safety on a
ship, and mayte it's that—thet tine-stands-
still feeling—that accounts for the swiftress of
friendships that occur. Or maybe what | mean

Politeness is like lighting another
man's candle by yours.
JOSH BILLINGS

isthat you get to knowpeople quickly becaLse
you have nothing to do all day long but sit
around and talk to them
But for instance todaywe passed the Azores.
Pete Stewart and | were standing at the rail
watching, when suddenly we both began to
recite Ter 's “At Hores in the Azores
Sir Rchargy?ejnville lay----"
| didn't think anyore remembered thet
except me. But suddenly those lines,
on this ship, Made e feel 1 had known Pete
forever. A very strange experience. Of course
whenwe arrive in Genoa and get on dry land,
1 will never think of him again. But these are
moments----
| amfire. | am healthy. Don't worry. Will
meil this tomorrow in Lisbon. Love,
Polly.

TO: Janet Legendre
MV Sdlermo, at sea, Jure 26
Dear Jan: | know nowwhat | wes doing in
Lisbon. | was going shopping with Polly Mac-
dozen

and | wertt with her while she looked.

| like Lisbon, although it surprised me a
little. Here we were, just off a boat the whole
way from Anerica, and everybody Wes UNcor-
cermed at our arrival. We might have come
fromjust around the cormer.

Have you ever been here? It's a deter-
minedly neat city, lots of floners and garders.
And they sprinkle the streets with water,
which gives you the inpression it'sa well-run
place. Butwhy weren't they expecting one?

Polly says I'm crazy. She may be right. |
must say she stands up very well on land, |
wes glad to find out. In fact, | would be pre-
paredtolller‘erq,ltealctlfltmermtforms

business—carrying on the family rene
andallthatsuﬁ

What do you think? Would any sersible girl
want to runaboutique if shecould get married
and live in the country? It doesn't sound logi-
cal to e. But Polly says, “Who warts to live
in the country?’

| say, who wants to live in the city? Is
she out of her skin?

Advise. Yrs. perplexed,

Pete.

TO: Edward MacMillan
MV Salermo, at sea, Jure 8

pear Pop: Well. Pretty good rews. B
closed are pictures and drawings of the things
| found in Lisbon, and | bought sarrples and
obtained all the necessary data on ordering
and shipping. | didn't actually buy. | want to
compare in Spain and Italy. But I’'mencour-
aged. It's not going to be inpossible to find

inary

Today we hed a confounding experience at
Gibraltar, hardly what |

Pete and I— mentioned him, ddntl')anf
o Ao pring &?cﬂfa'fa‘@mkeafg a
ri S I
dmage spin, so before noon we found
sitting outdoors at a cafe. Well, after a while
a wildly unlikely character at our
table, but he hed dinging to his am the
Sweetest spider monkey you ever saw

He said to Pete, "Would you want to buy a

monkey?

Pete said, “ | hadn't thought about it.”
. The men said, “A very agreeable cormpan-
ion.”

Pete said, “ How much?’

The mensaid, “ Ten

Pete said,“I'll give you three.”

The mensaid, “sold!”

Well this, as you can imegine, created guite
a conmotion because, as Pete kept pointing
out to e, a monkey would be aconsiderable
inconvenience traipsing around Europe, but
an offer had been made and accepted, and we
were on foreign soil and obviously in the
wrong, so it all ended by Pete’'s owning a

Verys!yly, of course, hetried to present it to
me—*“The real, correct thing for aboutique,”
he kept saylrg—bu yr. daughter wes not
bom yesterday. So that didn'twork.

So we went to a store and bought two cans
of monkey food—monkeys are athingat Gib,
did you know?—and then, in adaze, we took
Helen back to the ship. Helen isthe monkey.

Sre is shy, poor baby, and probably fright-
ened, sowe have to spend nost of our tine
comforting her. Really, the things you get
into! X

Polly.

TO: Joseph Stewart
MV Salermo, at sea

Dear Joe: Did anyore tell you | amon my
way to visit you and Eleanor? Jan said she
would, but did she? | will send this by air from
Barcelona, so you will have a couple of days
notice. | get off this tub in Genoa and will
corre right up. I'll telegraph from there.

By the way, | fell into some luck in Gibral-
tar. | vsesauetobwaspdernunkw\ﬂy
rem‘edy Ivealmaysvsmteda”e now

it Her name's Helen, and | know
I both be as crazy about Feras | am |
mayeven leave her with you for atime while |
around sight-seeing.
Well. Seeyou. Love to Heanor. Pete.
TO: Pete Stewart

Now listen—Lam going to spend the day in
Barcelona with Mr. Savage. | want to. | am
not serious about you. Get that straight. |
have hed to do sonre careful thinking about
this because otherwise what wes | doing up
on thet boat deck with you last night? But |
have done some careful thinkingand | amnot
serious and | am going to sperd the day in
Barcelona with Mr. Savage. Polly.

ToO:Janet Legendre
Barcelona, Jue 0
Dear Jan: Don't be deceived by this pretty
card. Barcelona is a dull toan. Really
nothing to offer the tourist. Well, only two
more days on that bloody boat. Love,

Pete.

TO: Edward MacMillan

Barcelona, Jure 0
Dear Pop: ISt this view of Barcelona
lovely? Spent a wonderfully instructive day
here with old Mr. Savage, the architect. Still
love boats, but | think you can get enough of

them So looking forward to Rorre. Love,
Pol.

TO: Janet Legendre
Gereva, Jue D
Dear Janet: Joe hes asked me to write you.
He doesn't, he says, trust hinself. You see,

we have heard from Pete and he says heisar-
riving tomorrowwitha named Helen.

Well, you know Jee. | adore him, of course,
but there are moments when he can becone
stuffy. This mission he is part of takes itself,
| am afraid, very seriously and he'says he
doesn't want any fool brother of his around
witha monkey on astring, only Joe used quite
different words.

This |SJLstto reassure you. | told Joe |
would rather have dinner with a nonkey then
most of thejokeswe do have dinner with, upon
whichtherewasagood deal of door slanmring
(Swiss doors aresolid, kid) but everything will
work out all right. So.
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| dowishyou and Charliewould come over.
Europe isall right, of course, but it does bring
out the chawvinismin ore. We're here at leest
till Noverrber. Love to Charles.  Eteanor.
To: Joseph Stewart—Telectramma—

Genoa—July 1
dear joe plans changed going to
ROME FOR A FEW DAYS WILL WRITE BEST PETE.

To: Bettina Wilson,
Hotel Hassler, Rome
New York, Jue 28
Dear Bettina: DO a little undercover work
for e, will you? I've had a couple of letters

While sleep recharges your body
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from Polly thet disturb ne. She hes appar-
ently run'into sore oaf on the boat and
don't like the sound of things at all. His nanme
is Pete, | am forced to tell you, and if he hes
followed her to Romre, please seewhat goeson
and let me know. | told her to look you up the
rmoment she arrived. | can get over there in
‘twenty-four hours, if necessary. Thanks,

Ed.

TO: Pete Stewart, American Express,
Rome
Ceneva, July 2
Dearest Pete: Joe and | were so Sorry you
and Helen didn't come straight here to s

You know how anxious we are to seeyou. Do
meke it soon.

Imstsay | heda letter from Jaret
this moming. In it she said to advise you to get
rid of a girl who can't live in the country. |
presure she means Helen. wny would Jaret
think that nonkeys have to live incities2 I'm
sure if you mede Helen
would be ly happy in Connecticut. Of
course | will admit thett in all photographs you
see of them they're either painting pictures—
SOMetines quite good Ones—or else sitting at
little tables in dresses having tea and sand-
wiches, and thet wight be hard for a bachelor
like you to arrange. By the way, what kind of

dresses does Helen wear? | have a divire little
French searstress here in Geneva who isvery

andnot expensive.
Well, we'll talk about all this when you
come. Love from us both,
Eleanor.

To: Polly MacMillan
Rome, Friday
Dear Pol: Do you want to get married?
Failing that, what about dinner? Pete.

To: Pete Stewart
Rone, Fiday
Dear Peter: NO. Pick me up at 5:30. I'm

Revere Ware makes it so easy

ORIENTAL SUPPER BOWL

Cut 1-Ib. round steak, 1-lb. pork shoulder

into 1-in. cubes. Remove fat. Sprinkle with

tenderizer. Beat 2 eggs; then beat in 1 cup

flour, 1tsp. salt, 11tsp. ginger, Vicup water

il smooth, DJJ meat in batter, cook in
eep

salad oil 1-in.

10-15 mms) in a 12"
Revere Ware Sklllet

rain. Sauce: add water

to syrup from 14-oz. can pineapple cubes to
make 2 cups. Add 2 chicken bouillon cubes,

Vi cup brown sugar, 'A cup molasses, ‘A cu
vinegar. Bring to boil. Add A cup cornstarc
mixed to paste with ‘A cup water. Stir 't

sauce thickens. Boil 3 mins. Parboil 2 cups
sliced carrots til just tender. Drain. On sauce

arrange as shown meat, plneapzple cubes,
carrots, 2 diced green peppers,

tol maloes

cut in mghlhs 1 can sweet potatoes, 1 can
green beans (drained). Cover, simmer 20

mins. Serve with hot rice. Serves 8 to 10.

toprepare these flavorsome dishes

EGGS COPENHAGEN

Melt 4 tablespoons of butter in a Revere
Ware Double Boiler. Add 2 tablespoons of
finely chopped onion. Combine 12 eggs,
slightly beaten, with 2 cup of heavy cream

and one 8-0z. package of cream cheese,
broken in bits, vi teaspoon of lemon juice,

and lteaspoon of salt. Add this mixture to
the butter and onions in the Revere Ware

Double Boiler. Cook slowly, stirring often,

until set. Stir the cooked eggs away from
the sides and bottom of the pan toward the

center.

Keep stirring until eggs are well

mixed and soft, but not too runny. Serve
in a buttered Revere 2- -Qt. Stainless Steel

Casserole. Serves 6 to 8.
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JAPANESE TEA

There are many types and brands of tea.
Some are delicate and gentle to the tongue.

Others are dark and vigorous. Experiment

until you find your favorite.

For a delicious cup of tea, bring water

from the cold water faucet to a bubbllng boi

in a Revere Ware Teakettle. Pour immediately
over tea leaves (one teaspoon of tea to one
cup of boiling water). Let the tea brew from

3to 5 minutes according to your taste. Fol

r

tantalizing aroma and flavor pour tea over a

piece of preserved ginger or stick cinnamon.
-S  This new Revere Ware

TS\ Recipe Book tells how to

A dishes. Beautifully illus-
trated. Send 25i to Dept.

LH3, RevereCopperandBrassin-
corporated, Box 111, Rome, N. Y.
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Copper bottoms heat fast, evenly. Food just naturally tastes better. Snug covers seal
in the freshness of vegetables the wonderful juices of meats and health-giving vitamins.

Bakelite

. stay cool. Why not get these kitchen jewels you've always wanted—now?
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taking you to have a cocktail with Bettina
Wilson, an old friend of father's. Polly.

TO: Eteanor Stewart
Rome, July 5

Dear Ellie: YOu nust be out of your head.
Custom+mede clothes aren't necessary for
Helen. In tre first place, she doesn't wear
clothes, she eats them, so something ready-
meck isquite al right for the purpose.

I'll let you know, as soon as | have any
plans. Pete.
TO: Edward MacMitlan

Rome, July 7

My dear Eddie: Let me say quickly: Put
away your fears. Polly brought her young man
around to see e, and while | liked himenor-
mously, he is no threat.

Pete Stewart is what must be a vanishing-
Amrerican type—te is a country boy. | don't
mean at all the beshful, gauche, toe-inthe-
mud sort of fellow; no, he'squite as intelligent
as recessary, a lawyer in fact: he isjust some-
one who does not like the city. He is not
afraid of the city even, or the competition
(ﬁiceually | ﬂim'smrda'to be a suooess in

country, re everybody knows
where ywrymnt hide behind any ldrl);m;f
front or anonymity), heprefers the country—
the trees, the hills, the animels, the weather,
the quiiet.

This country quality gives him, too, a kind
of toughress that | don't often find in the
young men | meet these days. | mustrit meke
him sound a bore—te is amiable and even
Wi . well, last night | took himand
Polly to agala Rorman party; a lot of quite
nice people were there aswell as the inevitable
floating trash you always find in Rome, and |
saw him yawning in the faces of three duch-
esses—oh, not literally, but he was yawning.
The odd thing about it wes that he mede me
look around and wonder if 1 were really hav-
irfg agood tine, or\llgethermsvsesjl.stalct
of nonserse. me, ol we! In
cae, we all left smn% and | \?\;{
content. And all this moming | mr.tﬂ"Irkn‘g,

“I really must go back horre, for a while at
least.” | felt | waswissing something.

Well, enough. That wes this morning. Now
itisevening. | have recovered.

Here's the point: this strong, quiet fellowis
excellent as a change, a sort of vacation from
the life we know, thet Polly knons. That's
what mekes himattractive.

But you can't maeke your whole life a vaca-
tion, can you? | have nothing against a tree,
you understand, and | saygood ludk to anyone
who adores them, but there is a certain sarre-
ness about tress, isnt there?

| think Polly realizes this, and thet iswhy |
say put away your fears. She's had a good
rmonthwith Pete, but now tine'sup, and sheis
back in the world of people and interests and
idess. She's safe!

So there's your police report, dear Ecward.
V\hydontymooneoverarway just for

Best love,

Bettina.

To: Janet Legendre
Rome, July 10

Dear Jan: Well. Here'smy news. Tomorrow
| am leaving this Old Homestead of Westem
Cuiture, this Attic of the Arts, this Eten'nl
City and Cocktail Bar (omuned) and goi
rorth. In other words, I'mleaving Rome
heading for Geneva. | should have dore it
long ago. o

1don't see how anyore can live inthis city.
It isacity of only one color and thet color is
roise. You cannot sleep here, or think; you
live inabathof roise.

And cannot nove. The only way to get
from one sice of the street to the other is to
wait for abevy of nuns to come alongand then
conceal yourself in the middle of it. Some-
times that way you can get across, but only
SOITEtiITES.

Oh, itisnogood. | never should have cone.
| do not like the place or the people or theway
they live. | never should have let you push e
on that boat. Itwasall anistake. If only | hed
stayed at home this never would have hep-

pered.
| would come right beck, but | since
| amthis near | will have to see Joe and Ellie
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for a couple of days at least. But assoonas |
canget a reservation—and clear penmissionto
bring Helen; there may be some red tape
about importing nonkeys, you think?>—
will be on aplane and*nore before you know
it. Oh, | should rever have left.

Ask Charlie to have the battery put back in
my car, will you? Yrs.,

Pete.

To: Edward MacMillan
Rorre, July 12

Dear Pop: lamwriting this under difficul-
ties, but 1hope | will be able to make myself
dear.

Pete left yesterday afternoon. You evi-
dently know more about himthan | thought,
for Bettina told e of your letter. But what-
ever'she wrote to you, understard this: she
just couldn't know all his good qualities, be-
cause Bettina isforty, even If she doesnit look
it, and that'sjust too o1d to know. You have to
be young to perceive and explore the qualities
of another person. After thirty you get callous,
youjust don't care.

Anyway, Pete left. That's the big staterrent.
He took a train becaLse the airlines wouldrn't
let himtake Helen inthe seat with him | went
to the station with them

I'mtrying to remenber ny feelings as we
stood on the platform beside thet wagon-lit. |
think they were, to a large extertt, feelings of
relief.

1 would now be able to do exactly as |
pleased, get on with my work, not have to
bother about aryore else.

| know that when the train left | tumed
quickly to walk through that beautiful station

Who recalls when folks used to git
along without somethin” if it cost

2
too much KIN HUBBARD

and get ataxi. But | fell. | had on a pair of
those really awful heels, and one must have
caught in soething. Iwesnit hurt, don't think
that.

But my bag spilled all over everywhere,
you can imegine, and | felt silly. However,
kind hands pulled me up and restored all the
junk to my bag and injust another minute |
wes inthe taxi.

But this happened. When | got back to our
hotel, I looked in the bag for my purse, and it
wes gore. There wesn't muchiin it, not more
thenten dollars, but it wes gore.

Dear pop, thet did it. | can't explain, even
to myself, what , but 1broke up. |
have never felt so alone inny life.

The concierge peid the taxi, and somehow,
| don't know how, 1got upto my room

Oh, pop, | know this isn't going to sound
right to you. | still hed you, | still hed all
fngems, &Ilmdeveqmy;)i‘#lg 1 mdl*edjl.stng
half an hour before. But | was now alone,
alore, alore.

It wes the worst time | haveever hed inny
life. | took off my shoes and walked, up and
down, upand down inmy room

| thought of the future, all those endiess
years stretching ahead. What would heppen

to me?

Would | belike Bettina? She's been through
three husbands and hes nothing left but a
trunkful of Charel dothes. And no renrories,

an address book. (Oh, you be careful
of her, pop. She asked ne many too mery
ions about you.)

| don't know how long this would have
gore on, but suddenly there wes a knock on
the door. It wes the little meid from the floor
above, where Pete and Helen hed lived. In her
hends she r‘ed the can of Helen's food. Pete
hed for

Pop, ynu ever hed a revelation? Well,
| hed one that moment. 1knewexact|yvslmtl
wes going to do.

| kissed the meid and gave her much too
big a tip, and then | ran to my cupboard,
pulled out all my suitcases and began packing.
If the sun had been shining before | hadn't
noticed, but suddenly my whole room wes
filled with brilliant light.

Well, pop, | saidat the beginning | was writ-
ing uncer difficulties, and you can see | am
| do not knowwhat is going to heppen, but it
istomorrow now, and | amsitting in the lobby
veiting for a taxi to take e to the airport. |
amgoing to Geneva.

As soon as | kmNarMhngl will let you
hear. Love, love,

Polly.

To: Janet Legendre
Ceneva, July 14
Well, My Dear: The things that have been

going on in this house. Frst of all, Pete ar-
rived, and inthe most filthy hunor | have ever

a Ir

KEEPS ME
11 DJXYS 1

I
-W

seen. Bven Joe noticed it, and as you know,
Joe never notices anything. | have hed to put
upwithagreat deal fromyour family, but this
wes the worst. If it hadn't been for thet en-
chanting Helen | couldn't have stood it. With
e, Helenisin.

And then thet afternoon as we were having
acocktail, a perfectly strange girl arrived car-
rying a can of nonkey food. Believe it or not,
Cear, that mede all the difference.

Pete says you know everything about this,
s0 | will assure you do. The only thing | can
add is thet Polly seenrs essentially quite a nice
girl, for which thank heaven, as | have a feel-
INngwe're going to seea lot of her in future.

L
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VEGETABLES STAY FRESH 14 DAYS!
LEFTOVERS STAY FRESH 10 DAYS!

~Greatest development in

/"Guaranteedb y f O O t |
V Good Housekeeping / .

preservation

Since home freezInS'

LABORATORY TESTS PROVE IT! Philco “Air Wrap”

was Col
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refrigerators. “Air Wrap” kept all foods fresh
65% longer than the average of those tested
— without wrapping or covering! Good House-
keeping confirms the results of these tests.

ONLY PHILCO HAS IT! See “Air Wrap”

in the

1990 king-size Super Marketer at right.
Check for other Philco features: Dairy Bar
Door, Tilt-Out Crisper, portable Ice Keeper,

stunning
“built-in" look, and
Philco dealer's now!

FOOD LASTS LONGER in “Air Wrap”
only

against drying, spoilage.

because
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air scientifically best for foods! Protects

new styling, flat back for that
many others. At your
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But right now her conversation is down-
right dull becauseall shetalks about isthet she
and Pete are going to live in the country. And
Pete says they're going to live in tre city. In
the country, in the city. In the country, inthe
city. Really. You'dthink it nmettered.

Oh, well, poorklds Isﬂmlthasgotto

to

Butdid F—youtell rmﬁelmm—ddlaler
look at Joe in the appalling, unesharred way
that this girl looks at Pete? Did 1?

| can't A

So—love from ws all,

Eleanor.

O

NO FROST ANYWHERE!

Only Philco’s defrosting system “thinks for
itself” to keep both refrigerator and freezer

absolutely free of frost—automatically!

PHILCO
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THE MISTRESS
OF MELLYN

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 46

Hestretdﬁdhslegsaﬁunﬁd his gaze
from e to the tips of his boats. “You have
oomefromLondorr?

“Yes,” | ansnered.
“You'll m's the gaiety of the big city.”
“1 once lived in the country, so 1 know
what to expect.”
“Are you staying in Liskeard?”
| wes not sure
but | remenered Phillida again: “You're far
too gruff, Marly with the opposite sex. You
scare themoff.
chumdledatleestbeu\nl so | an+
snered, “No, not in Liskeard. I’mgoing toa
Iitﬂevillage on the coast called Mellyn."
‘1 see” His next words startled me. “ | sup-
posea sensible young Iadyhleymvmldmt

believe in second sight, and thet sort of
thing?’

“Why,” | replied, “what an extraordinary
question!”

“May | look at your paln?’

X hesitated. Could | offer my harnd to a
stranger in this way? Aunt Adelaide would
that some nefarious advances were
about to be mece.
He smiled. “1 &smyouﬂ*atnyonlycb—
srelsto look into the future.”
“But | don't believe ms.rhihrgs
“Let me look anyway.” He leaned forward
and with a swift noverrent secured my hand,
oontemdanrg nwt‘nhsheedonorescb
“1 see,” he said, “that you have come to a
tuming point in your life. You are moving
into a strange new world which you will find
entirely different from anything you hae
known before.”
| smiled cynically. “You see me taking a
jourmey. What would you say if | told you |
wes Visiting relatives and could not possibly
be moving into your strange new world?”

“| should say you were not a very truthful
young lady.” His smile wes puckish. | could
not help feeling a little liking for him “No,”
he went on, “you are traveling to a newlife, a
new post. There's no mistake about thet. You
are going to a strange house, a house full of
shadons. You will have to walk werily in thet
house, Miss—er----" He waited, but | did
not supply what he waes asking for, and he
went on: “1 see a child there, and a men—
perhaps it is the childs father. They are
wrapped in shedows. There is someore else
there . . . but perhgps sre s all dead.”

Itvseslhe&epmjdtalmtem is voice
rather then the wordswhich nomentarily urv
rerved me. | snetched my hand aney. “What
ronsense!” | said

He ignored me and half dosed his eyes.
Then ke vent on: “You will reed to watch
little Alice, and your duties will extend beyond
the care of her. You must nost certainly be-
ware of Alice.”

| felt a faint tingling which began at the

bese of my spine and seerred to creep Lp to
my reck This, | weswhat is known
as meking one's flesh creep.

Little Alice! But her narre wes not Alice.
It was Alvean. It hed urened ne for tre
rmoment because it had sounded similar. Then
| felt irritated and a litleangry. Was he laughr
ing at me? He lay back against the upholstery
of the cari rglvhseﬁs still domd | looked
out the wi and his ridicu-
lous forturetelling were of not the slightest
interest to re.

He opened his eyes then and took out his
watch. He studied it gravely.

“In four minutes time,” he said briskly,
“we shell pull into Liskeard. Allow me to
assist you with your begs.”

He took them down from the rack. “Mss
Martha Leigh,” waes clearly written on the
labels, “Mount Mellyn, Mellyn, Corrwall.”

He did not appear to glance at these labels
and | felt that he had lost interest inne.

When we cane into the station, he alighted
and set my bags on the platform Then, with
adeep bow, he left re.

MORE HOME-COOKED TASTING than ever, actually twice
as much real chicken goodness. And it takes mere minutes to fix.

While I wes mumuring my thanks | sawan
elderly man coming toward ne, calling, “ Miss
Leigh! Be you Miss Leigh then?’ for the
nmorent | forgot about my traveling com-
panion.

| wes facinga merry little menwithabrown,
wrinkled face and eyes of reddish brown; he
wore a corduroy jacket and a sugar-loaf het
pushed to the back of his head. Ginger hair
sprouted from under this, and his brons and
mustache were of the sare gingery color.

“Well, Miss,” he said, “so | picked ye out
then Be these your bags? Give themto ne.

John Wesley never rode in a rail-
way train, never boarded a steam -
boat, never rode a bicycle, never
used a typewriter, never saw a sew-
ing machine, never used a fountain
pen, never preached by electricity,
never sentatelegram, never read a
penny newspaper, never spoke
through a telephone, and yet lived
afuller, richer life than thousands
of people in these modern days

You and me and old CherryPle ull soon ke
on our ways to honme.”

He took my bags and | walked behind him;
but resoonfell into step besice re.

“Is the house far from here?” | asked

“Old Cherry Pie'll carry usthereall ingood
time,” he answered as he loaded my bags into
the trap and | climbed in beside him

He seened to be a garrulous men and |
could not resist the tenptation of trying to dis-
cover something about the people among
whom | wes going to live.

| said, “This house, Mount Mellyn, it
sounds as itison ahill.”

“Well, tis built on a cliff top, facing the
sea Mount Mellyn and Mount Widden are
like twins. Two houses, standing defiant like,
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daring the sea to comre and take 'em But
ﬂ"eymmltonﬁn'nrodc
“Sothereare two houses,” | said. “We have
“In a manner of spesking. Nansellocks,
who are at Mount Widden, have been there
these last two hundred years. They be sep-
aratedfrom usby more thenamile, and there's

always been reighbors until----
He L, and | prmpted:
“You ] marf'astemuj"l

| thought it wes bereath my dg"ﬂy to
probe into such metters, so | changed the sub-
Ject. “Do they keep many servants?” | asked.

“There be me and Mrs. Tapperty and my
girls, Daisy and Kitty. We live in the roons
over the stables. In the house there's Mrs.
Polgrey and Tom Polgrey and young Gilly.
Not thet you'd call her a servant. But they
m;et‘erﬂ'ereaﬁie;msform

“Gilly! That's an unusLel nare.”

“Gillyflower. Reckon Jennifer Polgrey was
a bit daft to give her a nare like thet. No
wonder the child iswhat she is”

“Jennifer? Is that Mrs. Polgrey?’

“Nay! Jernifer wes Mrs. Polgrey's girl.
Great darkeyes and the littlest waist you ever
saw. Kept herself to herself until ore day she
goes lying in the hay—or maybe the gilly-
floners—with sormeone. Then before we know
where we are, little Gilly's arrived; and Jerv
nifer—her just walked into the sea one mom-
ing. We reckoned there wesn’
who Gilly’s father wes.”

| said nothing and, disappointed at my ap-
parent lack of interest, he went on: “She
wesnt the first. We knowed her wouldn't be
the last. Geoffrey Nansellock left a trail of
bestards wherever he went.” He laughed and
looked sideways at me. “No need for you to
Iooksopnm Miss. Ghosts can't hurt ayoung
lady, and thet's all NBsterGeoffreyl\arsei

Iock is now—nothing rmreﬂmagmt.
“So he'sdead too. He didn't . . . walk into
the sea after Jennifer?’

That mede Tapperty chuckde. “Not him!
He waes killed in a train accident. You must

New from LIPTON

Chicken Noodle Soup with
livelier-than-ever taste

Lipton’s done the impossible!

Newly improved Lipton Chick-
en Noodle Soup tastes richer,
livelier, more home-cooked than
ever... has a super new kind of
enriched egg noodles that just
won’t go soggy.

What astonishment that such
brawny old-time eating should
come this modem mix way!

You'll love this fine chicken soup
as is—everybody does! But,
Madam, why stop there?

With livelier Lipton Chicken
Noodle Soup on hand, you'll turn
into the best Soup-Supper cook for
miles around!

LIPTON—home-cooked taste

the new mix way.

1 Good Housekeeping )
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have heard of thet accident. It wesjust asthe
tramwasnmrgwtofPlyrmm It ran off
the lines and over a bank. The slaughter wes
terrible. Mr. Geoff, hewere on thet train, and
up to no good on it either. But thet wes the
end of him”

“Well, I shall not meet him, but | shell meet
Gillyflower, | suppose. And is thet all the
servants?’

“There be odd boys and girls—sorre for the
gardens, some for the stables, sone in the
house. But itaintwhat it wes. Things changed
since the mistress died.”

Jvxr. TreMellyn is a very sad man, | sup-

Tapperty lifted his shoulders.

“How long is it since she died?” | asked.

“It would be a little more than a year, |
reckon.”

“And he hes onlyjust decided that he neecs
agovermess for little Miss Alvean?”

“There have been three governesses so far.
You be the fourth. They don't stay, nore of
them Miss Bray and Miss Garrett, they said
the place wes too quiet. There wes Mss
Jansen—a real pretty creature. But she wes
sent anay. Took what didn't belong to her.
"Twas a pity. We all liked her. She seerred to
look on it as a privilege to live in Mount
Mellyn. Old houses were her hobby, she used
to tell us. Well, it seerred she hed other hob-
bies besides, so out shewent.”

| tumed my attention to the countrysicke. It
wes late August, and as we passed through
lanes with banks on either side | caught occa-
sional glirrpss of fields of com among which
pon)ies pinpemels grew; now and then

we passed a oottage of gray Comnish store
which looked grim, | thought, and lorely.

| hed my first glimpse of the sea through a
fold in the hills, and | felt my spirits lifted. It

the nature of the |
Howers seerred to grow more plen-
tifully on the banks; | could sirell the scent of
pire trees; and fuchsias grew by the roadside,
their blossorrs bigger then any we hed ever
been able to culltivate in our vicarage garden.

We tumed off the road fromasteep hill and
wert down and down nearer the sea. | saw
that we were on a cliff road. Before s
stretched a soere of breath-taking beauty. The
cliff rose steep and straight from the sea on
that indented coast; and floners grew
there, and | saw sea pinks and red and white
valerian mingling with the heather—rich,
deep, purple heather.

At length we canre to the house. It wes like
acastle, | there on the cliff

years, and would stard for several hundred

nore.

“All this land belongs to the nester,” said
Tapperty with pride. “And if you look across
the cove, you'll see Mount Widden.”

| did look, and saw the house. Like Mount
Mellyn, it wes built of gray store. It wes
seller in every way and of a later period. |
did not give it much attention because nowwe
were approaching Mount Mellyn, and thet
was obviously the house which was more in-
teresting to ne.

We hed clinbed to the plateau and a pair of
intricately wrought-iron gates confronted Ls.

“Open up there!” shouted Tapperty.

There wes a simell lodge beside the gates,
anj at the door sat a worman knitting.

“Now, Gilly girl,” she said, “you go and
open the gates and save e poor old legs.”

Then | sawthe child who hed been sitting at
the old worman's feet. She rose obediently and
care to the gate. She wes an extreordinary-
looking girl with long straight hair almost
white in color, and wide blue eyes.

“Thanks, Gilly girl,” said Tapperty as
Cherry Pie went happily through the gates.
“This be Mss, who's conre to live here and
take care of Miss Alvean.”

1 looked into a pair of blank biueeyes which
stared at me with an expression inpossible to
fathom The old worman carre Lptoﬂ”egate
aﬁggggerty said, “This be Mrs. Soady.”

hope you'll be happy here along of us.”

FOR A WHOLE-MEAL Lipton Sunday Supper, you just add a
cup of cubed ham, some toasted croutons, a sprinkling of cheese.

cky to you,” said Mrs. Soady. “I-

“Thank you,” | answered, forcing my gaze
amayfromﬁewantoﬁed‘ild “I' hope

Well, | do s0,” added Mrs.
mnsf‘estmkmrgr‘eadasmmgemfea'ed
her were sorrewhat futile.
| tumed to look at the child, but she hed
disappeared. | wondered where she had gore,
and the only place | could imegine wes behind
ﬁehﬁh-:-so hydrangeas which were bigger
than any hydrangeas | hed ever seen, and of
deep blue, almost the color of the sea on this

cay.

“The child didn't speak,” | observed aswe
WentmLpﬁedM;

“No. Her don't talk much. Sing, her do.
Wander about on her own. But talk—not
much”

The drive wes about half a mile in length
and on either sice of it the
bloomed. Fuchsias mingled with them, and |
caught glinpses of the sea between the pine
trees. Then | saw the house. Before it wes a
wide lawn, and on this two strutted
before a peahen, their alnost incredibly
lovely tails fanned out behind them Another
sat perched on a store wall; and there were
two palmtress, tall and straight, one oneither
sice of the porch.

The house wes larger than | had thought
when | hed seen it from the cliff path. It wes
of three stories, but long and buiilt in an L.
shepe. The sun caught the glass of the mul-
lioned windows and | inrediately hed the
impression that | wes being watched.

Tapperty took the gravel approach to the
front porch, and when we reached it the door
opered and | saw a women standing there.
She wore a white cap on her gray hair; she
wes tall, with a hooked nose, and as she hed
an obviously dominating menner, | did not
need to be told thet shewas Mrs. Polgrey.

“1 trust you've had a good journey, Miss
Leigh,” she said.

“Very good, thank you,” | told er.

“And worn out and needing a rest, I'll be
bound. Conme along in. You shall have a nice
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cup of tea in my room Leave your bags. I'll
have them taken up.”

| felt relieved. This wormen dispelled the
eerie feeling which hed begun, | realized, since
my encounter with the man in the train. Joe
Tapperty hed dore little to disperse it, with
his tales of death and suicide. But Mrs. Pol-
grey was a woman who would stand no non-
=g | vmajeofm She seered to emit
conmon serse, and perhgps because | wes
fatigued by the long journey | wes pleased
about this.

| thanked her and said | would greatly en-
joy having a cup of tea, and she led the way
into the house.

We were in an enormrous hall which in the
pest must have been used as a banqueting
room The floor wes of flagged store, and the
timbered roof wes so lofty thet | felt it must
extend to the top of the house. The beans
were beautifully carved. At one end of the hall
wasa dais, and at the back of thisa great open
fireplace.

“It's megnificent,” | said involuntarily;
and Mrs. Polgrey wes pleased.

“1 superintend all the polishing of the fumi-
ture myself,” she told re. “"Beeswex and tur-
pertine, that's the mixture, and nothing like it.
All mede by myself.”

“It certainly does you credit,” | compli-
mented Fer.

1 followed her to the end of the hall where
there wes adoor. She opened this and a short
flight of sorre half dozen steys confronted s
To the left wes a door which she indicated
ard after amoment’s hesitation, opered.

“The chapel,” she said, and | caught a
glimpse of blue slate flagstores, analtar anda
few pews. There wes a sell of
alnltﬂ*epiane. Sheshtﬂ*edoorqjddy
“We don't useiit " shesaid. “We go
to the Mellynd’uch mﬂ*e\nllage just be-
yond Mount Widden.”

WemertLpﬂ'estarsaﬁlntoaroom
which | saw wes a dining room. It wes vest
and the walls were hung with tapestry.
Through the enomous windows | saw a
walled courtyard.

LIPTON'S GOOD CHICKEN SOUP INGREDIENTS go part-
ners with corn and beans to make a nourishing, tasty chowder.
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“This is notyour part of the house,” Mrs.

Polgrey told ne, “but | thought | would take

round the front of the house to my room

It's as well you know tre lay of the land, as
they say.” )

|"thanked her, understanding thet this wes

a tactful way of telling ne thet as a gov-

;}E@I_vlyjdmtbe@medton"irglewm

We pessed through the dining room to yet
another flight of stairs and, nmounting these,
canre to whet seerred like a more intinete sit-
ting room. 1could see that the fumiture wes
nostly antique and thet it all gleared with
beeswax and turpentine and Mrs. Polgrey's
loving care.

“This is the punch room,” shesaid “It hes
always been called so becaiee it is here that
the family retires to take punch. We followthe
old custonstill inthis house.”

At the end of this room wes another flight
of stairs; there wes no door leading to them
nerely a heavy brocade curtain which Mrs.
Polgrey drew asice. When we hed nmounted
trese stairs we were in a gallery, the walls of
which were lined with

There were several d:xxsleedrgfromﬂ%
gallery, but we went quickly along it to one
of those at the far end. As we pessed through
n, | saw thet we were in a different wing of

the house—the senvants' quarters, | imegined,
becaLse the spaciousness wes missing.

“This,” said Mrs. Polgrey, “will be your
part of the house. You will find a staircase at
the end of this corridor which leads to tre
nurseries. Your room is up there. But first
come to ny sitting roomand we'll have tea.”

“| fear it will take sore tine to leam ny
way about the house,” | said

“You'll know it in next to no tire. But
when you go out you won't go the way |
brought you up. You'll use one of the other
doors; when you've unpecked and rested
anhile, I'll showyou.”

“You're very kind.”

“Well, | dowant to meke you happy here
with us. Miss Alvean reeds disciplire. If you
show us that you can look after the child,
you'll be more than welcorre here.”

“| gather 1have hed several predecessors.”
Sre looked a trifle blank and 1 went on
quickly: “There have been other governesses.”

“Oh, yes. Not much good, any of them
Miss Jarsen wes the best, but it seered she
hed hebits. You could have knocked me down
with a feather. Well, | suppose appearances
are deceptive, as they say. Miss Celestine wes
real upset when it carre out.”

* Miss Celestine?’

“The young lady at Widden. Miss Celestine
Nansellock. She's often here. A quiet young
lady, and she loves the place. If 1as much as
move a piece of fumiture she knows it. That's
why she and Miss Jarsen seened to get on.
Both interested in old houses, you see. You'll
meet her. Scarcely a day pesseswhen she's not
here. There's sone of ws thet think---- Oh,
nmy, I'mletting my tongue run anay with e,
and you longing for thet cup of tea.”

k5he threw open the door of the roomand it
wes like stepping into another world. There
were antimecassars on the dhairs. Therewes a
whatnot in the correr, filled with china oma-
ments, including a dass s|imer, a gold pig
andacupwith A present from Westorn” in-
scribed on it. It seened alnost inpossible to
move in a room so cramred with fumiture.

Mrs. Polgrey looked at the mein table and
tutted in exasperation; then she went to the
bell rope and pulled it. It wes only a few min-
utes later when a black-haired girl with saLcy
eyes appeared carryinga tray onwhichwerea
silver tegpot, a spirit lanp, cups and saupers,
milk and sugar.

“And about tine, too,” said Mrs. Polgrey.

“Putit here, Daisy.”

Daisy gae nme a look which alnost
ampunted to awink. | did not wish to offend
Mrs. Polgrey, sol pmmrﬂadmttomtice

Then Mrs. Polgrey said, “This is Daisy,
Miss. You can tell lier if you find anything is
not toyour liking.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Polgrey, and thank you,

both looked somewhat startled and

wdroqndahtﬂeam of which she
seerred half ashaned, and vert oLt

Nowedays mumured Mrs. Pol-
grey, amllgmdﬂ”es]nt lanp.
I"'watched her unlock the cabinet and take
out the tea canister, which she set on the tray.
“Dinner,” she went on, “is served at eight.
Yours will be brought to your room. But |
‘thought you would be needing a little reviver.
So when you've hed this and seenyour room,
1"Il introduce you to Miss Alvean.”
V\hat would she be doing at this tire of

A Dream

CONTINUED
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Ms Polgrey frowned. “Shelll ke off some-
where by herself. Master don't like it. That's
vs.hy ebe arxious for her to have a gov-

Ms Polgrey measured the tea into the pot.
“So much depends on whether she takes a
fancy to you or not. She's unaccountable.”
S‘esunedﬂ”etealnﬂ”epot,mmﬂ'etm
cozy andasked, “Crean™? Sugar?’

CONTINUED ON PACE 132

ofa Bride. .~

FROM PAGE 53

/T~hese wedding arrangements and trousseaux may be estimated to cost from as little

as $408.50 up to and somewhat exceeding $500.00, depending on which wedding dress a

bride chooses, whether engraved or printed invitations are chosen, and which menus. Make

your own selections and estimates from the following lists, consulting the menus for refresh-

ments on page 60.

The Journal's April bride can
choose dotted Swiss, as shown

on page 52

Her veil on a calotte of

forget-me-nots

Short white kid gloves 2.00

White Kid SHPPers.......cooe...... .. 6.00
Total $48.00

OR

Beautiful white silk damask . . . .$45.00

Her veil and headdress.... ...10.00

Short white kid gloves 2.00

Shoes of silk damask to match

herdress ... 9.00
Total $66.00

Her trousseau (and summer

wardrobe) lines up like this:

The pale beige tweedy coat $45.00

Hearts-and-flowers printed

cotton pique

Black silk and acetate dress with
printed silk jacket... R
White permanently pleated

Arnel dress.

White cotton sweater

Printed silk dress. 30.00
Beige tweed su it 39.95
Total $174.80
To these irresistible essentials,
she must add two handbags: one
a practical large white
all-summer bag, about $5.00; the
other a fold-over purse, about
8.00
A pair of beige kid pumps which
will go with her coat and suit
and the print silk dress 6.00
A coral chiffon scarf 3.00
A pair of short white cotton
gloves, about 1.00
And a white pique beret 3.00
Total $ 21.00
which, added to the costume
COSES, L0 LIS uvrveeeerrecercecssrsnaiineenns .$195.80
The bride who wears cotton
(total $48.00, see above) will
therefore be spending for
wedding dress and trousseau .$243.80
The one who wears the silk
damask (total $66.00) will have
wedding dress and trousseau for. .$261.80

O ther attractive additions can be made as well. Many brides would like to have a pair

of black patent-leather sandals to wear with the black jacket dress or the print silk,

simple chalk-white beads to go with her cottons, a heart pin of cultured pearls to wear on her

wedding dress. Daytime bridegrooms, by the way, are correctly dressed in navy-blue suits

when striped trousers and cutaways are not worn. Tuxedos are not correct.

Cost 0j

FLOWERS—Flowering branches for altar of

the average-size church ...

M USIC—Accordion for the reception
CHURCH fee to organist
CHURCH fee to sexton or custodian
PHOTOGRAPHER

REFRESHMENTS—approximate costs for punch,

sandwiches, and wedding cake

at hotels for 50 guests

INVITATION AND RECEPTION CARDS—in

Photo-plate Thermography.

(raised printing), depending

on the quality of paper

Wedding

Low High Average

............... -$ 7.00 $ 7.00 $ 7.00
15.00 25.00 20.00

10.00 15.00 12.50

10.00 10.00 10.00

40.00 50.00 45.00

75.00 100.00 87.50

18.00 38.00 28.00

TOTAL $175.00 $245.00 $210.00

ith refreshments prepared at home for 50 guests (see menus on page 60) cost-

$264.21 $214.45

W ing: low, $64.70; high, $119.21; average, $91.95, the total costs would be:
$164.70
ith engraved invitations and reception cards coming to: low, $51.50; high, $63.00:
W average, $57.25, and refreshments at

local inns or hotels, the totals would be:

$208.50 $270.00 $239.25

ith engraved invitations and refreshments prepared at home (at prices quoted

w

above), the costs would be:

$198.20 $289.21 $243.70
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Top an elegant evening ... or the late, late show by saying goodnight
with thin-cut slices of Virginia Ham spread with

Gulden’s Seasoning Mustard. Then delicately

broil. Too hungry to wait? Try ham on rye-

slathered with Gulden’s. Your evening—your

companion —the food you serve —rate

the finest—Gulden’s Mustard.

Try Gulden's American —
delightful mellow flavor
.has no peer at any price.

MUSTARD MASTERS SINCE 1862 ...GULDEN'S MUSTARD—- A SPICE SHELF IN ITSELF



M OM 'S ONE OF US!
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B LUE

U.S. KEDS

LABEL, TO O ...

LOOK FOR THE BLUE LABEL*

Canvas shoes may look alike, but that
blue label makes a whale of a difference,
for it says they're genuine U. S. Keds...
made to fit better and last longer. Built
over scientifically shaped lasts, with
shockproof arch cushions and perma-
nently bonded soles and uppers. From
Grandad on down, it's U.S. Keds! (top)

Superchamp. 50% tougher! Child's 5-12;
jr.’s 12963 (bottom) Mom's Grasshopper.

+Both U.S.Keds and the blue label M B

United
States

Rubber

Rockefeller Center, New York 20, New York

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 130

“Yes, please,” | said.

“| always do say,” she remarked, as though
she ht | needed some consolation,
“there ain't nothing like a good cup of tea.”

We ate tea biscuits with the tea, and these
Mrs. Polgrey took froma tin which she kept
in her cabiret. | gathered, as we sat together,
that Connan TreMellyn, the mester, wes

anay.

“He hes an estate farther west,” Mrs. Pol-
grey told ne. “Perzance way. Left him by his
wife, it were. Now she wes ore of the Pendle-
tons.”

“When does he retum?’ | asked.

She looked faintly shocked, and | knewthat
| hed offended because she saidina somewhat
haughty way, “He will come badk in his oan
tine.”

Presurrebly it wes not good formfor agov-
emess to ask questions about the nrester of
the house. It wesall very well for Mrs. Polgrey
to speak of hin, she was a privileged person.
| could see thet | must hestily adjust myselfto
my new position.

Very soon after thet she took me up to y
room It wes large, with bigwindows equipped
with window seets from which there wes a
good view of the front lawn. My bed wes a
four-| . There were rugs on the floor, the
boardsofmmvseresohgqu polished thet
the rugs looked somewhat . There
V\ematalltxyarﬂadeatofd"a\/\ers, and |
noticed thet there wes a door in addition to
the one by which | had entered.

Mrs. Pdgrey folloned my gaze. “The
schoolroom,” she said “And beyond thet is
Miss Alvean's room.”

Looking round the room, | saw thet there
wes a screen in ore comrer, and &s |
pma:hedmsl noticed thet it shielded a hip

Ifywv@rtrutvmeratarytme se
said, “ring the bell and Daisy or Kitty will
bringittoyou.”

“Thankyou.” | looked at the open fireplace
aﬁpmajamanrgﬁreﬁeremwrter
days. “I m%elmgomgtobeverym
fortable here.”

“It's a pleasant room. You'll be the first

to have it. The other govermesses
used to sleep in a room on the other sice of
Miss Alvean's room. It wes Miss Celestine
who thought this would be better. It'sa more
pleasant room, | must say.”

“Thenl ove thanks to Miss Celestire.”

Averydamtlacy Sre thinks the world
of MissAlvean.” Mrs. Polgrey shook her head
significantly and | wondered whether she wes
thinking that it was only ayear since the mes-
ter'swife hed died, and that perhaps ore day
he would marry again. Who nore stitable to
be hiswife than this neighbor who wes so fond
of MissAlvean?

“Would you like to wesh your hands and
unpack? But r'stymwoud like to
takea look at the schoolroom.”

"Thank you, Mrs. Polgrey,” Isald, “but |
think I'll weshand first.

“Very well. And you'd like a little
rest. Traveling is so fatiguing. Well, I'll ke
leaving you. If you cared for a stroll in the
grounds before dinner you could take it.
Ring for Daisy or Kitty and whoever is free
will showyou the stairs you will usein future.
It will take you doan to the kitchen garden,
but you can easily get from there to wherever

you want to go. Don't "ee forget, though—
dinrer at eight.”

s soon as she hed gore, the strangeness of
the house seerred to envelop ne. | wes anare
of silence—the eerie silence of an andent
house.

I wert to the window and looked out. It yet

seeedalong time ago thet | had driven upto
the housewith Tapperty. | looked at thewatch
pinned to my blouse and saw thett it wes just
mstsxodock Two hours to dinrer. | won-
cdered whether to ring for Daisy or Kitty ad
ask for hot water; but | found my eyes tuming
to the other door in my room, the one which
led to the schoolroom
The schoolroomwes, after all, my dorrain,
and | had aright to inspect it, so | opered the
door. The roomwes larger thanmy
but it had the sarre type of windows, all

fitted with window seats on which were red
plushcushions. There wes atable in the center
of the room. | went over to it and saw thet
there were scratches onit, and splashes of ink,
so | guessed thet this wes the table where gen-
erations of TreMellyns hed learmed their les-
oS

A few books lay on the table. | examined
them They were children's readers, containing
the sort of stories and articles which looked as
if they were of an uplifting nature. There wes
an exercise book on whichwes scrawled “Al-
vean TreMellyn. Arithmetic.” | opered it and
saw several sus, to most of which hed been
given the wrong amsners. Idly tuming the
peges,-l cametoasketchofagirl, and imedi-
ately | recognized Gilly, the child whom| hed
seenatﬂ”elodgegptes
| muttered. “So our Alvean is
anartist. ‘I'hatsscmehrg

| closed the book. | hajﬁ'esua'gefedlrg
which | hed had as soon as | entered the
grounds, that | wes beingwatched.

IT WILL
BE BEST

By BETTY JANE BALCH

| shall not welcome April any
longer

As once | did, nor shall I take our
walk,

Up the tall cobbled hill on windy
evenings,

For surely | would hear you laugh
and talk.

1t will be best avoiding all such
places:

There would be you, and more
you, everywhere,

1 should but see you kneeling to
feed pigeons

And see the star-dust halo on your
hair;

And yet, my dear, with all this
careful scheming,

| had forgotten that there still is
dreaming.

“"Alvean!” | called on inpulse. “Are you
there, Alvean? Alvean, where are you hid-
ing?’

There wes no amswer and | flushed with
embarrassrent, feeling rather absurd in the

silence.
ly | tumed and went back to my
room. | rang the bell, and when Daisy ap-

| asked her for hot weter.
By the time | hed unpecked my begs ad
M‘ngnymrgsnvsesapnoad"n

eight
o'clock and precisely as the stable clock
finished striking the hour Kitty appeared at
the door with my tray. On it were a leg of
roast chicken with vegetables and, under a
pewter cover, anegg austard
Daisy said, “ Areymmnrgltmmne Mss,
or in the schoolroon?”
| cbudedagalrstsﬂ:rglnﬁﬁtmome
Ifeltlwaswed

wanted to talk, | added, "Where is Miss Al-
vean? It seers strange thet | have not seenher

“She'sa bad 'un,” cried Daisy. “Her heard
new Mss wes coming, and so off her goes.
Master be anay and we don't knowwhere her
be until the houseboy conres over from Mount
Widden to tell we thet she be over there—
calling on Miss Celestine and Master Peter, if
you do please.”

“| see. A sort of protest at havinganewgov-
emess.”

Daisy care near ad nme. “Mss
Celestine do spoil the child. Dotes on her so's
you'd think she wes her own daughter. Lis-
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ten! That do sourd like the carriage.” Daisy
wes at thewindow, beckoningtone.
| felt I ought not to stand at the window

IstmdbaﬂcbmwarusaNﬂemgettlrgM
of the carriage—a young worman whom |
judged to be of my own age, and a child. |
scarcely looked at the woman; my attention
wes all on the child This wes Alvean, on
whom my suncess depended.

Fromwhat | could see, she looked ordinary
enough. She wes somewhat tall for her eight
years; her light brown hair hed been plaited
and wound round her head. She wes wearing
adressof brown ginghamwithwhite stockings
and black shoes with ankle straps. She looked
like a miniature woen, and for sone vague
reason my spirits fell.

Oddly enough, she seered to be conscious
that she wes being wetched, and glanced up-
ward. Involuntarily | stepped back, but | wes
sureshe hed seenthe movenrent. | felt atadis-
advantage before we hed et

| vent to the table and, sitting down, began
toeat my dinner. Daisy wes about to go when
mﬂmvsssal«nd(mﬂ”edooraﬁKittym

Se grimeced at her sister and grinned
rather familiarly at me. “Oh, Miss,” she said,
“Mrs. Polgrey says that when you'm finished
will you go down to the punch room. Miss
Nansellock be there and her would like to see
you. Miss Alvean have come hore.”

“1 will come when | have finished my din-
rer,” | said

| rose and wentt to the mirror which stood
on my dressing table. | sawthet | wes unusu-
ally flushed and thet this suited me; it mede
my eyes look decidedly the color of armber. It
wes fifteen minutes since Daisy and Kitty hed
left and | imegined thet Mrs. Polgrey, Alvean
and Miss Nansellock would be inpatiently
aweiting my coming. But | hed no intention
of becoming the poor Iifthlemxi)eﬂ'etm
were. If Alvean werewhat |
believet e to be, e neeckct o be shown, at
the start, thet | wes in charge and must be
treated with respect.
| rang the bell and Daisy appeared. She led
the way to the punch room through which |
hed pessed with Mrs. Polgrey on my way to
my own quarters. She drew asice the curtairs
and, with a draretic gesture, cried, “Here be

Miss!”
Ms Pol wes seated in ore of the
gr?ars and Celestire Narsdm
wss in another. Alvean wes standing. Se
looked, | thought, dangerously derrure.
“Ah,” said Mrs. Polgrey, rising, “here is
Miss Leigh. Miss Nansellock have been wait-
ing to seeyou.” There was a faint reproach in
herwoice. | knewwhat it reart. |, amere gov-
amess, hed kept alady waiting.

“Howdo youdo?” | asked

looked ised | 1 should
have curtsied ()rswprl mede mwgsu.le to show
that | was conscious of my menial position. |
wes anare of the blue eyes of the child fixed
upon me; inceed, | wes anare of little but Al-
vean in those first few nmorrents. Her eyeswere
startlingly biue. | thought, she willbe a beauty
when she grows up.

Celestine Nansellock wes standing by Al-
vean, and ste laid a hand on her shoulder.
“Miss Alvean cane over to see us,” she said
“We're great friends. I'm Miss Nansellock of
Mount Widden. You mey hae seen the

“| did so on my journey from the station.”
“| trust you will not be cross with Alvean.”
Alvean bristled and her eyes glinted.

| amsnered, looking straight into those de-
fiant blue eyes, “I could hardly scold for what

before my arrival, could 1?”

For thefirst time | gave my atterttion solely
to Celestine Nansellock. She wes taller then
1, but by no standards a beauty. Her hair wes
of a nondescript brown and her eyes were
hezel. There wes little color in her face and |
cdecided she hed little persorality, but perteps
she was overshadoned by the defiance of Al-
vean and the corventional dignity of Mrs.

Polgrey.
CONTINUED ON PAGE 135
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 132

“| do hope,” she said, “thet if you need my
advice about anything, Miss Leigh, youwon't
hesitate to call.on re. You see, | am quite a
rear neighbor,*and | think | amlooked on here
as ore of the family.”

“You are very kind. | suppose thefirst thing
to do istoget Alvean to bed. It must be pest

Celestire siiled. “Indeed it is. She ustelly
hes her milk and biscuits inthe schoolroomat
half pest seven. It is now well pest eight. But
tonight 2will look after her. | sgpest that you
retum to your room, MssLeigh You must ke
weary after your jourmey.

Before | could g)eak Alvean cried out,
“No, Celestire. | want her to. She's my gov-
ermess. She should, shoudrt she?”

A hurt look appeared in Celestine's face,
and Alvean could not repress the triunph in

hers. | felt | understood. The child wanted to  count,”

feel her own power; she warted to

Mrs. Polgrey rang the bell and Daisy ap-

“Take Miss to her room, Daisy,” she com-
manded. “And hes Miss Alvean got her milk
and bisouits?’

“Yes, melam” wes the arswer.

| said good night to Celestine Nansellock.
Then | left with Daisy.

| went into the schoolroom where Alvean
st at a table drinking milk and eating bis-
auts. She deliberately ignored e as | went
toﬂ'eiadeardabaﬂ(bhar

“Alvean,” 1 said, "if we're going to get
along together, we'd better come to an under-
standing. We shall all be happier if we do.”

Alvean her shouders. "If we
don't,” she told me brusquely, "you'll have to
go. I'll have another goverress. It's of no ac-

countto me.”
Her eyes were melicious and | wanted to
slap her. a

“It should be of the
| arswnered, "because it is far nore
deesarttollvelnmnmryﬂmmdmdwm

Celestine from superintending her retirement  those about Ls”

sinply because Celestine wished so much to
doit

“Oh, very well,” said GCelestire. “Then
there's no further need for me to stay.”

Sre wes looking at Alvean as se
wanted her to beg her to stay, but Alvean's
cuiotsgazevmall for me.

Good night,” desaldﬂlmsrﬂy And to
me: “Corme on. I'm hungry.”

“You've forgotten to thank Miss Nansel-
lock for bringing you back,” | told her.

“1 didn'tforget," sreretorted. “1 never for-

ng.”

QEtEWﬂ"I
ﬂlenyowrrermrylsagmetcbal better
thenyour menrers,” | said

They were astonished—all of them Perheps
| wes a little astonished myself. But | knew
that if | were going to assue control of this
child I should have to be firm

H er face flushed and her eyes grew hard.
She wes about to retort, but, not knowing
mmodoso,srermmofﬂ”emn
“Miss Leigh,” said Celestine eamestly, “

will berermaryforymtogooarefulywm
thet child. Se hes lost her nother . . . quite
recently.” Celestine'slips trenbled. Sresriled
at me. “It is such a short tie ago and the
tragedy seens rear. She wes a dear friend of
mire.”

“1 understand,” | replied. “1 shall not ke
harsh with the child, but | can see she neecs
discipline.”

“Be careful, Miss Leigh.” Celestine hed
talenasta)doseramlaidamﬁmnya'm

mlldenamtﬂloateueenns

IﬂﬂldonybstforAlvean
“I wish you good luck” Sresmledanj
then tumed to Mrs. Polgrey.
now. | want to get back before dark.”

"What does it metter, |fﬂeymnot about

Ls—|fV\e(Bnrmeﬂ”emsart
“Kindness metters more then arylhrg in
theworld.”

Sre siiled intto her milk and finished it

“Now,” | said, “to bed.”

| rose with her and she said, “1 gotobedty
m&df | amnot a baby, you know.

“Perhaps | ﬂuxjtymmereyu,rgerﬁm
you are becase you have so much to leam.”

Sre corsidered thet. Then she gave thet
shrug of her shoulderswhich | wes to discover
wes charecteristic.

“Good night,” shesaid, dismissinge.

“1"ll come and say good night when you are
inbed”

“There'sno need”
“Nevertheless, I'll coe.

Seqn”edﬂ”edoormmledtor‘ermn
| tumed and vent into rire.

| felt depressed because | wes realizing the
size of the problem before ne. | had no ex-
perience of handling children and not until |
hed come face to face with Alvean hed | real-
ized thet | might not sucosed with thisjob. 1
tried not to look down the years ahead when |
might slip from one post to ancther, never
giving satisfaction. What happened to worren
like myself, wormen who, without those attrac-
tionswhichwere so inrportant, were forced to - anay.
battle against the world for achance to live?

1 walked up and down, trying to control my
errptions. | went to the window and looked
out across the lawns. | could see Mount Wid-
den across the cove. Two houses standing
there over many years; generations of Nan-
sellocks, gererations of TreMellyns and their
lives intermingled so thet it could well be thet
the story of one house wes the story of the

"We're getting up a petition asking parents in
the neighborhood to raise their sons' allowances.”

| tumed from the windowand vent through
ﬂ*escmolrmmtoAlveansrmm
“Alvean,” | whispered. There wes no an-
swer. But she lay there in the bed, her eyes
tlghdymmougwﬂy | bent over her.
Good night, Alvean. We're going to be
friends, you know,” | mumrured.
There wes no answer. She wes pretending
to beaslesp.

Bdausted as | wes, nmy rest wes broken
that night. | would fall into sleep and then
aneke startled. | repeated thisseveral timesun-
til ves fully anake.

| lay in bed and looked about my room in
which the fumiture shoned up in intenittent
roonlight like dim figures. | hed a feeling
that | wes not alone; that there were whisper-
ing voices about ne. | hed an inpression thet
there had been tragedy in this house which
still hung over it.

| determrined to discover the reason for Al-
vean's demearor. | detenirned to meke hera
heppy, normral child.

1t wes light before sleep came; the coming
of day conforted me because | wes afraid of
the darkness inthis house. It wes chilldish, but
itwestne.

1hed brealdast in the schoolroomwith Al-
vean, who told e, with price, that when her
father wesat horme she hed brealdfast withhim

Later we settled to work, and | discovered
that shewes an intelligent child; she had reed
more then nost children of her age and her
eyeswould light upwith interest in her lessors
almost in spite of her determination to pre-
sene a lack of hamony between us. My spir-
its began to rise.

Luncheon corsisted of boiled fish and rice
pudding, and afterward when Alvean volun-
teered to take e for a walk, | felt | wes get-
ting on better with Fer.

There were woods on the estate, and sre
said she wished to showthemto ne. | wes de-
lighted and gladly folloned her through the
tress.

“Look,” shecried, picking acrinson floner
and holding it out to rre. “ Do you knowwhat
this is?’

“It's betony, | believe.”

She nodded. “You should pick some and
kmpltlnyourroom. Mss. It keeps evil

llaged “That'san old superstition. Why
stujdl\narttoleepanlav\ay"
“BEverybody should.” She wes placing the
flower in the buttonhole of my coat. | wes
rather touched. Her face looked gentle and |
hed a notion that she felt a sudden protective
feeling tonard ne.

“Thankyou, Alvean,” | said gently.

She looked at e and all the softress van-
ished from her face. It wes defiant and full of
mischief.

Youaarftmtchne srecried; andoffshe

Iddmatten'pttodoso | called, “Al-
vean, come here” But she disappeared
through the trees and | heard her nocking
laughter in the distance.

1 cecided to retum to the house, but the
wood wes thick, and 1wes not sure of my di-
rection.

| walked back a little way, but it seened
to e thet itwes not the directionfromwhich
we hed come. A panic seized ne, but | told
myself this wes absurd. It wes a sumy after-
noon and | could not ke half an hourswalk
from the house.

Then | heard singing; itwes a strange voice,
slightly off key, and the fact thet the songwes
ore of those which were being sung in draw-
ing roons all over the country did nothing to
reassure e.

“Alice, where art thou?
One year back this even
And thou wert by my side.
Vowing to love me,

Alice, what e'er may betide----"*
“Who isthere?’ | called.
There was no arswer, but in the distance |

caught a glimpse of a child with lint-white

hair, and | knew thet it wes only little Gilly,
who hed stared at e from the hydrangea.
bushes by the lodge gates.
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| walked swiftly on and after a while the
trees grew less derse and through
the road. | cae out into this and realized
that | wes on the slope which led up to the
rjameuamiﬂ”el
Sﬂadywassthrgaﬁedoorofﬁe
Iocgeassfemdbeenvwmla'nvsd her knit-
tlrglnhsrhnh
“Why, Miss,” she called, “so you've been
wt\nallqrgﬂ*en?
“1 wertt for a walk with Miss Alvean. We
Iostead"lomerlnﬁevmocb
“Ah, yes. So her run anay, did her.” Mrs.
mrerreed asshecanreto thegate
tralllng her ball of wool behind her.
e)q)ectiellﬁrdferwaymrm | said,

“My cbar life, yes. There ain't an inch of
themwoods Miss Alvean don't know. Ch, |
$eyw'vegotywrselfapieoeof betony. Like
as ot 'tisaswell.”

“Miss Alvean picked |tand|rs|s£sdon put-
tlng it in my buttonhole.”

“Therenow! You be friendsalready.”

“I heard tte little girl Gilly, singing in the
woods | said.

“l dontdxbt ee. Her's always singing in
ﬂ'ewoocs

*1 called to her, but ste dicn't coe.”

“Timid as a doe, she be.

“Wll, | think ’ll begemngalong Good-by,
M‘&

Good(hytoee Miss.”

I wes hot and tired when | reached tre
house, | went strai Lptowyroomarti
rang for water, when | had weshed and
brushed my hair went into the schoolroom
where tea wes waiting for ne.

Alvean st at the table; she looked denmure
and made no reference to our aftermoon’'s ad-
venture, nor did 1.

After tea | said to her, “I don't knowwhat
rues your other govermesses nmede, but |
%osemedowrlessrsmﬂﬂenmrg,

btaakbeMeenlud‘emardtes,arﬂ
in from five o'clock until six,
V\Irmvxevml read together.”

them| saw i

Alvean did not answer; she was studyingme

Then suddenly she said, “Mss, do you like
my nae? Have you ever knoan anyore dse
called Alvean?”

| said | liked the narme and hed never heard
it before.

“It'sComish. Do you knowwheat it means?”

“| have no idea.”

“Then | will tell you. My father can spesk
and write Comish.” She looked wistful when
she spoke of her father, and | thought, He at
least is one person she admires and for whose
approval she is eager. She went on: “In
Cbmsh Alvean nears Little Alice.”

“Oh!” | said, and my woice shook a little.

Se cane to e and placed her hands on
my knees; she looked up into my face and
sad solenmly, “You see, Miss, my nother
wes Alice. Sheisiit here any nore. But | wes
called after her. That'swhy | amLittle Alice.”

| stood up because | could no longer bear
the scrutiny of the child. | went to thewindow.
| wes remmembering the mocking eyes of the
men on tre train, the man who hed warmed
e thet | should have to beware of Alice.

Three days after my arrival a Mount
Mellyn, the mester of the house retumed.
| hed slipped into a routire as far as ny
duties were concerned. Alvean and | did les-
sons each noming after breakfast, and |
found her a good pupil. It wes not that she
meant to plesse Me; it wes nrerely that her
desire for knonedge wes so acute thet she
could not deny it. 1 believe that there wes
sorre idea in her head thet if she could leam
all | knew she could then confront her father
with the question: Since there is no nore Miss
can teach e, is there any point in her re-
neining here?
| often thought of tales | had heard of
whose declining years were mede
those whom they hed taught as chil-
dren No such happy fate would be mine—at
least as far as Alvean was concermed.
1 hed been shocked when | first heard the
nane of Alice mentioned, and after the day-

Elegant styling, durability, and cleaning ease make resilient Vina-Lux

Ilgtmd;mdlmldmmﬁrﬂyfsdm
the house wes full of eerie shedons. That
pure fancy, of course. Itl*edmenatxadbe
ginning, Meeting thet man in the train with
his talk of second sight.
| did wonder, when | wes alone inmy room
and the house wes quiet, of what Alice hed
died. Sre must have been quite a young
worren. It wes, | told myself, becaise shewes
so recently dead—for after all, a year is not a

Bad will be the day for every man
when he becomes absolutely con-
tented with the life that he is liv-
ing, with the thoughts that he is
thinking, with the deeds that he is
doing, when there is not forever
beating at the doors of his soul
some great desire to do something
larger, which he knows that he was
meant and made to do because he
is still, in spite of all, the child

very long time—that her presence seened to
heunt the place.

1 would weke in ﬂ'eag'%rgo marvmbé
thought were voices, seened to
moaning: “Alice. Alice. Where is Alice?”

1 ventt to my window and listered, and the
whispering voices seeed to be carried on the
air.

This wes the state of affairs when Connan
TreMellyn retumed to Mount Mellyn.

It wes afternoon when he arrived. Alvean
had gone off by herselfand | had sent for hot
water towesh before | wertt for a stroll. Kitty
brought it and | noticed the difference in her
from the nmoment she entered the room. Her
Uackeyesgeerred

“Master be horre,” shesaid

| tried not to show thet | vsesfalntly ds-

turbed; and at that noment Daisy put her
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head round the door. The sisters looked very
rerﬂa]g}/lejLst i?}; They d?%;sd subtly
whentheywerein o ite
Soxend | rvrsiood whet ek et Their
terrertmrﬁerenmofﬁermser of
Wnoml gathered everyonewes Li ane, ledme
to one conclusion, and | felt faintly disgusted,
not only with them but with myself for enter-
taining such thoughts.

Is he that sort of man, then? | Was asking

“He care inhalf an hour ago,” said Kitty.

They were studying me speculatively and
once more | thought I read their thoughts.

| said coolly, “WAell, I’IIV\eshm/hanBad
then | amgoing for awalk.”

| put on my het, and even as | went out

stables, solntertmhsmoﬁ(ﬂareddmt
notice me. There was no doubot thet thewhole
household wes in awe of the rester.
At half pest three | went back to the house,
and as | wes mounting the back stairs to my
Daisy care running after re.
"Master have been asking for you, Mss.
He do wish to see you. He be waiting in the

room”
| inclined my head and said, “I will take
offmy thingsand then tmheptnhroom.
Inmy room | took off my hat and smoothed

hair. were certainly armber today.
The Wr;jeﬁﬁj md"lsse)r/mdndcuuﬁ
beforelfmmﬁenmltddnyselfsl
went down thet | had built up a picture of
him becaLse of certain looks | hed seeninthe
faoes of those two flighty girls. | hed already
assured myself that poor Alice hed died of a
broken heart because she hed found herself
married to a philanderer.

| knocked at the door.

“Come in” His voice wes strong—arro-
gart, | called it

He was standing with his back to the fire-
place and | wes inrediately conscious of his
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great height; he wes well over six feet tall, and
thefact thet hewes so thin—one could alost

say gaunt—accentuated this. His hair wes
b|ack, but his eyes were light. His hands were
thrust into the pockets of his riding breeches
and he wore a dark blue coat with a white
cravat. There wes an air of careless elegance
about him as though he cared nothing for his
clothes but could not help looking well in

He gave animpression of both strengthand
cruelty. There wes sensudlity in thet face, |
decided, but there was much else which wes
hidcen.

“So, Miss Leigh, at last we meet.”

He did not advance to greet ne, and his
manner seeed insolent $1‘houj"| he were
reminding me that | wes only a governess.

“It does not seema long tine,” | answered,
“for | have been in your house only a few

“Well, let us not dwell on the tie it hes
metogettogeﬁer. Now you are here,
let that suffice.”

His light me mockingly, so
thet | feta/\wxardey&wumtram rgy

;gnnsofyw

Pol jves e

“%Trelglgisldrﬂo her.

“Why should it be kind of her to tell ne
ﬂ*emﬂr’lamﬂmfmmnyenuoyea

“1 meant thet she hes been kind to me and
that hes helped to meke this good report
possible.”

“| see that you are a worman who does not
wee the ordinary dliches of conversation, but
nmrsmketsfesays

1 hope so.
“Good. II“aveafeehrgﬂ"etvselegetm
well together.”

His eyes were taking in each detail of ny
appearance, | knew. “Tell ne,” he said, “ how
doywﬁndrry Backward?’

“By no mears. Srmsextmmely |nte|||gert,
but | find her in need of discipline.”
Ia;lammywwill be able to supply thet

“I intend to try.”

“Of course. That iswhyyou are here. Ifyou
wish to meke any alterations in the .
o.mchm | think is the word, youm.st

do

Thankyou

“1 believe in experiments. 1f your methods
have not mede aninprovement insay ... six
nonths, well, then we could review the sitLa-
tion, could we not?”

H is eyeswereinsolent. | thought, H e intends
to get rid of me soon. He was hoping | was a
silly, pretty creature not averse to carrying on
an intrigue with him while pretending to look
after his daughter. Very well, the best thing |
can do is to get out of this house.

“I suppose,” he went on, “we should meke
excuses for Alvean's Iackofgood MaTers.
She lost her mother a year ago.”

| looked into his face for a trace of sorrow.

“Of course you hed heard. I'll swear there
were many ready to tell you. Poor child, she
hes no nother. And her father ----" He
lifted his shoulders and did not conplete his
sentence.

“Bven s0,” | said, “there are many nore
then she is. All she neecs is a
firmhand.”

He learned forward suddenly anisuveyed
me ironically. “1 amsure,” t‘esald “that you
possess that fim hand.”

1 was conscious in thet brief moment of the
megnetismof the men. The clear-cut features,
the cool, light eyes, the mockery behind
them—all these | felt were but a mesk hiding
%mmm he was determired to keep

At thet morment there wes a knock on the
door and Celestire l\brseilod@amem

thet effect even on those of his own station.

“How news travels!” he mumured. “ My
dear Celestire, it was good of you to come
over. | wes just meking the acquaintance of
our newgoverness. Se tells me thet Alvean is
intelligent and needs discipline.”

“Of course she is intelligent!” Celestine
spoke indignantly. “1 hope Miss Leigh is not

planning to be too harshwith her. Alvean isa
good child.”

Connan TreMellyn threwananmused glance
in my direction. “I don't think Miss Leigh
enurelyageswth thet,” he said

“Perhaps | am overfond----"

“Would you like e to leave now?” | sug-
gested, for | had a great desire to get anay
from them

“But | aminterrupting,” cried Celestire.

“No,” | assured her. “We hed finished our
talk, | believe.”

Connan TreMellyn looked in some amuse-
ment from her to re. It occurred to e that
he probably found us equally urettractive. |

wes sure thet reither of us wes the least like
the worman he would adrire.

“Let ussayit is to be continued,” he said
lightly. “1 fancy, Miss Leigh, thet you and |
will I“aveagreﬁcbal nmore to disoues, regard-
ing my daughter.”

I boned my head and left them together.

In the schoolroom tea wes ready for ne. |
felt too excited to eat, and when Alvean did
not appear | thought that in all probability
she wes with her father.

At five o'clock she stifi had not put in an
appearance, so | summoned Daisy and sent
her to find the child and to remind her thet
from five to six we hed work to do.

let I"ifSCK give that j]|[f gjj
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| vaited. | was not surprised, because | had
expected Alvean to rebel. Her father hed ar-

rived and she to be with him rather
than comre to e for the hour of our reading.

| heard on the stairs. The door of
Alvean's roomwhich led into the schoolroom

wes opered, and there stood Connan Tre-
Mellyn holding Alvean by the am

Alvean's expression astonished ne. Se
looked so unheppy thet | found myself feeling
sorry for her. Inthe backgroundwes Celestire.

“Here she is,” announced Connan Tre-
Mellyn. “Duty is duty, my daughter,” he said
to Alvean. “And when your govermess sum
mons you to your lessons, you nust obey.”
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Alvean muttered and 1oould see thet she
wes hard put to it to restrain her sobs.

“Connan,” Celestine saidquietly, “itis your
ki oage hyouk comirgy o

ol 1o your comi

He gmiled, myou rgh(w grlm his
Oe'rruliwm fDﬁsgdlrE ,

este, is of utrrost i
we will Ieav\'eAIveanwnhrqerportanoa

He inclired his head in my direction, while
Alvean threwa pleading glance at himwhich
e ignored. The door shut, leaving me alore
with my pupil.

That incident had taught ne a great deal.
Alvean adored her father and he wes indif-
ferent to her. My anger agginst him increased
$|Typ|tyforﬂ‘ed1ldg" rew. Sell wonder

thet she wes a difficdit child. | would have
liked Connan TreMellyn better, | told myself,
if he hed decided to forget discipline on his
first day bedk, and devote a little tine to his
daughter's conrpary.

Alvean wes rebellious all that evening, but
| irsisted on her going to bed a her usLdl
tie. Sre told e sre hated e, though there
wes no reed for her to have mentiored a fact

V\h'dW\as?xBrert
| felt so disturbed when she wes in her bed

thet | slipped out of the house and went into
the woods, where | sat on a fallen tree trurk,
brooding.

| wondered whether | wes going to keep
thisjob. It wes not easy to say at this stage,
and | wes not sure whether | wanted to go or
SE"I]Tere were so many things to keep ne.
Therewes, for one thing, my interest in Gilly-
floner; ﬁmewasnychﬂretowpeﬁ*erebd
lion from Alvean's heart. But | felt less
eagermess for these tasks now thet | had seen
the mester.

| ves a little afraid of the men, although |
could not saywhy. | wes certain thet he would
leave me alore, but there wes snmeih:g
negencamthmqalltymm
it difficuit for me to put himout of my mind.
| thoughtt more of dead Alice than | hed before

because | could not stop myself wondering
what sort of person she could have been.

As | sat there | heard the sound of footsteps
coming through the wood and | hesitated,
wondering whether to wait there or go back
to the house. A men was coming tonard e,
ardﬁﬂ’e\nessonehrgfanllaraknth
which mede my heart beat faster.

He started when he saw me; then he began
tosmileand | recognized himas themen 1hed
et on the train.

“Sowe meet,” hesaid “1 knewour reunion
\Aujdmbelcmcuawivmyywlod(as

though you have ssen a ghost. Has your
at Mountt Mellyn nmeywlmkforgm’?
Whoareyotﬂ

“My nane is Peter l\bnsellock | have to
confess to a little deception.”

"You're Miss Celestire's brother?”’

He nodded. “1 knew who you were when
we Iet in the train. | saw you sitting there,
looking the part, and your nane on the labels
of your beggage confimred my guess. | knew
that they were expecting Miss Martha Leigh at
Mount Mellyn.”

“| am conforted to leam thet ny looks
conformwith the part | have been called yoon
to play inlife.”

"You really are a nost untruthfl young
lady. You are infact qu'tedsoonﬁted toleam
that you were taken for a governess.”

| felt nyself grow pink with indignation.
*Because | ama govermess is no reasonwhy |
should be forced to accept insuts from stran-

gers.
| rcsefromﬂ*eheemrk, but ke laid a
hand on my arm "Please let us talk anhile.
Mlsmﬂwlfmetosxytoyw There are
things you should know.”
My curiosity overcane my dignity and |

Thatsbetter Miss Leigh. You see, | re-
nmberywrnene

*How extraordinary thet you should notice
anBregwerrm nae and then keep it in

Ir enory.”
“You are like a ” he retorted.
Ofor‘lyrestormmmﬂ”emd govermess'

and up cone your soires. You will have to
leam resignation. Aren't we taught thet we
must be content in thatt station of life to which
we have been called?”’

“Since | resenble a hedgehog, at lesst | am
not spireless.”

He Ia,ged and then wes inmrediately
sober. “I do not pmseard sight, Mss
Leigh.” he said quedy I know nothing of
palmistry. | decer

“Doywﬂ"lrkl\l\mcbuﬂ\/edforam
ment?’
meny noments. Until thisore, infact,
ymm\eﬂngtofwewmvmmbr

“Indeed, | have not thought of you at all.”
mwgﬁqmm Ivufnierifayqnglajy
Wi ittle regard for veracity is worthy
to teech our little Alvean.” v

Smeyma‘eafne”dofﬂ”efmlyymr
b&pollcywoudbetovwmﬁem once.”

“But if Connan disimissed his daughter's
goverress, how sad thet would be! | should
wander through these woods without hope of
eeting her.”

“I seeyou are a frivolous person

“It's true.” He looked grave. “ My brother
wes frivolous. Mysstmsﬂ*emlymnmard»
able merber of the family.”

“Ifmealreaoymatfer

“Naturally. She is a corstant visitor to
metNEiyn Sre dotes on Alvean.”

| tumed to him abruptly and said, "You
told e to beware of Alice. What did you
nean by thet?”
Soywddremsn‘oer?
“It seemed sucha suanehrgtosay
“Alice isdead,” he said, "but somehowse

remairs. That's whet | always feel at Mount
Mellyn Nothing wes the sane after the day
went.”

Fﬁhdd&edev'
You kavermfaatdﬁestuyyet”

Isfujdkaeﬂn.grtM's Polgrey or ore
ofihzse irls would have told you. But they
? It's a very sinple sort
oflhrgmh must happen inmany a horre.
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A wife finds life with her husbend intolerable.
Se walks out . . . with another men. Only
Alice's story hed a differert ending” He
looked at the tips of his boots. "The men in
Ihemsevsesny r,” hewent on.

“Geoffrey Nansellock!” | cried

“So you have heard of him!”

I m:ujtof Gillyfloner, whose hirth hed

istressed her mother thet she hed welked

mtoﬂ‘esea “Yes,” | said, “I've heard of
Ceoffrey Nansellock. He wes evidently a
phllanjerer

Itsa.rtSat‘ershvmrdtoaniytopoor
old Geoff. He hed charm—all the charm of
the family, sone say.” He siled. "He wes
not a bad sort. | wes fond of old Geoff. His
great weakness was worren. He found them
Iresistible. And worren love mren who love
them How canthey helpit? | mean, itissuch
amrﬂlnﬁrtOEWoreﬁeyfdl victim to
his charm”

*“He did not hesitate to include other men's

wives anong his victins.”

“Spoken like a true Alas, my
dear Mss Leigh, it he did not—
since Alice wes anong Itistrue thet all

wes not well a& Mount Mellyn. Alice wes
afraid of Connan. Before she marmied imsre
hed knoan my brother. Sre and Geuffrey
mmhtmm anay together.”

" | drew myself anay from him be-
na.selfeititvxes undignified to be talking of
pest scanddls in this way.

"They identified Geoffrey, although he wes
bedly smeshed up. There wes a women so
bedly burmed thet it wes inpossible to recog-
nize her as Alice. But a locket shewas wearing
wes one she was known to possess. That wes
how she wes identified—and of course there
wes the fact that Alice hed disappeared.”

“How dreadful to die insuchaway!”

“The prim govermess is shocked because
poor Alice died in the act of forming a guilty
mnmrshp with my chaming bue erring

Wassreso at Mount Mellyn?”
“You have met Remrenter, e
knew thet ste hed once been in love with
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CGeoffrey, and Geoffrey wes still in the offing.
Iaanimag'ne life wes hell for Alice.”
“Well, it wes very tragic,” | said brisily.
“But it is over. Why did you say, ‘Beware of
Alloe as though she were still there?”
“Are you fey, Mss Leigh? No, OIh
are not. You are a with more
%ywrfairdmofmmmm You
would not be influenced by fantastic tales.”

“What fantastic tales?”

He grinned at e, coming even closer, and
| realized thet ina very short tine it would be
dark. | wes anxious to get back to the house,
and my expression, | know, becanre a little
impetient.

Trmrso?_guzed her locket. There are

thet it wes not Alice who wes
killed on the train.”

“Then if it wes not, where is she?”

“That iswhat some people ask thenselves.
That iswhy there are long shadows at Mount
Mellyn.”

1 stood up. “1 must get back. It will soon ke

dark’

He wes standing beside me—a little taller
then |1—and our eyes net. "1 thought you
should know these things,” he said alnost
ently.

| began walking in the direction fromwhich
| hed come. “My duties are with the child,”
somrewhat

| arsnered . “1 am rot
hareforan/mher

But how can even a overbur-
damdwmcommnm sre ke,
l«mtowmarmesfatewll p.thsr?

‘| think | know whet is expected of me.”
Ivsesalarrrajtaa.mhemalmdbesicbne
‘Ihermsmmedforymtomtnatmk
to the house.”

Iaﬂfomsdtooomajlctyw There is

every reason.”

“Do you think | am incapable of looking
after 7

“| think nore nore capable of doing thet

then yourself. But, as it heppers, | weson ny
way to call and this is the nost direct way to

| wes silent until we carre to Mount Mellyn.
Connan TreMellyn wes coming from the

stables.
“Hello there, Con!” cried Peter Nansellock.
Connan TreMellyn looked at s in mild
surprise which | suppose wes die to the fact
thet we were together. | hurried rourd to the
back of the houee.

In the moming the fandies of the previous  chatted
night seerred foolish. | asked myself why so
meny people—including myself—wanted
meke a mystery of what hed inthis
houese. It wes an ordinary story.

My roomwes filled with surshire and 1felt
edilarated. | knew why. It wes due to thet
Em CbrrI?ETrerIIynmNot thet | liked

ite the reerse itwes as
mm&&mad’ﬂ|m Ivmgom;tm
a suncess of thisjob. | wes going to meke of
Alvean not only a nodel pupil but a chanm-
ing, ureffected, nomel little girl.

| heard the soud of a horse's hoofs ad
went to the window to look out. No one wes
visible. The lawns looked freshand lovely with
ﬂ”eeadynnmwgcb/vmﬂ”em It wes ore of

when therewes evel e
ofabeemﬁr}ﬁ Ty pront

n’y window and leared out,
nyoopperyda!s, the ends tied with pieces of
biue ribbon for bedtine, sninging out with e,

Connan TreMellyn energed from the sta-
bles. He saw e before | wes able to draw
back, and | felt myself grow scarlet with em-
barrassient to be ssenwith my hair downand
in my nightgoan thus.

He mlled Jjauntily,
Leigh.”

I thet moment | said to myself. so it was
his horse | heard. Has he been riding in the
early morning, or out all night 2 | imegined his
mrg ore of the gay ladies of the neighbor-

*Good noming. Mss

“Good rmoming,”
sounded curt.
He was coming smlftlymﬁe laan. “A
bea.l]ﬁ.l nurnlng, he cried.
“Extremely so,”

| said, and nmy woice

| withdrew into my room as | heard him
shout, “Hello, Alvean! So you're up too.”

1 ves standing well back from the window
now and | heard Alvean ary, “ Hello, papal”
Her voice wes soft and gentle with that wistful
note which | rmmtalajmdeqﬂeof
himon the previous day. | knewthet shewes
celighted to have seen him that itwould meke
m’adrmelymnwlfrestowedalhlea’d

Heddms.nhihrg He went into the

to house.

Ip,tmrrydeﬂrggmnad oninmpulse,
crossed the schoolroom to Alvean's room |

There is no one but yourself who
knows whether you are cowardly
or cruel, or loyal and devout.
Others do not see you, they guess
at you by uncertain conjectures;
they see not so much your nature
asyourart. Therefore, do notcling
to their judgment; cling to your
Oown. MONTAIGNE

opered the door and went in. She wes sitting
astrice a chair and talking to herself.

“There's nothing to be afraid of really. All
you have to do is hold tight and not be
afraid . . . and you won't fall off.”

Se was so ntent on what she was doing
mg‘ekajmtheardﬂedoorogl ad |
stood for a few seconds, watching

wanted to win his approval, wes afraid of
horses.

| quietly shut the door and went beck to
my room | looked at the surshire on the
carpet and ny elation retumed. | was going
to meke a suocess of thisjob. Iwasgmr‘%z‘o
fight Connan TreMellyn, |fr‘emsnted
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way, | wes going to meke mm proud of his
daLghter.

Lessons were trying thet noming. Alvean
wes late, having brealdasted with her father in
accordance with the custom of the family. |
hed to serd for her, and thet she deeply
reserted

| tried to meke lessons as interesting as |
could, and | must have sucoeeded for, in spite
of her resentrent tonard e, she could not
hide her interest in the history and geography
lessonswhich | set for that nmoming.

She took luncheon with her father while |
ate alore in the schoolroom, and after thet |
cdecided to gpproach Connan TreMellyn.

| saw him leave the house and go across to

when | arrived at the stables, heard himgiving
orders to Billy Trehay to saddle Royal Russet.

I—Ielookedsu’pimdtoseerm"l hed
hpedto have a fewwords with you,” | said
pnniy “‘Perhgps this is an inconvenient
I]nE

“That " he said on how many
words you wish us to " He took out
his wetch and looked et it. * Iwngiveyou
ﬁve minutes, Miss Leigh”

“Inmyyouth.” | said, “ | wes constantly in
the sadde. | believe Alvean wishes to leam to
rick. | am asking your penrission to tesch
%

“You have my penission to try.”
"You sardasﬂnr_:hyo‘.lctuxnyablny

to suooeed.”
“| fear 1 do.”
*1 don't understand why you should doubt
nygglnyto teachwhenyou have not tested

01 Miss Leigh,” he said alnost nock-
ingly, "it is not your ability to teach that |
doubt. It is Alvean's to leam.”

“You rean others have failed to teach
her?’

“I have failed. There are some people who
can rever leam to rice.”
Before | could stop
“There are soe people

If | burst out,
cannot teach.”
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to stare at me in astonishment,
ard | knew that nobody in this house hed
ever dared to talk to himin sucha way.

| thoughtt, This is it. I shall now be told that
my services are no longer required, and | may
pack my bags and depart.

There wes a violent tenper there, and |
could see that he wes fighting to control it. He
still looked at me 1 could not read the
expression in those |Igh: eyes. 1 believed it

U MBSt excuse e,
MS%d ardleft

| went straight to Alvean. | found her inthe
schoolroom. There wes the sullen, defiant
look in her eyes and | believed she had seen

e talking to her father. “Your father hes
said | may give you riding lessors, Alvean.
Would you like that?’
| saw the musdes of her face tighten, and
nyhaatsark
| went on quickly, “When we were your
age, my sister and | were keen riders. Srewves
two years younger. ﬂ%n13 Iloa%d we Lsedmtg
conpete together in shons.
exciting days in our lives were those when
ﬂ'eremesagynﬂaralnwr\nllage
'Iheymveﬁemfem" sresaid
“It'sgreat fun!”
Shewes silent for a moment; then she said,
“l cantdoit. | don't like horses.”

“You cbn't like horses!” My voice wes
Wny they re the gentlest creatures
mﬂ"evu)rld

“They're not. They don't like ne. | rode
Gray Mare andshe ranfast and wouldn't stop,
and if Tapperty hedn't caught her rein she
woddmvekilled me.”

“Gray Nhremesﬂtﬁemnforyw. You
should have a pony to start with.”

“Then | hed Buttercup. She wes as bed in
adifferent way. She wouldn't go when | tried
to meke her.”

| hestered to assure her that wes the way
horses behaved until they understood you.
When they did understand you they loved you
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as though you were their very dear friend. |
SaNﬂ”EW'SlfLI look in her eyes and | said,
“Look, Alvean, corre out with me now. Let's
see what we can do together.”
Sesmokferfﬁedamauﬂy
“There's one thing to leam before you can
begintoride,” | said, “and thet isto love your
horse. Then you won't be afraid. As soon as
you're not afraid, your horse will begin to
love you. He'll know you're his nrester, and
he wants a mester; but it must be a tendkr,
loving mester.”
S‘evsesgivingrreferatterﬂmm/v.
“When a horse runs anay as Gray Mare
did, thet mears she is frightered. She's as
frightened asyou are, and her way of showing
it is to run. As for Buttercup—she's a mis-
chievous old neg. She's lazy and knows thet
you can't handle ber, so srewon't do as she's
told. B.tomeyouletherkrmyoureﬂ%
mester, shelll obey.”
“I didn't know Gray Mare wes frightened
of me,” she said
“Your father wants you to ride,” | told ber.
It wes the wrong thing to have said: it
reminded her of pest fears, past humiliations;
| saw the stubbom fear retum to rereyec.
Him V\bulchtltbefm | said, “to surprise

you leamed and you
ooudjunpardgalop, and he didn't know
about it—until he sawyou do it.”

The highest achievements of old
age are the married couple who
have not quarreled too much, who
have produced children and not
alienated them, and who have re-
ceived, as their final reward, the
collusion of their grandchildren.
The true historyof the human race
is the history of human affection.
In comparison with itall other his-
tories— including economic his-
tory— are false. It has never been
written down, and owing to its ret-
icent nature it cannot be written,
but it has continued from genera-
tion to generation ever since the
human race became recognizable.

E. M. FORSTER

Itfutrreto%ﬂ‘ejoy in her faceand |
wondered how ary man could be so callous
astocbwamldﬁ*eaﬂecumsreaded

“Alvean,” | said, *

“Yes,” shesald “Ietsny I Ilgoardchange
into my things.”

| a little cry of disappointrernt, re-

ring thet | r’e%mndlrg habit withe.
Alvean wes looking at me and | told her, “1
have no riding clothes.”

Her face fell and then lit up. “Come with
me,” she said She wes alnost conspiratorial.

We went along the gallery until we were in
that part of the house which Mrs. Polgrey hed
told mewes not for me. Alvean paused before
adooran:ll hed the inression thet she wes

rge herself to go in She at length threw
door and stood asice for e to enter.

Itmesas’rall roomwhich | judged to bea
dressing room In it were a long mirror, a
tallboy, a chest of drawers and an oak chest.

“There are lots of dothes here,” Alvean
said. “In the chests and the tallboy.”

Se opered the chest. In it were dresses,
petticoats, hatsand boots. Alvean said quickly,
“There are a lot of clothes in the attics. They
vere grandmamels and great-grancHmem-

wp play charades.”
| held up a lady's black beaver hat—obvi-
ously meant to bewornforndrg Ipl,mton
my head and Alvean laughed. That

“You |00kSOan’YyInIt Mss,” she said

IgotI Iaﬁstmdgfweﬂf*elorgmm
1 certainly looked unlike mysel were
brilliant, )r/rymlrlwedmmmm?’ﬁ inst
the black. I decided thet | looked slightly less
urgttractive then ustel, and thet wes what
Alveanmeantby “funny.”

“Not the lesst like a governess,” she ex-
plained. She wes pulling out a riding habit
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mede of black woolen doth ad
trinmred with braid and bell fringe. It
fajagu—zoolllarard blue cuffs and
it vies elegantl

| held it L);) against myself.
ﬂ1ri<, | said, “mﬂ"lswuuldﬂt"

“Try it on,” said Alvean. Then,
"No, not here. You take it to your

son, and there wes not a great deal of
time ifwe were to be back for tea at
four.

| picked up the dress and went back
to my room Sre hurried through to
hers, and | immediately put on the
riding hebit.
It Wes not a perfect fit, but | had
ﬁr%@toamﬂf ive clothes
wes to forget it wes a
little tigmp;&’?ir:dvsaisc rget;j thet the
sleeves were on the short sice, for a
rewworman looked beck at rre from
my mirror, and when | set the beaver
het on my head | wes delighted with

| ran along to Alvean's room; she
wes in her habit, and when she saw
mehereyeslitup

We went down to the stablesand |
told Billy Trehay to saddle Buttercup
for Alveanand horse for my-
self, aswe were going to have ariding
lesson.

He looked at e with sonre aston-
ishent, but | told him that we hed
little time and were inpatient to be-

gn

When we were ready | put Butter-
cup on a leading remanitookher
with Alvean on her back into the pad-
dock

For nearly an hour we were there
and | concentrated on giving her con-
fidence. | mede her grow accustorred
to sitting her horse, to talking to her
horse. | mede her lean back full length
on Buttercup's back and look up at
the sky; then | mede her shut her
eyes. | gave her lessors in nounting
and dismounting. Buttercup did no
more thanwalk round thet field, but |
do believe thet at theend of the hourr |
hed done agreat deal toward meking
Alvean lose her fear. That weswhat |
hed determined should be the first
lesson.

1 wes astonished to find thet it wes
half pest three, and | think Alvean
wes too.

“We must retumn to the house at
once,” | said, “if we are to change in
tine for tea”

As we care out of the field a figure
rose from the grass and | saw, to ny
surprise, that it was Peter Nansellock.

He clapped his hands as we cae
along. “ Here enceth the first lesson,”
hecried, * ardana@ellent(re I did

dehdlnywremm'pil

“Were "you watching s, Uncle
Peter?’ dermanded Alvean.

“For tre last half hour. My ad-
miration foryou both is beyond ex-

pression.

Alvean smiled slowly. "Did you
reallyadmire Ls?”

“Much as | could be tenpted to
conpliment two beautiful ladies,” he

said, piaqnghst‘emionh'st‘eataﬁ
bowing elegantly, “1 could never tell
alie”

" | said tartly.

“Your undeisajoker, Alvean.”
“Yes,” said Alvean alnmost sadly.
| know.”

"And,”
returmed for

“| \Aonderlfl mgmbemntedto
schoolroom

“You are mlllrg to see Mr. Tre-
Mellyn?” | asked.

“I ammllirgtotaleteavmmyw
two ladies.”

Iadded ‘itistime that we

Alvean laughed suddenly. | could see that she
wes not ureffected by what | supposed wes the
dnrmoﬁhsman

“Mr. TreMellyn left Mount Mellyn early this
afternoon,” | said. “1 have no idea whether or
not he hes retumed. Come along, Alvean."

Peter Nansellock walked behind us, and when
we reached the stables | saw him meking for the

Alveanard| dispunted, handed our horsesto
‘twoofthestableboys, andhurried uptoour roons.

INDUSTRIAL YARNS

SCATTER RUGS

1 got out of the riding habit and into my dress
and thought how drab | looked in my gray cot-
ton

| picked up the riding habit to hang in my
cupboard, deciding that | would take the first op-
portunity of asking Mrs. Polgrey if it wes in or-
der for me to e it. | was afraid | had acted on
inpulse by doing so this afternoon.

As | lifted the hebit | saw the nare on the
waistband. “Alice TreMellyn” wes enbossed in
neat letters on the black satinfacings.

BOLTS OF DUCK

Tlie famo

141

ey et mtmwm ol

room t as it were
I%pinrﬁnm Wy'#ym This, | said to myself, is
absurd. Where else could we have found a modern
riding habit ?

Boldly | picked up the riding dress and hung it
inmy . She would be glad | used her
habit, | told myself. Am 1 not trying to help her
daughter 2

happered to My conmon sense?
Whatever | told myself, | could not hice the fact

us
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that | wished the dress hed belonged to any-

ore but Alice.

When | hed there wes a knock on
my door and | wes relieved tosee Mrs. Polgrey
standing there.

“Do core in," | said "1 have been giving

Miss Alvean a riding lesson. And, as | hed no
riding habit, she found ore for ne. | believe
it to have been her nother's.” | went to ny
wardrobe and produced it

Mrs. Polgrey nodded.

f"l wore it this once. Perhgps it wes wrong
of me.”

"Did you hawe the mester's penmission to
give her this riding lesson?’

“Oh, yes. 1mece sure of that.”

“Then there is nothing to worry about. He
would have no objection to your wearing the
dress. | can see no reasonwhy you should ot
keep it in your room—providing, of course,
ywmly\nearltvdmgmrg Miss Alvean her
riding lesson.”

"Thank you
mind at rest”

Mrs. Polgrey bowed her head in aq)rwal
“ M' Peter Nansellock is cb/\rsta

“Yes, we saw himas we cane in”

“The rester isnot at home,” sheexplained,
“and Mr. Peter hes asked that you entertain
himfor tea—you and Miss Alvean.”

| said “You hae st nmy

"Oh, but should we— mean shoud 177 |
asked.

“Well, yes, Mss, | think it would be in
orckr. | think thet is what the mester would
wish, particularly as Mr. Peter supgests it
Mss Jareen, during the time she wes here,
often helped to entertain. | have told M.
Nansellock thet teawill be served in the punch
room Will you come down?’

"Yes, | will.”

She sailed out and | found myself smiling
not without a little cormplacence. It wes tum-
wga,ttobean”nster]oyaﬂ

When 1 reached the puch room Alvean
wes not there, but Peter Nansellock wes

Enjoy the happy flavor of Prunes
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sprawdi |noreofﬁetapsuy~m/asddars
Im;rjgdto his feet.
“But this is delightful .
“Mrs. Polgrey hes told ne thet | anto do
the honors in the absence of Mr. TreMellyn.”

“How like you to remind ne thet you are
werelyﬂ*egwenml

“1felt” I replied, “thet it wes necessary to
do o, since hae fo

“You a'engdannnBy ng h:sts!mer}mbai |
never sawyou look less like a govermess then
when you were giving Alvean her lesson”

"It wes my riding hebit. Borroned plures.
A phessart would look like a peacock if it
could acquire the tail.”

“My dear Miss Pheasart, | do not agree.
‘Manrers mekyth the man'—or worman—not
fire feathers.”

This banter wes interrupted by the appear-
ance of Alvean.

“Ah, the little lady herself!” cried Peter.

“Alvean, how good it is of you and Mss
Lelghtoallmvmetotaketmwlhyw

&le\/\artto replied Al-
veen You never before—except when
Miss Jarsen s here”

“Hush, hushl You betray nme” he mur-
mured

Mrs. Polgrey carre inwith Kitty. The latter
<et the tray on a table, while Mrs. Polgrey
lighted the spirit lanp. Kitty laidaclothona
sl table and brought in cakes and cucum:
ber sandiches.

“Mss, would you care to neke the tea
yourself?" asked Mrs. Polgrey.

| said | would do sowith plessure.

iK-itty seerred reluctant to leave the room
| believed that Mrs. Polgrey wes also to sone
extent under the spell of the man. 1t must be, |
told myself, because he is such a contrast to the
master. Peter hed that conforting qallty of
meking any women in his company feel
shewes an attractive ore.
1rede tea and Alvean handed him bread
and butter.
“What luxury!” e cried. “| feel like asul-
tan with two beautiful ladies to weit on re.”
"You're telling lies again,” cried Alvean.
“We're reither of Lk ladies, becase I'm not
groan wand Missi |Sagwemis

| the conversation briskly. "1
think Alvean will meke a good
intime,” | said. “What wes your opinion?’

| saw how eagerly the girl waited on his

SellbeﬁedﬂnumofCorrwall you

Sl‘eoodd not hide her plessure.
Anifbn—l“e Ilfte%aﬁ%ﬁ it at
't
thank for it.” you forget e

The glance Alvean threwat e wes almost
shy, and | felt suddenly happy. My resentrrent
against life hed never been so far anay; | hed
ceased to envy my charing sister. At thet
noment there wes only one person | wanted to
be: Martha Leigh, sitting in the punch room,
taking teawith Peter Nansellock and Alvean
TreMellyn.

Alvean said, "It'sto be asecret for awhile.”

"Yes, we'regoing to surprise her father.”

iy oo e < st a5 e

« e say ‘silent as rave’ ?’
asked Alvean. hid 9
talkm put in Peter, “dead men don't

“Sorretimes have ghosts, perheps,”
said Alvean, looking over her shoulcer.

"What Mr. Nansellock meant,” | said
quickly, “was that hewill mepourlmjema;
Alvean, | believe Mr. Nansellock would like
sore more cucurrber sandniches.”

Sre leaped up to offer themto im

"You have not peid a visit to Mount Wid-
cen yet. Miss Leigh," he said. “I'msure ny
sister would be delighted if you and Alvean
would corre over and take teawith us.”

"l amnot sure----" | began.

“That it lieswithin your duties? I'll tell you
how we'll arrange it You shell bring Miss
Alvean to take teaat Mount Widden. Bringing
her to us and taking her hone again, | am
sure, would come within the duties of the
nost meticulous govermess.”
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“When shell we come?” asked Alvean.

“This isanopen invitation.”

| siled. | knew what thet meant. He wes
again talking for the sake of talking; he hed
no intention of asking e to tea.

The door opened suddenly and, to my em+-
barrassiment—which | hoped | managed to
hide—Connan TreMellyn canre in

| rose to y feet, and he gave me a quick
smile. "Miss Leigh,” hesaid, "is thereacupof

tea for me?’
| said, “ring for another cup,

Iy Alvean
She got up to do so, alert, eager to please
her father. It made her somewhat dunsy, ad
as ste rose from her chair she knocked over
her cup of tea. She flushed scarlet with nor-

tification.
| said, “Never mind. Ring the bell. Kitty
will clear it up.”
| knew that Connan TreMellyn wes watch-
|rgw1hsoneammmant If 1 hed known he
would retum | should have been very reluc-
tant to entertain Peter Nansellock to tea in

the room
Kitty carre and | indicated the nress of tea
and broken china on the carpet. “And please

bring another cup for Mr. TreMellyn,” |
ad:bd

*“Had a busy day, Connan?’ asked Peter.
Connan TreMellyn began to talk of estate
business, which | felt might have been to re-

The world is filled with people who
have worked hard but have little to
show for it. Something more than
hard work is necessary; it is crea-
tivethinkingandfirm beliefinyour
ability to execute your ideas. The
successful people in history have
succeeded through their thinking.
Their hands were merely helpers
to their brains, claude m.Bristol

THE MAGIC Or BELIEVING, 1846,
PUBLISHED BY PRENTICE-HALL, INC.

mind me that my duties consisted of dispers-
ing teaand nothing else. 1 was not to imegine
that | wes intruth a hostess. | wes thereas an
upper servant, nothing nore.

| felt angry with him for coming in and
spoiling my little triumph. 1 wondered how he
would react when | presented him with the
good little horsewomen | wes detenmined
Alvean wes to becore. He would probably
meke some slighting remark and show ussuch
indifference that we should feel our trouble
wes

You poor child, | thought, you are trying to
win the affections of a man who doesn't know
the meaning of affection. Poor Alvean! Poor
Alice!

The cup and saucer wes brought and |

out his tea. He wes watching, expect-

Ing e to riseand take it to im

“Alvean,” | said, “please pess this to your
father.”

And shewes very eager to do so. He saida
brief "Thanks.”

Ieléu()ledanyvsatm,aﬁsaid, “I amgoing
to
rearly five o'clock and we have our studies be-
tweenfiveandsix.”

“And we must,” said Connan, “on no ac-
courtt interfere with those.”

“But surely,” cried Peter, “on such an oc-
crﬁsimﬂ”ereoujd be a little relaxation of the

es”

Alvean wes looking eager. Shewas unheppy
in her father's presence, but she could not
bearto leave it

“Please, papa----" she began.

He looked at her stemly. “My dear child,
you heard what your governess said.”

Alvean blushed and looked uncorrfortable,

think about Wy life while 1 wondered what

Q%ilt

bema/emfu a pleasant day
unICortHnTrerIIyn hed cone into it ard
disturbed the peace. | wondered if his busi-
ess ever took him away for long periods—
reallylorgPenodsmtnErerawatterofa
few this were so, | thought, | might
m;eadwameofn*ahrgNwan into a hap-
pier litde girl.

| stayed in the woods until it wes alost
dusk Then | mece for the house, and | hed
mbeemnrrymnmeﬁmafewnin,ts
when Kitty knocked.

“| thought | eerd eeoomem, Mss,” e
said. “Master be asking for 'ee. He be in his
library.”

“Then you hed better take ne there” |
said, “for itisaroom | have never visited.”

t"he led me to a wing of the house nore
luarious then any part which | hed so far
seen
Kitty opered a door and, with that vacu-
ous simile on her face, announced, "Miss be
“Thank you, Kitty,” he said. And then,
“Oh, comealong in, Miss Leigh.” He wes sit-
ting at a table on which were leather-bound
books and pepers. He said, "Do sit down,
Miss Leigh.”
| held my head high, even haughtily, wait-

g

“1 wes interested to leam this afternoon,”
e began, “that you hed already mede the ac-
quaintance of Mr. Nansellock.”

"Really?” The surprise inmy voice wes not
assured

"Of course,” hewent on, “it wes inevitable
that you would neet him soorer or later. He
and his sister are corstant Visitors at the
house, but----"

"But you feel thet it is unnecessary thet he
should maleﬂ'eam.alrtameofywrthg}-
ters | said

M$ Leigh, do ot put words
|ntorrym)uﬂ1vhd1l Pl no intention of Ut-
tering. What friends you meke must be en-
tirely your own concem. But your aurt, ina
menrer of speaking, put you under ny care
when she put you under my roof, and | have
asked you to corre here thet | may offeryoua
word of advice on a subject which, | fear, you
may think a little indelicate.”

1" wes flushing scarlet and my enbarrass-
ment wes not helped byﬁefactthetihs |
Wes sure, secretly amused hi

“Mr. Nansellock hes a rep.lanon for be-
ing—howshell | put it>—susoeptible toyoung
ladlies."

"Oh!” | cried, unable to suppress the ex-
clamation, so great wes my disconfort. "Mr.
TreMellyn, 1 do not think I amin need of s.ch
awaming”

“He is very handsoe,” he went on, ad
the mocking note had cone back to his voice.
“He hes a reputation for being a chanming
fellow. There wes a young lady here before
you, a Miss Jarsen. He often called to see ber.
Miss Leigh, | do beg of you not to nisunder-
stand e, Please do not take all thet Mrr. Nan-
sellock says too seriously.”

| heard myself say in a voice unlike my
hebitual tore, “It is extrerrely kind of you,
Mr. TreMellyn, to concem yourself with my

to excuse Alvean and ne. It is welfare.

“But of course | concern myself with your
welfare. You are here to look after my daugh-
ter. Therefore it is of the utrost inportance
tone.”

He rose, and | did the sane. | sawthet this
wes dismissal. He came swiftly to my sice
arﬂda)edhsmrﬂonnydmmr

"Forgive me,” he said "I'm a blunt men.
| merely wishto offer you afriendlywaming.”

For a few seconds | looked into those cool
light eyes and thought | hed afleeting glinse
of the man behind the mesk. | was sobered
suddenly. erdlrgsmﬂﬁmentwemso
mixed that | cannot even at this day defire

but | wes alreadly saying "Good afternoon” to  them

Peter Nansellock and meking my way to the
door.

That night when Alvean hed retired to her
room | went for astroll inthewoods. | wes be-
ginning to look upon these woods as a place
of refuge, a place in which to be quiet and

“Thank you,” | said; and | escaped from
the library back to my room

Each day Alvean and | went to the fieldand
hed an hour's riding. As | watched the little
girl on Buttercup | knew thet her father must
have been extrenely inpatient with her, for
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the child, though not a bom rider, would
soon be giving a good account of herself.
1 hed discovered thet Novermber a

every
%kmrav\m held in Mellyn village, and |
told Alvean that she should certainlyenter

for one of the events. It wes enjoyable plan-
ning this, because Connan TreMellyn would

be ore of the judges.

Soa/efya#tennon 1 would put on Alice’s
riding habit (1 hed ceased to care to whom it
hed previously belonged, for it hed becorre
mine now) and we would go to the field and i
there | would put Alvean through her peces.
e|el%medayvsetn'ed her first gallop we were

Afterward we retumed to the house to-
gether and as | waswith her | went in by way
of the front entrance, as | hadwhen | hed first
arrived at the house.

No sooner were we in the hall than Alvean
ran from e and left by that door through
which Mrs. Polgrey hed taken rre. 1followed
herand as | pessed out of the hall | noticed a
danp, musty srell and | saw thet the door
leading to the chapel wes slightly ajar. Think-
ing that Alvean hed gore inthere, | wertt in
It wes cold in the place, and | shivered s |

on ue agomsardgazedatﬁe
altar and the pens.

| hed taken a few steps inside the roomand
wes standing with my back to the door when
| heard a gasp behind me and a quick intake

of breath

“No!” said a woice, so horrified thet | did
not recognize it

For sonme unaccountable reason my whole
body seened to freeze. | tumed sharply, but
it was only Celestine Nansellock who stood
looking at mre.

She wes so white that | thought she wes
going to faint—or perhegps it wes the dinTess
of the which mede her appear so. |
thought | understood. She hed seen e in
Alice's riding hebit and she hed believed in
that second thett | was Alice.

“Miss Nansellock,” | said
assure ber, “Alveanand | r‘avehn Iyanrga
ridirg lesson.”
Se sneyed a little; her face wes now a
grayishoolor.

" 1 vent on.
“I wonderedwhowes here,” she saidalnost
sharply. “Whatever mede you cone into the
N

“1 care in this way with Alvean. Sre ran
offa'dlﬂughtstemd"tbemkae

“Alvean! Ch, no—no one ever coes in
here. Itsagloomy place, don't you think?
Letsgo

“You look . . . urwmell, Miss l\kameilock.
WouldywllkenEtonrgforsorm

“Oh, no—no. mperfecﬂymell

| said boldly, “You're looking at nmy
clothes. They're . . . borroned. | have to give
Alvean riding lessors and | lacked the suit-
ab|e dolhas These were ... her nother's”

“l e

| didexplainto Mrs. Pol who
it wasquatgn order for nE%(r)eyLmﬁemmm

Of course. Why not?
“I'mafraid | starﬂedyw

Oh, no, you mustn't say thet. I'm quite all
right. Itsthe light in the chepel. It mekes s
all look so ghestly. You yourself look a little
pale, Mss Leigh. It's windons—that
particular type of stained glass. It plays havoc

with our corplexions.” Sre laughed. “Let's
get out of here.”
We went down the few steps and back to

the hall, and then out of the house. | noticed
that in these few minutes she hed regained
her normal color.

She hed been shocked to see e, | told my-
self | knewwhy. She had seen the beck of ne
in Alice’s riding clothes and she hed thought
for the noment thet it wes Alice standing

“Does Alvean enjoy her riding lessons?’
she asked. “Tell e, are you getting along
with her better now? | fancied when you ar-
rived there wes a little antagonism on her

part.

“She is the kind of child who would auto-
matically be antagonistic to authority. Yes,
| think we are becorming friends. These riding
lessons have helped considerably. By the way,
they are a secret from her father."

Oe!aurel\karseilmlooledalltﬂeﬂmed,
and | hurried on: “Oh, |t|son|yferg(xxj
progress which is a secret. He knows about
the lessons. Naturally | asked his pemission
first. But he does not realize how well she is
oomngalorg It is to be asurprise.”

“l s Mss Leigh, Idohopeimsmt
owerstrained by these lessons.”

thy
%lshghlysl]ug | wonder whether she
the terperaent to meke a rider.”
S”elssoyou‘gm we have a chance of
fom1ng her character which will hawe its ef-
fect on her terperament. Se is enjoying her
I&mmsardlsveryeagertos.rmseker

“So e is becoming your friend, Mss
Leigh. | amglad of thet. Now | must go. | wes
JLstmnyvmyo.IWmlp—medﬁed’aﬂ
and saw the door open.”

| said good-by to her and went up to ny
room by the ustal way. | went to a mirror
and looked at myself. I'mafraid this wes be-
coming a habit since | hed conre here. | mur-

OTHER VIEWS,
SIZES AND PRICE OF VOGUE
PATTERN ON PAGE 107

38). 60 cents. Version shown requires
1M yards of 35" fabric with or with-
out nap, size 14.

mured; “That night be Alice—apart fromthe
face.” Then | half closed my eyes and let the
face becore blurred while 1 imegined a dif-
ferent face there.

Ch yes, it must have been a shock for
Celestire.

| wondered then what Connan TreMellyn
would say if he knew thet | wes going about
in his wife's clothes and had frightered prac-
tical people like Celestine Nansellock when
they saw e in dim places.

| felt he would not wish e to continue to
look like Alice.

So since | needed Alice’s clothes for my
riding lessons with Alvean, and since | wes
determi that those lessons should con-
tinue—that | might have the pleasure of say-
ing, “I told you so!” to Alvean's father—
wes as arxious as | wes sure Celestine Nan-
sellock wes thet nothing should be said about
our encourtter in the chapel.

A week passed and | felt | wes slipping into
aroutine. Lessons in the schoolroom and thre
riding field progressed favorably. Peter Nan-
sellock carre over to the house on two occa-
siors, but | menaged to elude him | faced the
fact thet | wes stimulated by Peter Nansellock
and that | could very easily find myself in a
state of mind where 1wes looking forward to
his\isits. | hed no intention of placing myself
inﬁetposium

now and then of his brother,
Geoffrey and concluded thet Peter must be
very like him When | thought of Geoffrey |
thought also of Mrs. Polgrey's daughter of
whom she had never spoken.

MylrtermtlnAIveansndrg lessons and

her father's persorali mede e forget
little Gillyfloner tem!.)ycranly The child wes
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so quiet that she was easily forgotten. Occa-
sionally | heard her thin reedy voice, singing
out-of-doors or in the house.

I used to say to myself when | heard it, If
Gilly can learn songs she can surely learn other
things.

I must have been given to daydreams, for
side by side with that picture of Connan
TreMellyn, handing his daughter the first
prize at the November gymkhana and giving
me an apologetic and appreciative glance at
the same time, there was another picture. This
was of Gilly sitting at the schoolroom table
side by side with Alvean, while 1 listened to
whispering in the background: “This could
never have happened but for Miss Martha
Leigh. You see, she is a wonder with the chil-
dren. Look what she has done for Alvean—
and now for Gilly.”

But at this time Alvean was still a stubborn
child and Gillyflower elusive and, as the
Tapperty girls said, “with a tile loose in the
upper story.”

Then into those more or less peaceful days
came two events to disturb me.

The first was of small moment, but | could
not get it out of my mind.

| was going through one of Alvean'’s exer-
cise books, marking her sums, while she was
sitting at the table writing an essay. As
turned the pages of the exercise book a piece
of paper fell out.

It was covered with drawings. | had already
discovered that Alvean had a talent for draw-
ing and, when the opportunity offered, | in-
tended to approach Connan TreMellyn about
this. | myself could teach her only the rudi-
ments of the art, but | believed she was worth
a qualified drawing teacher.

The drawings were of faces. | recognized
one of myself. It was not bad. Did I really look
as prim as that? Not always, | hoped. But
perhaps that was how she saw me. There was
her father—several of him. | turned the page
and this was covered with girls’ faces. | was
not sure who they were meant to be. Herself?
No—that was Gilly, surely. And yet it had a
look of herself.

| stared at the page. | was so intent that |
did not realize she had leaned across the table
until she snatched it away.

“That's mine,” she said.

“And that,” | retaliated, “is'extremely bad
manners.”

“You have no right to pry.”

“My dear child, that paper was in your
arithmetic book.”

“Then it had no right to be there.”

“You must take your revenge on the paper,”
I said lightly. And then more seriously, “1 do
beg of you not to snatch things in that ill-
mannered way.”

“1I'm sorry,” she murmured still defiantly.

I turned back to the sums, to most of which
she had given inaccurate answers. Arithmetic
was not one of her best subjects.

| said, “Alvean, you will have to work
harder at your sums. Now if your arithmetic
were half as good as your drawings, | should
be very pleased.”

Still she did not answer.

“Why did you not wish me to see the faces
you had drawn? | thought some of them quite
good.”

Still no answer.

"Particularly,” | went on, “that one of your
father.”

Even at such a time the mention of his name
could bring that tender, wistful curve to her
lips.

“And those girls’ faces. Do tell me who they
were supposed to be—you or Gilly?”

The smile froze on her lips. “Who did you
take them for, Miss?”

“Whom,” | corrected gently.

“Whom did you take them for, then?”

“Well, let me look at them again.”

She hesitated, then she brought out the
paper and handed it to me; her eyes were
eager.

| studied the faces. | said, “This one could
be either you or Gilly.”

“You think we're alike, then?”

“N-no. | hadn't thought so until
moment.”

“I'm not like her!” she cried passionately.
“I'm not like that... idiot.”

this

"Alvean, you must not use such a word.
Don'tyou realize that it is extremely unkind?”

“It's true. But I'm not like her. | won't
have you say it. If you say it again I'll ask my
father to send you away. | only have to ask
him and you'll go.”

She was shouting, trying to convince herself
of two things, | realized: one, that there was

and Gilly; and the other, that she only had to
ask her father for something and her wishes
would be granted.

Why ? | asked myself. What was the reason
for this vehemence?

| said calmly, looking at the watch pinned
to my gray cotton bodice, "You have exactly
ten minutes in which to finish your essay.”

| drew the arithmetic book toward me and
pretended to give it my attention.

The second incident was even more upset-
ting.

It had been a moderately peaceful day,
which meant that lessons had gone well. |
had taken my late-evening stroll and when 1|
returned | saw two carriages drawn up in
front of the house. One | recognized as from
Mount Widden, so | guessed that either Peter
or Ceiestine was visiting. The other carriage |
did not know, but | noticed the crest on it. It
was a very fine carriage.

| went up the back stairs to my apartment.
It was a warm night, and as | sat at my win-
dow | heard music coming from another of
the open windows. | realized that Connan
TreMellyn was entertaining guests.

I recognized the music from Mendelssohn's
Midsummer Night's Dream and felt a sudden
longing to be down there among them. | was
overcome with curiosity and could not resist
the temptation to ring the bell and summon
Kitty or Daisy, who always knew what was

going on.
It was Daisy who came. She looked excited.
| said, “1 want some hot water, Daisy.

Could you please bring it for me?”

“Why, yes, Miss.”

“There are guests here tonight, | under-
stand.”

"Oh, yes, Miss. Though it's nothing to the
parties we used to have. | reckon now the
year's up, the master will be entertaining more.
That's what Mrs. Polgrey says.”

“It must have been very quiet during the
last year.”

"But only right and proper—after a death
in the family.”

“Of course. Who are the guests tonight?”

“There’'s Miss Ceiestine and Mr. Peter, of
course. And I'll tell you who else is here: Sir
Thomas and Lady Treslyn."

She looked conspiratorial, as though there
was something very important about these
two.

“Oh?” | said encouragingly.

“Mrs. Polgrey says that Sir Thomas bain't
fit to go gallivanting at parties, and should be
abed.”

“Why, is he ill?”

“Well, he'll never see seventy again and
he’s got one of those bad hearts. Mrs. Polgrey
says you can go off sudden with a heart like
that, and don’t need no pushing neither. Not
that------ " She stopped and twinkled at me.
“she's another kettle of fish.”

“Who?”

“Why, Lady Treslyn, of course. You ought
to see her. She'sa real beauty and you can see
she’s only waiting "

“1 gather she is not of the same age as her
husband.”

Daisy giggled. "They say there's nearly
forty years' difference and she'd like to pretend
it was fifty.”

“You don’t seem to like her.”

“Me? Well, if | don’t, some do!” That sent
Daisy into hysterical laughter again.

I was ashamed o f myselffor sharing the gos-
sip of a servant, so | said, “I would like that
hot water, Daisy.”

Daisy subsided and went off to get it, leav-
ing me with a clearer picture of what was hap-
pening in that drawing room.

I was still thinking of that when | had
washed my hands and unpinned my hair pre-
paratory to retiring for the night.

The musicians had been playing a Chopin
waltz and it had seemed to spirit me away

COOK 'N SERVE APPLIANCES
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another Mayflower customer reports:

"not a chip or acrack!”

."our crystal— our best china— not a SINGIe thing was broken on our move

from Fullerton, Pennsylvania to Auburn, New York. Your Mayflower pack-

ing service is just about the most wonderful thing Pve experienced/’

You'll have accredited Mayflower men to skillfully "pride-pack” all
your fragile possessions. Delicate crystal and china are wrapped and packed
in specially designed materials and containers. Furniture and appliances
are individually protected with clean, soft-padded covers. Experienced
Mayflower van operators personally supervise the loading so that every-

thing rides safely.

To move safely and easily, with complete peace of mind, call your local

Mayflower warehouse agent.

AERO MAYFLOWER TRANSIT COMPANY, INC.,

INDIANAPOLIS

America’s Most Recommended Mover

Your Mayflower agent is a world-wide

leading warehouseman in service

your city. He explains serv- In all 50 states and Canada
ice, estimates costs, makes . . . overseas by ship or
all arrangements. Find him  plane. .. our responsibility
under “Moving.” all the way!

new, higher
standard of service
Only Mayflower men are
“accredited”— qualified and
kept up-to-date by special
study, training and tests.

exclusive, “packed
with pride” service
safeguards all your items,
even the most fragile, with
special Mayflower methods
and materials.

from my govermess' bedroom and tantalize
e with pleasures outside nmy reach

1 went to the window. | could siell the sea
and hear the gentle rhythm of the waves. The
“voices” were starting up in Mellyn Cove.

And then suddenly | sawa light in a dark
part of the house and felt the goose pinples
rise on my flesh. 1knew that window belonged
to the room to which Alvean hed taken e to
choose my riding hebit. It wes Alice's dressing
room

The blind hed been doan. | hed not noticed
that before. Indeed, | wes sure it hed not been
like thet earlier in the evening becase, since |
had knoan thet that wes Alice’s room, 1hed
mede a habit—which | and of which
| had tried to cure myself—of glancing at the
windowwherever | looked out of my own.

The blindwes of thin material, for behind it
| distinctly saw the light. It wes a faint light,
but there wes no mistaking it. | stood at my
window staring out and, as | did so, | sawa
shadow on the blind. It wes thet of a women.

| heard a voice dose to e saying, “It is
Alice!” and realized thet | had spoken aloud.

Then again | saw the figure silhouetted
against the blind.

My hands which gripped the window sill
were trembling as | watched thet flickering
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light. 1 hed an inpulse to sunmon Daisy or
Kitty, or go to Mrs. Polgrey. | restrained my-
<elf, imegining how foolish 1 should look. So I
remeined staring at the window.

And after awhile all wes darkness.

| stood at my window for a long tine
watching, but | saw nothing nore. They were
playing another Chopin waltz in the drawing
room, and | stood until | wes cold even on
that warm Septenber night.

Then | went to bed, but | could not sleep
for a long tire.

At last, when | did sleep, | dreanred thet a
\OITEIN CATE iNto my room; she wes wearing
a riding hebit with blue collar and auffs,
trimmed with braid and ball fringe. She said,

“I wes not on thet train, Miss Leigh. You
mﬂ\f'iervdr"‘erelvsss It |sfory0#;?h}i1rdne

drears | heard
ofﬂemmn%ﬂem below; w&fﬁg
thing | did on rising next moming—which |
did as soon as the dawn appeared—wes to go
to my window and look across at the room
whichittle more than a year ago—hed be-
longed to Alice.

The blinds were drawn up. | could clearly
see the rich blue velvet curtairs.

(To Be Continued)

ASK ANY WOMAN

By MARCELENE COX

The families grandnother wsed to
call “bed menegers” are now labeled

Oreway to betteryour lot isto develop
acompost pile.

In the Park
Now boast of his heritage
With pride that's unfeigned.
And acknowledge his parentage-
Baby is "trained!”

Only between the ages when the nele
child is too old for curls and too young
for girls is he pure, unedulterated boy.

In order that ish

Aeen paying J
hills to college and paying
of total silence while weiting for grand-
children to say “Hello.”

weekend: The period when those who
go out to work the other days discover
wheat they aren't missing at horre.

“Now don'tyou worry,” said the doc-
tor to the patient, “| recovered from the
sane ailrent.”

“Yes,” ansnered the patient, “ but you
didn't have to pay the doctor.”

It isrit difficult for other wives to un+
derstand what one worman mearnt when
she said of her husbend, “He uncer-
estimetes the things he's unable to fix.”

Itisappalling to realize that marny ma-
jor crimes originate in little offenses: the
dispute over adollar, the slightingword,
the thoughtless action.

Father, presenti ﬁree—spsed razor to
smryesrdd son, “The lonest notch

\INI|| take care of your inediate prob-
em”

The rarest person in the world is the
ore who hes always thought before he

Friendship, like love, if entered into in
heste, may be repented in leisure.

Anywoman who triestoeraseage from
her face rurs the risk of erasing char-
acter.

Advice to Man Hunters
You cannot bag all of the ones that are
flushed
Nor be sure of the right one by aim;
The secret is this, though often 'tis

hushed:
You'll learn to "make do” with your
game.
Once they have off the active
stage in raising children, sone parents
continue to prompt from the wings.

Man proposes,
Then reposes.

Ore of the nost tactful of wives said to
her hushend at breakfast, “Yesterday
would have been a nice day to celebrate
aweddinganniversary, don'tyou think?”

Heredity is the egg, environment the
paninwhichit is prepared; with the pos-
sibilities of the end product ranging from
soft-boiled to coddled to pickled.

Jﬂasmmn*alsgﬁersklm
mlor‘gerllvemﬂ”emso
p|e the pest when it is a
m

March: the nonth when nrost of the
family photographs received at Christ-
mes can, without fear of hurting feelings,
be stored anay.

The elderly philosopher in our reigh-

kind of mate that would be best for im

Father about his son: “He really hes
character, that boy! Here'sanexanmple: |
offered himfifty cents for shoveling snow
off the welk and he said, ‘Dad, it sworth
only a quarter.’”

As people grow older, new acquaint-

knowledge thet tine can no longer be
V\astsdlnwtd"lrgfreqtmyfromue
brand, design, fad to another.

Mother of the bridegroom: “It wes a
beautiful wedding! | enjoyed it all until
the moment when | realized 1 hed been
changed into a mother-inHaw.”



MRS. JOHN C. TAYLOR of Portland, Oregon, is shown in room of her attractive home, which contains many lovely and useful gifts obtained
with S&H Green Stamps. Pictured with Mrs. Taylor are her daughters, Karen 17 and Lucinda 13. Mr. Taylor is an executive with a lumber company.
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(( says MRS. JOHN C. TAYLOR,
Portland, Oregon housewife

-AND OVER 27,000,000 SMART, THRIFTY WOMEN AGREE...

As Mrs. Taylor says about her own experiences with S&H, “Whenever
| shop at Lipman’s Department Store and other fine

. Good Housekeeping
stores that give S&H Green Stamps, | know I'm dollars ahead.

Guarantees
First, I'm dollars ahead because these stores give fine values. And Performance of
I'm dollars ahead again when | redeem S&H Green Stamps Americas Only

Nationwide

for lovely gifts.” S&H, you know, is America’s oldest, most
Stamp Plan

reliable stamp plan. It's the overwhelming favorite because
women learned long ago that with S&H Green Stamps you get
what you want when you want it. Your choice of over 1500 gifts
made by the finest companies in America.

You can be dollars ahead too! Shop where you get Green Stamps.
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Chiquita Banana suggests:

Good health i1dea:

bananas

Sli_ceabanana !nto a Splitabanana and,top with Mashabanana and shake
jelly sandwich orange sections with cold milk

Calorie low!
Vitality high!
Bananas belong in
your daily diet!

Health and vitality depend on balanced
nutrition—and look how many vital nutri-
ents you get in ore delicious banana: Vita-
mins A, B1( B2 B6, C, niacin and 12
essential mirerals. All this good nourishr
nent for only 88 calories! And baranes
have a mild alkalizing action thet nekes
themsoessy todigest. There’sno tine like
Blendabanana with now 0 start the banana hebit!
pineapple juice

Addabanana to your
favorite cereal

Enjoyabanana with Havabanana sliced Grababanana, peel
your favorite ice cream on gingerbread eat and enjoy!

U n ite d Fruit C om pany
30 St Janres Avenue, Boston, Vess.



At home, Kuth Xeurman.” Husband Herman: daughter Candy, 15.

to S e v e n

TV’s “50-50 Club” makes Ruth Lyons
both a star and “the Midwest’s

most influential housewife.”

By BETTY HANNAH HOFFMAN

how Jr

AMERICA

Lyors is an attractive, vital blonde, with a bed slouch such as teen
Rgarsgstleduedfa’, and a sandpaper woice thet gets her the highest
TV rating of any daytine perforrer in the country. Millions can hardly wait
for her next gopearance. Tidets for her show televised from WLW-T in
QGncinrati and fed t Qrosley Broedcasting statioos WLW-C, WLW-D ard
WLW-1 and broedcast on WLW-Radiio, sell s far as five years in advance
and are actuelly squirreled anay in faily strongboxes along with insurance
pdlides and wills. One couple who noved from Chio before they could use

illio n W o m e n

their fidets drove back from New York—two days badk and forth of hard
winter driving—to catch the Ruth Lyons show: So devoted are her fans, mostly
worren and nubering 7,000,000 (conrising her TV and radio audience in
Chio, Indiana, Kentucky and West Virginia) that one wormen ance tumed up
at shontinre with the charred half of a tidet she hed saved from her buming
house. Asked to explain her hold over so mrany wonren, the star of the "50-50
Aub” says, "Because I'm Ruth Lyors.” Two million dollars in advertising
revenLe a year points up the suocess of her program

Bver since Ruth Lyors once rerrarked thet: she liked to see woren wearing
white goves, her studio audience hes resenbled the cast of a ninstrel show
Bven girl bebies six nonths dld armive at the studio sporting white gloves.

Ore day when her housekeeper wes ill, Ruth Lyorns hauled the denp
laundry to WLW and hed a row of ironing boards st wp in the studio.



She Speaks

to Seven Million Women

Adoring folloners took tums pressing her faily’s persorel
laundry while Ruth sang and played the orgen

Although ore TV columist asserts thet her singing's a
joke and her voice aradss onevery note, arecent Ruth Lyors’
record albumsold 50,000 agpies in threewedks. Awonan fan
who didn't even oan a phonograph plunked donn $398 for
the album because she adhrired Ruth Lyons’ picture on the
QOver.

Ruth Lyors perfoms without saript or rebearsals, ad
libbing ninety minutes a day five days awek She wears a
diamord ring extending fromknudde to firstjoint. Youthful
dresses and spike-hedled punps display slimlegs ad lovely
aldes. Because she is allergic to nost fomrs of wool, Ruth
wears very little of it

In repose, Miss Lyons’ face, with its high blunt dheeke
bores, firnchin, steely blue eyes, is pure Arerican Gothic.
Se likes to preterd thet she reserrbles Betty Grable. When
sareore nentioned thet she looked nore like Ann Sothem,
she replied, "I'm ot thet fat!” A nonent later, she kid
dingly asked her studio audience of the ludy 150, "Don’'t
you think I'm returally adorable?’ Most of them agreed.
She loves to kid about her appearance.

The thing everyore ssens to agree upon is thet Miss
Lyons is a nrester shoaran, resporsive o every flidering
rmood of her audience, and equally quick to vary subject and
a2

"Are yougoingtobeare of thosedull groups ?” sheberates
an audience whose attention shows the slightest sign of flag-
ging. "Put onyourwhiteglowves, situp, andsirile!” Soretines
she corsicers the singing style of baritone Bob Braun too
highffloan "Don’t be so ultra and gperatic,” she dhides im
ontheair.

Se often aies on her program When Ruth aries, her
whole face shines wetly. When the audience starts sabirng,

"Never blase,”
Ruth is as excited
by trips abroad as are

fans who see her off.

oo, e trips anong them trailing her floner-decked micro-
phore and letting the forturate ores sniff her selling salts.

Ruth's spedial interests indude children—espedially hurt,
arippled or sick children—dogs ad elderly woren "It’s
their nreds thet get me,” Ruth exdlains, "little old ladies
with narrow shoulders and stringy bent neds—they break
e up.” When Denise Darcel gopeared on her program
recently, they got to disoussing the zingy French actress’
elderly nother in France and ended up sobbing in eech
other's ams.

Becage she is s0 pessioately concermed for dhildren
who are ill in hogpitals, Ruth Lyons” amnual hospital drive
raises more morey then any other individlel’s TV drarity
goped in the country. Television marathons may produce a
lot of plecges, but Ruth Lyons produces herd, cold cash. And
ot ane cent of the money she hes collected—over $1,000,000
0 far—is deducted for eqparses. All of it goes o the hos-
pitals for children

At home Ruth Lyons raises six or seven Japarese pant
iels, al beauties. When are of them gets sidk, which is
frequently, she sits up rocking the dog in her ams half the
night, singing ad talking to the anindl. (BEvery roomin her
howse hes a rocking chair; there are two in her spedioss
kitchen) Sorretinres she takes the ailing dog right into bed
with ber.

According to Miss Lyors, her fars look upon her as an
exdtersion of therrselves ad part of their lives. "If | get a
rew ring, or a fur coat, they're thrilled There’s never any
enwy. When | take a trip, they want to know every sirgle
cetail about it

When sre left on a BEurgpean trip last year, she heppened
o rention on the air which train she wes taking from Gine
dreti. (Neither she nor her husbend ever flies anywhere)
When the train carrying Ruth and her husbend and daughter
pulled into Srirgfield, Chio, 500 worren were waiting in a
pouring rain for a dlimpse of their idol. When Ruth firelly
gopeared on the back platform she wes weeping copiously.

"Ruth’s so sentirental she aies a tre ‘coring attrac-
tios,”” says adose fried CONTINUED ON PAGE 19

Magic formula

for long-term popularity ?
"Never fool an audience,

never talk down to people.”

how ij*4 .

AMERICA
LVES



KRANTZEN STUDIO

'Frantic, productive, frustrating, delightful—life is never dull.

EDITORS' NOTE: In interviewing busy, interesting people, our editorial staffencounters temperament,
lack of time, evasions, and other tricks the inquiring journalist has to experience to believe. To obtain
this story o f how afamous and well-beloved TV star lives, we met with some o f these obstacles.

In Ruth Lyons we discovered, first, a person who was not particularly eager to have an article
written about her, even in Ladies Home Jourmal, one of her favorite magazines. But we persisted,
thinking so striking a personality ought to be known to the nation as well as to her 7.000,000followers.
We suggested that she write about herself on the basis o f herfavorite beliefthat " life has a lovely way
of living” (a line from one of her songs) while we assigned Betty Hoffman to write about her career as

it looks to the outsider looking on. This is what she wrote about herself.

* | amRuth Lyons Newrren, professiorelly knoan as
Ruth Lyors. | live in Gndnreti, Chio, and have
aways lived here.

1 have been married for the pest severteen years to Her-
nen Andrew Newnen, a professor of Brglish at the Univer-
sity of Gncinrati. He isas handsoreas 1 ance thought Aark
Gable tobe, nore intelligent then 1 will ever give himaredit
for being, and as stubbom as any descencant of Genmren
forebears inevitably would be. | amprinrerily a horeneler,
nother of a fifteenyear-old daughiter, Candace, and a devout
believer in "living the good life.”

By RUTH LYONS

"Close to my heart,” Ruth Lyons’
Christmas Fund for children’s

hospitals raised $242,662 last year.



Life has a Lovely way ofLiving

My childhood centered around the activities of the Pres-
byterian church of our neighborhood. 1 played the piano and
later the organ, sang in the junior dhoir, rehearsed the Ghrist
mes pegeants, and accorrpenied my father, two undes ad
ny grandfather in their vocal quertet. | could play tunes on
the piamo when | wes three years dd, could remerber
nelodies after hearing them ooe, have always hed perfect
pitch | studied piano, organ and vidlin, and leamed to play

alarge odllection of records by Caruso, Melbaand, abit later,
the ever-popular John MoConradk

Fromthese beginnings | emerged with two prinre interests
in life: music, and a profound interest in pacple.
ME—LATER. In high sdodl, the negic of radio toudhed

ny life. 1 wes in constant demand as an acoconpanist ad
planist at the local statias in Ancinreti. And | wes com

“"Not ajob.” Ruth calls her
scriptless, hour-and-a-half TV
show. "A daily visit with
thousands of people who have
the same problems

and pleasures that | have.”

the ukulele by stringing an old termis radet with four
lergths of wrapping cord to simulate the irstrurent.

My grandfather on my mother’s side wes a captain on the
Chio and Mssissippi rivers. Living on the Chio, | loved
iits boatts and fascineting stories—and still do. My nother wes
chinty, gy, oldfashioned, delightfully superstitios ad
gently determined. My father wes an expert nathenatician,
witty, extravegant, and absolute putty in nother’s harncs.

My patemel grandnother wes a ddlight to my yourg
soul—soft and plunp, inflexible in her religious beliefs, ener-
cetic, full of fun, and a menber of the WCTU. Ore of her
best friends and greatest adirers wes the saloorkesper, who
oconnived with her © keep local miliworkers from spending
their entire weekK's wages every Saturchy night

My farily’s greatest daim to local fare was owrership
of the first phonograph in our neighborhood, conplete with

pletely fescirated by this new enigma. 1 would rush horg(
after a fifteenHminute session iivore of the first velvet-crgped
isolation booths ever huilt, to find my nother frantically and
vainly still trying to ture e in with a cat whisker tradkding
over a strace little aystal gacbet.

I wes aTri Delt at the University of Cincinreti during the
era when "Stardust” first becane a hit In odllege | wes
interested in boys, modem music, playing the plao, lanr
gueces, boys, dothes, eradication of intolerance and dass
distinction, boys, termis and boys.

But when | finished at the university, | wes asked
take a job as a pianist and aganist with a Gndmreti radio
station | couldn't beliee radio wes here to stay—but a
sdlary of $5 a week wes't o be ignored, either. So |
went © worke Work? Yes, if yssx «all it work having every
chy core up with CONTINUED ON PAGE 154






Amazing

OFFER-1

For only 50/

we will send you or
a friend a box of

*FLUSH-AWAY "

DIAPER LINERS

Ji

A WONDERFUL CHANGE FOR
BUSY MOTHERS! Quickly inserted

in cloth diapers .
rmvabl corrp ly disposable!

ootmnbelowwﬂ"lso«b’l
box of 14|4 to you or afrler{})sby

THEY NEVER WRINKLE, BUNCH
OR STICK TO BABY’S SKIN!
Plaoedlrﬂdeﬁeregulardothci
these silky-soft, extra—strorg I|nt
work-savers guard baby's conf

HELP PREVENT
1DIAPER RASH, TOO!
Formulated to check
the case of digper
rash, re recom
mended doctors,
nursss, hospitals.

. JUST fLUSH AWAY!

| DENNISON MANUFACTURING CO.
Dept. D-I, Framingham, Mass.

| 1 am enclosing 50{f to caver the cost of
mailing a box of 144 Dennison Diaper
Liners.

I am not now using them Q

Please mail to:

| Address—
|
City_
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sorething funnier and more hilarious then
thatwhich the daybefore. Therewes
no limit to what was done by performrers, an-
nouncers, even station personnel, during the
early days of radio to mepﬂ'elaujswrirg.
It becanre the thing to try to “break up” any
performer who seeed to be anxious to main-
tain any decorum whatsoever.

There wes the night a well-known besso
profundo wes guest singer, and anong his
selections wes the booming “Song of the
Volga Boatrren.” Just as he launched into the
lusty boatmen's favorite mood music for
“totin’ that barge” down the Volga, the studio
door opened and in carre four of the station
personnel, wrapped in overcoats, their heads
bound with turbans mede of tonels from the
men's room, dragging, by heavy ropes, in per-
fect rhythm to the purple-faced boatmen's
chant, a full-szedgray ooffin, in which sat

utching a bunch of beets
and dad in a raccoon coat circa 1930 The
besso received theaccolade of all concermed—
he never missed a beat of that measured dirge
of the Muscovites—but he nearly popped a
nuber of blood vessels IaIerlnoneofﬁe

Because of the sudden illness one moming
of ourwoman commrentator on affairs current
and sundry, | wes pushed into a studio and
told to read a script. | did this for the first few
minutes, but the content of the so-called dis-
course Wes far too saccharine and trite to
meke me speak with any credence. So | sud-
denly started to converse with the strickenan-
nouncer across the table from me—and from

smell sngp-on switch, full of more wiles and
enchantirents then any pony-tailed Lorelei.
Her name wes Television. We were contert
within the well-organized, lucrative ervirons
of radio. Now we were being ordered by
young television producers, from behind their
I bgd‘\ﬂy—pltod( obj km left
smile  bri i ject wi
hand—in other words, tt)pbemmajtormtas
ina new sphere of entertainment, without the
slightest resermblance to our own personalities
or ways of doing things. After our first few

telecasts, | felt that it wes definitely “theend of ~ fri

theroad” for e.

However, | still belieed that pre-
ferred returalness, honesty and believability
in television as they hed so evidenced to ne
inmy many years in radio. And so, in spite of
pmmtoc&e,totupee,tonnb@lp,to
walk gracefully, to speak the speech “trip-
plrglyonﬁetongm and, above all, to keep

“moving” on that megic screen, we corn-
tined and are still continuing to be our-
selves in television. We emerged from sound
into sight without conforming to many of
the ridiculous, unratural mendates of this
new medium

Qur noonday showwe called the “50Club”
because we hed fifty women each day for
lunchand as participants in the telecast. Mem-
bers of the audience buy tickets for the lunch-
eon, which is sened at the studio before
showtime. When the first sale of tickets pro-
duced requests whichwould take nine years to
fill, it wes apparent that we should increase
the studio audience. Thus we becanre the
“5050Club” ; and later yet, without changing
the show title, increased the audience to 150
people each weekday for the hour-and-a-healf

thet day, thirty years ago, until today | haven't  show.

finished whett 1 have to say. A disastrousflood
inthe Ohio Valley, giving me the opportunity
to be of service at sceres of disaster, gave a
believability to the news 1hed to put out on
the air waves, and from those dark days in
1937 until the present 1have tried to keep thet
believability alive. This hes been possible be-
cause | amemployed by a company thet Sus-
tains the sarre policy, and becaise | take this
busiress of radio and television as a serious
and happy obligation!

ME—EVEN LATER

In 192 | joined the staff of WLW, owned
by the Crosley Broadcasting Corporation, an
organization which in my opinion hes been
and continues to be one of the greatest con-
tributors to radio and television developrment
intheentire country. | was asked to create two
shows: ore, “ Moring Matinee,” at 8:30a .m.

home
“Morning Matinee” on Monday. Since then
we have had the good fortune to make won-
derful trips all over Europe—Scandinavia,
Russia, Poland—the Caribbean, Canada, Ha-
wali and every section of these United States,
sol—bnmrfsarﬂwyknmrmwmrked
ona “delayed besis” plan, and our later
“honeynmoons” were even nore delightful in
that we shared themwith our daughter Candy
every time.

In 194 the nost remarkable, completely
miraculous evertt ever recorded occurred: our
daughter Candace—Candy for shortress and
sweetness—wes bom. From here on this out-
line coutd be devoted to no subject other then
the , charm lovableness and the*fas-
cinating dwelq)mant of thisone beloved little
girl—but every nother would realize, as | do,
that whatever | said would be wholly inede-
quate. Candy is now fifteen, she is an inch
taller then |, and every inch she hes added is
m;xﬂedofmetﬂlgta'dbea.nfu uncer-

standing between her and her father and her
ane-struck nother. She hes been, and alweys
will be, the greatest gift of our lives—and we
shall ever remember to give thanks for her
being.

MEANWHILE-—-

While Candy wes learning to walk and talk,
along came astrange newClirce, activated bya

NOwW

And what is this show all about? Why does  that
it continue 5 days each week, 73" hours each
week, 52weeks ayear, in living color on tele-
vision, and on radio aswell? | believe it is be-
caLee, although it is enervating and mekes tre-
mendous demends on e, both physically and
mentally, it is still not a*“ job.” Rather it isa
daily visit with thousands and thousands of
people who have the sare experiences, prob-
lerrs, pleasures and anxieties thet | have. And
what isnore therapeutic than to sit downwith
good friends and discuss whatever subject
comes to mind? This is exactly what we do
day after

chy.

We are ready to stir up arguents, disouss
clothes and our love for them review last
night's network television shows, criticize,
praise, argue, laugh, cry and, in truth, experi-
ence and eqoress every enption peculiar to
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humen beings. We are extrerely grateful thet
our ei Sponsors a 1 i

a;eryvmyaspeqﬂeaﬁ?é)agpfa?g

products are concermed, are lenient to the de-
gree that we are given conplete freedom in
presenting their commercials in whatever way
We consider to be nost interesting. We use no
film, no script; as a netter of fact, | have no
doubt thet the sponsors sonetimes wonder
just what it is they are paying for on the
“5050 Club” ! But they stay happy, sell their
uuix:!s_m , and have proved to be really stanch

We are grateful for the opportunity this
radio-and-television show affords s to do a
vital job each year in the narre of humenity.
This is our “Ruth Lyons' Christmes Fund.”
This project is launched each Cctober and is
designed to raise, by voluntary contributions,
a substantial sum of noney to meintain the
Ruth Lyons’ Christmes Fund in twenty-six
children's hospitals throughout our viewing
andlisteningarea.
| started this fund nineteen years ago after a
visit to our Cincinnati Children's Hospital,
when| was mede anare of the lack of anything
in the hospitals to divert a sick child's mind
from his onn arxieties and pain. There were
no books, no pictures, no toys, no radios—
nothing in the way of meterial things to hesten
his tedious recovery. And most unfortunate of
all, therewasno noney available to meke these
things possible. So, as | always do, | put the
problem before nmy radio audience, primarily
to raise a fund to give haspitalized children a
truly wonderful Christires.

The first year the fund “raised 1000, This
pest year, our nineteenthyear, our good view-
ers contributed $242,662.55, every dollar of
which is used to nmeintain a year-round fund
mtmenly—elgwtd'lldrensmsptas inthearea

we reach on our show. The children
themselves have an abiding faith in this fund,
and there have been hundreds of wonderful
stories told to us by nurses and doctors in the
hospitals as to what hes been acconplished in
meking these little ones as happy as possible
while they are hospitalized.

We raise this noney each year by starting
Christimes in October. Many Christes songs
| have written over the years, which we re-
leased last year in an album “Ten Tures of
Christmes,” have played amejor part inbring-
ing alive the Christes spirit of giving in the
hearts of our audience. These people know
these songs and sing them with ws, and play
}remimheir horres, so they tell e, all year
ong.

CONTINUED ON PAGE 156

FIRST QUARREL

By ANTHONY BAILEY

Nothing quite like it, this row between friends
Who are lovers, moreover, used to the unspoken.

Now he is baffled by silence, nearly broken

\\ hen kindness, so he thinks, defeats his ends.
She screams, "Get out!” and when he's gone she cries.
In the next room he takes the yell for token

That love, for her, was mischief in disguise.

Nothing quite like it: you might well suppose
They were the first pair tricked to a cross word,
Or made to think "the whole thing is absurd;
Marriage is silly; we are natural foes.”

He sulks and fumes, half wishing he could say
How much he hates her. He would not be heard:
She phones her aunt and throws a dress away.

Nothing quite like it— but that's true as well

Though mischief skips and leaves the ending trite.

No knowing counselor has ever quite

Conjured their kisses, or can justly tell

Either their words are old, their thoughts long said.
It is their own: first grief, and first delight

That what they thought had gone had grown instead.
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R dISinS-here inRaisinland
are everywhere you turn your eyes

And every time you nibble one
you geta great big Taste Surprise!

That Taste Surprise happens wherever you meet up with a raisin —
and that can be most everywhere! Lots of raisins come in handy little yacks
—just right to carry in pockets, purses, lunchboxes,
glove compartments...stack them in the refrigerator, too, where
after-school snackers are sure to look. And be sure you look for raisins
in cookies...muffins...sweet rolls...raisinbread...

Isn't it amazin’ how easily you can lead a raisin fruit-full life!

Do that—just for the Taste Surprising, energizing fun of it.

YOU can carry quite a few
raisins right along with you
In the handy little packs
mede especially for srecks

P.S Like this Raisinland picture— no words except acharming new verse— to frame for a child’s room?
Free! Send postcard request to: California Raisin Advisory Board, Dept.LH-It60,Box 1963, Fresno, California



BECAUSE

INSIDE
ATIN
OF
TUNA...

YOU’LL WELCOME THIS NEWS FROM
UNITED STATES TESTING COMPANY!

Today you have a guide to quality in tuna.
Breast O’ Chicken is now the tuna that's
certified for quality, flavor and texture, by
the United States Testing Company.
Enjoy the satisfaction of knowing you are
serving only the best o’ tuna. Choose
Breast O’ Chicken Tuna for your family!

JIUNtzTV nac bown

ALITY

Unsurpassed ...

ALUE

Unequalled ..

UTER

m m
i's Largest Selling
TOILET TANK BALL

Noisy running toilets con waste over 1000
gallons of water a day. Stop this annoying
noise, waste and expense. The efficient pat-
ented Water-Master Tank Ball instantly stops
the flow of water after each flushing, stops
the flow everytime, not just some of the time.

75C AT HARDWARE STORES EVERYWHERE

Inc., 1000 Grey Avenue, Evanston, Illinois

OPPORTUNITY

TF YOU wantextranoney and heve
free time to put to use, this is for

you! Spend your spare tine taking
orders for megazine subscriptions—
and eaming generous CoNMISSIONs.
Just send Ls your nane and address
on a postal. In retum, we will serd
you our offer with starting supplies.
From then on, YOU are the boss!
Subscription work of this type can be
carried onright fromyour own horre.
As anindependent representative, you
may work whenever it is nost con-
veniert for you.
Information and supplies are sent at
no obligation to you. Wkite that
postal today to Joe Disgue,

CURTIS CIRCULATION COMPANY

251 Independence Square, Phila. 5, Penna.
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The generosity of our audience is not lim-
ited, however, to the Christmes Fund. It is
evidenced constantly in meny other ways. We
maintain a year-round TV Fund from which

we hae hundreds of radios and
te|ew5|on sets for \eterans' hospitals, hones
for the aged, county hospitals, and schools for
the deaf, blind and retarded children. This
fund is conpletely separate from the Christ-
mes Fund, and all contributions are from the
sare wonderful audience.

Somewhere along the lire,
where, the nicknae "Mother” wes bestoned
onme. It seenseveryore calls me “Mother” —
newspaper colummists, truck and taxi drivers,
my boss and my co-workers, people | don't
even know and nrost of those | do know call
e "Mother.”

DAILY

This isny life—busy, frantic, creative,
ductive, 'W fristrating, delghfu nBckienprtg
but never dull. And when the show is over,
after a few thousand words with my secre-
taries Mickey Walker, Rose Lupton and Jean
Tellman; conferences with my producer-direc-
tor George Resing and assistant Hsa Sule; at
least ore neeting a day with a sponsor or
someore from our Sales Departnent, a ress-
suring call from my long-suffering boss, Rob-
ert E Dunville, presicent of Crosley Broad-
casting ion, to theeffect thet | amnot
gurgtobeﬁredﬂ"lstlrm but wetch it—then
I go horre to be Ruth Newtren

Wife of an Ln;brstardng, dellghn‘ully ar-
gurentative professor of that unintelligible
Subject, English . . .

Mother to an intriguing, conboy-enarmored
daughter of fifteen .. .

Codnother to six Japarese spaniels, one
Irish setter, a pale-yellow canary, and a huge
Persian cat .

Overseer-i nrama'Iyofaten—rocmr‘mse
but in reality slave to Pauline and Callie, our
two devoted housekeepers, who tell me whet
todo

And, ‘rost of all—be myself, free to read,
watch every television show | can work in,
write some new tures and hope theyll record
as well as our last two albuns, eat, talk, ad
talk and talk with Hermen and Candy ... sit

INTERNAL
REVENUE.
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quietly by the fire and be thankful thet "life
hes a lovely way of living”—and so to bed.

OH—- FORGOT

I like Early Arrerican fumiture, old rewns-
papers and megazines, chocolate ice cream
an open fire, traveling anywhere, playing
bridge, perfurre, old peop|e, ships, bebies, hon-
est opinions, and like any other worman, mil-
lions of bracelets!

| heartily dislike intdlerance, injustice in
any form, worren over eighteen who try to be
ooy, pomposity, discrimination, licorice and
mice. | love music by Tchaikovsky, Puccini,
Bach, Rodgers and Hanmrerstein (and espe-
cially the score of The King and 1).

| have met andespecially liked, amongmars>
other people, the late Gen. George Marshall,
counted Robert Taft as a warm persoral
friend; enjoyed interviens with Dr. Nelson
Glueck, writer and explorer and president of
Qncinnati's Hebrew Union College; Eva Ga-
bor; Jack Webb; Roger Smith, star of "77
S.nxetsmp RodSedlrg, ore of my nost
suoccessful persanl friends; Carol Channing,
Uberaoe, Victor Borge, Eydie Gorme and
g( Leonard—to mention just a very

1 would still most like to meet: Dr. Albert
Schwei Joseph Welch, Sir Winston
Crurchill, Clark Geble, Presicent Dwight
Eisenhower and Adlai Steverson.

1 would love best to revisit Paris, Anvster-
dam, New York; Luceme, Switzerland;, Ha-
MIIa{l;jtn’}‘;Wﬂgm mﬂfﬂestt‘ekﬂm |

L Witings o Tol-
stoi. .Jamst\enerI?;:I Pearl Buck

My ursatisfied ambitions are to leam to tap
dance, be a professional photographer, and to
shoot at least an 80in golf.

The nost exciting experiences | have en-
e S D Bty Pt L

524266255 last > bei at
the coronation ofElizabethyearll inrg\/\hstmmr;ter
Abbey, being aboard thefirst arlise shipto go
into Russia and Poland since World War I1;
and receiving the wonderful news thet a lit-
tle five-year-old girl welked for the first tire
insix months, after a serious accident, because
on my show before doing a little “Christmes
Marching Song” thet | wrote, | said, “Now,
everyore, let'sget upand march!” ... Shedid.

BND

“Do | have to salute anyone?’
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NEW
The gift
to give or get
for carefree cutting...

If you want to give pleasure, give one of these beauti-
ful new Flint Holdster Sets. They’re smartly new
with a custom assortment of the right knife for every
cutting job. Exciting discovery in each assortment is
the first new kind of knife in your lifetime . . .the sen-
sational Flint Waverly Edge that stays sharp from year
to year. Both the new Flint counter top “Susan” and
the new Flint Wall Holdster Sets include six knives
with stainless steel blades and Pakkawood' handles.
Each set $19.95.

New handsome stalnless steel Flint Wall Can Opener has an Flint stainless steel Cookware is made to give you years of care- New Flint Mixer never tires your arm. Smart easy-grip handle and

extra-fast "zipper” action. Zips open any size or shape can with free cooking pleasure. Shines without polishing. Can't break if amazing Rhythm Beaters whip the heaviest batters smooth ...

safe, smooth edge—then "hands" you the lid. Only $7.95. you bounce it. 2 qt. double boiler $11,75.36 other pieces and sets. quickly and easily. Convenient hang-up hole in handlel $4.95.
Also available with thick copper bottoms.

YOU GIVE AND GET QUALITY PLUS IN EVERY FLINT PRODUCT

.yyvelefa,  1"An,gyuzafooXj E@ 'YuXmQ, VKs AEru&EAAMXnj24-

© 1960 Ekco Products Company, Chicago
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There's no other dog food like Ken-L-Ration

e ml a 1 1 Jt i* More dogs, old and young, large and small, eat Ken-L-Ration thanany = --------

1 A L™y5 23 n IX w CJ IN\r | 0jjjgj. (j0g fOO(J in the world. Reason? Ken-L-Ration provides exactly  \ continuous
1 Inspection of |

the kind of diet every dog is known to need to stay fit and fun. High protein Lean Red Meat! Delicious steaks, roasts and chops of \ Il S
*Gov't. Inspected Horsemeat plus other essential ingredients. So wholesome every can receives the Dept, of Agriculture Seal of Ap- iRt Ay 1

proval—one of few dog foods that do! Your dog is one of a kind. So is the quality of Ken-L-Ration.

PUT YOUR TRUST IN KEN-L-RATION ... MORE PEOPLE DO!
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SHE SPEAKS
TO 7 MILLION
WOMEN

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 150

sympathetically. “ Another thingabout Ruth—
that dutches her audience’s interest: she al-
ways feels terrible.”

Ruth's constant aches and pairs have be-
come arunninggag onher show. Sheisalways
at death's door, yet never actually sick. “Give
me sorre hearts-and-flovers music,” stell di-
rect her seven-piece band, and then she will
enunerate her conplaints: “Oh, my back!”
and “Oh, my neck!” and so on. Her staffwill
long remember the tine she broke her little
toe. It was not only dore Lp in an enomous
white bandage, but had a big red bow and a
bunch of floners aswell. According to Ruth,
the spotlighted toe throbbed unbearably every
minute of her ninety-minute show.

“1 have miserable elbows,” she soretires
noars. “They give e trouble all the tie.”
She may disouss her ideas of how the nation's
tax lans should be changed, or advise her
listerers, “You know, Cleopatra didn't smell
sogood.” And, “Always buy white cars,” she
tells them, “nothing but white. It's the only
color. And besides, they're safer.”

The band on the “50-50 Club,” Cliff Lash
and his * Uncertain Seveni” as Ruth Lyons hes
dubbed them and vocalists Marian Spelman,
Ruby Wright, Bonnie Lou and Bob Braun
rehearse the musical nunbers for the show,
but nore often then not Miss Lyons decides
Ihsywﬂl rehearse and perform right on the

show a number different from thet pro-
. Or, seated inher rocking chair built
for three and covered in gaudy patchmork
quilting to show upwell on the color telecast,
she may take off on a talking jag. Her co-
workers Peter Grant, a charming but con-
ﬁandbMﬁela’vhmsjmstrylrgchﬂJaatdy
to interest in romance,
r‘ermjnecf‘epvslmlsﬂ'elcu ofﬂ"eteen—
agers, give her plenty of opportunity to start
any type of discussion or controversy. Sre will
wave her floner-bedecked i (her
") inthe direction of the audience
occasionally, and receive its 100 per ocent
approbation.

The sae band hes been with Ruth Lyons'
“50-50 Club” for fifteen years, and the vocal-
ists for twelve years. Miss Lyons corsiders
them a vital part of the show, and indudes
them in her out-of-studio activities as well.
Sre hes released several records and albus
which have becorre hitsin the WLW area, ad
hes. shared the incorre from themwith
tre of the cast of “50-50 Club” who
participated in meking the records. Her re-
cording sessiors, by theway, aswell asthere-
hearsals, are all dore outsice of the studio,
after she'sconcluded her business of the day—
ggjs'm meetings, corferences with dients,

soon

Ajthough the audience of “50-50 Club,”
both in the studio and out, is chiefly wormen,
Miss Lyons' meil and telephore calls showan
increasing number of menwho are show regu-
lars. When there are quite a nuner of neles
inthe studio audience, she calls on themto do
the comrercials for her. The late Louis Brom-
field wes a devoted listerer to her show, and
wrote her often. Another outstanding mele
fan is William F. Hopkins, outstanding Cin-
cinnati deferse attormey, as are Mayor Don-
ald Clancy, former Gov. C. William O'Neill,
and Judge Carl Rich of Commmon Pleas Court
of Qncinnati.

To her audience, Ruth confides, “My hus-
band Hermen hes terrible taste in dothes.
How about your husbands?” Most of the
housewives present nod in agreerent. Or,
“Herman's very hot-blooded.” Se laughs
merrily. “ | mean he hates hot rooms and heavy
clothing.”

Herman is an English professor at the Uni-
versity of Gincinnati, handsone, mild-man-
rered and, according to his wife, “a free-
thinker.” He frequently phoneswhile sheson
the air to correct her grammar or pronuncia-
tion. Ruth picks up the real phore on stage
and listers inpatiently. “Don't bother NE,
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Hennan‘ Dldymrerrmbertomrrywtﬂf ta‘cSﬁGts‘ElsaMd/\estpersomlllyarﬂls count for 199 totaled 790,345 pieces, of which

Acmrdmgtoadosafnerd, Ruthis“avery
female fermle" and “avery shrewd husiness-
women.” As a menber of the
Planning Committee at WLW, sheacts asliai-
son between sales and progranming.

“Ruth Lyons is a very dominating kind of
wormen,” a former associate explains. “She's
supcessful and powerful and is free to say ex-
actly what's on her mind. She needles ad
browbeats the men on her program, ad this
celights the housewives.” They love to hear
someone puwsh men around though they on
wouldn't dare try it thenselves.

Ruth Lyons hes thirty-seven sponsors hep-
pily paying S2000,000a year for the privilege
of being mentioned on her show. There is a
longwaiting list of advertisersequally eager to
support her. She deals directly with sporsors
herself, both local and national. Shewon'tac-
cept a product unless she herself likes it. She

TamardMVarian Hiachisonbed three
gall dildenad “there just didHt
samtoke aouch hous intredy
for dl tret hed o be dore” Then
trigets amived
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sheasksher listerersin disgust. Oncesteread
aloud a sponsor's ad about fruit juices and
thentore it up right on the stage. She ridicules
what she thinks is ridiculous and sells products
her own way.

Recently shewes denonstrating. asporsors
dmedpwmapeoeofoelery ‘Are dips
hygienic?’ she red, pausing in nid-air
before her second dip into the cheese.

Ore day Miss Lyons may sperd five minutes
disoussing the merits of a product and why
people should buy it. The next day she may
dismiss it inthreewords: “ Buy Blank's meat.”
No matter what she says, people apparently
scrable to buy the product. When she con-
ducted a prize contest for Kroger bread, 165-
8Bl entries poured in The bakery installed
three shifts to meet the denrand for its loaves.
A Ilmofmm\/sgetatjes after only ten
weeks on her show, moved from saventh to
first place in three big cities within sound of
her insistent voice—Cincinnati, Dayton and
Colubus.

On Madison Avenue, Ruth is sometimes re-
ferred to as a “fresh new breeze" in broad-
casting, but actually she's been in radio and
TV for thirty years. Two experiencesona ne-
tional network were enough for her. She con-

content to remain ore. “Her roots lie deep in
Chloan:lntstofﬂ”ean)ealofrerstms
local,” explains a staff menter.

In 1982, a half hour of the nirety-minute
Ruth Lyons show wes on the national NBC
retwork for a year. Although the neil count
wes high, after ayear she asked to be released
from the seven-year network contract, saying
thet the lossof her local dients (not acceptable
on the national netvmm)ddmtu)nfonﬂto
her show*“ideal.” And somewhat more thena
yearago MssLymsmaredfortvmvxedG

the Dave Garronay “Today” show. She
enjoyed working with Mr. Garronay, who
waswonderful to her, shesaid, but she prefers
the mfomalltyaﬁsm’vtaneﬂyofasiw
such as her own “50-50 Club.

This pest January, when WLW-T origi-
rated an NBC-network color telecast of a
QGincinnati Royals-New York Knickerbockers
pro baskethall gare, Ruth Lyons and mem-
bersof the “50-50 Club” cast appeared at half
time with their spouses to toss baskets-for a

charity benefit. Following the telecast, Miss
Lyons received el fromas far as Texas and

appearances and
who wrote that they were delighted to see her
agan
Today Ruth Lyons is probably the nost
valuable, nmost sought-after non-network prop-
erty in television. When she wes shown a
script for a national network show inwhich it
wes shewould be the star, she pointed
to a list of a dozen or nore people at the

would be the executives on the show. “Noth-
ing doing,” she replied. “Right now | have
only one boss; and to be truthful, | have trou-
ble enough with him!”

Ruth Lyons is not afraid to enter into con-
troversial or touchy subjects. She cannot
stand intolerance. One day recently Miss Ly-
ons and a worman acquiaintance were Weiting
for acab on a street comer in downtown Cin-
cinnati. When a cab pulled up, her friend

the door and then slamed it, an-
nouncing loudly thet shewesn't going to ride
with a Negro driver. Miss Lyons got into the
cab herself and questioned the driver about
how often this happened. “Five or six times
every day,” the Negro replied. The nextdayon
the air Miss Lyons treated her audience of
7,000,000 to a twenty-minute diatribe agginst
recial prejudice, one of her favorite subjedts.

cab

Speed
of Negro drivers than all their efforts over the
spece of two years.

When celebrities visit Qncinnati, they are
gererally invited to appear on the show. Ruth
loves good interviews, and believes thet she
can retain the spontareity of her showbest by
not meeting the guests prior to the show. So
her audience meets the guest as soon as Miss
Lyons herself does. Lisa Kirk was so popular
with Miss Lyons and with the audience thet
shegppeared on “50-50 Club” every day for a
week and loved it. Eva Gabor chattered anay
with Ruth like the housewife next door. When
Steve Allen appeared on the show, his three
managers hed told the show's producer that
he hed only four minutes to spare from his

schedule. And al Steve looked
tired, which Miss Lyons frankly told him a
half hour later he wes still pounding the keys
of band leacer Cliff Lash's piano inajamses-
sionwith the orchestra and Ruth Lyons at the
organ, while the marnegerssat in the back with
their faces in their hards.

The resuit of this type of interview mekes
possible rewarding entertainment, and the
stars love it. They tell one another when they
meet on Broadwayy or in Hollywood to“ get on
the Ruth Lyons show in Gincinnati when you
are there” Many shons in Gncinnati have
hung out the "SRO” sign after a star's ap-

on “50-50 Club.”

Not all the best interviens are with guest
stars, either. Ruth often finds fascinating in-
teniews in her studio audience, and gives
them the sare treatent she gives to those
more widely known.

Ruth Lyons receives nore than three
ters of a million pieces of mail a year; tre

nore than 164,000 were Christimes Fund con-
tributions. Her Christes Fund hospital drive
in 1980 brought in alnost a quarter of a mil-
lion dollars—$242,662.56, to beexact—largely
inone- and two-dollar donations. She doesn't

(xxmer(:lallzeﬂ'e prqa(x What she wants is
a spontaneous outpouring of small surs of
rmneyfrompeqi
“People tell e that the best part of Christ-
mes to themiscontributing to the Ruth Lyons
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Dirtiest Ovens
SPARKLE

IN LESS TIME... WITH LESS WORK
thisquickEASY-OFFWay!

DOES YOUR OVEN LOOK LIKE THIS?
Greasy-grimy . . . can smoke and
cause a dangerous fire

APPLY EASY-OFF OVEN CLEANER

JUST WIPE... EASY-OFF cuts black
encrusted grease like magic

A clean oven bakes better,
roasts better . . . makes
you a better cook

Depend on

EASYOFF
OVEN CLEANER
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BROWN

The best children (yours, of course)
deserve the best shoes (ours, of course)

Falcon

Atlas

Up Front

CONNECTICUT
Nerk’ff

BREWSTER
BRIDGEPORT
BRIDGEPORT
BRIDGEPORT
B s Bot Shop (2stores)
neiders es)

Shoes

DANBURY
FAIRFIELD Fairfield
MANCHESTER

AtV oo
oS Qalty s

Store
s Shoe Store
MDDLETOWN J. Poliner & Sons
MYSTIC Bendett
NEW BRITAIN Cesan, Inc.
Gary-Stevens

NEW LONDON
S (Newlc )nShp. )

WESTPORT
WWESTPORT
WESTPORT
WILLIMANTIC
WILTON
WILTON

Barry's Shoes

S Dt Store
B

Ben' Exgfe 0es
Buster Broan Shoes
Milton Merkoff Shoes

GEORGETOAMN

NEWARK P|In|d<s

WILMINGTON Caﬂ Cobin Shoes

WASHINGTDN The Hecht Qo.
MAINE

AUGUSTA Shoe Store

BANGOR

Good shoes, well-fitted, are a must for growing feet.
That'swhy we've used only the finest materials and
workmanship in Buster Brown Shoes for more than
three generations. And why Buster Brown dealers
take such care to ensure perfect fit with the famous
Buster Brown 6-Point Fitting Plan.

Buster Brown is the oldest and best-known chil-
dren’s shoe in the world. And mothers know why!

Here are stores in your area that have these new Buster Brown Shoes
MASSACHUSETTS (Continued) NEW JERSEY (Continued) NEW YORK CITY slghfmg nlll:l[ %&D&S
LAWRENCE Daniel VO
LEWISI'eN S LA i SﬂXEIZABFI'H Buster Imora. Manhaman Blummm SOUTH OZONE PﬁRK
LYNNFIELD Buster BrDM\» Toan
NORWR Gk et Co. CENIER, ok o aiertenthoes S‘“WEE'; WHITESTONE Lemsmey
M Bradley Shoe Store  MALDEN - HADDONFIELD Roberts Well Fit Shoes
WATERVILLE ~ Emery-Brown Q. MEDFORD JERSEY CITY m Brooklyn Buster Broan-Bustmick
MARYLAND E.D. Edvierds Shoes (Fellsway Center) - LINDEN, N W Stadler’s Buster Brown-Borough Park
BALTIMORE Shoes  LITTLE SILVER Sid's Bister Brown Atkin Ae.
o G, NORTH ADANS Boston Store Buster Brown-Sheepshead Bay
(DM"D"‘§ NORTHAVPTON McCallums Boot Shop Famous Brands Shoe G
Efrondson, MADISON Shu-Timers Fapnklynpe Shoes
g AR R @ . (Nothshore Certer)  MAGROUIA _ Megnolia bBX. Stre "3 Beery
AR B Lm";‘ [{Em me PIWSFIELD JumsD;%_ Storé  VERCERVILLE Carella Shoes m
CNBERLD SouT Bronnies goes  EIGHEN
HYATISVILLE A oM S Barrhergeram o Kruchkows Shoes
The Hedit (o, (Prince Plazs)  \MNTHROP. Mrsmm HOLLY Lok mm?emsrm
POCOMOKE CITY Eata Shoe ) NEWARK \eogaisroes
SALISBURY Vernor Fopell WORCESTER - Lobels Yodf s PALYYRA David Oen
BLVER SPRING  The Hecht Co. NEW HAMPSHIRE AR, etor B (ggmki Queens
SACHUSETTS CONCORD PASSAIC ASTORIA Daniel's Buster Broan Shoes Walter's Buster Broan Shoes
ATHOL 3, Garbose Shoes hERre e PATPAGY ASTORIA Talson's $oes
ATTLEBORO Slimens  LITIETON - Carietorts Shoe Store PERTH ABOY Al FRESH MEADOWS _ B&BShoes Staten Island
Mash . MANCHESTER Pariseal g/tﬂds FLUSHING Fann QA poRT RICHIOND, FicrondShoes
BANVERS s i g%ﬁ'ﬁ%@lu'ﬁ Bt 00 RN IS ey B T O e RS e
n er
BADNATH NEW JERSEY PRINGETON L and o, GLEN OAKS Jax Bster Brown Soes BR Jefrey
E. D. Edwards Shoes (DedEmPlam) ARLII\GTON RIDGEFIELD PARK Shoe HOWARD BEACH. Jopling Shoes
FITCHBURG ~ Gearge Brcs. Shoes Neturalizer ShoeStore  RIVERSIDE JACKSON HEIGHTS _ Vellbert Shoes
FRAVINGHAM R i S e RN LitBrosAMAICA Blster Bron 1065 ALBANY Cortat:
Jordan orld) RONA s KEW GARDENS Kew Gardens Shoes  ARISTERDAM L
GARDNER Shes VINELAND Faith Shoe. KEW GARDENS HILLS “AUBURY Nolarts Shoes
GREAT BARRINGTON A Lotise Shop WEST NEW YORK Wik Rite Terry's Buster Broan Shoes  BATAVIA &
%V%mu Fredric’s SK)&S SEELMENTW Jack Fmssl WEST ORANGE Colt Shoe% H\#ﬁﬂ%\é}( NBTRI'% Shoes.
MeAsle Wakelin NGSO0D Rosner’ (Essex Green $hop. Shoes
YOKE £ Moriarty’s FORD Qanford Bootery VASPETH Leo Gemra hoes
INDIAN ORCHARD Kitchener’s REGO PARK Buster Broan Shoes ad’s Distinctive Footwear

Shoe Store
BANGOR Standard Shoe Store

NEW YORK (Continued)
BREWSTER Markof!
BLFFALD, A eldymrcran

NEW YORK (Continued)
er

DANSVILLE
EAST

ELMIRA
ELMIRA
ENDICOTT
FARMINGDALE

Mike's Buster Brown Shoes
ELR% PARK @ Moss Shoe Store

Buster Brown Shoes

GARDEN CITY

GLEN COVE
GLENS FALLS
GLOVERSVILLE

Emerling’s Shoe Store
HIGHLAND FALLS

HUNTINGTON Shoe
HUNTINGTON STA'IS"W Axelm

MOUNT VERNON _ York Shoe Store
NAARR S oorys soe
I e ik Plezz)
in ine
Norwd ™ Urlyinsshoes
NYACK Ferbets Sho8 e
QGDENSBURG Mlias
Bradner's
ONEIDA losshoes
QNEONTA, Bresces D3t ore
PEEKSKILL Nartineiss
INVIEW _ Buster

ROCHESTER G Barels & Son
ROCHESTER Quivershoes
ROCHESTER £ W, Ednerds
ROCHESTER Geresce Bootery
ROCHESTER __Schmanke's Shoes
ROCKVILLE CENTRE

in Shoe Store

oneendshoes

SARATOGA SPRINGS Rowe's Shoes



More stores
with these
Buster Brown
Shoes

NEW YORK (Continued)
S(ewans

Ceo & Rutz
SMITHTOWN

SuiTHTO Smithtown | esucltoel;g
SYRACUSE Ames Shoes (Fairmont Fair Shop. Ctr.)
SYRACUSE Dey Brothers
SYRACUSE E. W, Edwards & Son
LONAWANDA Twin Tgn é)e\;/u\/l Hstgre
o,
VALLEY STREAM Gimbels (Green Acre Shop, Cir.)
uster Brown $hoes
WATERIOWN. | smney Miller Shoes
Hughey's Eoot Shop

WHITE_PLAINS
WILLISTON PARK y Shoes
;8”?%;2 Buster Brown-Cross Col ounty
YONKERS Gimbels (Westct;‘enséearrz

K

Perry’s Buster Brown

YONKERS
YORKTOWN HEIGHTS Ben Markoff Shoes

PENNSYLVANIA

AL Jacksgn's Shoe Store
ATTENTON ifdren' Shop
RZolllng%r Hamed Co.
egan’s Quality Shoes
ARUORE Jatksons shoe Store
BADEN Ett[n er's Shoes
BEAVER FALLS Jackson's Shoe Store
BELLEFONTE Jackson's Shoe Store
BERWICK Yeagers Shoe Store
BLOOMSBURG Sharping Shoe Store
Sharping She Store
BRADRORD Frank R, thisman
BUTLER Ash Shoe Co.
BUTLER Goodman Bootery
ANONSBURG SaMilfers Shoe Storg
CARBONDALE lac SonISJl OES (géi
gaiLN:BERSBURG Dutrey's Shoes
CHESTER Fraver's Shoe Store
CHESWICK Slater's Shoe Store
CLARION Tony Williams Shoes
CLEARFIELD Crooks Shoe Store
Shugart's Shoes
SOATERALLE Hershey Shoe Store
SaRaPPOLIS Jackson’ Shoe Store
DONORA Darby Shoe Store
DORMONT Boston Shoe Store
Tritsch's Shoe Store
DOLESToWN Boston Shoe Store
BRSGRNE Karen Shoe Store
00D Cf Wm. Laubach & Sons
e e s B AS
EREENBNE Box
Kamps Shos slors
FARRISBURG Gasroes Bootery
nﬁ";g[‘)SRBOURG Pomeroy’s. Inc.
Santerian's Dept. Store
ot [ioAvseuRe Leade: Sore
HOMESTEAD Lassers Shoe Store
IRWIN ¢
JEANNETTE Jacksons Shoe Store
JOHNSTOWN s Shoe Store

Bergman's (Narmws Shop. Ctr.)
Kamps Shoe Store

KINGSTON
KITTANNING
LANCASTER Arrow Shoe Store

LANSDALE

LANSFORD Fruits shoe Slore

LATROBE Kamps Shoe Store

LEBANON Bratton's Shoes
EVI1T_I8WN Lobel's Youth Center

EVITTOWN
OCK HAVEN ine.

Bottor Bros.

Richards Shoe store

cKeespo el's, Inc.
cKEES RoCKs wise Shat store
DVILLE The Crawford Store
ORAISVILLE Lit Brothers
. PLEASANT Alex A. Ghantous
g;ts Dunn‘scshole tore

New Castle Store

EW KENSINGTON Kamps Shoe Store
ORRISTOW! S. Pagel & Son
NORTH HIl Gimbel Bros.
HILADELPHIA ston Shoe Store
PHILADELPHIA Buster Brown Bootery
Cylinder's Shoes

PHILADELPHIA Edgle Shoe Store
PHILADELPHIA Field of Olney
ILADELPHIA Gordon Bros.
PHILADELPHIA James S. Jones & Co.
PHILADELPHIA Kensington Shoe Shop
PHILADELPHIA Kirby's Shoes
PHILADELPHIA Lawndale Shoe Store
PHILADELPHIA Marcus Shoe Store
PHILADELPHIA Paramount Shoe Store
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LADELPHIA
LADELPHIA s Five Shose
LADELPHIA Weinstein Quality Shoes
LADELPHIA s Quality Shoes

BUR hugart’s Shoes
ENIXVILLE Boston Shoe Store
BURGH glynn's Shoe Store
TSBURGH Gimbel Brothers

PITTSBURCH o &L shoes

PITTSBURG 1 Boot Shop

PITTSBURGH  Steele's Buster Brown Shomm (Norlh Hills)

PITTSTON rry’s shoes

POTTSTOWN Bostun n Shoe Store

tore

PUNXSUTAWNEY Hans Shoe Store

Whitner Co.

Brown-| Bllt shoe store

N m Shoes

SET Kam| p < Shoe store
TROUDSBURG Georgess Smart Footwear

arentum itsch s Shoe Store

/ANDA s Bootery

RTLE CREEK Karen's Shoe Storé

UNIONTOWN Freeman's Shoe Store
UNIONTOWN an's, Inc.
PER DARBY Cousin's. Inc.

UPPER DARBY Lit Brothers

WeST BT RS ot

WILKES-BARRE 3y y0 i

WILKINSBURG TrllSChS Shce Store

RHODE ISLAND

PAWTUCKET David Harley

PROVIDENCE The Peerless Co.

WOONSOCKET arthy’s

BENNINGTON Dragon’s Shoe Store

Boot Shop

MONTPELIER n%
RUTLAND New York Clothing Co.
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fund.” Each contributor, whether he gives
pennies or dollars, qualifies for an impressive
list of prizes which Ruth Lyons persuades
businessmen to donate for nothing.

Every cent donated to the Christmas Fund
is turned over to hospitals— twenty-eight last
year—to help make Christmas a happy one
for hospitalized children. Not only at Christ-
mas, either. Parties and gifts the year round
mark birthdays and other special events. Op-
erating expenses for the fund drive are paid by
WLW, which hires a complete crew of girls
beginning in October to handle fund mail.

Last year the prizes included three automo-
biles, an air trip to Copenhagen, a $1000 gift
certificate, a mink stole and 90 other big prizes.
The two days these prizes are distributed
through a series of phone calls to listeners’
homes, the streets o f Cincinnati are practically
deserted, people say.

On her program Ruth frequently reminisces
about her old-fashioned middle-class upbring-
ing in Cincinnati. "Why, | was twelve before |
was unshackled from long underwear,” she
tells her delighted listeners.

During high-school years, she earned money
by playing the piano. During college she tu-
tored slower classmates in any subject they
required—Spanish, calculus, Latin or any-
thing else. "I had a terrific desire to pay my
own way,” she acknowledges. She was hired
by local radio station WKRC as a musician,
but she also operated the switchboard, typed
letters, and even swept cigarette butts out of
the waiting room, old-timers recall.

In 1942, shortly after joining W LW 's staff,
Ruth met Herman Newman, who studied at
Oxford to be a Unitarian minister but had
turned to teaching instead. Ruth was sitting
behind him at a Cincinnati Symphony Orches-
tra concert and wondering if she knew this
tall, handsome, blue-eyed guy who looked
vaguely familiar. During intermission he spoke
to her and reminded her that they had been
classmates at the University of Cincinnati.
Then he asked for a date. Ruth had decided
that she had worked too hard for success to
give it up for some man. Nor did she believe
the man existed who wouldn't resent her
career.

So when Herman asked for a date, she ac-
cepted but later phoned and begged off, plead-
ing a business engagement that Saturday
night. “Look here,” spoke up Herman. “I've
waited ten years to get up the courage to ask
you for a date and I'm not sure I'll ever find
the courage again.” Somewhat shaken, Ruth
agreed to see him Sunday and they went to a
night club.

Ruth didn’t then, and doesn’t now, touch
alcohol. “I can't work as hard as | do and
drink, and so | don't drink,” she explains.
(She has also been heard to remark that liquor
is “the curse of the earth.”)

At the night club the waiter came up and
said, “Good evening, Miss Lyons. Would you
like your usual?” Ruth nodded yes.

“I'll have the same,” Herman added with an
air of anticipation.

A few minutes later the waiter reappeared
with two large strawberry sundaes. By the end
of the evening Herman and Ruth had all their
mistaken notions about each other straight-
ened out. From then on, they dated every
gle night until their marriage some months
later.

The Newmans live in a 150-year-old gray
brick house called “Four Chimneys” near the
Mt. Airy Forest section of Cincinnati. It sits
on five acres with a one-hundred-foot hack-
berry tree in front which is Herman's special
pride. The Newmans had admired the house
for years, but it was never for sale. Then one
day Herman came home and said he had seen
an undertaker's hearse in the driveway of their
dream house. From that time on, from June
until the following February, they watched the
real-estate ads. When the house was eventually
put up for sale, they bought it the same day.

“Four Chimneys” is decorated in a style
which can perhaps be best described as Ram-
pant Early American. “ You can't go wrong on
Early American,” says Ruth. “It's always in
good taste and it never depreciates.” Even her
suite of offices at WLW is done in Williams-

burg blues with antique pine pieces and rock-
ing chairs. In her office Miss Lyons herself sits
in a rocking sofa before a fireplace with fake
glowing logs. At home, red is the dominant
color, calico the dominant material, with a
strawberry motif everywhere—a sentimental
reminder of those first strawberry sundaes they
shared together.

Ruth Lyons’ TV rating has always been
about five times that of all competing TV
shows combined, the records show. Only once
was her supremacy on the air waves even
threatened. A national network announced a
new high-budget show with Don Ameche and
Frances Langford in the same time slot as the
Ruth Lyons show.

Ruth met the challenge head on. For weeks
prior to the beginning of the threatening com-
peting show, she told her viewers she was sure
she was going to lose them to "that doll” Don
Ameche. She had the male commentator on
her show imitate Ameche while she tried to
warble like Miss Langford. On the day the
Ameche show had its premiere, she told her
audience she was going back to her office to
watch her competition, and she did, while the
rest of the cast of her show struggled on with-
out her. Half an hour later she reappeared be-
fore the television cameras, looking more
cheerful. “Ameche’s hair is getting thin,” she
reported sadly, "and do you know, Frances
Langford is fat!” In the succeeding weeks,
while the Ruth Lyons show continued to show
arating between 28 and 31 (phenomenal for a
daytime show), the competing Ameche show

Every ship that goes to America got
its chart from Columbus. Every
novel is a debtor to Homer. Every
carpenter who shaves with a fore-
plane borrows the genius of a for-
gotten inventor. Life is girt ail
round with the contributions of
men who have perished to add
their point of light to our sky.

RALPH WALDO EMERSON

never pulled more than a 2 rating in Ruth's
area, and died quietly after its initial thirteen
weeks as far as Cincinnati was concerned.

The trouble with television, Ruth feels, is
the insularity of its script writers, who she
thinks spend their days lunching in the East
Fifties of New York or around kidney-shaped
Hollywood swimming pools. “My show ap-
peals to salt-of-the-earth people, real people,”
Ruth believes. “Such people exist in Boston
and Atlanta as well as Cincinnati and Indi-
anapolis. | know that because when | was on
national network these women wrote to me.
They told me that most women performers on
TV give them a pain, with their minks and af-
fected voices and private show-biz jokes that
nobody outside the studio can understand.
What does this kind of woman know about a
housewife? | always assume my listeners have
at least as much intelligence as | do. | never
talk down to them and | welcome their com-
ments, good or bad.”

Promptly at five o’clock Ruth’s daughter
Candy phones Ruth at the office and this TV
star, who nibbles two chocolate cookies for
lunch, hurries home to an early supper and
bed. Her staff seldom dares phone her after
seven o’clock, when she climbs into bed and
watches TV or reads. She loves sad books, the
gloomier the better. “1 can’t wait to start The
Curse of the Misbegotten,” she gloats.

The Newmans'’ social life is practically nil.
“1f 1 go to a party, I'm very quiet and then
everybody thinks I'm sick,” complains Ruth.

Sharing your every thought and feeling with
7,000,000 women a day can be exhausting.
“1'm tired all the time,” moans Ruth, looking
fresh as a rose. "For years I've been looking
for a successor, but do you know | ‘can’t find
one? No one will take over my hospital drive
either. | can't even take a decent vacation. At
our last ticket sale, we sold out every show
for 365 days ayear for the next five years. How
can | stay away for even a single day and dis-
appoint all these good people?” END
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though he had materialized, in shirt sleeves,
out o f the winter night. It was nightmare. But
it was real, and it was happening to me.

Seeing me standing there, momentarily
paralyzed, the man straightened to his full
height and catapulted himself upon me, forc-
ing me back across the room to my bed. Into
my mind came the certainty that this was an
insane rapist. | would be murdered. | remem-
ber thinking, “When they find me | hope they
will realize that | fought as hard and as long as
I could.”

Much of the detail of that struggle has
grown dim now in my memory. Partly, per-
haps, because | thrust the recollection reso-
lutely out of my mind when it threatens to
return. But mostly, | believe, because the
whole thing had such an aspect of nightmare
that it vanished from my mind as one forgets a
bad dream.

Next day, as | thought back, | believed the
struggle had lasted for almost half an hour.
The first shock passed off quickly. I had never
been more alert. | found a strength in my body
I had not dreamed | possessed. Believing | was
going to die, | concentrated all my force on
giving the best account of myself I could be-
fore | was killed.

The first clear memory | have is of his face
above me, white in the moonlight, completely
expressionless. | saw his hands come down as
in a nightmare onto my throat. | thought,
“Now he will kill me.” | didn't propose to die
tamely. | seized his hands, pulled them from
my throat. That was the only intentionally
hurtful gesture he made.

After | realized that it was not his intention
to kill me, at least not at this point, | began
talking to him while we struggled.

I kept telling him over and over that 1be-
lieved he was someone in trouble. | offered to
get him something to eat—while fending him
off with all my might. | kept asking him where
he came from, if he wasn’t cold, if he wasn't
hungry. He paid no attention for quite a while.
Finally, in reply to the often-repeated ques-
tion, “Where do you come from?” he paused
long enough to say in a halting voice, “What
do you want to know for?” | said | wanted to
know about him, that | felt he was someone
in trouble.

After this he would answer me, and some-
times the struggle would halt while we ex-
changed several sentences. He told me that he
had come from a nearby hostel for homeless
men; that he was twenty; that he had no
mother.

The struggle became even more strenuous
as more effective ways of fighting occurred to
me. Finally | managed several times to wriggle
off the bed. He would seize me and throw me
back on it, but as he stooped over me | lashed
out at him hard with both feet. Once |
slammed him against the dresser, another
time against the wall, so hard that the iron
foot of the floor lamp was bent out of shape
when he crashed against it. | can see him now
on the floor, looking up at me with that ex-
pressionless face. That was the first time in my
life I ever kicked anybody.

The last time, he threw me down so hard
that when my head hit the window sill, | was
partially dazed. | feared the end of my effective
resistance was drawing near. | had escaped so
far only because my reactions had been quick.
If | were slowed down, | would be done for. |
was half lying, half sitting against the wall,
trying desperately to get my wits back, when
he suddenly collapsed onto the floor. He
stayed there, leaning against the bed, making
no further move toward me.

Somehow | knew the battle was over. | must
have said something to him about not report-
ing the affair if he would leave the house now.
For he snarled, “Yeah, you would just get me
for breaking and entering,” and reeled off a
long string of charges to which he evidently
knew he had laid himselfopen. I stood up, and
he made no move to stop me.

He got to his feet. | earnestly repeated my
assurance that if he would leave the house now

I would tell no one of the encounter. He
snarled at me again— in this phase he seemed a
young guttersnipe—using a coarse phrase. |
stiffened, showing my distaste.

Before my eyes, | saw a new person appear.
The man who stood in my room now seemed
mature and poised, tall, straight with an ath-
letic build. | judged him to be around thirty
and | later learned that was his age. He said,
“O f course you know who I am.”

I replied that | did not, that | had never seen
him before. He seemed to accept that.

We both knew that in this new mood he did
not wish to harm me. He appeared to be an
entirely different person. But he didn’t want to
go to the penitentiary either. The problem
now was his fear that if he left me alive and in
possession of all my faculties, 1 would
promptly call the state troopers.

| again earnestly assured him | would not—
hoping to placate him and get him out of the
house. | told him I would let him out of the
house the front way. “You came in through
thecellar, didn'tyou ?”

He told me he had, and admitted that he
had been lurking under my bedroom window
before he entered my house. If I*tiad looked
through the other east window, | might have
seen him and called for help.

“Why don’'t you keep your cellar door
locked?” he demanded accusingly.

I told him | had never dreamed anyone
would molest me. “I'll keep it locked from
now on.” He nodded approvingly.

I went to the outside door nearest us, took
off the spring lock. It was this action that
saved me, later on.

Then | walked into the kitchen to get him
out of my bedroom—and he followed. We still
had to work out how he could be sure of his
safety, in return for mine. As we entered the
kitchen, he picked up his suit coat from a
chair and slipped it on. Evidently he had
stopped in the kitchen as he came through
and prepared himself for the attack. | made
no comment, nor did he. The door to the cel-
lar was standing wide open. I closed it, shot
the bolt home; also without comment.

1realized that my mouth was extremely dry.
| went to the sink and drank glass after glass
of water. | suppose | was in more of a state of
shock than | realized at the time. Presently he
joined me there. Bending far down over the
counter, till his head almost touched it, he ex-
claimed, in what seemed an agony of shame
and self-loathing, “Would you believe that |
was married once to a good woman?” | said |
could believe it.

Then he said, “Why, you're scared half to
death!”

I was in fact shivering violently, partly from
nervous reaction, partly from cold. 1 had on
only a nightgown, was barefoot; | had turned
down the furnace when | went to bed.

I replied, "Well, this is the first time any-
thing of this kind ever happened to me!” Then
matter-of-factly, “1'm going to get on a robe
and slippers.”

I don’'t know how | got the courage to go
back into the bedroom. I didn't linger. | pulled
a warm robe out of the closet by touch. Not
seeing my bedroom slippers where 1 had left
them—I discovered next day that they had
been kicked far under the bed— | snatched a
pair of sneakers out of the closet and put tHm
on. This was my second lucky break, for my
bedroom slippers would have been poorly
adapted to that later desperate dash up the hill.
The man sauntered after me, but remained in
the bedroom doorway, keeping me always
under observation.

Decently covered now, | walked back to the
kitchen. He followed. We returned to a dis-
cussion of our problem. He told me he had
been on the road for four days. Told me, in
answer to my questions, that he had no place
to go; that he would now go over to the rail-
way and hop a freight. | was not afraid of this
assailant in his present guise. Nevertheless |
felt the situation called for extreme caution. |
decided the thing to do was to try to behave
as naturally as | could.

He leaned against the counter, watching me.
“Why, you're in complete command, aren't
you?” he commented. "You know, | could

CONTINUED ON PAGE 164
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WHEN
DID |
LOVE HIM
MOST?

By MARGARET PARTON

When did 7 love him most ?

Across the room, under the lamplight,
he is curled around his grandmother’'s arm
and shoulder, almost like a little fur tippet.
He has had his bath, and is wearing now
the plaid cotton bathrobe (he says wool
“tickles”) and the pajamas which are too
big for him. One slipper has fallen off, and
I can see the small pink sole of his foot,
very clean, and longer than | would have
expected. His grandmother is showing him
a geography book, and he is absorbed in
contemplation of the universe. “When can
I go there?” he asks, enthralled. He is five
years old, just five.

When did | love him most ?

He was a tiny baby, and he slept in a
laundry basket. It was dawn, and he cried
for milk. I stumbled into the room and bent
over the basket. He smiled at me, the first
smile. His gums were toothless, and it was
dawn. And | wept. But | never told any-
one. | just said, “He smiled today.”

When did / love him most ?

He was a year old, and trying to pick up
food for himself. | had read somewhere
that children should be allowed to make a
mess when they ate. So one day, when we
were alone in the house, | stripped him
naked, and put him in the empty bathtub
with a plate of mashed potatoes and
squashed carrots. | cameback afew minutes
later, to find him ecstatic, coasting down
the back of the bathtub on a slide of car-
rots. with potatoes in his hair.

When did I love him most ?

He was two years old, and he'd just
learned, in a rudimentary way, the facts of
life. Whenever there were guests in the
house, he would pat his round little stom-
ach lovingly. “ My baby here,” he'd say.

When did | love him most ?

We were living in the country when he
was three years old, and often there was
snow and wind. He would tug on his red
boots and the coat of his snow suit, and
disappear into the twilight. A few moments
later he would return, staggering under
the weight of an apple log for the fireplace.
"It's my job,” he'd announce, with all the
pride of the faithful workman in his voice.

When did 7 love him most ?

Four years old . . . memories of tumult
and growth. But once we walked in the
woods beside a silver stream, over the
deep moss. “I like to walk quiet in the
woods, with no shouting or louding,” he
said.

When did | love him most?

I look at him again, curled up on the
green couch beside his grandmother, and
as 1gaze this child seems not a present, but
a past and a future; the baby, the boy, the
adolescent, the man. Yet he is unaware—
his cheeks flushed and his eyes shining as
he intently follows his grandmother’s fin-
ger, moving from earth to sun to moon to
planet. "But what about gravity?” he asks.

Now, | think. Now, now, always right
now. END
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have killed you in there. | don’t think you care
a lot, one way or the other.”

It was true that | had been prepared to die.
But | thought it best not to talk about the idea
of killing, that I knew he might have killed me.
| answered, "I thought you were someone in
trouble and didn't really know what you were
doing.”

He said quickly, “That was it. | didn't
know what | was doing. | would give any-
thing if | could undo it.”

Now he appeared ready to go. | offered him
a package of cigarettes. He accepted them.

M
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My grown children had left at the house a
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kitchen closet. | told him | had around $10 in
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He replied that he wouldn’'t take my money.

We were standing now at the kitchen door,
just across from the outside door which | had
unlocked. If I had been cleverer, perhaps |
would have contrived to get him out of the
house then. But if he had gone then, | would
not have recognized how dangerous he was.

I believe he would have returned, and |
would not have been prepared. Or that if he
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had not come back to my house, some other
lone woman would have been attacked.

He didn’t move. There was an awkward
pause. Then he said earnestly, “I wish | could
talk with you.”

Perhaps this was where | made a big mis-
take that was so nearly fatal, but | hesitated
only briefly before replying that | would be
glad to talk to him.

We sat down at the kitchen table across
from each other. First my visitor had slipped
off the foul-weather jacket, saying he would
not take it after all.

I suppose it had occurred to him, though
it had not occurred to me when | gave it to
him, that to be picked up wearing that jacket
would be damning. It is ironic that this ges-
ture of mine, instinctively motivated, enabled
the bloodhounds to trail him; established one
link in the case against the man whom | shall
now call Jack Smith.

It bothered a member of the grand jury,
later on, that the man had been in my house
for so long a time, yet no light had been
turned on.

That had been part of my strategy. In the
semi-isolated spot, in the middle of the night
with the nearest neighbor over the hill, |
hadn’t a chance in the world to get help from
outside. | had to convince Jack Smith, some-
how, that he would not put himself in danger
with the authorities by leaving me unharmed.
When we first entered the kitchen, | had
started to turn on the light, then stopped, say-
ing to him, “1 won't turn on the light. That
way | won't be able to give a description of
you.”

We didn't need artificial light anyway. The
moonlight was flooding into the kitchen
through the bay windows in the south wall.
Jack Smith sat in the shadow, the moonlight
reaching only as far as his ankles. | refrained
from trying to get a look at his face when he
lighted a cigarette. | was sure, however that |
would recognize him.

| have worked a great deal with young peo-
ple. Many have brought their problems to me.
I know of no more valuable contribution than
now and then to be able to touch a troubled
young mind and soul, but I had never before
dealt with a young person as deeply troubled
as this one. So even though he might have
killed me, and might still, | was not untouched
by his plight, and in his present state he
seemed capable of being helped.

He apologized again, saying he wished we
could be friends, but knew we could not be,
because of the way things had started out.
told him we would try to forget that. "We will
figure our acquaintance began when we came
into the kitchen.”

He replied, "Maybe | could forget. But |
know you never could.”

He betrayed curiosity about me, asking
many questions about who | was, what | did.
He asked about my work; when | said it was
vocational guidance, he wanted to know what
my training had been, why | had gone into it in
the first place. He asked about my children. |
sized him up as a young man who had not had
a great deal of formal education—1 later told
the troopers Jack Smith might have finished
high school but | did not believe he could
possibly have gone beyond that. He seemed to
have good native intelligence. Now and then
he would say, "You're just stringing me
along.” | would earnestly reply that | was
truly interested in young people, that | would
truly like to help him if | could possibly do so.
He said once, "Y ou'resortof the mother type,
aren't you?”

I hadn’t minded answering his questions, for
they had been entirely respectful, but all at
once | realized how tired | was. | had risen at
5:30 that morning, had had a busy day before
that violent half hour of terrifying physical
combat. (Next day my body was a mass of
deep muscle aches, in addition to the bumps
and bruises acquired in the course of the
struggle.)

| stopped talking, leaned back wearily in my
chair. It was then that my subconscious mind
noted something unusual about the man’s
footgear, plainly revealed by the moonlight.
Tired as | was, | did not grasp the significance
until the next day. Then | told the troopers.
When Jack Smith was picked up a week later,
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he was wearing sneakers of the type | had de-
scribed.

He said, “Why did you sigh?”

| thought it best not to display any weak-
ness, so | rallied my forces and told him that
this was a strange experience for me and | felt
rather inadequate. “You said you wanted to
talk to me, but | don't want to pry. If there is
anything you would like to say to me, | will be
glad to listen.”

He told me his trouble had been that he
never had been able to adjust to society's re-
quirements. “1 don’'t seem to be able to find
out what they want of me."”

asked if he had ever had anyone to help
him with his problems. He said he had not. |
know now a number of attempts had been
made to help him. But perhaps in a deeper
sense what he said was true. For it requires
more than love and good will to get at the
problems of a seriously disturbed person.

Suddenly he said, “Go to the phone and
call the troopers!”

| asked, "Do you really want me to?” |
knew | could not make a phone call unless he
was entirely willing for me to.

“1 may as well go and give myself up to the
cops,” he said. "I've got to face this thing
sooner or later. This has happened over and
over again.” Then bowing his head low again
on his hands, he exclaimed in that voice of
shame and self-loathing, "Oh, I'm a mess, an
awful mess! I'm a sick man!” He did not
again tell me to call the troopers, however,
and so the moment passed.

| asked if there was any chance that he
might go somewhere new and make a fresh
start. He said, "1 tried that once, out in ------ "
(naming a distant state) "but they were after
me like a pack of rats.”

Thus far his conversation had been com-
pletely rational. | was unprepared for the
phantasy element when it suddenly appeared.
The first sign that something malign was tak-
ing place in his mind was his question: "What
I would like to know now is why have you been
haunting me all my life?”

1laughed at that. "Y ou must be thinking of
someone else. Your grandmother probably.”
For | had been laying great stress on the age
difference between us.

He said, a querulous note in his voice, “No,
not my grandmother. At least, | don't think
s0.” He kept repeating that he would like to
know, before he died, why I had been haunting
him all his life. His talk became disconnected,
his questions ceased to convey what he was
trying to express, | could see he was losing
control.

He said, moving his head in a tortured way,
“You were cruel to me. You hurtme in there.”

Then he began to talk in a flirtatious man-
ner, completely at variance with the deference
he had recently shown. | said firmly, “ The time
has come for you to go,” and stood up. He,
too, got to his feet, reluctantly. As we stood
there facing each other, he took both my
hands in his. He apologized again for his ac-
tions, told me it had helped him a great deal to
talk to me, asked if he might come to see me.

Disengaging my hands, | answered hur-
riedly, “ Yes, you may, if you will come in the
daytime and will telephone me first.”

Then he asked me to kiss him good-by. |
said “No.”

He asked wheedlingly, “Why not?”

He made a move toward me and | stepped
back, saying sharply, "Don’t start thatagain!”

He stood there, swaying a little, a foolish,
uncertain grin on his face.

Now | was again afraid— utterly, terribly
afraid. By his expressions of remorse, his re-
spectful attitude after he had returned to his
other self, the man had erased somewhat the
sordidness and indignity of his initial attack.
Or perhaps it was sheer relief to find myself
alive, safe. Now the full horror of the situation
swept over me again. | doubted | would be
able to talk my way out a second time. | saw
only one desperate chance—to get him out of
the house, if I could.

I grasped him by the arms, turned him
around and resolutely marched him toward
the door. Surprisingly, he let me. His body
under my hands felt rigid, poker-s He
walked with the jerky step of a robot. But he
let me propel him to the outside door. |
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reached around him, turned the doorknob,
opened the door wide. Just then he turned and
faced me. His arms clamped tightly around
me with the mechanical motion of a trap.
For an instant that expressionless face, with
the round black holes for eyes, again looked
into mine.

But we were by the door, and it was open. |
reached my hand down, caught hold of the
doorjamb, pulled myself out through the door.
I ran to the road, faster than I'd ever run
before, and up the hill crying, “Help, help!” |
knew no one would hear me, but | thought he
might think someone would. Part way up the
hill, I turned and looked back. He had fol-
lowed me out of the house, was standing be-
side my car.

| turned then and ran on, as fast as | could.
I did not look back again until | was well over
the brow of the hill. I could not see him at
all, now, and | knew | was safe. But | did not

LATE
MARRIAGE

By CECIL ROBERTS

Had we met thirty years ago

We had not loved in this wise way

For then, compact of fire and
snow,

Life had not been a humdrum day

But one bright palimpsest of
dreams,

Desires, and time-rewarding plans,

Ere caution threw its solemn
beams

Upon the scene that wisdom scans.

And now, instead of share and
script

We would have owned a brood of
things,

Noisy, bright-eyed and laughter-
lipped,

Music for middle-age journeyings;

For one fair girl had kept your
eyes,

And one tall lad had kept my
strength,

And w'e had grown old with
surprise

And not have known the journey’s
length.

slacken my pace until | reached my nearest
neighbors’ house. They telephoned the state
police.

After the troopers had left, | walked back
and forth through my house for many minutes
murmuring, “Thank You, God, thank You,
God, thank You, God!” Over, and over, and
over.

The state police, a wonderful organization,
were at my door within twenty minutes. Two
days later bloodhounds were used to pick up
the trail which led up the hill to an old wood
path behind my home. Here my assailant evi-
dently hid, watching the police until it was safe
to cross the highway and retrieve his car from
a deserted barn. When the troopers presented
me with a large selection of photographs of
men who had criminal or sex-ofTense records,
| easily identified the picture of Jack Smith,
who had been in three mental institutions, an
escapee from the third. The picture showed a
good-looking young fellow with a cocky, self-
conscious smile; but the eyes were troubled,
confused.

The next day | signed a warrant calling for
the arrest of Jack Smith; the charge: house-
breaking and attempted rape. The local justice
of the peace, a kindly man, knew Jack Smith
and his family. | was told that Jack would be

sent away for thirty days’ observation when he
was found. If adjudged insane, he would be
placed at once in an appropriate institution; if
sane, he would face criminal prosecution. If,
after being institutionalized, he were later pro-
nounced cured, he would still be brought to
trial on my charges. This was the situation, as
described to me. | took some comfort in this,
since it sounded like a sensible and practical
plan.

One week elapsed between that dreadful
night and the arrest of Jack Smith. During this
week | slept in my living room, lights on all
over the house, every door and window doubly
barricaded. It seemed that every time | picked

up a newspaper | read of the rape or murder,
or both, of some girl or woman. The police
seemed always looking for some criminal or
mentally deficient person who had served too
briefa time in prison or had been released pre-
maturely from a mental institution. Society
seemed to bungle the job of dealing with these
obviously sick men.

Still, | took heart in the hope that in the case
of Jack Smith, the seriousness of his illness
was evident, and he would be given a chance
at effective treatment. This was my hope.

My disillusionment began when | discovered
that Jack Smith was not sent away for obser-
vation. He was placed immediately in the
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county jail. The justice of the peace explained
that Jack had waived examination at the time
of his arrest, which permitted local authorities
to hold him injail for thirty days without being
brought to me for identification. (I learned
later that Jack had not understood what it
meant to waive examination.) In the end, Jack
Smith sat in the local jail for almost three
months without identification; without a psy-
chiatric examination; without any kind of
treatment.

| was haunted by the one conversation | had
with Jack Smith’s mother—a pleasant-looking
woman slightly younger than myself. She told
me that Jack had been an honor student at a
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well-known military academy until he volun-
tarily entered military service during World
War Il1—before he was eighteen years of age.
His trouble seemed to show up after his re-
lease. His trouble had been diagnosed as
schizophrenia, but he had never admitted that
he was sick.

| was advised by lawyer friends that | should
not, on my own motion, go to the jail to iden-
tify the prisoner, or see the district attorney; |
had to wait until I was sent for. Only the de-
fense counsel or the district attorney has the
power to secure a psychiatric examination of
an accused man.

As the weeks dragged by, | began to
worry about the identification. Although
there was little real doubt in my mind that
Jack Smith was my assailant, | did not like
the feeling that my charges were keeping a
man injail, and that these charges could blast
his life and make him an outcast from society.
| kept hoping that Jack had confessed, or in
some other way had given evidence, that he
was the man who had attacked me.

N o, until the day the case finally came up
before the grand jury did | have my chance to
identify the prisoner. The confrontation could
not have been accomplished in a way more
effective to defeat its purpose. 1 had seen my
assailant three months before, by moonlight.
Today | was shown a grim, unhappy being,
standing directly beneath a brilliant neon light.
There was little resemblance to the photograph
| had so easily identified. This man glared
down at me out of cruel, cold eyes. His face
was deeply grooved, furrowed with bitterness
and hatred. | had described my assailant as
lithe, athletic. This prisoner was heavy, start-
ing to run to fat. He seemed years older than
the man in my house on that horrible evening.
But the trooper explained, “ It isn't strange he
is heavier; he's been sitting in a cell month
after month. Wouldn’t you feel mean and bit-
ter if you'd been sitting in that jail for three
months?”

I cannot describe the shock and horror of
that moment. Not so much at the realization
of the danger which | had faced, greater even
than 1 realized, at the hands of this pitiable
creature, but at the realization that society had
perhaps destroyed a possibly salvageable hu-
man being.

Jack Smith had not confessed; the evidence
turned up so far was strong, but circumstan-
tial. Shocked and undecided, | had to go at
once into the grand-jury room. So confused
and upsetwas | that | had no ideawhat portion
of my information was truly important to the
case.

The members of the grand jury listened at-
tentively; the questions they asked me were
searching and to the point. | failed to recall
certain details which | had been trying reso-
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lutely to shut out of my mind. Since | relied
entirely upon the services of the district at-
torney, whose duty it was to represent the
people against violators of the criminal laws, |
had no previous legal coaching.

When the district attorney and | left the
grand-jury room, | felt that the jury must have
been left with grave doubts. I could not say, on
that day, that Jack Smith was actually the
man who had attacked me, so terribly had he
changed in appearance in the months of im-
prisonment. Later, | was able to be sure he was
the man. But this knowledge might have come
too late to prevent the release into the com-
munity of a dangerously and criminally insane
man. | asked what would happen if the grand
jury failed to return an indictment; could not
the authorities then order a psychiatric exami-
nation of the prisoner on the grounds that he
was an escapee from a mental institution?

The district attorney replied regretfully,
“Unfortunately, we find that the institution
has marked Jack down on the records as
having been given a release. That was to make
them look better, | guess.”

I looked at this pleasant man in consterna-
tion. Knowing these things,'tSur county at-
torneys had left the identification of Jack
Smith until the last possible moment; had left
the part | must play in his indictment entirely
to chance. That lives could be disposed of so
casually, that responsibility toward the safety
of women in the community be held so
lightly—to me this seemed the most incredible
phase of the whole unfortunate affair. And in
this process, a sick and troubled man had been
turned into a still less reasoning being, full of
hatred and hopes for revenge—and this man
had a good chance of returning to the very
community which had wronged him so gravely.

The grand jury did return an indictment and
Jack Smith was arraigned. But he still sat in
the jail for another month before he was
given a psychiatric examination and pro-
nounced a paranoid schizophrenic, unfit to
stand trial. (A paranoid schizophrenic is a
person with a split personality and delusions
of persecution.) Eventually he went to the
state prison for the criminally insane.

Would it be possible for Jack Smith to get
special treatment? | wondered. | was told,
“Notachance. The prison is overcrowded and
understaffed. He'll probably stay there the rest
of his life. Too bad, really, because he was a
nice chap to begin with.”

Sometimes men escape or are released from
these prisons, returning to society still less
equipped to cope with their compulsions.
Would Jack Smith one day escape or be re-
leased prematurely? Would he return to ter-
rorize another victim, less able to protect
herself than 1? | have asked myself these
questions many times. The answers leave me
deeply concerned. END

"1 just dropped in to show you how | look the next day.”
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her arms around him, but that he had pushed
her off. He was a little too glib. Somehow 1|
didn't believe him. | broke down and cried.
At once he began talking—Greg practically
hypnotizes me when he talks—and he prom-
ised to reform. He promised to put me ahead
of his friends, to keep them out of our hair
and to stop visiting the tavern.

“For several days there was an improve-
ment. Then the boat-building project got un-
der way again, and again our apartment was
overrun. It was impossible to keep the place
picked up and clean. Whenever it rained, the
gang settled inside and played cards, drank
beer and smoked cigarettes. Our horrible
concrete floors were covered with cigarette
butts, piled with fishing gear and shotguns—
guns frighten me—and everybody's dirty
clothes. | couldn't change my own clothes
with any peace of mind; | was always afraid
one of the fellows, constantly roaming around,
might blunder in on me. There weren't any
regular meal hours. Greg and his pals ate
when they felt like it—our refrigerator was
regarded as community property—and | was
supposed to fit in with the whims of a dozen
men. My marriage didn't seem like a marriage
to me.

“Greg seldom noticed what | wore or com-
plimented me on my appearance. He and |
had no sexual problems at first—both of us
are warm-natured—but he was too offhand
and casual about making love. Frequently he
forgot to kiss me when | left for work or when
I returned. The next day he might be very
ardent, but only after he put in hours playing
cards, tinkering with the boat, cleaning his
shotgun. | got the feeling that our love was
an afterthought and came last with him. This
spoiled my pleasure and shook my confidence

ks

and | became less affectionate and responsive.
He didn’t comment on the change in me and
his obtuseness made me feel worse.

“During our courtship | talked a great deal
about the children | wanted. After we mar-
ried Greg seemed quite willing to start a
familyimmediately, but | was afraid to take
the risk. Our apartment and our whole setup
were unsuitable for a baby. And Greg seemed
too irresponsible to be a father.

“1 couldn’t trust anything he said. One time
he told me thata friend of his, who represented
an electrical-appliance firm, would put in a
dream kitchen for us at a huge bargain. The
friend lived with us for three weeks and left
behind a stock of nonfunctioning pop-up
toasters, and that was the last heard of the
dream kitchen. Greg promised me floor-
length draperies to cover the front window,
which was bare to the street. He finally
brought in a hunk of unhemmed ugly red
cloth—1 detest red—and nailed the cloth along
one side of the window. When | protested, he
declared the effect was artistic and said my
taste in household decoration*was banal and
inferior.

“ Despite all his talk, he kept his income and
his finances a big secret. | bought most of our
groceries from my pay. Occasionally he
handed me a few dollars, but I couldn't
count on it. Whenever | mentioned a budget,
he grinned and agreed a budget would be a
dandy idea for us—someday.

“Two months after our marriage, he was
going off without me two evenings out of
three. | knew his friends were picking up girls
and | suspected he sometimes did the same.
I found bobby pins in the car and once there
was a compact in his pocket. He told me the
compact belonged to the girl friend of a
buddy. And then he kidded me about my evil
mind.

“In our third month together he took the
car on a hunting trip, saying he would return
in a couple of days. He was gone for a week
and | didn't hear from him and was terrified
he might be wounded or dead. Much as | hate
to complain—complaining goes against the
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grain with me—when he finally walked in |
threw a scene and accused him of making the
trip with some woman. He denied it. He
seemed sincere and | believed him. He then
cooked up a tale to explain what he had been
doing on all the other evenings when I'd been
left alone.

“He said he had enrolled in a night-school
course in salesmanship to surprise me, that
since | was so anxious to move to a better
apartment he wanted to improve and in-
crease his earnings. For the next few weeks
| sat by myself nearly every evening hiding
my loneliness and nerves, but inspired by the
idea that | was helping Greg. Then one eve-
ning after he drove off with a couple of his
buddies, supposedly headed for class, | sud-
denly decided to check up and telephone the
school. It wasn't listed in the book. There was
no such school.

“Maybe | should have been prepared for
the blow. | wasn't. | have religious convictions
against separation and divorce. Nevertheless,
| was so brokenhearted by Greg's deceitful-
ness | knew | had to leave him for the sake
of my own self-respect. My parents would
have gladly made a place for me in their small
apartment—| used to share a room with three
younger sisters—but | didn’t care to listen to
them criticize and abuse Greg. My father, in
particular, runs down Greg while he praises
me, and | can't stand it. After | packed my
clothes | called Greg's parents.

1Y ly mother-in-law and | get along just
fine; | admire her tremendously. She drove
over in their big car and collected me, had
their maid unpack my things, and put me in a
fine guest bedroom. Greg's parents own and
operate a small restaurant chain, and by my
standards they're rich. Their house is beauti-
fully furnished and has four bathrooms. As a
boy Greg had a room and bath of his own.
That's what makes it incomprehensible to me
that he now has so little ambition and is con-
tent to live in a slum.

“Greg’'s mother is baffled too. She says that
Greg has always been hard to handle, overly
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independent, and more loyal to his friends
than to his family. Apparently he always pre-
ferred sports and fun to application and
study. His two brothers, one older, one
younger, finished college, but Greg dropped
out as a sophomore. Both his brothers are
employed in the family business and have nice
houses and nice families. | wish Greg resem-
bled them.

“Next morning my mother-in-law tele-
phoned and told him where | was and gave
him a good lecture. He promised both her and
me that he would locate a regular job and be-
gin to behave like a real husband. I doubted
it. For almost a month | stayed in the guest
bedroom, although my mother-in-lawwouldn’t
let me pay any rent. Every evening Greg came
to the house and tried to convince me he had
reformed. Finally he found a nine-to-five job,
or so he said, and | went back to him. His
buddies were on hand to greet me. They had
anew hobby to keep them underfoot, a hobby
Jpreg insisted was bound to make a fortune.

"He and his friends were selling to pet shops the

fish, turtles, eels, and such, that they trapped
on their skin-diving expeditions. Hundreds of
fish, turtles and eels were swimming around
in six big tanks parked all around our living
room.

“When | sawthat livingroom I had hysterics
for the first time in my life. The six tanks were
moved to somebody else’'s boardinghouse.
Greg then had the excuse to spend hours at
the boardinghouse helping clean the tanks; he
allotted the rest of his free time to skin diving
and calling on pet-shop proprietors. My
loneliness became intolerable. | packed and
left him again.

“1 was ashamed to bother my in-laws any
more. | went back to stay with my parents.
Greg showed up there; he and my father had a
monumental argument. | sided with Greg,
whom I couldn’t bear to see insulted, and con-
sequently | was finagled into another recon-
ciliation.

“Why Greg chases after me, | don't know.
He has no need of a wife and no use for mar-
riage. All he really wants is to fool around
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and enjoy himself. Last September, practically
overnight, he went into a partnership with
two friends to import tropical fish from South
America. All three chipped in to buy a plane
ticket to Rio, but Greg took the trip. He told
me the pet-shop business was booming and
off he flew, brushing aside my protests.

“Since then | have rented an apartment, a
desirable apartment in an elevator building,
and I'm crazy about it. | share the expenses
with another girl. I'm glad | had the sense to
hang on to my job and am capable of self-
support. Greg has been gone for three months.
He has written me occasionally and I've oc-
casionally written him. | feel quite friendly to-
ward Greg, but | don't feel that he and | now
are or ever were a married couple. I've begun
dating other men and | find their company
pleasant. | doubt I will meet anybody else as
fascinating and stimulating as Greg, and |
hope | don’'t. Someday | want to marry again
and have a family and lead a normal married
life.

“I've already contacted a divorce lawyer.
Yesterday | received a cable from Greg. He is
leaving South America soon and expects to
find me waiting at the airport. 1 won't be
there. But I'm afraid of his persistence and
persuasiveness. | want to know just what to
say and just how to act in order to put him
permanently out of my life.”

GREG TELLS HIS SIDE:

"Letty is too immature for marriage, but
she loves me and we belong together," said
twenty-six-year-old Greg, as he seated him-
self in a counseling office at the American
Institute of Family Relations. With his rum-
pled curly hair and innocent expression, Greg
looked younger than his age. "Maybe Letty
told you she wanted a divorce, but she didn't
mean it. She is so childish she doesn’t know
her own mind from one minute to the next. A
few weeks ago she wrote a letter to South
America saying she missed me desperately. |
cut short an important business trip and hur-
ried back to the States, only to discover she

had moved out of our apartment again, a
fact she hadn't mentioned, hired a lawyer, and
was asking you people to counsel me right
out of her life.

"She refused to see me until | promised to
listen to your advice and make changes in my
personality. | don't pretend to be an ideal
husband—who is?—but there is nothing
particularly wrong with my personality. Letty
didn't used to complain about my personality
or complain much about anything else. She's
a good kid who doesn’t whine and nag. Like
all married couples, she and | have had our
little spats, but they're unimportant. A few
times she’'s got mad and walked out, but she
always came back.

“If Letty wants counseling on our marriage
I will provide it, as soon as she agrees to talk
to me. The minute | arrange to be alone with
Letty | can persuade her to stop this divorce-
talk nonsense. | know Letty through and
through, how her mind works, how to handle
her. We've been married two years; we've
been acquainted for nearly ten.

"She and I ran in different crowds in high
school—1 was one of the live-it-up kids and
she was definitely a square—but | guess I've
been more or less hooked by Letty since the
day we met in Social Studies Two. As usual,
| was gabbling in the back row of the lecture
room and | got caught at it and was ordered
to come up front and sit in the first row. | hap-
pened to take a chair beside Letty. After class
1 said something uncomplimentary about
the teacher. To my surprise Letty bristled,
stood up for him and told me off. She was a
terribly shy girl—the few girls in my crowd
weren't shy—and | thought it was cute of her
to speak her piece that way.

“But | had no notion of getting myself in-
volved with Letty—or with any other girl,
for that matter. | was too busy in activities
with the other guys. In those days hot rods
were the thing and | had a hot rod and when-
ever no weekend races were scheduled the
gang and | got together and tuned up my
heap. I've had plenty of friends since | was
in elementary school, because | planned it
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that way. My oldest brother, who is six years
my senior, has never had any use for me, and
when my parents opened the first restaurant
in their chain they boarded my baby brother
with relatives, which left me more or less
stranded. | was then eight years old. | can re-
member afternoons | came home from school
to our empty apartment—at that time my
folks couldn’t afford to pay a sitter—and felt
so lonely | was almost sick. Often after | fixed
my sandwiches for supper | couldn't eat. |
would go and sit on the floor in my mother’'s
closet so 1 could be near her clothes. That
seems funny now, since I'm anything but a
mamma’s boy; | admire my mother and the
success she and dad achieved, but | don't feel
close to either of them.

"By the time | was nine or ten | got tired of
being lonesome. It was then | went all out for
friends. I'm well co-ordinated physically and
by practice | made myself proficient in the

ACHILLES
WEPT

By ELIZABETH McFARLAND

\\e must assume | do not hear
Your cries,

Old-fashioned child with brown
Emblazoned eyes,

Hiding medallion head in arms

Vi hose slight
Circumference is all you have
Of might:
Achilles wept, and heroes all
May fall.

But mothers cherish myth
For gods so small.
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activities that interest boys. | spent hours bat-
ting a tennis ball against the side of a wall; 1
sent away for a course in judo and became
fairly expert; | built the biggest model rail-
road in our neighborhood, buying the ma-
terial from junk yards. Maybe it sounds boast-
ful, but at school | was invariably listed as the
leader type, although my marks were in the
cellar. Wherever | am, wherever | live, always
automatically becomes the natural meeting
place for a bunch of nice guys.

"Letty ought to understand that | need my
friends and they need me. As | look back 1
realize she was always a little mean-spirited
about my friends—she never made any friends
of her own—but | wasn't overly concerned at
the beginning of our acquaintance. | didn't
think she and | would ever get serious. We
were too dissimilar in our interests.

"The first time | took her riding in my hot
rod she darn near fainted from fear. The other
girls | knew weren't chicken. When | tried to
teach her how to swim she passed out cold,
or else she pretended to. She claims she has a
mortal terror of water, which | accept, al-
though in view of the recreations | enjoy her
nervousness is very inconvenient. She never
once stepped on board a boat my gang and 1
built, despite all my urging. When | bought her
a life preserver for a birthday present, she burst
out crying and | surrendered on the project.
Once | took her on a hunting trip—in order to
please her | invited nobody else—and she got
blisters on her heels and nearly froze to death.
In the end | had to call off the trip and practi-
cally carry her five miles down a mountain to
our car. Letty is not a good sport.

"W hy we stuck together for the eight years
before our marriage is still a mystery to me.
We broke up many times—that is, | decided to
stop seeing her—but for some reason | always
went back. Letty continually pestered me to go
steady with her and | continually refused. If |
let a week go by without telephoning, she
would drown me in tears when 1 did call. The
other girls | knew didn't act that way. | felt
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like a free agent and not obligated to telephone
anybody, and many times | told Letty so.

“Much as Letty gets on my nerves at times,
| respect her. Most girls get on their hus-
band’s nerves, | imagine. It's their nature. Letty
is the type of woman | always wanted to be
my wife and the mother of my children. From
the beginning | was attracted by her softness
and femininity. But frankly, our marriage
took place too soon for me. | wasn't ready to
be tied down.

“One evening, about three years ago, Letty
hinted she would like an engagement ring for
a Christmas gift. | changed the subject. She
then said she had just about decided to break
up with me and start dating another guy, a
real wolf who had been camping on her trail.
Up until then | had dated other girls, but she
had never dated anybody except me. | gave
her the ring on Christmas. By New Year's Day
she was talking about us setting our wedding
date, to the exclusion of every other topic ex-
cept the phone calls she was receiving from
the wolf. We were married at Easter.

“ Since Letty had been so determined to rope
me in, | assumed she would be satisfied with
the living accommodations | provided. In our
first week of marriage she commenced a big
campaign to move us to a more expensive
apartment. An apartment she and her father
could feel was worthy of her. My father-in-
law is a fine man, in his way. However, he and
his family occupy a run-down rental property,
he owns nothing, and | have no regard for his
judgment. When | reach my father-in-law's
age I'll be a landlord myself. By living in a
dump and paying low rent, I've managed for
the past five years to invest a hundred dollars
a month in real estate that is rapidly rising in
value. Letty wouldn't understand the deal
even if | were willing to let her in on the de-
tails of my business, which 1'm not. She thinks
strictly in terms of nine-to-five jobs. She is
glued to her own job. Now that she and | are
married, | wish she would turn in her resigna-
tion and stay home and start the family she
used to talk about. Because | refused to be
conned into the nine-to-five bit, she sticks to
her office on the grounds that she doesn’t trust
me to support her. Her worry on that score is
absurd. If she would agree to resign | might
even agree to move, although it's beyond my
comprehension why our place, which I'll ad-
mit isn't much, is so shocking to a girl who
grew up with considerably less.

“Nor do | understand why Letty dislikes
each and every one of my buddies. All the
guys think she is O.K., if something of a wet
blanket. Most girls would be pleased and
flattered to go out to dinner with a husband
and three or four of his presentable-looking
friends. Not Letty. Whenever the fellows and
I did drag her out with us, she began yawning
and clamoring for bed before dessert was
served. I'm a night owl. By nine p.m. Letty is

eager to hit the sack. Not only did she want us
to keep farmer’s hours, she wanted me to sit
home every evening in solitary glory while she
cooked our early supper. I've made no un-
complimentary remarks— Letty gets upset too
easily—but the fact is she can't heat a frozen
dinner without scorching it. She's a fair-
enough housekeeper, | guess, but in her clean-
ing up she often mislaid or threw out stuff of
mine, with the result that | would have pre-
ferred for the joint to stay dirty.

“Letty and | both have faults, but I'm will-
ing to overlook her faults and listen if she
cares to talk to me about mine. | want her to
come back to me.”

THE MARRIAGE COUNSELOR SAYS:

"This case was almost the easiest | ever
handled, and | don't quite know why. Per-
haps one reason is that Letty and Greg genu-
inely loved each other. Regardless o f what they
said, they had demonstrated their love and
mutual dependence by their actions. Their as-
sociation had lasted ten years. If Greg had
valued his independence and bachelorhood
as much as he fancied, he would have broken
off with Letty long before his wedding day. If
Letty had truly wanted to be divorced and re-
lieved permanently of Greg's company, she
would have refrained from writing him in
South America. Letty and Greg were treating
marriage as a game of wits, with each child-
ishly attempting to cash in on the other's
weaknesses and win top score. Perhaps a sec-
ond reason for the counseling success was that
Letty and Greg were poised at the threshold of
maturity and almost prepared on their own
to abandon juvenile ways when they sought
professional advice.

“On the surface, the personalities of the two
seemed to be as opposed as their tastes in
recreation. Letty was soft, subdued, inclined
to be fearful and helpless. Greg was reckless,
changeable, aggressive. Inwardly, as was in-
dicated by our psychological tests, the two
were quite a bit alike. Both were insecure and
emotionally adrift; neither had developed an
adult philosophy of life.

“Greg was leaning on his gang and feeding
on Letty’'s resentment of his small-boy be-
havior to build up his damaged ego. Cut off
early from his mother’s care, ignored by an
older brother whom he considered vastly su-
perior, Greg, in my opinion, probably forced
himselfto become a leader among other males
and an expert at rugged sports in order to
prove his personal worth, his masculinity.

“Letty’s exaggerated timidity was probably
the result of growing up in an overcrowded
home, where there was hardly enough of this
world’'s goods to stretch among many chil-
dren. Possibly because of the deprivations of
her youth, she was more materialistic than
Greg. She was more conventional because she
reflected a pinched, conventional background.
As a bride she interpreted Greg's choice of

"Your aunt had planned to divide her fortune among you,
until one day while standing at a busy street corner . .

living quarters, as well as his overweening de-
votion to his friends, as a direct and deliber-
ate slam at her. Greg confirmed her in this
conviction by his reluctance to reveal his
business and financial circumstances; it was
obvious that Letty, who had worked since
high-school graduation, was qualified to un-
derstand his plan of savings if it were ex-
plained to her.

Although Greg badly wanted a reconcilia-
tion, he found it difficult to speak to Letty
about his private affairs and ambitions. In his
self-assigned he-man role, he thought it un-
seemly to share business confidences with any
female. He was equally loath to inform his
friends that he was no longer available for
fun and frolic at all times. Even after Greg
came to understand through counseling that a
complete turnabout in his attitudes was essen-
tial to salvage his marriage, he shrank from
the pain inevitable in such change. Conse-
quently he launched himself on a second court-
ship, inviting Letty to dine and dance in plush
night spots, showering her with attention and
gifts. Often a second courtship helps to mend
a broken marriage. Greg's best efforts failed
with Letty.

"But then one evening Greg burst free of his
reticences and Letty followed his lead. The
two held a long, serious conversation that went
on for hours, probably the first serious con-
versation of their ten-year relationship. What
was said | don’t know, butjudging from later
reports to me | gather Letty and Greg ac-
quired important, intimate knowledge of each
other, their anxieties and fears, their secret
hopes and dreams. The next day Greg did a
very hard thing. He told several of his buddies
in plain words that as a married man, who
loved his wife, he hoped to maintain his mas-
culine friendships, but had found their con-
stant company an embarrassment. This news
was passed around. No doubt some of his
pals were offended, although nobody said so.
Greg still sees bachelor friends, but rarely.
A year ago one member of the old gang was
married; he and his wife are now included in
Greg and Letty's circle of mutual friends.

Letty moved back to the unsatisfactory
apartment, pleased to be with Greg without
his gang. She dropped her deeply entrenched
habit o f keeping quiet. She began to speak up
and voice objections when something seemed
wrong or unfair to her, instead of swallowing
her complaints and then bewildering Greg
with prolonged spells of cool silence which
inevitably culminated in explosions.

“Greg accustomed himself to initiating and
taking part in candid man-woman talk. Letty
became reassured, relaxed, much less stiff.
Greg then decided his wife was more fun than
tavern pickups, cadging meals and drinks.
One day he took Letty shopping for a new
sofa and was amazed to find their tastes in
furnishings were very similar.

"When Letty was advised of his investment
program, she cheered it. She proved immedi-
ately that she trusted his ability and financial
acumen: she resigned from her job. She put
some of her spare time into studying cook-
books; she hadn't known she was a poor cook
until Greg was prodded into telling her. Nor
had she realized how she annoyed him with
her addiction to nine-o'clock bedtime. Short
naps in the afternoon helped her to stay up
longer and become a livelier companion.

“Letty tried hard, but apparently was un-
able to learn to share in Greg's passion for
outdoor sports. She still dreads water and is an
indifferent swimmer, despite numerous swim-
ming lessons. Maybe someday in the future
she will conquer her nervousness and happily
go hunting, fishing and skin diving with Greg.
At the moment that particular problem is
academic.

“Just last week Letty and Greg became the
proud parents of twin boys. Greg was over-
joyed by the double triumph that (in his own
mind) firmly established his masculinity in the
sight of his financially successful parents, his
prosperous brothers and the rest of the world.
And Letty is rejoicing in his delight and her
own fulfillment. Their marriage, I'm sure, is
on a sound basis.”

Editors' Note: This case history was compiled and

condensed from actual records by
DOROTHY CAMERON DISNEY
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SHOWERS!

That’s how you'll feel when you
change to Tampax—the nice way,
the right way for sanitary protec-
tion. Tampax never shows, never
embarrasses, never reveals itself.
Never allows a hint of odor. Satin-
smooth applicator makes it sosimple
to use. Fingers never need to touch
it. No wonder millions choose it.
Why don’t you? Try it this month.
Worn internally, it’s the modern way!

Tampax® internal sanitary pro-
tection: Regular, Super and Junior
absorbencies, wherever such prod-
ucts are sold. Look for Tampax
Vendor in restrooms throughout the
United States. Tampax Incorporated,
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A flash of patent, an open-minded mesh, sandals with pump fit, in high or mid-heel
.. . American Girl makes all the fashion-exciting shoes you could want, for all the
occasions you want them.

$899 to $1099

Other Styles $6.99 to $10.99
slightly Higher South, West and Canada

288 A Street, Boston, Mass. « Oiv: Consolidated National Shoe Corp. Also made in Canada by Ludger Duchaine, Inc., Que.
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Pink and white dotted cotton satin looks so fresh and pretty. The sleeve-
less dress has a set-in midriff and closes with small covered buttons in the
back. Her straw hat picks up the pink and is accented with turquoise.
Vogue Design No. 9954. One-piece dress and jacket; 10-18 (31-38). 81.00.
Version shown requires 3)4 yards of 35" fabric without nap, size 14.

Another version of the giant zinnia print on page 79. This one is
in heavenly shades of pink and orange. This version is street
length and it zips up the hack. Add a gay headdress. Vogue
Design No. 9991. One-piece dress and stole: 10-16 (31-36).
81.00. Ankle-length version of the same dress and stole requires
1% yards of 45" fabric without nap. Street-length-version
dress requires 4)4 yards of 45" fabric without nap, size 14.

Vogue Design No.

9990. Shirt and slacks;

10-18 (31-38). 75c. Ver-

sion shown requires 2)4

yards of 35" fabric

without nap and 2)4

yards of 4"-wide nov-

elty banding for shirt

and 4)4 yards of 45"

. fabric without nap, for

Vogue Design No. 1108. the pink slacks, size 14.
One-piece dress, apron and
cummerbund; 10-18 (31-
38). 81.50. Version shown
requires 5)4 yards of 35"
fabric and 5)4 yards of 9"
novelty banding, size 14.
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COttonS HOLLYWOOD VASSARETTE
Continued from Pages 78 and 79 M

PHOTOGRAPHS BY LEOVBRUNO « Bl

Black and white dots are a
perennial favorite. The
blouse is bound with black
cotton braid. The patchwork
handkerchief print skirt is

justiour yards gathered to a bEFFEEEIEEPREREIPPHbEFFEEEIDFOFIREN
waistband. Blouse, Vogue WHIRLPOOL® CONTINUOUS-STITCH CUP COTTON BRA 1313. A, B. C 3.95; D 5.00
Design No. 9643. "Easy to

Make” 10-18 (31-38). 60c.

The sleeveless version shown

requires 1)4 yards of 35"

fabric without nap, size 14.
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A beautiful print is often
prettiest when made up in a
very simple design. Our bias-
cut bodice takes advantage of
the striped design on the fab-
ric. The skirt is gently gath-
ered. The dress has a conven-
ient back zipper closing.
Vogue Design No. 9989. One-
piece dress and cummerbund;
10-16 (31-36). 75c. Version
shown requires 38H yards of
50" fabric without nap, size 14.

Unfailing
Protection

—during those “self conscious” days each month

when ordinary deodorants can’t protect you

Vogue Design No.
4104. One-piece dress; y u I S F
10-18 (31-38). SI.50.
Version shown requires m
5 yards of 35" fabric
without nap, size 14.

Vogue Design No. 9967. One- $a, i’,'t/:geﬁ I I -
piece dress; 8-18 (30-38). 75c. s
Version shown requires 634 yards In the opinion ofa leading pharmacologist Quest

0f35” fabric without nap, size 14. Deodorant Powder contains the safest—yet the

mosteffective—deodorizer for Sanitary Napkins.
Quest can be used where strong irritating sprays
or creams may be dangerous to sensitive tissue.

Quest relieves chafing because it is soft and
absorbent. It'sso neatto use. Get Quest at all
drug and toiletries counters.
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ADLAI
STEVENSON

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 77

This fact js shown in a number of ways. By
fan mail that still pours into his law offices in
Chicago at the rate of 100 or more letters a
day. By an overwhelming flood of valentines
every February fourteenth. By the "Draft
Stevenson” clubs which have sprung up spon-
taneously all over the country, organized by
people who feel that only President Eisen-
hower’s magnetic popular personality was re-
sponsible for Governor Stevenson’s defeats in
1952 and 1956. By 45 requests for magazine
and newspaper interviews awaiting his de-
cision one day last winter. And by the proces-
sion of political figures, ranging from ward
leaders to governors, who continue to visit Mr.
Stevenson and ask his advice and opinions.

jYleanwhile the governor (as he is called in
Illinois, and by all who know him or work with
him) does nothing to encourage the build-up.
A bitruefully he accepts his role as titular head
of the Democratic Party, and agreeably pre-
sents the public image of country squire,
statesman and elder sage (not so elder, for he
numbers his years by the century, and was
sixty on February 5, 1960). Privately, he con-
tinues to live the busy, almost hectic life of a
prosperous lawyer, world traveler and doting
grandfather; in the last three and a half years
he has not stood in a comer, biting his thumb,
but has as always been thinking, working, talk-
ing, thinking, making friends, looking, think-
ing, writing, reading, and just plain living.

When the governor is not traveling he is
likely to be found during weekday working
hours at the offices of his law firm (Stevenson,
Rifkind & Wirtz) on the forty-third floor of
the Field Building in the Chicago Loop. His
private office, which used to belong to Mar-
shall Field, Sr., has magnificent views over the
city and Lake Michigan, paneled walls, and
the atmosphere of a living room rather than an
office. A huge painting of blades of golden
wheat hangs over a couch—a reminder of the
governor's deep affection for the Illinois farm-
land. On one wall is a campaign poster from
1892, when his grandfather Adlai Stevenson |
successfully ran for Vice President on a ticket
with Grover Cleveland. On a window em-
brasure is a small bronze head of Franklin D.
Roosevelt; on another, a bust of Albert
Schweitzer, whom Mr. Stevenson visited in
Africa. Across the room is a photograph of the
two men, smiling together, and above it on the
wall a huge world map. One end of the room is
lined with books. Most of them are on politics
and world affairs, and some of them were
written by Mr. Stevenson, whose recent book,
Friends and Enemies, deals with his trip to
Russia in 1958. In front of the shelves is a
long dining table.

"W e've fixed up a little kitchen in the office,
and when the governor really wants to talk to

guests without being interrupted, we serve
lunch here,” explained Carol Evans, the tall,
handsome, highly discreet blonde who has
been the governor's secretary since 1947.

“He gets in around nine-thirty and goes
through the day like a whirlwind,” she con-
tinued. “He doesn’t like to go out to lunch at
restaurants or even private clubs because so
many people come up to the table to speak to
him. People are always after him for some-
thing or other. For instance, he gets about
sixty or seventy requests to speak every week,
and he accepts only a fraction of them, if any.
He likes to do things which can be nationally
rather than just locally helpful. And he gives a
lot of time to organizations which were con-
nected in some way or another with his family.
And to the Field Foundation, and the En-
cyclopaedia Britannica—he’'s chairman of
their film division.

“Then there's the mail. He still gets a lot
from women who think they're in love with
him and want to marry him. He was mildly
intrigued by these letters at first, but now he's
sick of itand | screen them all out. But there’sa
great deal of other mail he has to see for him-
self, of course. Ittakesup a lot o f time, particu-
larly as he's away from Chicago so often.”

Miss Evans produced a listofthe governor's
appointments for one typical month last fall,
as an illustration of the infinite variety and
pace of his present life. Meeting with Brooks
Hays, former Democratic congressman from
Arkansas, who lost a recent election largely
because of his antisegregationist beliefs. At-
tendance at a World Series game. Two days’
work at home, writing an article. A luncheon
at home for Sir Julian Huxley, the British bi-
ologist, and hiswife. A meeting with the board
of editors of the Encyclopaedia. Overnight
house guest: former Senator William Benton,
of Connecticut.

That was the first week. The second in-
cluded a flight to New York, where his law
firm has a branch, as it has in Washington.
Lunch and a football game with President
Robert Francis Goheen at the governor's
alma mater, Princeton. A dinner for Mme.
Vijayalakshmi Pandit of India. A dinner with
members of the Democratic Advisory Coun-
cil, and a visit with the President of Mexico,
who was then touring the United States.

The next week the governor was back in
Illinois, where he gave a Democratic fund-
raising party at his home for about 450 peo-
ple, and lunched on another day with Gov-
ernor Edmund G. Brown, of California. A
few days later he was in Boston, having dinner
with Arthur Schlesinger, Jr., the author and
historian whoisalso aformer speechwriter for
Mr. Stevenson. Then on to New York to see
“The Miracle Worker,” and to keep various
business appointments. The end of the month
found him back at home, going quail hunting
with friends, and entertaining President Sekou
Toure, of Guinea, at dinner.

“Typical,” commented Miss Evans. “Ex-
cept that during the month he didn’t happen
to travel outside the country.”

"They each have two pennies for you.”

Governor Stevenson has a vast curiosity
about the rest of the world, which fits in nicely
with his law firm’s international interests. Be-
tween 1952 and 1956 he visited most of Asia.
He goes to Europe every summer, and the
West Indies or other points south every winter.
In 1958 he made a long tour of Russia, where
he represented the Authors League of Amer-
ica in efforts to arrange royalties for the Soviet
use of American literary works. He failed, and
came back remarking, "It is as useless to argue
with a dedicated Communist as it is with a
right-wing Republican.” During the trip he
also visited Scandinavia, Eastern Europe and
the Sahara, and in 1959, while on a cruise with
Senator Benton, he took a look at Spain. In
February and March of this year he was
scheduled to tour most of South America.

On hisforeign travels the governor is usually
accompanied by William McCormick Blair,
Jr., one of his law partners. Mr. Blair, a tall,
sardonic, youngish man-about-Chicago, has
worked with Mr. Stevenson for years in and
out of campaigns and is an expert at advising
his boss on strategy, press relations, foreign
lands and when to put on his galoshes.

“Bill Blair is the only person who can dis-
agree openly with the governor,” a mutual
friend said. "Other people can do it, but they
have to be diplomatic.”

Another partner is Newton N. Minow, a
brilliant young lawyer who frequently joins
Mr. Stevenson on the New York trips. Mr.
Minow often twits the governor about two of
his well-known characteristics: frugality; and
his love of food, any food. Furthermore, he
can provide stories to prove it.

"When we're in New York we usually stay
at Senator Benton's apartment in the Savoy
Plaza,” he says. "Since a lot of our business is
down in Wall Street and we always get lost
getting there, | usually suggest taking a taxi.
But no, the governor says that's wasteful, and
we take the subway. Sure enough, we get lost.
When we're finally through our business it's
lunchtime, and we start looking around for a
restaurant. And sure enough, he heads right
for some little greasy spoon of a place, with
the kind of food you wouldn't feed to your
worst enemy. But he hops up on a stool and
devours everything he can get.

“Senator Benton's apartment has a little
kitchen, and the last time we were there the
governor said he'd cook dinner. He turned out
the most nauseating mess you've ever seen—
something involving eggs and tomatoes and |
don’t know what all—and he couldn’t under-
stand why | said he could have my share. But
he ate it all up.”

In New York Governor Stevenson, a de-
voted father, always sees his youngest son,
John Fell, who is in the real-estate business
there. Bordon, the middle son, is working in
Boston. Adlai Stevenson 111, the oldest son,
practices law with a firm unconnected with
that of his father, and lives in Chicago. Adlai
111, a gentle and diffident young man ("Just
like the governor when he was young,” said a
friend) is married and the father of two-about-
to-be-three children.

"The gov’'s the most wonderful grandfather
you could imagine,” says his daughter-in-law.
Nancy Anderson, a beautiful Smith College
graduate with green eyes and hair the color of
buckwheat honey, met young Adlai when he
was stationed with the Marines near her home
in Louisville, Kentucky. They were married in
June, 1955, and little Adlai Stevenson IV was
bom on November 4, 1956, two days before
the governor's second defeat. Typically, Mr.
Stevenson told his disappointed followers,
"Let there be no tears for me. If | have lost an
election, | have won a grandchild.”

Today young Adlai IV is a direct, sturdy,
straw-thatched three-year-old who resembles
his grandfather, likes hard toys, and shows
a scientific turn of mind. His little sister
Lucy, who was born on July 2, 1958, is a
moonbeam-haired child who looks like a
Vermeer painting and constantly collapses in
paintable poses. She loves people and stuffed
animals.

The young Stevensons live in a comfortable
old brick house, painted gray with a white
trim, on a quiet Chicago side street. When the

CONTINUED ON PAGE 177
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Now...
everybody’s
summer favorite
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blended batiste of
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the lightest, coolest,
floatiest, frothiest,
loveliest, dreamiest
and easiest to care for
batiste lingerie

that ever was!
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BETTER THINGS FOR BETTER IIVING . . THROUGH CHEMISTRY

Sissy night-dressing flowing gently from a pouf-sleeved yoke sugared with lace. In sunlight, pink, blue, aqua or white. Sizes S, M, L. About $8. At better stores everywhere.
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INSIDE STORY

How The Stars

Reduce Withou
Telltale Aging

By BOBBIE REYNOLDS

T was a star-studded audience at
Romanoff's and everybody was

dressed fit to kill. Yvonne De Carlo
looked like a living doll in a strapless
sheath that showed off her figure to per-
fection. In fact, she looked younger,
slimmer and even more glamorous than
when we'd met five years ago—prior to
the filming of “The Ten Command-
ments.”

Later in the evening, | asked her out-
right how she keeps her gorgeous figure.
“Or don’tyou have to worry about your
weight?” | added with the slightest trace
of envy in my voice. Her answer took
me completely by surprise.

“After my second son was born,”
Yvonne confided, “I decided | needed
to lose a few pounds. You see. I'd signed
for my first TV appearance and on a
‘live’ show, with no chance for re-shoot-
ing, | knew I'd be better off a few
pounds under than one pound over
camera proportions.”

“But what did you do?” | said impa-
tiently. “Try a crash diet?”

“Absolutely not!” said a shocked
Yvonne. “I reduced the safe way. | sim-
ply ate candy.”

A studio dietitian had warned Yvonne
against starvation diets and rigid regi-
mens. She knew how easily they can
ruin health and looks. Instead, she rec-
ommended a special low-calorie candy
that helps make you thin. And it actu-
ally does! I've seen plenty of proof
walking around the cinema town.

What a pity some of the box office
belles and matinee idols of the silent
era never knew about this amazing re-

ducing-plan candy. Blitz pills, rubber
sweatsuits, reducing salts, dangerous
drugs, dehydration diets—that's how
they punished themselves in the old days.
And what could be worse than a leading
lady with lines that can't be covered
up with cosmetics or with skin that's
lost its firmness from a sudden weight
reduction! Yet even worse things have
happened to Hollywood stars in their
struggle to reduce.

Take, for instance, Lilyan Tashman,
who made a name for herself in “The
Gold Diggers of Broadway”—or Bar-
bara La Marr. the raven-haired beauty
of "The Three Musketeers” or Renee
Adoree of “The Big Parade” fame. Old
timers tell me these beauties made
themselves desperately ill from starva-
tion dieting. Another sad case, in later
years, was that of Maria Montez.

But for the most part, stars today
have given up dangerous diets that work
faster at “aging” them than reducing
them. They now keep their figures look-
ing younger than their years a safe,
sensible way. They actually eat a deli-
cious, low-calorie vitamin- and mineral-
enriched candy, especially made for re-
ducing.

Lovely Virginia Bruce confided that
she’s tried both the vanilla caramel kind
and the chocolate fudge-type and finds
they work equally well.

“So many women ‘over thirty’ be-
come careless about their figures and
looks.” said Virginia at lunch one day.
“And that's the time to pay special heed
to these things.”

Then holding up two candy squares,

Everybody wants to know Hedy Lamarr’s secret of staying slim —

and it looks as if she's telling all her friends. She says she eats candy!
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Advertisement

Beautiful, blue-eyed Yvonne De Carlo
has, without a doubt, one ofthe young-
est-looking figures on the Hollywood
scene. Read how she keeps it thatway.

she added: “These let me eat all .my
favorite foods—beef stroganoff, maca-
roni, even ice cream—but keep me from
overeating.” Interesting sidelight: Vir-
ginia has lost 9 pounds on this reduc-
ing-plan candy, and I've never seen her
look better.

Quizzing Virginia further, | found
that she’d read about this candy in a
magazine article, based on a medical
journal report. To satisfy my own curi-
osity, | dug up the report and learned
this. The candy is not a pill, not a drug.
It's what's known as an "appetite de-
terrent.”

Taken before meals as directed, the
candy (which, incidentally, is called
Ayds) curbsyour appetite, so you auto-
matically eat less . . . lose weight natu-
rally.

It's been tested on scores of over-
weight men and women in clinical
studies at a Boston medical center and
in a recent study at a Chicago univer-
sity. And when compared to other lead-
ing weight-reducing products, plus a

It's plain to see riding instead of walking
hasn’t hurt Virginia Bruce's lovely figure.
Fact is, she’s lost nine pounds.

strict diet alone, doctors found that
those on the Ayds Plan lost the most
weight—three times as much as those
on th'e diet alone. What's more, they
suffered no hunger pangs, no nervous
jitters or sleeplessness.

News as good as this couldn’t help
but travel fast over the theatrical grape-
vine. In New York City, the other day,
I talked to the secretary of a talent agent
who had taken off 28 pounds on the
Ayds Plan. And she was just delighted.
In fact, the reliability of Ayds and its
success over the past 18 years have been
so outstanding that its makers guaran-
tee you'll lose weight with your first box
or your money is refunded.

What people like most about these
delicious Ayds candies is that they not
only help you reduce—but they help you
stay reduced!

Hedy Lamarr confirmed that! | ran
into her at a masquerade party and no-
ticed she was wearing a costume from
“Samson and Delilah.” a film she'd
made in 1950. When | remarked on it,
she said: "Thanks to Ayds, it still fits.
I never thought losing pounds could be
so easy and so pleasant.”

And there it is! The inside story not
only of how the stars reduce without
telltale aging, but of how thousands of
folks have achieved youthful figures,
too. For any who'd like to follow their
example, see your doctor before reduc-
ing and have him write for the medical
journal report. Then pick up a box of
Ayds (vanilla caramel or chocolate
fudge-type) atdrugor departmentstores.

© 1960 Campana Co.
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governor remains in town overnight he some-
times stays there, but he is reluctant to do so
since Lucy has to be moved out of the guest
room when he comes.

“We don't mind at all, and neither does
she,” says Nancy Stevenson, “but Gov thinks
it's a bother for us, and he hates to put us to
any trouble. So he often spends the evening
here with us, and then goes on to the home of
an old friend where there’s always plenty of
room for him.

“He’s terribly patient with the children, and
he loves to have us bring them out to his farm.
If he happens to be having a cocktail party and

DAUGHTER

By PHILIP BOOTH

Birthday girl, you rate a barker,

rounding your circus year's one
ring:

bottle and all, on stilted rocker

feet, you topple, grab, and hang

on our unstable laughter, a
walker

and talker both, who milks the
air

of adult praise and then, as a
mimic

going nowhere, walks from here

to almost there in a mist of
comic

talk that might get a grown
girl far.

Stages away from our reach,
you’ll clown

to balance your own world out,
while we,

who watch the floor of our world
tilt up. learn

to match your new words with
silence, and see

you, as we do now: a daughter
grown

birthdays from here, when you'll
play

a more worldly part, where the
words

you risk will be the world you
stay,

and down a long aisle, slowly,
toward

other hands, you will walk the
full way.

the children start running around and pulling
people’s skirts, Gov just thinks it's terribly
funny. And he'll read to them for hours—silly
endless things like 'Chug chug chug chug
comes the train’—and never get bored.

“He's really an ideal grandparent— he never
interferes with how we raise the children, or
makes any suggestions. Oh, if they've been
having a lot of colds he may ask if I've taken
them to the doctor. But that's all, ever. Maybe
he thinks we don't discipline them enough, but
he never says so. And instead of flooding them
with a lot of useless presents, the way some
grandparents do, he always asks me what they
need and then he pays careful attention to
what | tell him. For instance, | once told him 1
wanted a special kind of snow suit for Lucy—
ittook him all morning and a dozen shops, but
he found it.

"Yes, | think the grandchildren have helped
to fill in a kind of gap in his life. But | really
don’t think he's very lonely. He's got lots and
lots of friends who are devoted to him, and to
whom he’s devoted—they see to it that he isn't
left alone too much. And then he'sso busy ...

he never seems to relax! Ad and 1worry about
that sometimes, just as we worry a little about
his putting on weight.

“But | suppose he does get lonely some-
times. For instance, once in a while at night
when he’s working at home he'll call us up,
just to say hello and see how we are. And |
think of him out there alone, playing classical
records to himself. We all wish he'd get mar-
ried again—but | honestly don’'t think he will.
Oh, he knows lots of lovely single women, and
he goes out with them. But somehow, nothing
ever seems to happen.”

Mr. Stevenson and his wife, Ellen Borden
Stevenson, were divorced in 1949, when Mr.
Stevenson was governor of Illinois. The gov-
emor still lives in the home which they built in
1938, and as the years pass by he is more and
more likely to be found there—writing, think-
ing, walking or, as he was one week last win-
ter, posing for an oil portrait.

Governor Stevenson’s home is a white, two-
storywooden house on aseventy-acrefarm near
Libertyville, forty miles north of Chicago. To
get there, you take an hour-long train ride to
Lake Forest, a comfortably wealthy com-
munity filled with Republicans, limousines and
pseudo-Tudor architecture. At the station (if
you are lucky and have made careful arrange-
ments) you are met by the amiable tenant who
farms the governor's land, and are driven
eight miles through open countryside which
could be described as “rolling” by only a
Midwesterner.

The car turns left off the highway, goes for a
mile or two along an unpaved road, and whirls
into a gravel driveway where an open white
gate is marked “A. E. S.” One third of a mile
ahead the house stands on a little knoll, sur-
rounded by what looks like an English park-
wide stretches of grass beneath tall, magnifi-
cent trees. A flock of sheep dot the meadow to
the right, and on a little hillock beyond them a
neighbor’s sleek chestnut horses prance in the
keen wind of this bright blue-and-white winter
day. A thincrust ofold snow still lies in patches
on the ground; morning sunlight bounces
from a puddle of ice in the driveway and
dances across the governor's bright yellow
front door.

On just such a day, Carol Evans led us
through the front door and into the paneled,
red-tile-floored entrance hall. To the left were
aguest room and bathroom; to the right, the
kitchen and the housekeeper's quarters. A
staircase, up which Miss Evans and her brief-
case swiftly disappeared, led to the upstairs
and, one gathered, the governor. The living
room lay straight ahead.

The first impression of Governor Steven-
son’s living room is one of light, comfort and
gaiety. The walls are pale yellow, and the fuzzy
rugs on the hardwood floor are a paler yellow.
Across the room from the fireplace a glass
door leads to a flagstoned patio. On either side
ofthe door are two tall, pale green tables, each
bearing a vase of yellow flowers and red ber-
ries; two matching mirrors with wide silver
frames hang on the walls above the tables.

Two comfortable mustard-colored couches
face each other on either side of the fireplace,
and a blue occasional chair with a gay flower
pattern stands near them. On one side of the
fireplace is a copper tub full of logs; on the
other, a low, round table bearing a philo-
dendron planted inacopper half-bushel meas-
ure from Somerset, England, a dagger from
India, a sword from Africa, and a stone ax-
head which the governor found long ago in
one of his fields.

Against one wall is a glass-fronted secretary
filled with souvenirs of the famous family, and
antique glass and china. In one small wine-
glass is a note: “ Dear Adlai: George Wash-
ington drank out of this glass ... go thou and
do likewise . . . preferably . . . cider!” The
signature is invisible. Nearby is an inlaid side
table displaying a letter from Lincoln to Major
General Meade, a picture of Lincoln (to whom
Governor Stevenson is particularly devoted)
and various historic medals. On this particular
day the table also bore three small books: The
Pocket RLS (Robert Louis Stevenson),
Travels with a Donkey, also by the no-relation
Stevenson, and Thomas More's Utopia.

Other books lay in casually happy piles
around the room. A stack of new novels on a

sideboard, between a ship model and a basket
of juicy red apples. Candidates 1960 (which
contains a particularly felicitous chapter on
Adlai Ewing Stevenson) lay on a small table
near one of the couches, along with several
new books on current politics. Before a sunlit
corner seat a big table was piled high with
magazines: The French edition of Realites;
TheSaturday Review; The New Republic(fo\ded
open to a critical article on Vice President
Nixon); Life and the Princeton Alumni Weekly.
Art and picture books fanned across the coffee
table in front of the fireplace.

One of them, The Quiet Eye, contains a
quotation from the Book of Discipline of the
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Religious Society of Friends: “True simplicity
consists not in the use of particular forms, but
in foregoing overindulgence, in maintaining
humility of spirit, and in keeping the material
surroundings of our lives directly serviceable
to necessary ends, even though those surround-
ings may properly be characterized by grace,
symmetry and beauty.”

“Yes, yes. I'd subscribe to that,” said Mr.
Stevenson, when he was asked about this
later on. And: “Yes, certainly that is what |
believe.” Although he is a Unitarian, there
are those who believe that the Quakerism in
his ancestry has had a strong influence on
his character. The famous “frugality,” for

ALL
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instance, might be looked upon as Quaker
spareness and dislike of ostentation; his re-
fusal to make glib campaign promises is seen
by some people as a deliberate attempt at po-
litical suicide, and by others as a Quakerlike
refusal to sacrifice the principles of conscience
to expediency. His home, comfortable and
spacious but not the opulent mansion which
his wealth would permit, is in keeping with
this interpretation. (People close to Mr.
Stevenson estimate his wealth at “around a
million dollars.”)

Beyond the living room is the library, three
of its walls lined with books, the other occu-
pied by windows, a fireplace and a sunny,
pastoral oil painting. There are four shelves of
poetry, and most of the volumes looked well
thumbed. There are shelves of scrapbooks
containing up-to-date clippings about the gov-
ernor. Reminders of his world travels are here
in the form of a folded golden Japanese um-
brella, a pair of golden slippers from India,
and presentation swords and daggers from
everywhere. His political adventures are com-
memorated in a collection of rather awful
Democratic donkeys and, displayed promi-
nently if perhaps ironically, a string of white
ivory elephants.

A radio is built into one of the bookshelves,
and below it is a phonograph. On this particu-
lar day a pile of records which the governor
had evidently been playing recently lay beside
the phonograph: Excerpts from Richard
Strauss’ Arabella; Berlioz; Tchaikovsky.

Nearby was a row of books which later
turned out to be the “ones-I'm-intending-to-
get-around-to-soon” books. In their wild va-
riety they were a fine indication of the gov-
ernor’s wide-ranging interests: Allen Drury's
Advise and Consent; Richard Nixon, by Earl
Mazo; Can Man Be Modified? by Jean Ros-
tand; Suzuki’'s Zen and Japanese Culture;and
More in Anger, by Marya Mannes.

The governor’svoice could be heard on the
stairs. “| hate posing for my portrait,” he was
complaining to Miss Evans. “My mind goes
blank. I can’t bearto have my mind go blank. |
want to go for a walk. Now where did | leave
my boots?”

He hurried into the room, a medium-sized
man in tweed trousers and a mustard-colored
corduroy jacket, a man obviously intending to
look under a couch for the missing boots but
who swerved from the search just in time to
say hello. His eyes were bluer than one had
expected—uvery, very blue eyes in a rather pink
face.

“You want to go for a walk?” he asked.
“Good! We've got to hurry, only an hour un-
til lunch. Let me see, did | remember to order
tea for lunch? Yes, I'm almostsure | did. How
are you fixed for shoes? My goodness, you
can’'t go walking in the snow in those! They're
very pretty, but they'll get soaked. Let me see
what | can find.”

The governor dived into the hall closet and
began tossing possibilities out into the hall.
One thigh-high rubber wader. A pair of hip-
high fishing pants. A pair of heavy leather
African safari boots. Two tennis shoes which
didn’t match.

“H’'m,” said the governor, looking with di
may at the collection. Suddenly he dashed up-
stairs, and a minute later came back with a
pair of sheepskin-lined sudde duck-hunting
boots. They fitted perfectly.

The phone rang, and Governor Stevenson
took it in the hall—we counted five telephone
extensions in the house, and there are prob-
ably more. “Where's a pencil? Where's a
pencil? There ought to be pencils here!” he
exclaimed as we wandered back into the living
room to wait. Even there, his slightly raspy
voice sounded clearly: “Limitations and con-
sortions . .. renegotiations . . . well, all right,
I'll draft the letter... let'ssee ... now remem-
ber, new nations are touchy about their
sovereignty . . . let's not let a minor obstacle
stop the freight train.” The governor is often
accused of “ pathological indecision,” but this
one small glimpse into the conduct of his law
business suggested that in that area, at least,
he is as decisive as a diamond cutter.

When the call was over, when the governor
had discovered that everyone else was booted
but that he was still wearing his slippers, when

|he had finally found his boots and put them

on, when he had checked again to make sure
he had really ordered tea for lunch, the walk-
ers set out. Joker and Merlin came too
Joker is a big black “ stable dog” and Merlin is
the fourth generation of Stevenson Dalma-
tians, all of which have been named after
characters in the King Arthur legends. Two
famous forebears, Artie and Lance, are no
longer among the living.

The governor led the way past the winter-
empty vegetable garden, and showed us the
neat stables where he used to keep horses until
he decided they were too expensive. Near them
is the new aluminum bam, smelling like old
bams of warm hay, manure and sunlight. A
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red canoe and an aluminum skiff were lashed
to a beam for winter storage. We opened a
gate and crunched through wet oak leaves and
crusty snow down a gentle slope to the Des
Plaines River. The governor talked of the
Kickapoo Indians who had lived in the area, of
the French who had come down the river
bringing perfume bottles (“O f all things!”) to
the Indians, of the arrowheads his boys used
to find in the fields.

“From this very spot,” he said, pointing,
“you can take a canoe and paddle all the way
to New Orleans!”

“How far have you gone?”

He grinned. “To the outskirts of Chicago.”
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We walked on briskly, following a well-
worn path beside the river, and after half a
mile circled the houses of some neighbors back
toward the governor’'s house. The governor
talked of his farm, ofselling a few bales of hay
ayear, of butchering afew sheep ayearfor the
freezer, of how he wished he hadn't sold his
bigger farm in Central Illinois, of the diffi-
culties of absentee landlordism.

We climbed a split-rail fence and headed
back across the lawns toward the house. The
governor pointed admiringly at a stretch of
virgin forest behind us, and told of how it had
been saved from the developers by a benevo-
lent neighbor. He pointed out his tennis court,

and the places where daffodils carpet the
ground in spring. Tidily he collected broken
branches as he walked, placing them in neat
piles to be used later for firewood. Before we
went in the house he stopped for a moment
to gaze at his sugar maples, the bare branches,
intricate as thought, lashing with apparent in-
decisiveness in the winter d, the trunks,
sturdy as conscience, rooted firmly in the rich
Midwestern soil.

“Trees are my great love,” he said.

Lunch was announced a short while later by
Mrs. Viola Reardy, the governor's house-
keeper and sole domestic employee. Long ago
Mrs. Reardy used to work for the governor’s

sister, Mrs. Ernest Ives, in the old family home
at Bloomington, lllinois; after Mrs. Reardy
was widowed about a year and a half ago she
heard that the governor (like everyone else)
was desperate for efficient domestic help and
decided to take on the job.

“The governor was afraid the work would
be too hard for me,” said tiny, gray-haired
Mrs. Reardy. “But | convinced him that | was
wiry and strong, and that after | got organized
everything would be fine. And it is fine now.
He's easy to please—he’ll eat anything, al-
though he likes to plan menus when guests are
coming. And he never complains—unless| for-
get and move something so he can't find it.
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He's like all men: he likes things to be where
he left them!”

The dining room, like the other rooms, is
gay and cheerful. On one side a large picture
window with blue-white-and-yellow-flowered
draperies frames the distant view of fields and
trees and the near view of a bird-feeding sta-
tion and a red-berried crab-apple tree; on the
opposite wall a huge mirror'reflects the view
for guests seated with their backs to the win-
dow at the long, rectangular table.

Tomato soup, broiled fish, salad, fruit com-
pote and tea appeared smoothly and disap-
peared swiftly. The conversation moved from
India to foreign policy to domestic policies
(warily) and rather quickly on to the gov-
ernor’s travels.

“In England last summer | stayed with
John Steinbeck,” he said. “ Funny little place
way out in the middle of a field—not far from
Glastonbury. He's been working for years on
the Arthurian legend, maybe ten years. He's
been trying to find the real Camelot, and |
guess he's found eight or ten possible ones.

“He has a theory that it is necessary for hu-
mans from time to time to create versions of
the Arthurian legend—round-table coalitions
of the bright people and the stupid who call
themselves good in opposition to all the other

evil people. It's an old legend, goes back to
Egypt, maybe to India. ... | was fascinated,
fascinated!”

But it was time to get down to real work, to
posing for the portrait again, and talking
seriously. The governor led the way upstairs to
aspare bedroom, and leaned against a table in

Whenever it is in any way possible,
every boy and girl should choose
as his life work some occupation
which he would like to do anyhow,
even if he does not need the money.
WILLIAM LYON PHELPS
ESSAY ON THINGS

the required pose. (“ Darned uncomfortable!”
he muttered.) Willard W. Cummings, a young
artist from New York, squinted at the docu-
ments the governor held in his statesmanlike
right hand, and squeezed out some Chinese
white on his palette. Midafternoon sunlight
filtered softly through the gauze durtains.

“What have | been doing in the last few
years?” the governor asked, echoing the ques-
tion reflectively. “Well, I've never satisfied my
travel wanderlust (although 1I'm reaching the
point where | may have) and so I've been
traveling a lot.

“Then there’'s my law firm. | have to earn a
living, you know, and it keeps me pretty busy.
And | have to keep up to the correspondence
and the public demands still made upon me. |
guess I've done what I've been called upon to
do tothe bestofmy ability. Anyway, | hope so.

“And I've been finding time to enjoy my
family more than in the busy past, and to re-
lax a little. | got caught up in an angry world
from the beginning, and I can hardly remem-
ber a time when | wasn’'t working or involved
in it. Why, even as a boy going back and forth
to school on the train, | was reading; | always
had a book in my hand when | traveled, but |
wish now that | had looked out the windows a
little more often.

“My life has been beset since | first went to
Washington and got caught up in the anguish
of the depression, in the days o f the New Deal.
Then from there | went on to the anguish of
the war. | spent the summer of 1939 in Europe,
and saw war coming, and when | returned |
got involved in fighting the America First
movement, fighting isolationism. That was a
bitter fight! After that | went off to war, with
Frank Knox and the Navy Department in
Washington. And after the war came work
with the United Nations, and then | was gov-
ernor of Illinois. Then I ran twice for the pres-
idency. ... I guess | never slowed down at all
from 1933 to 1957. So now I'm beginning to
slow down a little, and enjoying it.”

The governor stopped a moment to think,
wriggled slightly and muttered a curse at the
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sharp edge of the table, glanced guiltily at the
painter, and went back into his pose.

“In the realm of thought,” he continued, “I
guess | think most of all about world affairs,
which seem to me of the most importance.
And in the field of world affairs the two most
important facts are the existence of nuclear
weapons, which could destroy us literally, and
the disparity of living standards, which could
destroy our free institutions if we can’'t do
something to narrow the gap.

“Internationally, | think our main goals
should be nuclear disarmament to eliminate
the threat of war, and a narrowing of the eco-
nomic disparity between the living standards
in the world. We can't go on much longer liv-
ing in a world where, for instance, the average
yearly income in America is two thousand
dollars a year, and the average yearly income
in India is sixty dollars! No wonder great po-
litical, social and scientific revolutions are
sweeping the world, and that instead of seeing
the world go democratic we've seen eleven
countries (I think it is) turn to other forms of
government in the last few years. Democracy
is not winning in the world, it is losing.

“Domestically, the important problem is
growth. To pay for what we wish to accomplish
as a nation you have to have a larger net in-
come, and to have that you have to grow. You
have to take some of the bold steps toward
growth, such as our forefathers were not
afraid to take, and such as we took in the
depression.

“Education is another vital domestic issue.
Obviously, we're going to have to double our
national expenditures on education. To me,
it's shameful that we have permitted the fear
of inflation to block all our big schemes and
dreams!

“We say it would be nice to have clean,
wholesome cities for our children to grow up
in, and adequate schools for them to go to—
but it's too bad we can't afford them. | just
don’t settle for that. We have to contrive ways
of doing these things. We must be bold, we
must be imaginative. We must not be par-
alyzed by large fears and little aims!”

Again he was silent, and his face looked pale
now in the fading blue light of the waning
afternoon. The artist's brush rasped on the
canvas and the governor stared at him som-
berly, without appearing to see him.

“In America the spirit has had no nourish-
ment for a long time,” he said at last. “We're
preoccupied with getting rather than giving,
with tail fins and barbecue pits and gadgets.
Young people are withdrawing to the joys of

SILHOUETTES

By DAN JAFFE

Behind their silhouetted kiss
Shadows are ciphered in the
stone.
Must they be frightened knowing
this?
Lovers have never loved alone.

home life and are less and less interested in
public service. And the television scandals
were just a small glimpse of a widespread
moral corruption.

“Perhaps it's because we didn't suffer ma-
terial losses in the war—we weren't bombed.
The restof the world has been reminded of the
eternal verities ina hard and cruel way. but we
have not been. So perhaps we've lost sight of
them. And we're filled with euphoric com-
placency.

“This state of mind goes on and on in spite
of Sputnik and all the other Russian accom-
plishments, in spite of our knowledge of the
countries turning away from democracy, in
spite of the population explosion, in spite of
the world revolutions taking place today! But
surely our people know what is happening in
the world today, don’t they? Don't they?”
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Beyond the bare black trees and the cold
horizon, the sunset was deepening. The room
was sapphire with dusk and the artist worked
quickly, squinting at his palette. The governor
sighed, and somewhere in the house a tele-
phone rang. He hurried offto take it on the ex-
tension in his bedroom, where he was joined a
few minutes later by Miss Evans and hisvisitor.

The governor's bedroom has pale blue
walls, a gray rug, and a triple-size bed with a
chartreuse spread. On the wall above the bed
are two rather surprising and very lovely
Renaissance cherub heads of gilded wood. A
magnolia tree brushes a window on one side of
the room, and a glass door leads to a sun
deck. On tables and dressers round about the
room are family photographs in silver frames.

The governor stood ata window and looked
across his fields to the sunset.

“1 love this place so much,” he said slowly.
“1 know every blade of grass, and every
tree ... | like to watch them grow, and |
hate to be away from them. If | am leading
a life of semiretirement, as some people
say, it is only so that | can stay close to this
place. | hate going away as much as | have
to. | am always happiest here."

But once more it was time to go. The gov-
ernor had been invited to ask some friends to a
preview of a new movie in Chicago, and he
was giving a dinner for them first at the Rac-
quet Club. We were already late, but after he
had changed his clothes he bustled around the
living room and library, turning off lights.
Then we were off on the hour's drive, the gov-
ernor at the wheel. He is a fast and competent
driver, although he tends to overlook direction
signs and take wrong turnings when he is
thinking and talking. During the drive he was
thinking and talking, mostly about his own
life.

“1 have a good life,” he said firmly. “Some-
times | think I've been one of the most fortu-
nate men of this century—I've had a tremen-
dously good life! I'm lucky because | like to
do so many things. | like to play tennis and
walk and hunt and fish a little. | like to read
and to work and to write. | go to the movies
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only about once a year, and my television set
doesn't work—it's in the gameroom in the
basement-—--- Oh, didn't you see the game-
room? Too bad! Oh, it'sjust a sort of relaxing
room where | dump everything. But | do
manage to go to the theater quite often, and |
play a lot of music to myself. And of course
I travel a great deal.

“1 have a great many guests at the house.
And | see a lot of my friends, particularly in
New York—and | get there once or twice a
month. | wish | could see more of my grand-
children. Maybe | can fix that for next summer.
And | wish | could see more of my old Lake
Forest friends. It's justthat I'm busy and away
so much of the time! Well, anyway, we’ll see
some of them tonight.”

And we did, for the governor had invited
about sixty friends to his little party. Top
Chicago lawyers, and heads of corporations.
Smart, gray-haired Lake Forest matronswhom
he has known since what a friend terms his
“tennis shoes and camping days,” and whom
he calls by odd, affectionate nicknames like
“Mudge” and “Hank.” (Most of them are
Social Register, and most of them were vi-
olently active in his political campaigns.)
Young people, too, were there. His law part-
ners and their pretty wives. Adlai and Nancy
Stevenson. And several decorative but unex-
plained girls with bubble hairdos and pale lip-
stick. There wasn't a professional politician in
the lot.

Affably, the governor moved from table to
table, stopping to shake hands, to kiss a cheek,
to make a joke. A mood of affection and
gaiety, friendship and loyalty seemed to glow in
the room, and after dinner the spirit spilled
over into the bus which the governor had
chartered to take his friends to the preview
theater.

As the bus bounced merrily along, an old
friend who had worked as a volunteer in both
campaigns for the presidency glanced at her
host and then turned to a friend. “1'd like to
start everyone singing ‘Happy Days are Here
Again!"" she whispered, smiling. “But | don't
dare—at least, not yet.” END
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